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One







My aunt, or rather the woman I know as my aunt, made me what I am today. After my father and mother were killed in a car crash when I was three years old, Jane, my mother’s oldest and closest friend, brought me up alone. A single woman acting as a surrogate single mother, she lavished upon me her fierce, unyielding love and, following my eighteenth birthday, her not inconsiderable physical charms. She was thirty when I entered her home and tomorrow will be her fiftieth birthday.

Our relationship has always been intense, unconditional and, by any normal standards, distinctly perverse. Yet in it, I have found truth, beauty, and my destiny, a destiny that forms the core of this kinky tale.



Aunt Jane, for that was always the title by which I have known her, is a tall, sensually buxom woman. Her thick, silken hair is still jet black and worn at shoulder length. She retains the light brown skin colour of a Southern European (her father was Italian), and her large hazel-coloured eyes are filled with a soul-melting golden light. Her love of life’s simple pleasures, particularly good food and wine, has left her with a distinctly Rubenesque physique, but her height and robust posture ensure she has never appeared fat.



In her I have always seen an almost inexplicable physical perfection, a mature, stately form which boasts full, firm breasts and very long and perhaps surprisingly shapely legs. And as well as physical beauty, Aunt Jane possesses an intensely erotic sense of style. She has worked as a model since her early twenties, and even approaching fifty finds regular employment modelling for clothing catalogues. She dresses with a deliberate and very classical feminine style, favouring elegant, even formal (yet always sexy) outfits that very effectively accentuate her ample good looks. In her style and grace, she has been, as in so many other things, my role model.



Although she is always keen to work, she has no real need for the money: her first and only husband was a wealthy businessman. A man nearly twenty years her senior, he had died suddenly from a heart attack just before I arrived in her life. Not yet thirty, my aunt had found herself with lifelong financial independence, and had purchased a beautiful seventeenth century cottage in the depths of the Cornish countryside. This cottage has been my home for twenty wonderful years.



Aunt Jane travels regularly to London on modelling assignments for various agencies. She specialises in so-called ‘outsize’ clothing catalogues, for whom she provides a stunningly impressive vision of the larger, more mature woman, a vision I am still privileged to behold on virtually a daily basis.



I arrived at her home a confused, sad and sickly child. My aunt, still grieving from the sudden death of her best friend, found in me a very real connection to my mother and very quickly made me the centre of her world, overwhelming me with a fierce, bottomless maternal love, a love I was desperate to receive. We very quickly became a comfortable, independent universe; the outside world was merely background noise to a love and friendship that would not diminish over time or distance.



By the time I was ten, it was clear that I had inherited both my mother’s colouring and build. Physically I was (and am) almost the exact opposite of the beautiful, generously proportioned Jane. I had my mother’s pale skin, her blonde hair, and her pale blue eyes. I also had her slender frame. I was thin and small, and frail. Until my early teens, I was dogged by one minor illness or another, and this significantly increased my reliance on Aunt Jane, a reliance she seemed to relish and often encourage. Yes – she spoilt me rotten. No toy, no exotic food, no passing childish pleasure was denied me. I had everything that money could buy, and something it couldn’t – an endless supply of pure, maternal love. Yet while there were distinct advantages to being a delicate, pampered ‘mummy’s boy’, it soon became apparent that I was ill-prepared for the real world, and in particular the rough and tumble of school.



By the time I entered my teenage years it would not be an exaggeration to say that I was a mildly effeminate sissy, an impression greatly enhanced by my feminine build and looks. I was subject to the cruel whims of bullies and the teasing laughter of girls, and school was a terrible test that, in many ways, I failed. Despite an obvious and powerful intelligence that allowed to me to outperform virtually all of my peers academically, physically I was painfully weak. Yet, strangely, this was something I was never ashamed of. Indeed, even at the tender age of twelve, I was aware of a simple, but still-disturbing fact: I didn’t like being a boy. The violent world of the male was totally alien to me. Instead, I found myself almost helplessly drawn to the world of the feminine, a world whose spectacular queen was my gorgeous, loving aunt. And although I was to some extent an object of ridicule, I found complete acceptance and confirmation in the warm, encouraging smile of my aunt, whose response to my increasing lack of interest in masculine ways was to love me even more.



At home, in the evening, as she served me dinner, I lost myself in her smile and in her physical perfection. As she dismissed the boys who tormented me and the girls who mocked me, I wanted to proclaim my deep love for her and, even then, to confess a desire that was every day becoming stronger: a desire to express the femininity that was so apparent in my appearance and manners in a much more complete and immediate manner; a desire I felt with increasing power as my teenage eyes beheld the glorious spectacle that was Aunt Jane; a desire that began to drive me, whenever the opportunity presented itself, to her bedroom, to the drawers and cupboards that contained her clothes.



As I watched her, as I studied her, as we laughed and joked, I immersed myself in her style, I examined her beautiful, elegant clothes, the most powerful symbols of the classic femininity she so perfectly embodied, and I felt a terrible, profound stirring. My first erection came as I imagined the feel of the sheer nylon hose that caressed my Aunt’s perfect legs against my own pale skin, a sensation I soon became familiar with after the brutal power of teenage desire transformed a tentative fondling of my aunt’s nylons into a slow, fear-shrouded slipping of a scented black stocking over a bare foot and then up a long, disturbingly feminine leg, an act that inspired a gasp of sudden, beautiful shock and sent my heart into a high gear of pounding excitement. This, I was sure, was my destiny.



Within days of my first secret visit to her bedroom, I was slipping into her delicate, achingly soft silk panties, her sensually sheer nylon tights, her shimmering slips and even her generous bras, immersing myself in intimate feminine fabrics and feeling not only excitement, but a strange inner peace, a sense of confidence in myself, a confidence I had never felt before.



Even though most of her clothes were too big, even though I probably looked quite ridiculous, I was truly at one with myself, and set on the path of lifelong transvestism.



And as my transvestism developed, so did my fascination with feminine style, with glamour and with art. Indeed, all three were quickly fused together in my ability to draw and paint, which was both instinctive and inherited (my mother had been a graphic artist). I had drawn obsessively since I was old enough to write, and it had already been made clear to me by teachers and by my aunt that my future would be determined by my artistic skills. My aunt was particularly encouraging, and spent a considerable amount of money on drawing and painting materials and trips to all the major UK art galleries. However, despite this encouragement, my ability was soon very much driven by my growing, deeper desires. By my early teens, I wanted only to to draw beautiful women, and in particular the clothes of beautiful women. My gorgeous aunt noticed this almost immediately, and began to encourage me to think about a possible career in fashion design, a field she knew well and where she had ‘connections’. Although only fourteen years old, I was already being gently pushed into a very predetermined future, yet the true, bizarre nature of this future was a million miles from the sort of future my aunt was, at this point, expecting.



I would spend hours poring over my aunt’s fashion and style magazines and drawing the actresses, models and other female celebrities who filled their pages. Each intricate line of each glamorous dress, shoe or perfect female form held a terrible, addictive fascination, at the centre of which was another equally powerful addiction: my identification with these women, my desire to be like them, and to be wrapped in their gorgeous attire.



Within a few years, I was spending every hour left alone in the house either drawing women’s clothes or dressing in my aunt’s real clothes, experimenting with everything from her sexy undies to her dresses and skirts, even playing with her perfumes and make-up. And the older I got, the more apparent it became that at the core of this near obsessive dressing was a growing, extremely powerful sexuality, a sexuality that drove me into my strange she-male destiny with a dreadful and irresistible power and led directly to a profoundly life-changing moment on a wet afternoon during the Easter holidays.



I was eighteen and a few months away from completing a largely wasted two years in the sixth form. Although I had still excelled at art, my earlier academic promise had waned considerably as my desire had become stronger, and any thought of university was now out of the question. As usual, as soon as my aunt had left the house, I had slipped up to her room to dress. That day, however, I found myself particularly distracted by a terrible sexual urge. I had stripped naked and then slipped into a pair of my aunt’s pretty silk panties, a slender, elegant and very pink pair that had left me with a furious erection and an uncontrollable need to masturbate. As I exploded into the panties, I screamed out in a frightening, volcanic ecstasy very rarely experienced. Unfortunately, my aunt had that very moment just returned early from a shopping expedition, opening the front door as my cries of pleasure filled the house. Hearing my screams and mistaking them for fear and pain, she had rushed up the stairs into her bedroom, only to discover me on her bed in the cum-soaked panties. The most intense pleasure turned very quickly into the most appalling fear and humiliation. I was discovered, revealed – exposed as a sissy pervert before my glorious aunt!



I leapt from the bed and, in a fit of stupid, blind panic, tried to rush from the room, tears pouring from my eyes. But she very easily blocked my path. I tried to struggle past her, but she grabbed my arm and pulled me back into the centre of the room.



‘What on earth are you up to!’ she shouted, looking down in what I took to be horror at the large damp stain soaking through the front of the panties.



My response was simply a loud, desperate sob. I was unable to talk, to look at her, even to move. I was paralysed by fear and self-disgust. This was surely the end of my paradise; my sweet feminine utopia.



‘I’m…sorry.’



These were the only words, useless, pathetic words, that staggered from my mouth between more desperate, painful sobs.



Then she released her angry grip and I fell back onto the bed. On the bed was a skirt, a blouse, tights, more panties – the evidence of an afternoon’s covert cross-dressing, the evidence of my addiction.



I stared down at the bed as she inspected the mess I had made, her silence surely about to be shattered by a cry of awful betrayal. But this cry never came. And when I eventually found the courage to look up, I discovered her holding the skirt and looking back at me with a strange curiosity.



‘I knew something was up,’ she whispered, her dark eyes eating up my embarrassed, slender form. ‘I thought it was me – that I was going senile. But no, you’ve been going through my clothes, for God knows how long…probably years.’



I nodded weakly, baffled by the increasing sense of amusement in her voice, an amusement cut through with something even more amazing – arousal.



‘You naughty little thing,’ she whispered, a smile slowly curving her beautiful, cherry-red lips into a crescent of hope. ‘All this time, you’ve been sneaking up here and putting on my clothes. Of course you have. I mean, the drawing, the way you behave. It’s the logical…’



She stopped in mid-sentence and burst out laughing. Momentarily humiliation returned: once again a woman was laughing at me, and worse, the only woman who mattered to me. But it soon became apparent that this was a different kind of laughter – a laughter of genuine surprise, a laughter of pleasure!



‘You should have told me, you silly boy,’ she said, suddenly leaning forward and embracing me, squashing my face into her marvellous, ample breasts and sending a shudder of electric pleasure shooting through my body. ‘I could have helped you.’



Then she paused and a light entered her beautiful eyes, the spark of an idea that would change everything. ‘I 
can

 help you.’



As her powerful rose-scented perfume flooded my nostrils, a sense of almost total disbelief gripped me. Surely, this was some kind of bizarre dream, or some traumatic misreading of her words. She could help me?



‘You don’t mind?’ I gasped, fighting free of her strong, loving grasp.



She laughed again and stood back. ‘No. I’ve known for ages that you’re…well, effeminate. And I love you all the more for it. There’re plenty of boys – and men – who…well, who want to be women, or to be treated like women. That’s just the way some males are. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.’



‘It isn’t?’



‘Of course not! God, look at the world, Michael, look at what all the so-called real men have done to the world. Then tell me that wanting to be a woman is wrong!’



‘But I don’t want to be a woman…I want to be…feminine.’



Her warm, gentle smile broadened. ‘Yes, I understand. And you’re very lucky to want that. 
Very

 lucky.’



After a brief, contemplative silence she pulled me to my feet. ‘If you’re going to do this, let’s make sure you do it right.’



Shock had turned to determination. Her smile widening, she whispered a sharp, merry ‘come on!’ and led me from the bedroom.



*   *   *



The next twenty hours changed everything – forever. My world was destroyed and rebuilt. Years of secret need exploded into a strange, highly erotic flowering of new, transgendered life. Barely a week after my eighteenth birthday, I became a she-male.



My aunt took me to the bathroom and helped me undress. My erect cock popped up before her as she slipped the sodden panties down my legs and her smile grew darker, harder, more concentrated. She looked up at me and giggled.



‘My, my,’ she whispered, her voice hoarse, her eyes filled with a quite brazen sexual intent.



Then she washed me, helping me into a bath filled with steaming, soapy water and cleaning my shaking body with hands sheathed in thick gloves of heavily perfumed lather. I moaned helplessly and she laughed gently, my erection a periscope of desire emerging from the water and viewing this ample, mature beauty with a single hungry eye. At one point her hands slipped beneath the water and very gently massaged my balls. I squealed with shock and pleasure and her beautiful smile widened.



‘Careful, Mikey – not yet,’ she whispered, her hot breath brushing against my crimson cheek, her perfume an awful, teasing promise.



After the bath she wrapped my slender, diminutive form in a huge, pink towel and smothered me dry. Then, she took a golden jar of female hair-removal gel from the bathroom cabinet. She massaged its thick, lightly scented contents into my body, and soon I was covered from the base of my neck to the bottom of my ankles in a body stocking of pale yellow goo.



She used a special ‘lady shave’ razor to strip the gel and the very slight layer of blond body hair from my already effeminate form, paying special attention to the slightly pathetic whispy strands around my pubic region and, in the process, inspiring yet more moans of pleasure, moans laced with anxiety.



A damp flannel was used to wipe the residue gel from my now totally denuded body and I sighed with an awful, painful arousal as the soft cotton material brushed lightly against my freshly shaven and now ultra-sensitive skin.



As she worked on my body, my eyes feasted on Aunt Jane with a renewed and even more powerful sexual attraction. She had returned early from a trip to the nearest town and was dressed in a very smart and quite deliberately sexy business suit made from grey silk, with a very short skirt. Beneath the suit jacket she wore a high-necked white blouse tied at the neck in a fat yet delicate bow. As she knelt down to wipe the residue gel from my legs, the jacket slipped open and I was treated both to a splendid view of her plump breasts struggling against a lace-edged brassiere and, also, her splendid, grey nylon-sheathed legs as the short skirt travelled teasingly up her ample thighs. My poor, tormented cock twitched and my heart pounded desperately against the wall of my modest chest. Dreams that had fermented over the last few years were suddenly exploding into reality in a totally unbelievable way. Time seemed to have both ground to a halt and sped up frantically. As she looked up at my sex-riddled eyes and smiled, a whirlpool of insane pleasure opened up and dragged me down into a strange new world of bizarre desire.



Eventually, I was led naked and shaven from the bathroom and back to her bedroom.



‘There’s nothing that will fit you, I’m afraid,’ she said, guiding me by the hand, ‘but we can improvise until tomorrow. Then we’ll go out and buy some stuff in your size.’



Of course, I couldn’t believe her words. In this surreal new reality, language had turned into the very stuff of my deepest sexual fantasies.



My eyes caressed her grey-hosed legs and the sound of her thighs rubbing together tormented my ears. Once in the bedroom, she told me to sit on the bed and then minced elegantly over to the large walk-in closet that took up most of one wall and which I had tentatively explored on more than one occasion.



I sat and watched her in stunned silence, my erection pressing desperately into my stomach, my freshly shaven body tingling. I was overwhelmed by a sense of feminine weakness, of submissive acceptance, of sissy bliss. Yes, this is what I had wanted for so long: to reveal this deeply rooted part of my personality, to escape the limits of my sex and the absurd gender fascism of our broken society.



From the wardrobe, my gorgeous, loving aunt took a beautiful silver-coloured blouse made from a shimmering satin and a black velvet miniskirt with an elasticated waist. She then extracted an armful of undies from a set of drawers set into her dressing table and placed them beside the other clothes.



I looked nervously at the clothes and then up at my aunt, my goddess.



‘They look lovely.’



My voice was so weak, so soft, so fear and desire strained.



Aunt Jane smiled and gently brushed her hand against my flushed cheek.



‘Yes, and they’ll look even lovelier on you, Mikey.’



I was now quite dizzy with excitement. My aunt lowered her hand and placed a long, gentle kiss on my forehead.



‘Don’t worry – there’s nothing to be ashamed or scared of,’ she whispered, as her large breasts brushed against my boiling, crimson cheek. ‘I want to help you. I understand. Now, let’s start with the panty girdle – it’ll give you a lovely smooth front and keep that naughty willy under control.’



She took a white, elastane-panelled panty girdle from the bundle of undies and held it before me, its silver-tinged front covered in a pattern of delicately woven silk roses. She knelt down before me and gently slipped the girdle over my small, girlish feet. She told me to stand and drew the tight, sensual foundation garment up my shaven, shaking legs. As she pulled it over my rigid, desperately aching sex and around my slender waist, I let out a gasp of terrible, shocked pleasure.



‘Lovely, isn’t it?’ she purred, pulling it tightly into position with her long, blood red-nailed hands and very effectively flattening my sex against the soft wall of my lower stomach.



I nodded, quite transfixed by the sudden, deeply arousing sensation of absolute restriction the girdle produced. I didn’t even notice as my aunt then took the pair of very sheer nylon tights from the bed. But when she quite deliberately ran them across my chest, I let out a sissy squeal of even more intense pleasure and Aunt Jane burst out laughing.



‘Oh dear, this is all getting a little too much for you.’



I smiled weakly and allowed her to gently guide me back to the bed. She knelt down before me, carefully bundled the two legs of the tights into wide, open bowls and slipped the bowls over my feet.



As she very carefully guided the tights up over my legs, I nearly fainted, so suddenly overwhelmed was I by a dreadful erotic excitement. The sensation of the soft, sheer nylon against my silky smooth legs, my ultra-sensitive, freshly shaven legs, was incredible. I moaned with a truly mind-bending pleasure and my aunt looked up into my eyes, looking deep into me, almost as if she was feeding on my pleasure, gaining a deep, life-affirming power from my cries of delight.



I was made to stand again and the tights were pulled up around my waist. Aunt Jane then smoothed out one or two twists of the gorgeous, teasing fabric with her warm, gentle hands, brushing against my flattened, restrained but still wildly aroused sex as she did so.



‘They look great on you, Mikey,’ she said, standing back to admire her handiwork. ‘You’ve got great legs, really shapely and feminine. They were made for tights.’



I mumbled a hoarse ‘thank you’ and fought to remain upright, my heart now pounding out a hammer rhythm of raging need.



The rest of the clothes followed in a strange blur of teasing desire. After the tights, came a pair of very frilly white silk panties, then the blouse, which was easily two sizes too big and appeared like a strange satin dress against my slender, petite form. The tails of the blouse were eventually hidden by the sexy black velvet skirt, which added to the amazing impact of the tights on my legs and my own increasingly delicious sense of absolute envelopment in the joys of femininity.



Once dressed, Aunt Jane led me to her dressing table, a place I had explored on more than one secret trip to the bedroom sanctum of this buxom, sensual woman.



As I sat down before the large, oval mirror that dominated the table, I gasped once again, but this time with a deep, very genuine surprise. For before me was a truth I had hidden not entirely successfully for many years: a strikingly girlish boy, a very pretty, helplessly feminine boy, whose new dress exposed a mistake of nature: a lovely teenage girl trapped in the body of a boy!



‘Yes,’ Aunt Jane said, gently resting her hands on my shoulders, ‘it really is quite amazing. Just a few feminine frillies and you’re someone else. But I always knew you were a beauty, Mikey; only I didn’t quite realise you were a boy-girl.’



‘A boy-girl’. The perfect expression for the reflection facing me, and of the feelings that had tormented me for so long. I was a girl in a boy’s body, yet with a boy’s desires, which meant a powerful attraction to women. Yet even this was not entirely accurate. For as the ever stronger feelings of femininity gripped me, so did a nagging sense that it wasn’t just women who aroused my passions. Memories of my disturbing feelings when flicking through the film and style magazines came flooding back, and even stranger memories of the tall, handsome boys at school, the ones who had mocked my weakness, my sissy features. I felt my erection strain even harder against the loving embrace of the panty girdle and knew my desire was much more complex than even that of the heterosexual transvestite.



The boy-girl quickly became much more girl than boy as my beautiful aunt began to apply make-up to my soft facial features. The expert application of a light foundation, pale blue eye shadow and strawberry lipstick had an immediate and even more shocking effect, an effect made apparent by the look of increasing amazement on my aunt’s lovely face.



‘It really is quite astonishing, Mikey. Really…’



And I could only agree. For the person who sat before me now could never be mistaken for anything other than a pretty teenage girl, a vision of classic, blossoming womanhood.



Still stunned, I was helped to my hosed feet.



‘It really would be nice to get your hair curled,’ Aunt Jane said, a slightly sadistic twinkle in her dark eyes.



‘But it’s too short,’ I spluttered back, very much aware of the fact that she had always insisted my blond hair be cut very close.



‘Yes, but that would make it even more delightful! You’d be a lovely sissy boy, but a girl as well. We’d tease out the ambivalence. It’s even better than pretending to be a girl. This isn’t pretence, we’d be saying – this is the glorious reality. Wouldn’t that be lovely?’



Strangely, the thought did excite me, and I found myself nodding nervously.



‘Good, I’ll arrange for you to have a perm asap.’



She then led me from the room and into my strange, erotic she-male future.



*   *   *



For the rest of that day, I was instructed in feminine movement and manners by my stunning aunt. She was a kind, enthusiastic teacher, and by 10 p.m., I was moving with the careful, sweet grace of a ballet dancer, showing impressive feminine modesty when bending and sitting, walking with a distinctly provocative sissy wiggle, my legs inches apart, my nylon-sheathed thighs brushing together erotically, my petite, tightly girdled bottom bouncing to a sexy, teasing rhythm. I was shown how to eat and drink with careful feminine gestures, turning each move of the wrist or hand into an erotic game. My aunt applauded my progress and took me to the living room sofa. Here she smothered me in a tight, maternal embrace and told me how proud she was to have a beautiful sissy nephew. I squirmed in my feminine attire and tried to fight an overwhelming sense of violent sexual arousal that threatened to inspire a very nasty accident deep in my tight, sexy undies.



As we sat on the sofa, Aunt Jane made it very clear to me that my new self would be far less passive around the house than my previous masculine personality. I was to learn to cook, to sew, to wash and iron. I was to be responsible for cleaning the house. The price of my new femininity was to become my aunt’s maid/housekeeper, a role that both frightened and excited me, and which I accepted without a moment’s hesitation. She also made it clear that she expected me to continue at school as if nothing had happened. I would study until the end of the academic year and then take my A level examinations. Then my position would be ‘reviewed’.



Although in public I would remain a boy, in normal boy’s attire, at home I would be feminised at all times. And even outside, I would wear feminine frillies beneath my male clothing.



As she led me up to my bedroom, I was still sure all this had been some wonderful, terribly erotic dream. But once in my room, it soon became clear how real this incredible adventure was about to become. For my aunt almost immediately set about very slowly undressing me, her dark, excited eyes never leaving mine as she unbuttoned, unzipped and unrolled, and very soon she had me stark naked, my furious sex staring up at her like a puppy begging for more.



She looked down at my sex and smiled. ‘Wait here,’ she whispered.



She slipped from the room, leaving me trapped in a terrible, frustrating cell of laboured breathing and boiling skin.



She returned a few minutes later carrying a beautiful, long, pink silk nightgown and a pair of matching panties.



‘We’ll get you some more suitable nightwear tomorrow, petal. But these should certainly do for tonight.’



She helped me into the soft, teasing panties and I moaned with pleasure. Then she slipped the nightgown over my head and I was lost in a world of supreme tactile ecstasy. It was almost as if my shaven body was being covered in a thousand sweet butterfly kisses. The gown was semi-transparent, with a very high, button up, lace befrilled neck, plus frilled sleeves and a frilled hem. It was too big, but this just added to the sense of complete and utter envelopment that I found so incredibly sexy.



Thus prepared for the night, Aunt Jane led me to my bed, threw back the covers and gently laid me out on my back. I stared up at her like a baby staring up at its mother and felt a renewed sense of divine adoration for this beautiful, loving woman, this light of my now distinctly sissified life.



Yet even the bizarre and deeply erotic events of the last few hours could not prepare me for what happened next. For she then knelt down by my side and gently slipped my pretty pink panties down over my lower thighs, causing my very stiff and very frustrated sex to pop up once again. Then she began to caress its crimson length with a warm, red-nailed hand and I entered a realm of pleasure that defied description.



As I moaned and writhed under this delicately tortuous caress, she whispered words of comfort and encouragement.



‘You’ve been such a good girl today, my sweet little flower. I’m so happy that I’ve found out about your lovely secret. We’ll be so happy together. Auntie Jane and her pretty niece. And tomorrow, we’ll spend the day shopping for so many pretty, delicate things. Then we’ve got the rest of the holidays to create the new you.’



I nodded helplessly and gasped as she ran her index finger very gently over the bulging head of my cock.



‘But Mikey…that’s not the name for my new niece…is it?’



Now squealing with pleasure, I shook my head furiously, my eyes pinned to hers, my heart in my mouth, my blood burning with sexual need.



‘No. We’ll call you Michelle. Pretty Michelle. Shelly, for short. Yes, from now on, you’ll be Shelly.’



Then she gripped my balls and the base of my cock, smiled gently, and slipped her soft, cherry red lips over its purple head. I cried out in amazement as she lowered her head over my sex, taking its full length into her warm, loving mouth.



Her tongue tickled its rigid shaft and her head began to bob up and down over its length. I squealed like a little girl, the little girl she wished me to be. My whole body tensed and then all physical control was surrendered as I exploded once again, a titanic, body- and soul-shocking orgasm. The semen burst out of my cock and into her mouth like a concentrated tidal wave. Her cheeks bulged and her eyes widened, but she stuck to her erotic task, drinking down my cum like it was nectar. I screamed, I bucked, a million silver stars filled my vision. Suddenly, I was outside my body, watching this furious erotic spectacle from some strange, unclear place that was more real than my own life, this single moment, these strange events. Then I hurtled back to earth and re-entered my body, my heart ramming into my chest, a sense of incredible and absolute relief washing over me, a relief that was tinged with a strange sadness, and, at its edges, a bleak vision of what had just happened and what my desire had driven me to do. But this vision quickly passed, to be replaced by the wonderful sight of my step-aunt licking the remaining cum from the head of my sex, a smile lighting up her face, a woman satisfied, a woman complete.



‘Wasn’t that lovely?’ she whispered, pulling my pretty pink panties back into place. ‘And if you’re a good girl, I’ll give you a similar treat tomorrow night.’



I could only nod weakly and mumble a pathetic thank you, my body now relaxing, my mind slowing, a shocked sleep very close.



She neatly reordered my nightdress, pulled the bed sheets up around my chest, then kissed me gently on my hot, pale forehead.



‘Sleep well, pretty Shelly.’



I was asleep before she left the room, cast into a pit of dreamless unconsciousness by an exhaustingly exciting day and a stunning introduction to my incredible, kinky sexuality.



*   *   *



The next day was even more bizarre and exciting. I was stroked to consciousness by my aunt and told to bathe and present myself in her room. Naked, my shaven body a terrible, erotic confession of my willing sissification, I stood before her, my sex once again rock hard, my eyes eating up her splendid ample form with starving eyes. Dressed in a tight black nylon sweater, a knee-length black leather skirt, sheer black hose and stiletto-heeled mules, she was a startling image of dominant femininity. Her hair in a suitably stern bun, her lips painted blood red, her eyes wide and filled with their own fierce sexual need, she appeared before me a goddess, a divine vision to be worshipped, and whose inescapable symbol of utter supplication was my unbearable erection.



I was powdered and perfumed, helped into a fresh panty girdle, sheer white nylon tights and pink, heavily frilled silk panties. Over this feminine foundation, I wore a pair of my own black trousers, a white cotton shirt and a black jacket. My best leather shoes were slipped over hosed feet and I was led downstairs to breakfast.



We drove into town, my heart racing, my eyes fighting uselessly to avoid my aunt’s perfect, nylon-encased legs. Then we shopped. For three hours, my aunt led me through a delightful, apparently endless maze of female clothing stores, her gold credit card the key to my impending and permanent envelopment in feminine frillies. She purchased a mountain of panties, tights, stockings, girdles, skirts, blouses, dresses and shoes, the finely honed taste of a professional model ensuring both a consistent style and an appropriate fit (she was delighted that my slender form meant I could easily make the standard female sizes without any alteration).



As well as clothes, she helped me to choose make-up, perfumes, a vast array of toiletries, even a handbag and a small collection of elegant, inexpensive jewellery (which included a number of pairs of very pretty clip-on earrings).



We bought so much that we had to make three separate trips to the car, which, by the time we arrived home, was packed to overflowing with the dainty objects of my feminisation.



That afternoon was sheer bliss. I spent virtually three wonderful hours with my aunt trying on the vast array of clothes and then modelling them before her. The fetishistic sexual delight at the heart of my previously secret transvestite desire came very much to the fore of my tormented mind, and I found myself not only delighting in wearing the clothes, but in their feel, in their appearance, in their almost indescribable sexual power over me. My transvestite identity was announced and spectacularly confirmed. There would be no turning back now, no return to the weak, confused youth who had been Michael. Now I was established, beyond doubt, as the pretty she-male, Michelle (Shelly, for short). Forever.



By teatime, we agreed that I would wear a lovely satin-panelled, pink panty girdle, very sheer white nylon tights, a surprisingly short white and pink checked wool miniskirt and a very tight pink nylon sweater. Added to this distinctly sissy display were a bright pink lipstick, a pair of very impressive imitation diamond stud earrings and (the pièce de résistance) a pair of pink patent leather, stiletto-heeled court shoes.



It took fifteen precarious minutes for me to learn how to balance correctly on the three-inch heels, but once my aunt had instructed me in the secrets of feminine balance, I found myself mincing prettily around the room, wiggling my hips and backside, with my legs together, my arms at my side. I was a model of she-male grace that inspired amused but ultimately admiring comments from my clearly excited aunt.



Yet, despite my obvious feminine appearance, one thing remained distinctly male: my chest. The tight pink sweater only served to emphasise my maleness. Indeed, my aunt had made no attempt to purchase any form of brassiere, and now, in response to my slightly worried questioning, she reiterated her position on my she-male identity.



‘This is the way I want it to be, Shelly. You’re basically a sissy boy, a very pretty she-boy. That’s what I want, not a drag queen, not an imitation of a girl. You have your own unique identity, and that is what we’re going to develop.’



As I looked at my reflection, I saw her vision and couldn’t help but be aroused, a strange, deeply masochistic arousal that revelled in my sissification and its exposure in such an obvious and kinky form. And it was Shelly the she-boy who was developed over the coming months. Indeed, it wasn’t until I was sent to work for Mistress Helen and the wonderful Sissy Maids Company that there was ever any suggestion of a more fundamental alteration.



*   *   *



That first night as Shelly, I made my first somewhat tentative meal, closely supervised by Aunt Jane while wrapped tightly in a beautiful, befrilled silk pinafore. Rejoicing in each tiny, high-heeled step, overwhelmed by the beauty and sensuality of my feminine attire, I found a total peace, an almost unbearable sense of confidence in myself and my destiny. Each gesture was made to impress my aunt. To be displayed so erotically before her was a profound and deeply comforting pleasure, and I took a very naughty joy in bending down to pick up dropped cooking utensils and when setting the table, knowing that Aunt Jane’s eyes were pinned to my miniskirt as it slid up my shapely, nylon-encased thighs to reveal a hint of befrilled silk panties.



At bedtime, I was dressed in a gorgeous pink baby doll cut from an incredibly fine, expensive Italian silk, with new, matching silk panties. Aunt Jane laid me out on the bed, a heart-stopping, promising smile lighting up her gorgeous face, and ‘milked’ me with the same gentle care as the night before. And as I screamed out my pleasure and thanked my stunning goddess, I was truly in a she-male heaven on earth.










Two







The next few weeks set out the pattern of our new relationship and put me firmly on the road to my sissy destiny. Each day was swallowed up by a beautiful whirlwind of feminine attire and domestic servitude. It quickly became apparent that, as Shelly, I was to be both my aunt’s niece and her maid, and I took to both roles with a deeply erotic enthusiasm. My aunt taught me how to dress and how to care for my clothes, how to iron, to sew, to wash, to cook and to clean. She taught me how to move elegantly and how to apply make-up and perfume. Soon, I found myself working a solid eight-hour day around the house, and often working beyond this into the evenings. Yet never once did I question this new domestic servitude; for it was a willing servitude, a joyous slavery, and in it I found a freedom greater than any that I had ever experienced or read about. This was the freedom to be myself, to express the core of a being that had been long repressed by fear and social stigma.

After purchasing my new wardrobe, my aunt employed a hairdresser to visit our house and transform my short, blond hair into a mane of permanent sissy curls. A beautiful, ice blue-eyed blonde in her late twenties, with particularly large breasts and a cool, yet not unfriendly personality, the hairdresser was more than happy to produce the dainty, ultra-feminine style demanded by my aunt, asking no questions either of the reason behind this perhaps questionable feminisation or the fact that I was wearing a pretty pink satin trouser suit, a white silk blouse and high-heeled pumps! Indeed, it wasn’t until she had left and I had managed to recover from the intense humiliation that my presentation to her had created (a presentation I had begged my gorgeous, dark-eyed queen not to make), that my aunt explained the hairdresser had no idea I was a boy!



‘You can pass without trying, Shelly! Even with that delightfully boyish figure of yours.’



To be mistaken for a girl gave me a new, more powerful sense of happiness, and as my confidence grew so did my instinctive inner femininity.



Soon after the visit of the hairdresser, a firm of interior designers was employed by Aunt Jane to redesign my room, transforming it from a somewhat plain teenage boy’s den into a beautiful girl’s boudoir. Once the design was agreed, two burly, but friendly painters spent three days carefully painting the walls a delicious light pink, adding fresh white gloss paint to the woodwork and an intricate pattern of white roses around the top of each wall.



During their presence in the house, my aunt insisted I make regular trips to the room to serve tea, biscuits and sandwiches. Being dressed in a tight black nylon sweater, a knee-length black cotton skirt, black, seamed hose and heels was bad enough, but my aunt also insisted I wear a lovely French maid’s pinafore that was tied about my waist with a particularly large and dainty bow! As I minced before these two men, both of whom studied me with somewhat confused, yet also desiring eyes, I felt a truly wonderful sense of masochistic excitement. At first, I was utterly terrified, but when they returned my frightened, shy, humiliated gaze, all I could see was a fierce male need, no mocking, no contempt – just sexual attraction. Subsequently, I quickly took to the role of the coquettish teenage niece and began to enjoy the attention.



That evening, Aunt Jane took me in her arms and buried my face in her marvellous breasts.



‘The painters like you, Shelly.’



I moaned muffled agreement and felt my sex press angrily against its panty girdle prison.



As she released me, I looked up at her with sweet, decorated, baby-girl eyes. ‘They thought I was a girl. It was very…exciting.’



Aunt Jane laughed. ‘Oh no, Shelly. They know you’re a she-boy. I explained everything to them when they arrived.’



A gasp of horror exploded from my strawberry-painted lips and Aunt Jane burst into gentle, teasing laughter. ‘Never mind, I’m sure you can explain everything to them tomorrow.’



‘But…’



‘Yes, I want you to go up to them tomorrow and reveal everything. You must never be ashamed of who you are, my sweet.’



Even as I expressed significant resistance to this idea, I knew I would obey my aunt, that I would subject myself to this most abject humiliation. Why? Because my love prevented me from ever questioning gorgeous, imperial Aunt Jane. And also because, yet again, I found myself deeply excited by the thought of my own humiliation. And when Aunt Jane prepared me for bed in the spare room later that night, she quietly teased me a little further.



‘Did you like the way the men were looking at you, Shelly?’



‘Yes, Auntie. It was…strange, but also…exciting.’



‘Would you like a boyfriend?’



Her breath was hot against my face. She had just slipped the skirt off my nylon-sheathed legs and was preparing to pull my black silk panties down my thighs. She was dressed in a tight black nylon sweater that made her breasts appear even more spectacular, black silk slacks and very high-heeled ankle boots, her hair tied in a bun, her powerful musk perfume washing over me like a cloud of pure sex. Suddenly I felt a terrible giddiness and began to sway. She then helped me to the bed, concern suddenly crossing her lovely face.



‘What’s the matter?’ she asked, genuinely disturbed by my sudden faint.



‘It’s just what you said…it had an odd effect.’



She laughed and kissed my forehead. ‘I’m afraid you’re far too weak for a milking tonight, petal. So let’s just get you tucked up in bed as quickly as possible.’



The next day, she dressed me in a stunning pink frock with long puffed sleeves and a high, lace-frilled, button-up neck. The dress was one of a number of ‘little girl’ outfits she had bought for me over the last few days, and was very much part of her vision for her sissy she-boy. It was made from a gleaming, thick satin, and was very short. Over the dress was placed the dainty pinafore I had been made to wear the day before. My legs were encased in sheer white nylon tights and a pair of ultra-frilly panties were quite clearly visible beneath the short skirt. Finally, I was made to step into the pink patent leather, three-inch high-heeled mules. Suitably made up and perfumed, I was sent off to my bedroom armed with a tray of coffee and biscuits.



As I minced sweetly into the room, my heart pounding, a terrible mixture of terror and arousal driving me forward, I knew I couldn’t and wouldn’t let my aunt down.



The two men stared at me in amazement as I set the tray down before them. Then, in a surprisingly calm voice, I thanked them for the work they were doing and explained the reasoning behind it, making it very clear that I was a helplessly sissy she-boy who loved everything feminine and wanted only to be my aunt’s pretty, loving niece.



The men looked at me, utterly astonished, and for a few moments I was sure they would either beat me or flee the house. But instead, the older of the two then smiled and complimented me.



‘I’m sure you’ll make your auntie a very proud woman.’



I blushed and tried to avoid the teasing tone in his remark, the look of blatant desire in his eyes and the effect it was having on my already furious sex. As I minced prettily from the room, making every effort to wiggle by pantied backside provocatively, I suddenly found myself imagining being taken by these men, being held down and stripped, tied up and ravished on the floor of my bedroom; a violent homoerotic fantasy that stayed with me for the rest of the day, and rode the tidal wave of a truly titanic orgasm as my aunt finally milked me some fourteen hours later.



*   *   *



By the end of the Easter holidays, a matter of only three weeks, it would not be an exaggeration to say that the first stage of my sissification was complete. To celebrate my impending (and much-feared) return to school, and my aunt’s forty-fifth birthday, it was decided that we would throw a special party. At first I thought she wanted a party for just the two of us, but it soon became apparent that she wished to invite a number of her female friends! As the weeks had progressed, it is fair to say that not only had I become more confident and comfortable with my feminisation, but that my aunt had also become more assertive and dominant, a change that I accepted with joy and a proportional increase in my own natural submissiveness. And as she had become more confident in her clearly controlling role, she had begun to test my passive, even masochistic nature.



The first real test had been with the painters, and she had taken careful note of my excitement at this kinky humiliation. Since then she had slowly changed her approach to me. Over a few days, we moved from a gentle, loving aunt and sissy nephew relationship to something more akin to mistress and slave. Her requests became commands to be obeyed without question, and when I failed to perform to the standards she required, I found myself being very forcefully told off. This change was both deeply disturbing and very exciting, and I am sure she knew that the stricter she became with me, the more enthusiastically I served her. But the idea of the party…well, that was surely the biggest test. And when I protested, when I pleaded with tearful eyes about such a terribly obvious public exposure, she laughed and shook her head.



‘There’s no point in moaning, you silly little girl. My mind is made up. Now get back to work before I give you a good spanking.’



Her eyes burned into mine and I knew this was the beginning of a new phase in our relationship. The threat of a spanking sent a powerful, deeply arousing electric charge blistering through my body, and by the time I had minced back to my cleaning duties, I was as hard as a rock and having a little trouble breathing.



The day before the party, she insisted that I accompany her on a shopping trip into town – fully feminised! She woke me in my new, beautifully sissified bedroom and told me to be ready in thirty minutes. As I showered and shaved my already silken body, as I found what I thought was a suitably modest suit of grey silk, matching grey tights, a white silk blouse and modestly heeled shoes, as I carefully prepared my helplessly feminine face and combed my short, curled hair, a terrible fear tormented every thought to such a degree that eventually there was only one thought: my impending exposure as a pantied sissy in the middle of some dreadfully public thoroughfare. All the confidence I had built up in the last few weeks suddenly faded, a new, sickening terror gripped me. I looked in the mirror and saw not a shockingly pretty young woman, but a pathetic sissified male.



I carefully applied my make-up with shaky hands, affixed two pretty heart-shaped glass earrings to my girlish ears, and then minced downstairs. I presented myself to Aunt Jane. She expressed herself satisfied with my appearance, but also made it clear that I could have been a bit more ‘imaginative’.



After breakfast, she led me out to the car, my heart pounding, my whole body shaking with fear. Never in my life had I felt so terribly exposed. My mind raced with thoughts of impending mockery and even arrest: I would be recognised in the street, revealed as a panty-wearing gay boy and dragged off, high heels kicking in the air, to the local police station. But even as I had these terrifying thoughts, my cock was pressing angrily against the tight grip of its standard panty girdle prison and a simple thought was beginning to overwhelm all these complex, dark concerns: to be exposed in the street, to be carried off to prison by big strong policemen, to be locked in a cell with male criminals, dressed as I was – all this was so terribly erotic! And by the time my aunt parked the car behind the local shopping mall, I was more aroused than frightened.



Lost in this whirlpool of delightfully conflicting emotions, I was helped from the car and led across the parking lot, my heels clicking against the tarmac like bells sounding a particularly delicious doom. I walked with my now distinctive tiny steps, helplessly wiggling my pert, girdled bottom and distinctly boyish hips, my arms at my side, my hands slightly angled. An exaggerated walk, a ridiculously over-feminine walk that very publicly proclaimed my true sissy nature. Despite my fear, I was actually making it more easy for people to spot me, to realise that I was not a girl, but a simpering, mincing she-boy wrapped in silk and nylon! Yet this is how I had been taught to walk by my gorgeous aunt, and this was, I was sure, how she expected me to walk now – to demonstrate my true sissy nature to the world.



We spent over an hour in various grocery stores, including the local superstore, buying a vast array of expensive food and drink, and left the mall with a shopping trolley loaded to overflowing. During this time, there was little doubt that I was an object of confused fascination, receiving admiring looks from men and women, yet also looks of embarrassment and shock from those who understood what this pretty creature truly was. Yet not one harsh word, and certainly no legal intervention! Even when my aunt insisted that we visit a clothes store to buy hose and I was forced to present the pretty teenage assistant with five packs of nylon tights, the only comment was one of polite surprise, this despite the fact that my aunt, a cruel smile lighting up her beautiful face, made a point of referring to me as ‘he’ and stressing her relief that I could fit into the female sizes!



By the time we arrived back at the house, I was in a state of semi-elation and Aunt Jane was clearly very happy.



‘You handled that so well, Shelly. I’m proud of you.’



I thanked her and then spent the next hour unpacking the shopping.



That night, my aunt teased me to a furious orgasm and, afterwards, she spent a long time kissing and licking my flaccid sex, while also continuing to praise my performance during the shopping expedition. Over the last weeks of the holiday, my milkings had been limited to only one day out of two or three, and the urge to masturbate had ruined my sleep for at least the last three nights. However, my aunt, in her new dominant mode, had made it abundantly clear that any evidence of ‘fiddlings’ would see the complete cessation of the milking ritual, and this had been more than enough to persuade me to abstain from that particular vice.



As she left the room that night, she made a point of telling me how much she was looking forward to her birthday and hinted that I would be receiving a very special treat as part of the celebrations. As I lay in bed, confused, frightened, aroused, I pondered the forthcoming ordeal of my formal exposure to her female friends with a mixture of dread and intense, kinky sexual excitement.



*   *   *



The ‘treat’ was revealed early the next day. Unusually, my aunt insisted on supervising my bathing, dressing and make-up that morning. She woke me from a very deep sleep dressed in a semi-transparent silk blouse, a long, jet-black velvet skirt that reached down to her black-hosed ankles, and very high, stiletto-heeled court shoes of black patent leather. Her lips painted a glossy strawberry, her dark eyes filled with a strangely stern intent, she was every inch the imperious dominatrix, and it was very clear she expected me to be every inch her slave.



‘Wake up, Shelly!’ she snapped, pulling back the bed sheets to reveal my slight, sissy form enveloped in the gorgeous pink silk baby doll, my erection already very apparent through the teasing fabric of my matching pink silk panties.



I stared up at her in utter wonderment and then delicately extracted myself from the bed before following her to the bathroom. Here, she watched intently as I bathed and shaved, my sex hard and hungry as I carried out my morning ritual of preparation with what I hoped was my usual feminine care. A hint of a smile crossed her face as I climbed from the bath, a smile that widened as she then set about vigorously drying me with a large, very fluffy pink towel, smothering me in its erotic woollen embrace and her own powerful, tantalising perfume.



Once dried, she covered me in a cloud of baby powder, a new and odd twist to my morning preparations, before leading me back into the bedroom. Here I was made to wait for five tense, very frustrating minutes while Aunt Jane left the room to retrieve my ‘treat’. She returned with a very large pink box wrapped in matching silk ribbons. She placed the box on my bed, untied the ribbons and took from inside a new and very strange item of foundation wear: a pink elastane body girdle, complete with inbuilt rubber panels at the waist and a frightening array of silk ribbon lacing running up the back.



She presented the girdle to me and I somewhat apprehensively took it from her. I immediately noticed that, although the girdle was designed to mould and control body shape, it had no bra section. Indeed, as far as the upper torso area was concerned, there was only a tight vestlike structure.



Aunt Jane helped me to step into the girdle and then drew it up over my shaven, powdered form. The first thing I noticed was that it appeared to be at least a size too small. Indeed, its stretchable elastane and rubber material seemed to grasp the contours of my slight frame and subject them to a harsh, unavoidable pressure, almost as if it were attempting to shrink me! I gasped with genuine discomfort as the thick rubber shoulder straps were pulled up and over my arms. My stomach was squeezed even flatter and my poor hips felt like they were in a vice. Worse still, the leg sections of the girdle did not taper off to fit the shape of my hips and upper thighs. Instead they ran straight down like a miniskirt, so that my thighs were squeezed together very tightly, immediately making any but the tiniest of steps impossible!



Yet even this was not the end of the girdle’s tortures. For as soon as it was positioned, my lovely aunt, her eyes filled with what I can only describe as a sadistic glee, began to tie the layers of silk lacing in very tight, bow-shaped knots, pulling in the rubber panelling even more oppressively.



By the time she was finished, I was breathing very heavily, my face was crimson and my eyes wide with an awful, deeply masochistic excitement.



‘The girdle is designed to discipline and control your body, and to improve your posture and movement. You will wear it at home at all times from now on.’



I moaned with a mixture of horror and utter submission, my eyes pinned to the box as my aunt then proceeded to take from within a pair of the most beautiful white silk stockings. I stared at them with a terrible fetishistic excitement and her smile returned.



‘Yes, they’re beautiful. Pure silk, seamed and utterly delicious against smooth sissy skin.’



My erection, now subject to the more robust torments of the body girdle, still managed to stretch hungrily against its formidable elastane prison as my aunt helped me to sit on the bed. As my squeezed bottom rested on the edge of the bed, I felt the girdle exercise an even more terrible restraint and gasped with shock and discomfort. Even worse, it was now utterly impossible to bend forward! I sat bolt upright, imprisoned and tortured, and watched with helpless sexual arousal as my aunt proceeded to kneel down before me and gently guide the delicious stockings up my long, smooth legs. And as the fine, delicate silk covered my freshly resensitised skin, a moan of unbearable pleasure exploded from my mouth. Never had I experienced such supreme and terribly immediate tactile pleasure. Indeed, my moans quickly progressed into sissy squeals as my aunt drew the stockings around my thighs, pulling them tightly into position only a few centimetres from the body girdle’s skirt.



White lace-frilled, elastic garters were used to hold the stockings in place, and once they were fitted I was helped to my feet. Standing was more like being winched into position, my aunt pulling my tightly girdled form up from the bed and then leaving me swaying fearfully before her as she proceeded to extract the next piece of the amazing costume from the box. This turned out to be a pair of pink patent leather boots, with fierce five-inch high heels and white silk ribbon laces. The boots themselves had a long pointed toe, and affixed atop of each toe was a pretty diamond rose.



I looked at the boots in utter astonishment. How, in this terribly restraining body girdle, could I ever walk in those! In the last few weeks, I had had plenty of experience of heels, yet nothing this high, and certainly not under such extreme conditions of body control. Yet my aunt’s smile was now much warmer, and an old-fashioned maternal twinkle crossed her gleaming brown eyes. She returned to her knees, her lower body covered by an erotic curtain of black velvet, her breasts clearly visible in the sensual, lace-edged restraint of her sexy silk brassiere, and then helped me step into the boots. My heart pounded with a very real and unerotic fear as I was subsequently elevated five inches into the air. It was as if I was suddenly standing on a very shaky and tall wooden chair that threatened to give way at any moment. I felt my ankles wobble and my whole, tightly restrained body sway. A tear of terror trickled down my right cheek.



‘I know you’re frightened, my love,’ Aunt Jane whispered, her voice coated with a sweet nectar of concern. ‘But this is all about balance, about the unity of opposites. The girdle and the boots will work together if you are prepared to let them. Now, step forward.’



I looked at her with an awful, bottomless fear. She smiled and took my hand.



‘Step forwards,’ she repeated, her wide, mysterious eyes injecting me with beams of love and reassurance.



I smiled weakly and took one terrible step forward, a step for sissikind into the inescapable realm of my enslaved future. Not a step really: more a desperate totter, a tiny sissy mince. Yet, as my aunt had predicted, the combination of deadly heels and the body girdle seemed to fuse together in the style of movement they both demanded, and within a few strange seconds I had crossed the barrier of fear and justified trepidation into a world of mysterious feminine balance. My crushed hips wiggled, my girdled bottom bounced. My arms instinctively fell to my sides, my hands tilted upwards. My silken thighs rubbed together and I purred with a new pleasure, a pleasure born in the swelling both of my paradoxical manhood and my pride at being able to break through to this new level of ultra-feminine grace. Fear died and confidence was reborn. I turned to my aunt and smiled shyly. She returned the smile and clapped.



‘Perfect,’ she whispered. ‘Just perfect.’



She led me to the dressing table and set to work on my make-up. At first I was disappointed not to be allowed to do my own make-up, but then I watched her take a very large jar of white cream from the box on the bed and knew this transformation was to be a particularly unusual one. Indeed, as she placed the jar down on the table before me, her breasts brushing so terribly against my shoulder, she began to explain the vision that was to celebrate her birthday.



‘You know how I love you to look as ambiguous as possible, Shelly.’



I nodded warily as she unscrewed the jar’s silver cap.



‘Well, today I want to take that ambiguity a step further. Today I want to transform you into a beautiful sissy doll given sudden, startling life.’



She took a large globule of the cream from the jar with the long, elegant fingers of her right hand and began to spread it across my cheeks and neck.



My aunt’s interest in developing the theme of my sissification over the last few weeks towards a much more girlish, even babified extreme had been obvious and often disturbing. Now, finally, it was being fully revealed. As the white foundation was spread over my face and neck, I saw in the dressing table’s beautiful oval mirror the beginnings of a strange living doll, a creature created for the entertainment of my aunt and her female friends. A terrible vision of the next few hours passed before my eyes and I felt my stomach turn with a dreadful, inescapable fear, a fear that seemed to lodge deep in my anus and then spread up between my stockinged thighs to torment my imprisoned erection, a torment that only added to its bound fury.



Soon my face and neck were covered in a mysterious white mask. Then my lips were painted a bright, very hot pink and two carefully crafted circles of a lighter pink rouge were applied to my alabaster cheeks. As my gorgeous, determined aunt worked on her latest bizarre creation, her perfume, mixed with a tangy hint of her most intimate sweat, tormented my nostrils, and her silk-sheathed breasts continued to perhaps inadvertently caress my shoulder and, on one or two incredibly exciting moments, my painted cheeks. As the lipstick spread over my pouting, soft lips, as the rouge stick glided so very delicately over my cheeks, as a light pink eye shadow was carefully spread over my helplessly fluttering eyelids, I was lost in a sweet sissy heaven whose goddess was my stunning Aunt Jane.



And, eventually, I found myself confronting the strangely beautiful form of a she-male mannequin, a china doll with short, delicately curled blonde locks and wide, desire-stained sky-blue eyes, her lips helplessly curved into a teasing O of furious sexual need.



My aunt stood behind me, her hands on my smooth shoulders, and also beheld the picture of sissy perfection that was staring out at her from the mirror.



‘Excellent,’ she whispered, ‘just what I wanted.’



Then she covered my neck and upper body in a sweet cloud of heady musk perfume and led me back to the bed, where the very large pink box sat, awaiting a further revelation of its delicious secrets. As I tottered behind her in the impossibly high heels, my hips swaying, my bottom wiggling helplessly, my eyes feasted on her own substantial backside pressing so teasingly against the black velvet material of the skirt and I fought a moan of terrible pleasure. Now, more than ever, I was truly lost in the dark erotic fascination of my increasingly sissified and submissive feminisation, and the deeper I was led into the caverns of my own masochism, the more willing a slave to this beautiful woman I became.



As I gasped against the pressure of the body girdle, Aunt Jane helped me to totter to a halt before the bed and then, as I watched in amazement, produced the pièce de résistance of this particular stage of my feminisation. From within the box she took an astonishing dress made from glistening pink satin, an intricately designed, little girl’s party frock cut to fit a young man of exactly my build.



Heavily edged with white lace frilling at the fat, puffed sleeves, very short skirt and high, white pearl, button-up neck, the dress was covered in an elaborate pattern of darker pink silk roses, and beneath the skirt billowed a positive hurricane of white frou-frou petticoating.



My prettily painted lips parted in an idiot gasp of total shock and my poor, tightly girdled cock struggled in its sweet feminine bondage.



‘Yes,’ my aunt purred, her voice thick with sex. ‘It’s really quite amazing. And I had it designed especially to glorify my lovely sissy pet.’



She displayed the dress before me like a miracle cure, displaying its long back panel of white pearl buttons and fluffing up its spectacular petticoats with a child’s teasing glee.



Then she held the dress open and I tottered fearfully, desperately, hungrily forward, my silk-sheathed thighs rubbing together, creating a sizzling sex friction that sent pulses of desire charging through my sissified form.



She pulled the dress up my delicately stockinged legs and I whimpered with delight, wiggling my bottom pleadingly, my eyes begging for an eternity of this and nothing more.



As she buttoned the dress up, her elegant, agile fingers slipping ten pearl buttons through silk-lined eyes, I felt this marvellous frock envelop me in a hug of welcome and I positively swooned with a terrible masochistic pleasure. And after the back came the neck, five more buttons that left the frilled edges of the collar tickling my snow-white chin, a permanent reminder of my strict and inescapable sissification.



‘You look quite stunning, Shelly. Fabulous.’



I smiled weakly and swallowed hard, surrendering to my fate with a dark, addictive joy.



Yet even though the highlight of this latest dressing had been revealed, it was not the end of my transformation. For next out of the box came a lovely white silk pinafore trimmed with more delicate lace frills, a pinafore that was slipped over my head with a renewed smile of teasing promise and then tied in place at the base of my back in a huge sissy bow. And as I revelled in this supreme symbol of feminine servitude, my aunt produced a pair of gleaming white lace gloves and proceeded to slowly slip them over my small, dollish hands. The gloves were fitted with tiny white pearl buttons which she secured in place with a calm, erotic deliberation as I stared desperately at her large, swelling breasts.



The dressing finally complete, she led me from my room, down the corridor and into her own plush bedroom. It was here that I was allowed to see the true nature of my transformation, here that I confronted the frightening, deeply perverse and incredibly sexy power of my aunt’s imagination. Standing before the full-length mirror that stood by the walk-in closet, I beheld a diminutive sissy maid, a surprisingly shapely, if obviously boyish she-male doll, a slender, petite beauty created by the stately and very beautiful woman who stood proudly beside her.



I gasped in utter amazement and my aunt’s dazzling smile lit the room with the piercing light of an absolute triumph.



‘Yes, Shelly, you’re quite perfect. Isn’t it lovely?’



I could only nod in shock, in stunned, mind-numbing shock. This is what I had become: in a just a few incredible weeks, I had been transformed from a bullied, confused youth into…this.



It had taken perhaps ninety minutes to reach this final stage of exact sissification. Yet my aunt insisted we spend nearly another hour practising walking in the troubling heels and also, to my surprise (and secret delight!) practising a deep curtsey, a gesture of absolute submission that perfectly complemented my sissy attire, a gesture that involved pulling up my petticoats and lowering my knees, to such an extent that my heavily frilled silk panties were very clearly displayed; an act of exquisite humiliation that sent fresh shudders of erotic joy coursing through my feminised body.



‘You will curtsey before each of the guests as you greet them, and later, as you serve them. From now on, you will also curtsey before me both as a sign of understanding and as a gesture of greeting. Do you understand?’



I was about to say ‘yes’ when the ice-cold fire at the centre of her dark brown eyes flared briefly and I found myself producing the deepest curtsey yet. She laughed and clapped her hands like a little girl, her laugh becoming a giggle, then a strange, aroused sigh.



‘Yes…you do understand, my sweet Shelly!’



She then rushed forward and embraced me, pulling my painted face into her large, loving breasts and nearly pulling me off my feet. As she released me, a moan of terrible, deeply masochistic pleasure escaped my pink lips. This was truly a most wondrous dream!










Three







The first guest arrived just before lunch. I had spent the morning helping my aunt prepare and set out a splendid cold buffet lunch in the large, glass-domed conservatory that looked out onto the beautifully maintained back garden.

My heart jumped with fear and excitement when the doorbell suddenly rang through the house. Before I could even think of running out into the garden in blind sissy terror, Aunt Jane grasped a lace-gloved hand and led me down the hallway. I very nearly passed out as my aunt opened the door. I was soaked in a powerful beam of early afternoon sunlight and also momentarily blinded. At first all I could sense was the gasp of exaggerated delight and the voice, the light, cultured voice of Marie Gillette, my aunt’s agent and friend of over twenty years.



‘My God! It’s true! I’m utterly amazed! And he’s so beautiful! So dainty. What an absolute darling!’



The dark form in the doorway then stepped into the pool of light and I found myself confronted directly by the impressive form of Miss Marie Gillette.



Almost instinctively, I performed a curtsey and she burst into surprised laughter.



‘Oh my God! How utterly delightful!’



My aunt led Miss Gillette into the living room and I tottered along behind them, blushing furiously, but also helplessly aroused. This new humiliation was the most potent form of sexual stimulation, and even as Miss Gillette repeatedly turned to look down at me with wide, stunned, helplessly teasing eyes, my cock was struggling angrily in its tight girdle prison, begging for a terrible, black release whose point was simply a sweet, brief oblivion.



Marie Gillette was perhaps forty-five or forty-six, a little older than my aunt, yet still a very beautiful woman. A blue-eyed blonde, she wore her obviously long and thick hair in a loose bun held in place by a pale blue silk ribbon. She also wore a black leather jacket, a matching black nylon sweater, a black leather miniskirt, black tights and stiletto-heeled court shoes. The sweater very obviously displayed large, admirably firm breasts, and the miniskirt and tights very deliberately exhibited a pair of long, statuesque legs. This was a particularly well-preserved woman and she was very keen to make sure as many people as possible knew it.



‘You look great, Marie. As ever.’



Miss Gillette smiled weakly at my aunt’s sincere compliment and took a pack of cigarettes from her black leather handbag. She took one of the long, gold-tipped tobacco sticks from the pack and ignited it with an elegant silver lighter before twirling around rather melodramatically to face me.



‘It really is quite remarkable, Janey. At first I thought you were taking the piss. But this…well, unbelievable, amazing…fucking amazing!’



She bent down to get a better look at me.



‘This dress is sooo cute. I love it. And the hair, and the make-up. So perfect. Your very own living doll! What a hoot!’



I stared at this beautiful, flamboyant woman in amazement. I had never met her in the flesh, but seen enough photographs of her together with my aunt to know the two had once been very close.



It had been a feature of my life with Aunt Jane that she had rarely invited her many friends down to the house. This, as she had so very often put it, was ‘her escape from the world’. And now the world had come to visit.



My aunt led Miss Gillette out of the living room and into the conservatory. Here, I served them both a glass of wine with dainty care and grace, Miss Gillette’s eyes never leaving my petite sissy form as I tottered about my maid’s business.



‘You say he actually likes all this?’ Miss Gillette asked, her eyes covered by a glaze of sexual fascination.



Aunt Jane smiled. ‘Oh yes. He was dressing up in my clothes. I actually caught him in my room. As far as I can tell, he’s loved every moment.’



To hear my aunt talk about me as if I were the hired help was both shocking and exciting. There was a regal indifference in her husky voice, a cool, hard, dominatrix contempt that made me love her all the more.



A little while later, more guests began to arrive. A collection of women, all near my aunt’s age, all associated with her life as a model, all glamorous, elegant, all deeply interested in her delicate, tottering, sissified she-male ‘nephew’.



Yes, I was the centre of a constant and teasing attention, and there was very little doubt that being displayed in this pretty, kinky manner aroused me. Indeed, as with the painters a few weeks before, I found that the longer I was exposed to this group of beautiful women, the more feminine, or rather the more sissified, I became. Soon I was taking even tinier steps, wiggling my pantied bottom with quite terrible provocation, demanding that the eyes of my aunt’s lovely friends never left my slender sissy form.



Miss Gillette remained the most fascinated, and demanded that my aunt tell the gathered party my story in an almost perverse detail. And when she questioned my lack of an appropriately feminine figure, Aunt Jane was eager to expound her own particular philosophy of feminisation.



‘I don’t want a boy who imitates a girl, Marie. I want a totally feminised boy. This is much more…amusing.’



Although it was impossible to tell through the thick layer of white make-up, I was blushing furiously as my aunt revealed the true nature of my sissy fate. As I delicately tottered from guest to guest, serving snacks and drinks, making sure to perform bobbing curtsies as I presented myself to each lovely woman, my aunt’s words tormented my pretty, she-male ears and sent bolts of teasing electric humiliation charging across my effeminate form.



‘I see your point,’ Marie responded, her piercing blue eyes burning into mine. ‘But surely, it would add to the fun…if he was still clearly a male, but with breasts!’



The other guests laughed and seemed, on the whole, to agree with Miss Gillette. The thought of breasts sent my already rock-hard sex into a new fit of angry straining. Yes, this had been the heart of my one disappointment: that I was not allowed to have, even via careful padding, the figure of a girl. And as Miss Gillette pleaded on my behalf, I found myself looking over at my aunt with rather desperate eyes.



‘I’m sure you’d love a big pair of boobs…wouldn’t you?’



Miss Gillette’s question was aimed directly at me, a teasing challenge. My aunt looked at me and smiled slightly. ‘Answer her,’ she ordered.



I curtsied and managed to mumble a weak, terrified response. ‘Yes, Auntie, I’d love to have breasts.’



The women laughed even louder, an exciting cruelty in their voices, their eyes inflamed by sadistic amusement, sexual arousal and the fire of a particularly strong Chardonnay.



My aunt stared down at me and I felt humbled before this goddess, this divine ruler of my sweet sissy universe.



‘Well, we’ll see,’ she whispered. ‘We’ll see.’



*   *   *



It was late afternoon when the final guest arrived. I had been serving the women relentlessly for over three hours and was quite tired when the doorbell rang and I found myself tottering on the darling pink boots down the corridor, my fear now more a deeply masochistic sexual anticipation than any genuine fright.



I opened the door and found myself facing a stunning vision of female power. A woman in her early fifties, standing well over six feet in her high heels and dressed in a very stylish, obviously expensive pale blue silk suit, its jacket held in place with white pearl buttons, its skirt reaching down to just below her nylon sheathed knees. Beneath the jacket, a cream silk blouse, with a high buttoned neck, at the centre of which was a startling diamond broach. Her honey-blonde hair was bound in a tight bun with a diamond clasp.



I curtsied deeply, instinctively, making sure to show my stocking tops and the edges of my befrilled panties. A very slight smile crossed her face, blood-red lips almost moving, and a flicker of surprise crossed her incredibly blue eyes.



‘Shelly, I take it,’ she said, her voice filled with the clipped authority of the British aristocracy.



I nodded weakly and, my stockinged knees trembling, I curtsied again, before very nervously showing this regal beauty into the house.



The other guests turned as one as this still-mature, still-beautiful woman strolled into the conservatory. A broad smile lit up my aunt’s lovely face and she stepped forward, her arms outstretched.



‘Emily! I’m so glad you could make it!’



My aunt and the blonde woman embraced.



‘I would have been earlier, but there were one or two last minute problems at work.’



My aunt kissed the woman’s cheek lightly and then stepped back from the embrace.



‘Girls…let me introduce Lady Emily Ashcroft.’



As I minced into the conservatory, it was clear the women were very impressed by this announcement. Indeed, expressions of awe seemed to be the stock response. She was obviously an extremely important individual, a fact borne out very directly by her stern, imposing physical presence and the look of fierce, almost aggressive concentration that beamed from her crystal-blue eyes, a look she immediately turned upon me as I very nervously tottered up to her carrying a glass of the Chardonnay.



Unable to bear her soul-penetrating gaze, I found myself staring down at her white leather, stiletto-heeled court shoes.



‘I’m impressed, Jane. Very impressed. Shelly has great potential.’



Aunt Jane smiled. ‘Thank you.’



‘The costume is utterly appropriate. With some of the sissies, we have to try very hard to make them look truly feminine. But Shelly is clearly a natural…an instinctive pansy, as it were.’



The women laughed and I squirmed with a very genuine embarrassment. There was a contempt in Lady Ashcroft’s voice, a martinet disdain that indicated both a wide-ranging experience of ‘sissies’ and an instinctive authority over all who came within her considerable orbit.



‘I can say without hesitation that SMC would be very interested in training her.’



These words, which shot out of the blue haze of desire which seemed to surround Lady Emily Ashcroft, pulled me from my sissy humiliation. I found myself staring up at her with a mixture of fear, excitement and confusion.



Aunt Jane’s smile softened and her eyes filled with a slightly worried contemplation.



‘That’s very kind, Emily, and I’m sure it might be a logical step for Shelly in time. But for the present, well…I’d prefer to keep her with me.’



‘I suggest you think about that more carefully and come back to me,’ Lady Ashcroft said, an edge of irritation on her voice. ‘We can take her into the training academy at the beginning of the summer holidays. This will give you a little time to develop Shelly, to prepare her for her new life as a maidservant, and to come to terms with the separation from her beloved mistress. The training we offer is both challenging and long term, but it is also guaranteed to produce results.’



My aunt’s smile widened slightly. ‘I know you come very highly recommended, Emily, and I support the Bigger Picture wholeheartedly. We all do. Please let me give it some more thought and I’ll let you know in the morning.’



The other women nodded and mumbled agreement. My confusion and worry deepened.



‘Good. I’ve spent a long time bringing together the various forces required to make the Bigger Picture work. SMC was a fortuitous discovery, and certainly not my idea. But it has become a central plank of the Bigger Picture. The feminisation of the male is the only answer to our problems, ladies.’



More mumbling, more enthusiastic assent. Confusion cracked open briefly to let in a little light. This woman was some kind of politician, and her doctrine, or party, or philosophy, was closely linked to ‘the feminisation of the male’. A bizarre, yet also thoroughly exciting revelation! A hint of a secret army of women, all like Lady Ashcroft, whose solution to the world’s problem was to put men in petticoats!



As I tried to ponder this strange twist, as I attempted to fit what was being said here into the events of the last few weeks, Aunt Jane summoned me over and ordered me to serve more wine, her eyes filled with a cold, yet intense triumph, her tone one of a mistress commanding a servant, a tone that filled me not with horror, but with joy. I curtsied deeply, flashing my panties with a teasing smile, and then set about serving this impressive collection of beautiful, wilful, dominant women. Yes, I was their slave, their ‘maidservant’, and this, it seemed, was to be my true destiny. And this thought, more than any other, made my sweetly stockinged knees go weak with a dreadful, titanic sexual arousal.



*   *   *



During the next few hours the trajectory of my destiny was fleshed out by more information on the Bigger Picture and the enigmatic ‘SMC’, information overheard, imparted indirectly as I served food and drink to this gang of regal beauties, information that flowed in proportion to the wine.



The Bigger Picture was the controversial political philosophy of a group of female MPs and peers, a cross-party alliance of ‘post-feminists’ that actively sought a radical realignment of political priorities away from the affirmation of male desire and control towards the female control of male desire. Couched in a discourse that many thought metaphorical, the group’s main platform, ‘the feminisation of the male’, was seen as a call for a more caring, empathetic approach to politics. But this was no white liberal feminism. The Bigger Picture wasn’t about doing away with control or the mechanisms of control. This was about women seizing the mechanisms of control and using them to subjugate men.



Of course, the Bigger Picture had been roundly mocked and ignored by the vast majority of male politicians and the press, but a significant number of women politicians had broken ranks and voiced varying degrees of support for the new philosophy. The most notable advocate, Lady Ashcroft, had recently been expelled from the Conservatives, and was now in the process of founding the Bigger Picture as an independent political party.



But this also wasn’t just a political philosophy and a breakaway group of female politicians. This was about a practical solution to the control of the male, and a literal process of feminisation, a process that Lady Ashcroft had discovered purely by chance in a lady’s clothing store two years before, a process announced by a she-male slave called Christina and her three unique and very imaginative mistresses. And it was about the company they had founded: the Sissy Maids Company, or SMC.



Lady Ashcroft described the story of Christina’s feminisation and the creation of SMC, a company that offered women the chance to rent their very own sissy slaves for various periods of time, slaves especially trained to perform every manner of domestic labour and, also, expertly tutored in what the gorgeous peer referred to as ‘the erotic arts’. Then there was ‘Christina’s Silken Slavery’, an elaborate website that offered its many, almost exclusively male, members a vast array of she-male photographic erotica, with a very heavy emphasis on sado-masochism, especially female domination and bondage. I listened to all of this in terrified fascination. A secret universe of determined feminisers, a company of sissy slaves, a website offering a doorway to my most secret fantasies!



After Christina, there had been other slaves, mainly, but not exclusively, she-male. The fact that the mistresses behind SMC also ‘owned’ female slaves intrigued me. Indeed, it was soon clear that, while the Bigger Picture sought the feminisation of the male, it also advocated a wider-ranging politics of sado-masochism that transcended gender boundaries.



‘Ultimately, this is all about power, ladies. The power to control. And the most important and fundamental power to control is the power to control desire – whether it be the desire of men or women.’



Although many of the words that were spoken that day were beyond my sissy mind, I would, over the next few years, come to understand in the most intimate and erotic manner the truth of the philosophy that drove the Bigger Picture and its supporters forward. Yet that day I was merely a very confused and helplessly aroused sissy. And by the time the guests began to leave, I knew without doubt that my destiny had been described to me, even if I did not understand its true meaning.



By 9 p.m., only Miss Gillette and Lady Ashcroft remained. Both were to stay the night, and I was ordered to prepare their bedrooms while Aunt Jane sorted out yet another bottle of expensive French wine.



Fortunately, there were two spare bedrooms in the house, and I had nearly completed the room that Lady Ashcroft was due to sleep in when the door slid open and I found myself standing before the elegant, beautiful lady herself.



I curtsied and she smiled weakly, her eyes glazed by drink and, quite obviously, desire.



‘You really are a sexy little thing,’ she whispered, swaying into the room. I stood back and let her collapse onto the bed.



‘I’m utterly exhausted. The drink hasn’t helped. Those two wicked fillies are still at it. But I need rest. Now, help me undress.’



I looked at her in utter astonishment and she burst into hard, cruel laughter.



‘There’s no need to be so shocked, you silly sissy. If you’re going to be a maidservant, that means serving… in any way your mistress sees fit. Now get down on your knees and help me with these shoes.’



Trembling, I curtsied and carefully lowered myself onto my stockinged knees before this imperious beauty. She stretched out a long, shapely leg and I found myself facing an elegant, white patent leather, stiletto-heeled court shoe, which I proceeded to ease off her hosed foot. She then offered up her other leg and I shakily obliged.



‘Now kiss my feet.’



My eyes shot up and collided with her terrible, irresistible gaze, a fierce full beam of ice blue that froze my heart and hardened my already steel-reinforced concrete dick.



There was to be no argument. Her awe-inspiring eyes were filled with ultimate authority and a very obvious, if somewhat drunken arousal.



I leant forward and very carefully placed my soft, pink lips against the tip of her pungent, but sexy foot.



‘I said kiss, not 
pretend

 to kiss. Do it properly.’



I obeyed without a second’s hesitation, leaning forward and pressing my lips firmly against her hosed toes. As I did so, she suddenly pushed her foot against my mouth.



‘Now suck.’



I opened my mouth and she slid nearly half of her far from petite foot inside. I gagged and moaned, but I also accepted this perverse offering and soon covered it in my worshipful saliva, sucking like a baby on a teat, a gesture of absolute submission. She removed the damp foot and gestured for me to perform the same service for its partner. Eventually, she removed this foot, leaving my mouth tasting of sweat and warm nylon.



‘Help me off with this skirt,’ she said, shakily pulling herself up from the bed.



I stared at her in even greater amazement.



‘I said, help me off with this skirt!’



I climbed to my high-heeled feet and tottered closer to her. She suddenly turned around and presented me with the zipper that ran from the base of her back to the centre of her ample, but beautifully shaped backside.



My hands shaking, my heart thumping across my painted forehead, I fumbled with the zipper and pulled it down. I stood back and let the skirt slide over her backside and thighs and down her legs, my eyes fixed to the spectacle of her splendid buttocks sealed in the white tights and a pair of white silk panties clearly visible through a film of nylon.



She turned back to face me and my eyes rushed to a large damp patch between her impressive legs. I fought to avert my gaze, but this very obvious symbol of her intense sexual excitement was truly unavoidable.



‘The wine always does that,’ she whispered, a drunken smile on her lovely face. ‘Now help me.’



She held out her arms and I helped her slip out of the pale blue silk jacket. The bottom of the cream silk blouse then fell down around her legs to create an impromptu dress, which she ordered me to remove. A terrible sex heat burned up my feminised form as I nervously freed each pearl button from its nylon-lined eye. My hands brushed against her large, still very firm breasts as I worked my way up from just below her panties, up over her chest and then up to her broached neck. Here she stopped me, unclipped the broach and undid the last few buttons. She then pulled the blouse over her shoulders and allowed it to fall onto the bed. A gasp of erotic astonishment exploded from my painted lips as I found myself staring at large, pale-rose breasts encased in a beautiful white silk brassiere and a lower torso very tightly laced into a Victorian-styled mini-corset, complete with boned panels and an intricate design of gorgeous red silk roses against a white background.



Lady Ashcroft then very carefully lowered herself back onto the bed and stretched her arms behind her back. At first I wondered what she was doing, but then the brassiere loosened its grip and she pulled it free of her body, exposing her naked, perfect breasts to my awestruck gaze.



‘There,’ she whispered through a loud sigh of relief, ‘much better.’



My eyes were glued tightly to her glorious bosom and my poor sex felt like it was about to erupt. I tried to withhold a girlish squeal of angry pleasure and squirmed with desperate excitement in my heels and hose.



‘Get up on the bed, Shelly…beside me.’



My eyes widened, my heart went into sex overdrive and I, of course, obeyed, carefully turning my feminised form and lowering myself onto the bed beside her, my skirt rising up and exposing my stocking tops and pretty panties as my pert bottom sunk into the soft mattress.



‘Now, lie down, so that your head is in my lap.’



I did as she ordered and soon found myself with my head resting against her splendid, stockinged thighs and staring up in awe at her large, matronly breasts.



‘Every sissy must learn how to suckle, Shelly,’ Lady Ashcroft said, her voice now gripped by a very obvious sexual need.



She then gently took my head in her left hand and guided it towards her right breast. My eyes widened and a moan of delightful anticipation escaped my lips, which, within a few very teasing seconds, were wrapped around her long, hard nipple and instinctively sucking, the hard edge rubbing against my teeth.



Strangely, it all seemed so natural, so instinctive – so right. I moaned with delight as I suckled and so did she. Indeed, within a few minutes, her moans had grown into semi-screams of pleasure, which reached a sexy crescendo with one very loud scream and a shudder of uncontrollable physical pleasure: a violent, noisy orgasm that both stunned and delighted me.



She dropped my head back into her warm lap. The smell of her sex now filled the room, a sensual perfume of terrible promise.



She pulled her entire body onto the bed and propped her head up against two very large, silk-encased pillows, her eyes still pinned to my equally prone sissy form.



‘Take my tights and panties off.’



I pulled myself onto my knees and crawled over to her legs, my eyes still worshipping her incredible breasts.



I fumbled with the thick nylon waistband of her tights and then very slowly pulled them down her long legs, the stink of her sex now quite overpowering. The panties were soaked through and as I carefully edged them over her hips and buttocks, she laughed like a schoolgirl.



‘Come on, you silly girl. Speed it up!’



Soon, the panties and tights were beside the blouse and skirt and I found myself looking into the sensual cavern of delights between her legs, a dark blonde-haired sex, whose curly pubic hairs glistened with golden sex juice.



‘You know what I want, Shelly. Now get on with it.’



Yes, I knew what she wanted. And as I lowered my painted face into the valley of her darkest physical need, I also knew this was a most sudden and brutal introduction to the strange pleasures of the female form. In the last few weeks, I had shared many intimacies with my aunt, but I had never experienced any direct physical experience of her form other than her expert lips milking me of the terrible, burning passion that made every day such a kinky delight. But now, in the last twenty minutes, the strange, beautiful, powerful woman had shown me all there was to see. And as my lips pressed anxiously against her soaking and very thick bush of pubic hair, as I gagged against the furiously pungent and erotic taste and smell of her, I was going beyond the physical into the very heart of female desire itself.



Perhaps surprisingly, my tongue quickly found my way through this honey-coloured forest and between her soft, soaking sex lips. She squealed with a terrible, primal delight as I lapped up her sex juices and tickled her clit. I slowly drowned in her cum and sex stink and, eventually, was forced to pull away from her in order to suck up life-giving air. But she immediately insisted I return to my sissy chore, and this was the way we continued for some twenty-odd minutes, until her squeals turned into a scream of ecstasy and I collapsed between her powerful, shapely thighs.



‘You can go to your room now,’ she mumbled, her eyes closed, sleep already enveloping her.



I climbed off the bed and staggered from the room, my make-up ruined, my face and hair covered in her cum, the beautiful, dreadful taste and smell of her cunt filling my mouth and nose.



In my room, I stripped and showered my tested, shaven form. I carefully dried and powdered myself, then slipped into my favourite pink silk baby doll and matching panties before climbing onto my bed. Never before had the urge to masturbate been so strong. Never before had the power of my own desire been so utterly unbearable. Despite the shower, my whole body seemed to reek of her juices, and my hand slid into my panties with a will of its own, seeking out my hard, tormented cock and teasing it in a matter of seconds to a most terrible orgasmic explosion that left me screaming into the night and my panties utterly flooded with my thick semen.



The force of this coming was quite overwhelming, and I was asleep before I could summon up the effort to clean myself.



*   *   *



I was awoken by my aunt early the next morning. I opened my eyes and found myself staring up at a vision of incredibly mature beauty, a gorgeous, sensual woman dressed in a knee-length black cotton skirt, black tights and a semi-transparent white silk blouse, her hair tied in a tight bun and, to my surprise, her eyes filled with anger.



‘What’s this!?’ she snapped.



I followed her eyes down my body to discover that she had thrown back the sheets to expose my baby doll and, more importantly, the now semen-encrusted panties.



‘I…I couldn’t help it.’



She leaned forward and very roughly pulled me from the bed. Shocked by this sudden display of aggression and power, I squealed a pathetic ‘please’ before being dragged across the room to the dressing table. My aunt then sat down on the leather-backed dressing table stool and hauled me across her nylon-sheathed knees.



‘How dare you!’ she shouted. ‘You know masturbation is strictly forbidden. You know that you receive release when I decide…through the privilege of the milking.’



I tried again to apologise, amazed by the level of anger and this new, harder personality. But she wasn’t listening to anything I had to say. Instead, she grabbed a hairbrush from the dressing table, hauled down my stained panties and then administered a hard, sharp, unforgiving spanking – twelve fierce blows that inspired a loud symphony of sissy squeals, thick, fast flowing tears and a soon deeply crimson-coloured pair of pert sissy buttocks.



All of this took maybe two minutes, but it felt like two hours, and when she was finished, she virtually threw me onto the floor and I found my tear-soaked face only inches from a pair of stiletto-heeled, black patent leather court shoes, terrified and, to my astonishment, violently erect.



‘Get into the shower and wash, then come back out here immediately,’ she snapped, tears beginning to well up in her own gorgeous eyes. ‘You’ve got ten minutes. If you’re not back here by then, I’ll give you another twenty-four whacks.’



I climbed to my feet and wiggle minced into the bathroom, my poor bottom on fire, tears pouring from my eyes and my cock so hard I thought it would explode with the unbearable tension of its rigidity.



Still sobbing with pain and shock, I quickly stripped naked, showered and then rather carefully dried myself. All the time there was one simple fact I just could not put out of my mind: how aroused I had been by the spanking, how sexy my aunt’s angry strength had been, the terrible excitement of being so utterly helpless before her.



Naked, furiously erect and very nervous, I wiggled back out into the bedroom and performed a very tiny bob curtsey before my aunt.



She beheld me with a withering gaze and I felt my heart skip a beat.



‘You’ve let me down, Shelly. I’m very disappointed in you.’



‘I’m sorry, Auntie.’



‘Your apology isn’t good enough, I’m afraid. If you can’t control yourself, then I will just have to do it for you. From now on, things are going to be very different between us.’



I nodded weakly.



‘For a start, you will now be subject to a much firmer regime of discipline and control. From today, you should regard yourself as nothing more than my personal maid-servant, and you will be treated and dressed accordingly. Also, you should know that I have decided to send you to the SMC training school in July.’



My heart stopped, my mouth dropped open. A look of hurt astonishment crossed my face.



‘But…’



‘Shut up!’



I fell silent, stunned by the ferocity of my aunt’s response.



‘You will talk only when given permission. If you do not follow this basic rule, you will be gagged. Do you understand?’



I nodded, weak with shock and arousal.



‘From now on you will indicate assent by a curtsey. Do you understand?’



I curtsied and my aunt nodded. ‘Good. Now let’s get you ready for breakfast.’



I was made to sit down before the dressing table mirror. A very slight foundation was applied to my face, along with only a hint of cherry-red lipstick. No other make-up was used, but my body was submerged in a cloud of very expensive rose-scented perfume. She then led me back over to the bed. Set out upon it was a spectacular collection of clothing perfectly defining my new role. And as I looked down at this explosion of feminine dainties, I knew the decision to subject me to a regime of more severe control had very little do with my semen-stained panties. Indeed, I suspected the panties incident had just been a bonus, a fortuitous excuse to justify a plan already well hatched by my aunt and Lady Emily Ashcroft.



Before me was a very sheer black nylon body stocking, a rather strange looking black rubber G-string, a black elastane panty girdle, a pair of white silk panties covered in hooped layers of lace frilling, a black satin and rubber mini-corset and the most glorious black satin French maid’s costume, complete with an ocean of frou-frou petticoating, and at its side was a lovely white silk pinafore. Also, on the floor by the bed were a pair of gleaming, black patent leather court shoes with startling five-inch stiletto heels.



I looked down at this amazing display and felt my knees weaken with desire.



‘You look quite overwhelmed, Shelly,’ my aunt teased, her tone slightly less aggressive.



‘It’s all so…beautiful.’



‘Yes. And considering how you’ve misbehaved, you should think yourself lucky I’m not putting you in a nappy and baby clothes.’



She then helped me to dress, first guiding the strange black rubber G-string up my silky smooth legs and very gently slipping it over my terribly aroused sex. It was basically a very tight rubber pouch that imprisoned my sex and, via narrow rubber cords that slipped between my legs and around my waist, held it firmly against my lower stomach. Next was the body stocking, a marvellously erotic piece of fetish wear that covered my form from painted toes to slender neck. Below the waist it was basically a pair of tights, but above the waist it was a long-sleeved shirt of the sheerest, softest nylon which kissed and caressed my sissified form and inspired a helpless moan of pleasure.



The body stocking was quickly followed by the foundation wear: the tight, sex-flattening panty girdle and the lung-squeezing corset. By now, I had become accustomed to the torment of corsets, but today my aunt was determined to make me suffer, and the sweet tactile pleasures inspired by the body stocking were quickly undermined by a tortuous pressure.



As soon as I was strapped tightly into the corset, I was made to struggle into the cream silk panties, with their lovely layers of hooped frilling. As I pulled them up over my hosed knees, the corset dug painfully into my sides. Yet, as I pulled them up over my backside and positioned them around my waist, a new pleasure was beginning to torment my sissy body. The stinging memory of the spanking had faded into a strange, far from unpleasant heat, which was now spreading quickly across my hosed and girdled panties and between my legs. And by the time my gorgeous, stern aunt held up the stunning maid’s dress before me, the heat had travelled across my balls and was working its way up my rubberised sex.



As Aunt Jane helped me to step into the gorgeous dress, a sense of overwhelming submissive delight flooded my body. The heat in my sex, the kiss of the body-enveloping nylon, the strange pleasure of the corset’s control and restraint; all of this combined and I released a loud moan of sissy arousal.



‘You little slut,’ my aunt whispered, her own voice edged with sex. ‘You horny little slut.’



Her teasing, harsh words served to make me even more excited.



‘I should have spanked you much harder. But would it have made any difference? I suspect not. I suspect the more I abuse you, the more you’ll like it. Isn’t that true?’



She then carefully buttoned up the back of the dress, a slow process that involved some twenty pearl buttons running from the very base of the dress right up to the back of the very high, lace-frilled neck, a process that left me tightly sealed in shimmering black satin.



The wide skirt billowed at almost a ninety degree angle thanks to the thick layers of frou-frou petticoating and my ultra-frilly panties were clearly visible. This humiliating exposure only increased my now very deep masochistic arousal and my aunt slapped my thighs hard as I found myself moaning quite involuntarily yet again.



‘Be quiet! Any more noise and I’ll gag you with my panties!’



She knew every word was driving me crazy with desire and that to be gagged with her panties would be a true delight. I was being teased and tormented to the point of madness; I was being led very willingly down a road towards my absolute enslavement. I was in heaven!



After the dress, my aunt slipped the gorgeous, shimmering silk pinafore over my shoulders and then tied it in place around my waist with a very fat sissy bow at the base of my back. It was only then that I noticed a large red silk heart beautifully sewn into the chest section of the pinafore and the words ‘Sissy Shelly’ printed in an elegant hand directly across the centre of the heart.



Next came the shoes, the amazing, testing shoes. She helped me step into them, a wide sadistic smile lighting up her beautiful face. I released a tiny squeal of fear as I found myself elevated five inches into the air, and then I was swaying before her like a helpless baby tree at the mercy of a robust autumn breeze.



It took nearly ten minutes before I could take a step without losing my balance. And another five before I had the courage to put two steps together. Yet, eventually, I began to appreciate the dynamic of movement demanded by these spectacular shoes: tiny steps inspiring a helpless wiggle of the buttocks and a provocative swaying of the hips.



‘Very good,’ my aunt encouraged as I began to mince around the room, now delighting in my new-found skill and the overwhelming sense of sissy femininity it sent coursing through my so delicately feminised form.



‘Now it’s time to serve breakfast, Shelly. Are you ready?’



I made a slight, apprehensive curtsey and she smiled.



‘Good. And one last thing: from now on you will refer to be as Mistress or Mistress Jane, not Auntie or Aunt. Understand?’



Amazed, I curtsied.



Her smile expanded maybe a millimetre. ‘Now follow me.’



I was led from my room in an exquisite state of fear and arousal. I tottered fearfully behind my stunning aunt, my eyes pinned to her splendid backside and long, black nylon-sheathed legs. My sex stretched angrily against its strange rubber restraint and my heart pounded against the wall of my chest. I was simpering Sissy Shelly, her wiggling, mincing maidservant. And I was loving every second of this glorious silken servitude.



My aunt helped me descend the now precarious stairs and, her hand still firmly gripping mine, I was led into the large kitchen.



I tottered into the kitchen and discovered Lady Ashcroft and Miss Gillette seated at the circular kitchen table drinking black coffee and eating French pastries.



Both appeared significantly hung over and the eyes that turned upon my sissy form were distinctly bloodshot.



‘I say!’ Miss Gillette exclaimed. ‘You’ve surpassed yourself, Jane. She’s perfectly gorgeous!’



I curtsied before the two obviously very amused women, helplessly displaying my befrilled panties and quite overwhelmed by the now very familiar mixture of total humiliation and intense excitement.



‘The dress looks quite excellent on her,’ Lady Ashcroft whispered, her red-eyed gaze swallowing me up with haunting and embarrassing memories of the previous evening’s strange adventure. ‘She was made to be a maid.’



The women laughed and I was led to the edge of the table. I was then made to stand before the women, my legs tightly together, my hands behind my back, so that I could undergo an even closer examination.



‘She’s been wanking in the night,’ Aunt Jane snapped, as she sat down next to Miss Gillette.



My eyes widened in horror and, it must be said, some anger.



‘I take it you punished her,’ Lady Ashcroft responded, her eyes never leaving mine.



‘A very hard spanking. I was bloody angry.’



‘Good. But it’s not enough. It never is. You either cut it off or subject it to proper and permanent restraint.’



Tears of terror began to well up in my eyes and the women seemed to take a very real, sadistic pleasure both in Lady Ashcroft’s cruel words and my pathetic sissy reaction.



‘What’s permanent restraint?’ Miss Gillette asked, her eyes seeking out my petticoats and stocking tops.



‘SMC has developed a very effective rubber restrainer and a variety of silver cock rings. When combined they ensure complete control and absolute obedience.’



‘Can I see them?’ My aunt’s harsh, immediate response shocked me.



‘Of course, I’ll put a sample in the post as soon as I get back. I think you’ll find an anal plug will also be very helpful.’



A teardrop of despair trickled across my painted cheeks and my aunt’s smile widened.



For the next thirty or so minutes the women discussed my sissy future and I was forced to listen as if a mere mannequin, a mindless toy built for the strange amusements of these cruel, gorgeous women.



It was made clear that my training would begin that very day and that Lady Ashcroft would be taking a very personal interest in my development. I looked at her and tried to hide the excitement produced by this delicious fact. In her eyes I saw a simple truth: we would meet again and I would be expected to service her in exactly the same way as I had the previous evening.



Miss Gillette and Lady Ashcroft left together about an hour later. As Miss Gillette kissed my aunt goodbye, something very strange happened: the tall, busty blonde let her hand stray across my aunt’s own chest and very obviously squeezed her left breast, a squeeze that inspired a sudden gasp of very clear pleasure.



‘I really enjoyed last night, Janey,’ Miss Gillette whispered. ‘It was so good to be with you again. Just like old times.’



My aunt, her eyes glazed, smiled mysteriously and nodded.



‘Just like old times,’ she repeated.



I curtsied goodbye to the women and then followed my aunt back into the house, the first stage of my feminisation complete, the second about to begin.










Four







I returned to school a few days later, my future now completely changed. It had been agreed that I would complete my sixth-form education as quickly as possible and then be enrolled on the SMC training programme. While my teachers were hardly surprised that I would not be going on to university, they were quite startled and even horrified by my appearance. For I had returned to school dressed in a very special costume created by my amazing, supreme aunt, the costume of a very sissy boy.

With my hair now beautifully curled, my lips highlighted by the slightest hint of cherry-red lipstick, a very feminine perfume wafting teasingly from my slender form, I was a vision of gender ambivalence. Also, there was something very strange about my clothing. Although I wore the black trousers, white shirt, black pullover and tie that was the strictly enforced male uniform of my school, it was clear the design of the clothes that made up my particular uniform were far from standard: very tight black silk slacks, a white silk blouse rather than a shirt, and a pullover made from a very fine, expensive lamb’s wool. But this was nothing compared with what was hidden beneath: the very tight G-string, a very tight panty girdle, the teasing black nylon body stocking, a pair of heavily frilled white silk panties. These were the sissy underthings my gorgeous aunt insisted I wear every day beneath my feminised school uniform!



Of course I was utterly appalled when presented with this ‘outdoors’ attire. But I wore the costume without a whisper of protest, tottering into school as my heart thumped with a strange, but now not unfamiliar mixture of terrible fear and very powerful arousal.



I was mocked more than ever, by the other boys, by the girls, even by the teachers. It was clear to them that I was a pathetic gay boy, a grotesque sissy. Yet the strength and honesty of this new ‘me’ clearly frightened them. There was none of the aggressive, often physical bullying I had experienced previously, none of the pushing and shoving, the spitting, the violent ‘accidents’ during the games periods. Indeed, the games periods were now completely banned: my aunt had provided a note making it quite clear to the headmistress, who was a friend, that I was not to be subject to physical jerks of any kind.



It was, she reminded me, just a matter of putting up with one last term, of taking my exams and then stepping into my high heels on a permanent basis. Yet, by insisting on such a blatant expression of my feminisation when at school, she was also re-emphasising her new, authoritarian regime and her complete control over me, a control I accepted without a word of question or doubt, a control that had become far more apparent and severe following the departure of Lady Ashcroft and Miss Gillette.



At home, I was now constantly dressed in either the exotic black maid’s costume or one of the variety of splendidly detailed ‘little-girl’s’ dresses that my aunt so loved to imprison me within. When not at school, I was simply a slave: each minute of each hour taken up with a never-ending round of domestic chores. Cleaning, washing, ironing, even sewing and gardening! Plus, I was now being taught how to cook. Yet I never complained, not even when my sometimes poor performance was rewarded with swift and painful punishment. Yes, in the new regime of Aunt Jane, sound spankings were a regular occurrence: at least three times a week I was hauled over her nylon-sheathed knees and subjected to hard hairbrush spankings on my bare behind. Spankings which produced short-term tears and long-term arousal; spankings which my aunt clearly knew excited me, and which she turned into rituals of sadomasochistic pleasure. Spankings which clearly excited her also, and which often led, at the end of the day they had been administered, to a slow, teasing milking, and, after one particularly enthusiastic session, a shockingly new development in our physical relationship.



It was perhaps three weeks after my bizarre adventure with Lady Ashcroft. A Saturday evening. During the day I had been made to work particularly hard on cleaning the upstairs rooms and, when serving dinner, a drop of gravy had splashed onto my aunt’s tweed skirt. I apologised, mumbling a shaking, desire-edged ‘Please forgive me, Mistress’. My aunt’s response had been to insist I follow her up to her bedroom immediately.



I tottered behind her in my elaborate maid’s dress and towering high heels, my eyes as always drinking up her long, black-stockinged legs, knowing I was about to be soundly spanked. Once in her room, however, something very odd and exciting occurred.



That evening she was dressed in a tight white sweater, a short tweed skirt, black stockings and the almost regulation high heels. She looked, as always, absolutely stunning.



I had fully expected to be hauled over her knees, have my panties lowered and then to be spanked on my body stocking-covered backside. But instead, Aunt Jane proceeded to wiggle out of the sexy skirt! My eyes nearly popped out of my sissy head as she revealed what looked like black silk panties and jet-black stocking tops held in place by white lace-frilled garters. I tried to withhold a further moan of pleasure and surprise as she then pulled the sweater up over her head. As she let the sweater drop to the floor, I beheld a masterpiece of dominant womanhood. The black silk panties were in fact the bottom part of a glorious silk and satin basque that wrapped her plump, still very shapely form in its sensual embrace with a second skin that left my poor sex fighting furiously against the teasing prison of the rubber G-string.



The mounds of her large, pale-rose breasts appeared to be on the verge of exploding out of the bra cups of the basque as she lowered herself onto her dressing table stool and then ordered me forward.



‘Over my knees, now,’ she snapped, and I obeyed, shaking with a startled, almost painful desire as I lent over her black nylon-wrapped thighs.



I was then quickly hauled into place and my befrilled white silk panties were eased down my thighs. There was the usual, quite dreadful silence of expectation and then the sudden, whip-crack kiss of the hairbrush. As usual, I received twelve hard cuts that left me sobbing helplessly and even more excited than when my aunt had revealed her latest line in erotic undergarments.



Then, my body shaking with pain and need, I was helped to my feet and made to face Aunt Jane.



‘Lady Ashcroft told all about your little adventure. No wonder you couldn’t keep your hands off that naughty cock of yours.’



I blushed and stared down at her splendid high heels.



‘She also told how good you were at providing pleasure.’



My heart stopped briefly and I looked up at her.



‘From now on, I will expect you to do the same for me – regularly.’



As these teasing, devastating words slid sensually from her full, cherry-red lips, a terrible sex giddiness washed over me and I very nearly lost my balance.



‘Yes, Mistress,’ I gasped, the burning in my buttocks already turning into an arousing heat spreading between my legs. ‘Anything you wish.’



She smiled and turned her back on me. ‘Unzip me.’



My panties wrapped around my delicately hosed ankles, I tottered forward and, my hands shaking desperately, I managed to pull the basque’s silver zipper down the length of her exquisite back.



She slipped the black silken straps over her shoulders and allowed the basque to fall to the floor. I let out a loud gasp of pleasure as her plump, still perfectly formed buttocks were revealed and then she turned to face me.



Before me was a goddess. I swayed, awestruck, as this divinity was fully revealed. My aunt’s beautiful, sensually ample form presented itself as a vision, a grand, sexual revelation that seemed to light up the room like a powerful beacon of desire. Dressed in only her stocking tops and garters, a smile of wicked intent spreading across her lovely cherry-red lips, she stepped forward and took my left hand.



‘Come with me,’ she whispered.



She led me to the bed and I found myself watching in dumbstruck astonishment as she sat down on the soft, wide mattress and then pulled her gorgeous form up onto the silk sheets, before lying down on her back, with her head propped up against a mountain of soft pink pillows.



‘You know what I want, Shelly,’ she said, her voice hoarse with desire, and slowly parted her legs.



I curtsied my understanding and climbed up onto the bed beside her, my heart pounding, the heat in my backside now a wave of erotic warmth engulfing my rock-hard sex.



As I moved my head between her legs, my petticoats sprawling around me, my panties still wrapped around my ankles, the smell of her cunt hit me in the face like a velvet-gloved fist – the pungent truth of her womanhood, a smell even more fundamental and arousing than the dark aroma of Lady Ashcroft, a smell that filled my soul with a helpless masochistic love. I moaned with pleasure and dived into this forest of particularly earthly delights with a sweet sissy smile on my face.



My aunt came after a few minutes of careful oral pleasuring. A bolt of pride shot through my sissified form as she screamed out her intense, volcanic female ecstasy. I felt her firm, muscular thighs press my head in a vicelike grip and then, slowly, relax. Covered in her thick, aromatic cum, I slid from between her legs and fell back on my knees. Sex juice dribbled from my smeared lips and across my chin. My eyes refocused on Aunt Jane’s astonishing naked form and a further moan of terrible pleasure slipped from my well-exercised mouth.



Eventually, my aunt pulled herself up and looked directly across at me.



‘Emily was right. You have a very real gift, my sweet.’



I blushed and smiled weakly, frightened to talk or move.



‘Now get up off the bed and undress.’



I nodded slightly, fearfully, and clambered off the bed. I then began to struggle out of my marvellous maid’s attire, my mind swirling with thoughts of what new adventure awaited me on this extraordinary evening.



My aunt sat up, her plump, perfect form covered in sex sweat, a look of supreme satisfaction lighting up her gorgeous face.



She watched me strip down to my foundation garments and then, rising slowly from the bed, strolled over and helped me remove the corset and the body stocking. My eyes were glued to her large, pink breasts the whole time and her smile widened as a stiff nipple brushed against my now naked chest and I squealed with sissy pleasure.



‘If you perform your duties as well as you have done this evening, petal, you may get to suckle me.’



I performed an eager, almost desperate curtsey and my stunning dominatrix aunt unleashed a whip-crack laugh of contempt.



‘But not tonight, Shelly. Tonight you begin to learn about the importance of restraint.’



She ordered me to slip out of the G-string and I soon found myself standing stark naked before her, my erection rising up between us some paradoxical symbol of aggressive male desire and my absolute submission to this new regime of female control.



We faced each other, both naked, both clearly aroused. There was hesitation in my aunt’s eyes as she looked down at my large, hard cock, a hesitation whose core was sexual excitement.



‘You tempt me,’ she whispered. ‘Your very presence is a terrible, naughty temptation. So it’s time to wrap you up and put you somewhere where I can’t be reminded of…this.’



As she spat out ‘this’, she grasped my sex and I squealed with shock and excitement.



‘Restraint is the only answer now, Shelly. I have indulged you over the last few weeks, but now, given your destiny, we need to establish a suitably firm regime of control. The milkings will cease as of this moment. There may be the odd reward, but on the whole you must forget the pleasures I have allowed since putting you in panties. You must forget them because you must come to realise your true role as a slave, a slave to me and to all womankind.’



After this odd pronouncement, Aunt Jane turned and opened a small drawer in the bedside table. From inside she took a thin piece of pink rubber, what looked like three silver rings of varying sizes, and a thick roll of silver masking tape.



‘Put your hands behind your back,’ she ordered, her dark eyes now burning with a quite savage desire.



I obeyed, my own eyes wide with trepidation and desire, a desire made so much more powerful by the terrible sense of humiliating exposure and the incredible levels of masochistic sexual energy.



She placed the strange materials on the bed and turned once again to face me, the rubber tube still in her hands.



‘We’ll begin with the restrainer,’ she said, stepping forward.



The word set off alarm bells in my sissy head. Almost immediately I remembered Lady Ashcroft and her teasing promise to send Aunt Jane a restrainer, a device designed to keep the male sex under firm female control.



‘This may disturb you, Shelly, so I suggest you try and remain as still as possible. I have no wish to hurt you.’



Then I entered a new realm of bizarre sissy pleasure. For before she had completed that last terrible sentence, the rubber restrainer had been rolled into a bowl and slid very gently over the purple, bulging head of my teased and tormented cock. I let out a squeal of delight and tried my very hardest to withhold a series of spastic wiggles of extreme pleasure. My aunt’s smile widened, her dark, sex-fuelled eyes met mine, and then she stretched the odd device over the full iron-hard length of my cock and then over my balls, thus enveloping my angry, teased sex in a film of thin, ultra-soft pink rubber.



Tears of frustrated pleasure trickled from my eyes as Aunt Jane, resplendent in her own nature suit, stepped back to admire her handiwork.



‘The restrainer is made from a very special type of latex rubber, Shelly,’ she purred, her own arousal very evident in the droplets of sparkling sex juice now seeping through her curly forest of pubic hair. ‘The material contracts when heated. This means every time you get hard it will automatically work to reduce the level of your erection. Although it won’t prevent you from becoming stiff – which seems to be your normal state – it will make orgasm very difficult. And once the rings are fitted…well, then orgasm will be impossible.’



I listened in horror and amazement, looking down at my furious, rubberised cock and confronting my terrible slave’s destiny.



Aunt Jane then took the three rings from the bed and placed them on the bedside table. She took up the biggest of the three and held it before me.



‘Perhaps the most intimate and immediate symbols of your enslavement after the feminine frillies,’ she whispered, suddenly clicking open the gleaming silver ring and slipping it around my scrotum. Her smile widening, she clicked the ring shut and my balls were suddenly locked in a very tight and rather uncomfortable metal embrace.



The pressure created by the ring actually made my erection strain harder and it stretched angrily against the tight rubber prison. Yet this was only the beginning; for within a few seconds, my gorgeous, cruel aunt had snapped the other two rings in place – one at the base of my cock, the other just beneath the circumcised head. Both were very tight and created an awful tension between my terrible need to be hard and the significant discomfort this hardness was now producing!



‘Very nice,’ Aunt Jane whispered, admiring both the strange beauty of my restrained cock and the obvious discomfort it was creating for me. ‘You will wear the restrainer and rings at all times. If you are able to look carefully you will see that at the head of the rubber restrainer is a pattern of tiny filters. This will allow you to urinate as and when required.’



I nodded warily and curtsied fearfully, watching my aunt with renewed desire and trepidation as she returned to the bedside table and took from the drawer a thin, pink box made from some sort of gleaming plastic.



Still smiling, she opened the box and took from inside it a new tool of sissy control, a tool that announced very clearly the absolute nature of my servitude and whose appearance excited me more than any other part of this kinky ritual of enslavement. For in her hand was a pink rubber plug shaped like the curving head of a rocket, with a flat, circular base, fixed to which was a small, curved hook.



‘A butt plug,’ she said, her eyes on fire, her breathing rapid. ‘A mere toy to start with, but in the coming months you will learn to accommodate more substantial intruders.’



Perhaps I should have felt fear and horror at this new perversion, but all I did feel, as I was ordered to bend over and spread my legs, was a fierce arousal. Indeed, the sense of helpless exposure created by being made to present myself so blatantly to my lovely, cruel and very naked aunt, was a sense of sublime delight, a drugged sense of feminine weakness and submission.



She used a thick, cool gel to prepare my back passage for this strange and exciting intrusion. Using one hand to spread my buttocks apart, she slid a gel-covered index figure into my anus and inspired an immediate squeal of intense sissy pleasure. Pleasure, however, quickly turned to discomfort as Aunt Jane suddenly pushed very hard and seemed to plunge her sharp-nailed finger deep into the very heart of me. I cried out in pain as the finger suddenly broke through some unseen but definitely felt barrier and then slipped into a longer, softer part of my back passage.



‘You’re very tight, Shelly,’ she said, now carefully greasing my anus. ‘The plug and its successors will open you up nicely over the next few months.’



Now there was only a terrible, intimate pleasure; the walls of my arse were slowly, even teasingly greased. I moaned and sobbed, and when my aunt removed her finger, a sigh of terrible need seeped from my mouth, a sigh that was answered almost immediately with the introduction of the plug’s rounded head to the tip of my anus.



‘Just relax, Shelly,’ my aunt whispered. ‘If you relax, it won’t be that uncomfortable.’



I felt my buttocks pulled even further apart and the rubber intruder gently pushed into me. Once it began to ease forward, pressure turned into rotation. Now I knew what the strange oval tip and the handle were for: my aunt was screwing the plug into my arse!



It took her maybe five minutes to screw the plug to the point where the curved handle was resting between my buttocks, five increasingly pleasurable minutes that left me covered in sex sweat, my cruelly restrained cock pressed hard into my tummy, my eyes wide with shocked pleasure, my lips trembling with sissy desire.



It was as if I had been split in two and then joined back together around this wicked, sensual intruder. And when my aunt eventually helped me upright and my thighs closely together, I felt the plug pushed further into me and let out another girlish squeal of pleasure.



‘Yes, it feels good, doesn’t it, Shelly?’



I nodded weakly and performed a tiny, careful curtsey.



‘Now, put your hands behind your back.’



With my cock screaming for release from its metal and rubber prison, I obeyed, my eyes once more drinking up the sweet image of my naked Aunt Jane, a vision of mature feminine beauty to which I was now completely and utterly subject.



I watched as she took one of the stockings from the bed.



‘Place the palms of your hands together, so that your hands are pointing down to the floor.’



I did as she ordered. She stepped behind me. Seconds later, I felt the stocking being pulled over my hands and then up over my wrists. Then, it was pulled right up over my elbows until it was near the tops of my arms. I cried out with a very real discomfort as my elbows were forced to touch and my shoulders were stretched painfully towards each other. Suddenly, arousal was overwhelmed by a very real fear.



‘Remember, Shelly, this is all about restraint and control – the heart of your submission.’



I nodded warily as my aunt then took the thick roll of masking tape from the bedside table, pulled a strip free and began to wind the tape around my wrists and up my arms, pulling my arms even closer together and producing more pronounced moans of discomfort. And very soon, my nylon-sheathed arms were covered from the wrists to within a few inches of my shoulders in a cocoon of tightly wound tape, and thus totally immobilised; a very strange, immediate and frightening bondage that left my sissy heart thumping with awful apprehension.



I had never felt so absolutely helpless, so exposed and subject to control. I had never felt so excited!



Yet this was only the first stage. Next, my aunt took a pair of her gorgeous white silk panties from the drawer of the bedside table and held them before me.



‘A gag,’ she purred, her eyes burning into mine. ‘Something you need to get very used to.’



I watched in utter astonishment as she proceededed to rub the panties into her soaking sex, covering them in her private juices.



‘Now…open up.’



I obeyed without question, and my aunt rolled the panties up into a ball and rammed them with some force deep into my mouth. My eyes widened even further and the now familiar taste of her cunt flooded my mouth. The soft silk material then rapidly expanded to fill my mouth completely. My aunt took the roll of masking tape and tore a relatively short strip from it before ordering me to force my lips together. She then quickly spread the length of tape over my lips, sealing them tightly together and plunging me into a new black pool of masochistic excitement. To be so completely silenced was to be subject to the most severe control. I virtually swooned with delight as my aunt, her gorgeous, naked form bathed in a film of pungent sex sweat, tore off two longer strips of tape and spread them over the top and bottom of the existing strip, thus covering the whole of my lower face in masking tape.



‘Perfect,’ she whispered, her splendid, plump breasts rising and falling at the speed of sex, her hazel eyes filled with the flames of a very cruel passion.



My sex reared up before her like a maddened colt and a bolt of very real pain shot through it as the wicked metal rings did their terrible work. I was bound and gagged, utterly helpless before my stunning goddess, and I was lost in a wild, bottomless sexual pleasure.



Aunt Jane then led me towards the large double doors of the walk-in closet. As I tottered forward, my arms lashed, my mouth taped, I felt the plug move inside me, a truly bizarre and erotic sensation that made each sissy step a dreadful arousal.



My aunt threw back the doors of the closet and flicked on an orange light to reveal a garden of feminine delights. I gasped into my tight, pungent gag at the sight of two long rows of dresses, blouses and coats, slacks, skirts, beautiful slips and petticoats, a massive array of expensive, gorgeous attire, most of which I had never seen her wear.



‘I’ve collected a lot of stuff over the years,’ she mumbled, looking contemplatively into the orange-tinted darkness. ‘Nothing fits me now, of course, but I can’t bare to part with any of it. Now, get down on the floor, face down.’



I hesitated and was immediately rewarded with a very hard slap to my backside. ‘On your knees!’



Her hands gripped my shoulders and pushed me down to my knees. I squealed with terror, sure I would topple forward and bang my head, but she held me firm and then very carefully helped me to lay face down in the middle of the closet.



My naked, tethered form rested against a soft, very thick white carpet, and my rubber- and metal-imprisoned sex felt as if it were suddenly being enveloped in the teasing fur of some strange sex animal.



No sooner was I positioned than I felt the second stocking being hauled over 
both

 my feet. It seemed my legs were to be cocooned in exactly the same way as my arms!



The stocking could only be dragged as far as my lower thighs, but as soon as it was in position, my aunt used more masking tape to tightly bind my ankles and knees. Then, to my further amazement and some considerable dismay, she grasped my ankles and hauled them up towards my buttocks, forcing them downward painfully so that the heels of my feet pressed into the tops of my thighs. I squealed with genuine pain as Aunt Jane then proceed to use the roll of tape to bind my ankles very tightly to my thighs, sliding the roll of tape beneath my thighs and then up over my ankles until I was very effectively sealed in a terribly robust and strict hogtie. This had the effect of pushing the plug even deeper into my arse and inspired even more high-pitched squeals of ambivalent sissy pleasure. Yet even this was not the end of my bondage ordeal. For as soon as my knees were secured to my thighs, she wrapped my already nylon-sheathed and taped wrists to my lower back, rolling the lengths of tape beneath my body so that my naked stomach was soon also semi-cocooned in the powerfully adhesive tape.



Then, finally satisfied, she stepped back. Not that I could see her. Not that I could in fact move even an inch! All I could do was lie in this awful, taped position and moan desperately into my fat panty gag, my brutally restrained cock pressing into the carpet, my heavy, sex-fuelled breathing filling the room, the sound of my pounding heart filling my head.



‘You’ll spend the night here, Shelly. It will be hard and uncomfortable, but it will also be a very important lesson in control and submission. You probably won’t sleep, but at least you will have the taste of me to keep you company.’



Her words appalled me and I squealed loudly in protest and horror, attempting to wiggle towards her, but quickly discovering that the tape prison I was trapped within allowed not even the tiniest of movements. Tears filled my eyes as my aunt walked from the closet and then, to my further horror, switched off the orange light, plunging me into a darkness only relieved by the light of the bedroom. But then this too was shut out when my aunt, after whispering a teasing ‘sweet dreams’, closed and locked the closet door.



I lay in total darkness, very tightly bound and gagged, hardly able to move a muscle. I sobbed and wiggled uselessly, then squealed angrily. But all to no avail. Indeed, all that my struggles ensured was that the plug would push deeper into my arse and that I became even more tormented by the evil power of the rings.



I was entombed for the rest of the night. Lost in utter blackness. As there were no windows, I would not even know when daybreak hinted at the time. Quite deliberately, my aunt was subjecting me to a dreadful ordeal by bondage and sensory deprivation. The first lesson: the importance of restraint. The first lesson of my new enslavement.



Yet after a few minutes, the fear began to fade. Under the terrible influence of the plug and the teasing memories of my aunt’s splendid body, desire began to have its way with me. The taste of her filled my mouth, the touch of her lingered on my sissified body. Her perfume impregnated the air with traces of her stunning, naked form. Even this dreadful test was, ultimately, arousing.



And after a while, I found myself falling into a strange half-sleep, a sex trance through which many fantasy figures walked. Lady Ashcroft, the dreadful bringer of this new enslavement, the plump visage of Miss Gillette and the imperial beauty of my gorgeous, now all-powerful aunt. And then there were the strange joys of this intricate bondage. To be made so utterly helpless, to be placed in such a state of objectness, to be subject to such extreme control. As the thick tape had been wrapped around my sissy form, I had secretly purred with pleasure. And now, despite the discomfort and the fading fear, I was even more in love with Aunt Jane than ever before, the love of a devoted and desperate slave who breathed, even through a pungent panty gag, only to serve his mistress.



*   *   *



It was a few days after this terribly kinky adventure that everything changed once again, when destiny pushed my sissy form into the arms of Dominic Hartley.



Since my ordeal in the closet, the masochistic pleasure taken in my subservience had deepened considerably. I had been untied some eight hours after being locked in the closet and had emerged shocked, numbed and terribly aroused. Indeed, since that fateful night I had become even more feminine and submissive in my movement, manners and behaviour, a fact my aunt observed with obvious pleasure and which she acknowledged by becoming even more dominant and controlling.



There had been no more bondage ordeals, but that very morning I had been pulled across her knee and spanked with a hairbrush for no other reason than my tie was deemed to be ‘crooked’. I wiggled into school with my buttocks aflame and my sissy heart aflutter, my tightly restrained cock (not unleashed since its exciting imprisonment in her bedroom) pressing angrily against the white silk and elastane panty girdle that Aunt Jane insisted I wear over the body stocking to hide my now constant bulge from public view.



So, perhaps not surprisingly, I was in a sex trance when I walked into my form room and collided with Dominic, knocking a can of coke from his hands and sending it spinning across the floor. Other than the two of us, the room was empty. I often arrived early, but why Dominic was there, I had no idea.



‘You stupid fool!’ he shouted.



I squealed in shock and tried to mumble a terrified apology. Dominic and I had been friendly on and off ever since he had arrived in the sixth form a few months previously. He was a very attractive, if slender teenager, who was regarded by many as the cleverest boy in the school. With longish blond hair and piercing blue eyes, he was a favourite of the girls, yet, almost inexplicably, had no girlfriend.



Dominic was the only male ‘friend’ I had made at school, yet although we spoke often and even shared a table at lunch, our friendship was slight, a convenience – two outsiders drawn to each other by loneliness. Yet even as he shouted at me, I noticed something very strange in his eyes when he looked at me. Not the contempt or fear of the others, but rather, something much nearer desire.



‘I’m so sorry,’ I mumbled. ‘Let me try and dry it off.’



I took a hanky from my sissy trousers, a pink, scented hanky given to me that very morning by my smiling, teasing and utterly incredible aunt. I dabbed at his damp jumper. He pushed my hands away. Then, for some strange reason I have never been able to truly fathom, I ran my fingers across his soft, bronzed cheek. His eyes widened, he stepped back. Horror filled his eyes. But then it suddenly disappeared. He stepped forward. At first I thought he was about to hit me, but then, to my utter astonishment, he leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek.



‘You’re so beautiful,’ he whispered, his voice hoarse with sex.



I felt my tightly restrained sex complain bitterly, my heart jump into my mouth and my knees buckle.



Then he grabbed my arm and pulled me into the classroom. Before I could resist he pulled me inside a storage cupboard, flicked on the light and closed and locked the door.



Then he embraced me, covering my face in kisses, his free hand slipping between my legs. His strength and desire were both very surprising, and I did nothing to resist him.



‘I’ve wanted to do this for so long,’ he mumbled, sensing my own arousal.



All I could think to say was, ‘I’m sorry about your jumper.’



He hesitated, then a rather wicked smile crossed his handsome face. ‘Yes, you’ve ruined my jumper. You need to be punished.’



I looked at him in amazement, then realised that he wanted to play an erotic game.



I smiled back and pretended to be frightened. ‘No…please,’ I whined, as he stepped forward. ‘Don’t hurt me.’



‘You need a good spanking,’ he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire. ‘The only fitting punishment for a pansy.’



Although he was not tall, maybe only an inch or so higher than myself, when he grabbed my arm and pulled me towards him, I felt a real and very exciting physical power. He lowered himself onto a wooden stool used to reach the upper shelves and then effortlessly pulled me over his knees. I felt his large, hard sex press into my stomach and a wave of arousal wash over me. A memory flooded my tormented sissy mind: the memory of the hungry eyes of the decorators, of the teasing looks of men on the streets, of the impact my feminine beauty had on men, and of the very strong excitement this impact inspired in me.



His hands fumbled with my belt, and I knew a terrible truth was about to be exposed. What on earth would he make of my undies!



He pulled my trousers down over my backside and a gasp of surprise filled the room.



‘What’s this!’ he gasped, his voice now lined with a thick treacle of desire. ‘Panties? Frilly panties and tights!’



‘Please, don’t…I have to wear them…my aunt makes me…’



‘Your aunt?’



There was a terrible erotic silence, his breathing hard, deep, sexual.



Then he hauled the panties down to my thighs and discovered the tight, shining panty girdle.



‘She certainly makes sure you’re well wrapped up!’ He laughed, his voice once again riddled with sexual excitement.



Then something even stranger happened. His free hand suddenly spread over my girdled bottom. Not in a rough way. No: quite obviously in a very sexual way. Suddenly, he was caressing my bottom!



‘I’ve watched you for a long time,’ he whispered. ‘Seen the way you look at the boys, seen that pansy tease in your eyes.’



His hand slipped between my nylon-sheathed legs and I couldn’t resist a moan of genuine pleasure.



‘Yes, this is what you want, isn’t it, pansy.’



I tried not to nod, but then he raised his hand and brought it down in a loud, painful slap on my backside. I squealed and he shouted, ‘ISN’T IT!?’



A mumbled a shocked, aroused ‘yes’ and he laughed even louder.



Then he spanked me. Ten very hard, painful slaps that left me sobbing for mercy and his cock digging into my belly like a red-hot sex poker.



Then he made me stand up and remove my trousers, jumper and shirt. He ordered me to put my hands behind my back and stand to attention, causing my pretty befrilled panties to fall down around my nylon-sheathed legs to my ankles. His big blue eyes devoured me and I nearly fainted with violent sexual arousal.



‘You’re gorgeous,’ he mumbled, shocking me even further. ‘No wonder your aunt put you in panties.’



Then I looked up at him, holding his sex-streaked gaze and feeling his need. I wiped the tears from my eyes, smiled weakly and knelt down between his legs. Why I did this, I still don’t know; but from the second our eyes locked, I saw the truth of him and the truth of me – the truth of terribly repressed and very dark desire.



My hands began to work on his zipper. At first he tried to push me away, but his efforts were half-hearted and I was determined to have my way.



He gasped with a savage, helpless pleasure as I slipped my hands inside his trousers and sought out the hot, hard length of flesh that was his erect cock.



As I took it in my hands, I felt both a deep sissy pleasure and, also, a strange sense of power – the power of the desired object. The feel of another male sex was both deeply strange and violently erotic. The hot, rubbery flesh of another, the most intimate contact. My heart pounding, my mind focused on the testing and mysterious task ahead of me, I slipped his cock from his underpants and out of his trousers. And there it was: presented in its full, aroused glory, a very large, thick male sex organ, crimson, circumcised, disturbingly beautiful.



I took it in both hands and then looked up at him. His eyes burnt into me, a furious, utterly helpless excitement. Now he was begging me.



‘Please,’ he gasped, ‘please…’



I felt like a man about to jump from a plane at twenty thousand feet, a vast leap into a great and exciting unknown, the final confession of an always secretly known fact: my bisexuality.



I lent forward and kissed the hot head of his cock; just once, a tender, sissy kiss. He screamed with shock and pleasure and continued to beg. Then I slipped my lips over the head and his scream turned into a loud animal moan of complete surrender. I pulled myself up a little higher and then took as much of his cock into my mouth as was physically possible. Then I began to suck.



He squirmed in the chair and I gagged on his rampant, considerable manhood. A sense of true femininity washed over me. I was a pretty girl servicing her man, giving him the pleasure his being demanded every day. I felt my own restrained and girdled cock fight its dreadful erotic imprisonment. A familiar bolt of punishing pain shot up its rigid length as the rings bit into a suicidal tumescence.



‘Jesus fucking Christ,’ he cried. ‘I’m coming. I’m fucking coming…’



And he came. Screaming with a black cosmic despair, he filled my mouth with hot, salty cum, and I swallowed every last drop, taking it deep down inside me like some strange potion that would ensure my sissification for ever and a day.



Then, slowly, with a frightening coolness, I pulled myself free of his cock, wiped the trickles of cum from my pretty lips and rose to my feet, the taste of him filling my mouth and my soul.



He had collapsed back into the chair, his eyes wide, his body twitching. Almost dead, perhaps; but not quite.



‘I can’t believe it. I never…’



There was sadness in his eyes now. Sadness and guilt, and a sense of self-hate. But this would fade, as it always did, and the fire of desire would soon replace it.



He slid his cock back into his trousers, zipped himself up and stood. We faced each other.



‘I want to see you again,’ he said, his voice cut through with a boyish nervousness.



I nodded and smiled. Then he leant forward and took my head in his hands. I swooned with a delightful sense of feminine helplessness as he very gently kissed me. I felt my knees buckle and then opened my mouth to take his desperate, probing tongue. He wrapped an arm around me and pulled me tightly to him. His cock was already hard again and pressing against my stomach.



He then almost faded from the room and back into the empty classroom. I pulled up my panties and trousers, smoothed over my clothes and contemplated what had happened, a very large smile spreading over my soft, feminine face.










Five







I told my aunt everything that very night. I was home by 4 p.m. and fully made up and dressed in my elegant, sexy maid’s attire by 5 p.m. As I minced into the living room on my deliciously high heels, where my aunt was enjoying a late afternoon cocktail, I performed a deep curtsey before her and promptly burst into tears.

She looked up from her drink, genuine concern in her lovely autumnal eyes.



‘What on earth’s the matter, Shelly?’



I had spent the day contemplating the amazing events of the morning. Despite my initial happiness, I quickly began to regret what had happened. Increasingly powerful waves of guilt washed over me and I struggled to concentrate, fighting back tears of worry and confusion mixed with yet more teasing thoughts of handsome Dominic. The more I regretted my actions, the more excited I became, and the more I wanted to repeat them. Never had any one thing made me feel so terribly exposed and feminine and, paradoxically, powerful. And now, in my sissy attire, bent in this classically submissive posture before my gorgeous Aunt Jane, all the agitation had suddenly come to a terrible, explosive head.



‘There’s a boy,’ I spluttered, rising from the curtsey.



Concern changed to interest and then to amusement. ‘A boy at school?’ she asked, her eyes alight with cruel fascination.



‘Yes. I…’



‘You what?’



‘I…pleasured him.’



Her smile widened. ‘Did he make you…pleasure him?’



‘No. No…I wanted to. I did it without him asking.’



Then my aunt burst out laughing. ‘Good God!’ she bellowed. ‘You’re even kinkier than I thought!’



My sobs increased and I considered tottering from the room in despair.



‘Did he like being pleasured?’



I fought back my sobs and nodded. ‘Yes. And he wants to see me again.’



My aunt nodded. Her smile became more focused as she pondered this new information.



‘Do you want to see him again?’



I nodded, then curtsied.



‘How much?’



‘Very much, Mistress.’



‘So you liked it…you liked sucking him?’



Another quick curtsey.



My aunt considered this and I felt my face burn a deep crimson through the thin layer of pale foundation. Yet even in this moment of supreme humiliation, there was arousal, and as I swayed before her in my ultra-feminine finery, my sex struggled furiously within its layers of cruel restraint.



There was a strange, terrible silence, a silence enveloped in the static electricity of anticipation. My hosed thighs squeezed together nervously and pushed the constantly teasing butt plug deeper into my gradually widening arse. I moaned and was suddenly beset by thoughts of a semi-naked Dominic standing over me, whip in hand, as I kneeled tightly bound and gagged before him, dressed in the sissiest outfit imaginable, awaiting my well-deserved punishment.



‘Bring him here.’



My aunt’s words exploded this bizarre fantasy and I gasped in surprise.



‘I’m sorry, Mistress?’



‘Bring him to meet me.’



‘But…’



‘No buts, Shelly. Invite him to dinner. You can serve him and I can explain the true nature of your feminisation.’



My mouth fell open in horror, but I still curtsied my understanding. Then I was ordered into the kitchen to prepare dinner.



For the rest of the evening, I served Aunt Jane with my usual dedication and care. I noticed her watching me on more than one occasion and tried to hide my terror at the thought of asking Dominic to dinner.



At bedtime, I was taken to my room and made to strip down to my restrained sex. My aunt very casually ran a long, red-nailed index finger down its tormented length and I squealed for mercy.



‘Please,’ I begged, just as Dominic had begged, my soul crushed by need. ‘Please, Mistress.’



‘Oh no,’ she said, her voice a terribly deliberate torment. ‘Not tonight, petal. You have to save up all that sissy spunk for your new boyfriend.’



‘But I haven’t been…released for nearly two weeks. It’s driving me mad.’



‘And at the edge of madness is insight.’



She was dressed in a knee-length black cotton dress, a tight black nylon sweater, black tights and heels. She looked quite wonderful and I wanted her so very badly.



She threw back the covers and told me to lie on the bed. I obeyed, my whole body shaking with sex fury. I then watched in a quiet agony as she pulled up her skirt and pulled down her tights and panties. Then she turned and very carefully lowered her backside over my face.



As my tongue touched the tip of her splendid arse, I knew the night was only just beginning.



*   *   *



It took me all the next day to find a moment to talk to Dominic alone. It wasn’t until most of the students were leaving the school that I discovered him in a deserted corridor. He looked at me with his large blue eyes and I felt my stomach turn with fear and desire. I could see nothing but a terrible need in his eyes, a need that was tormenting his soul.



I tottered up to him and smiled. He returned the smile – soft, gentle, even loving.



‘My aunt wants to meet you,’ I whispered.



His expression changed to shock. “What!’



‘I told her everything. She wants to meet you.’



He grabbed me by the arm and pulled me into an empty classroom. The sense of power he gave off was a sex tonic and I gasped with masochistic pleasure.



‘How could you tell her!’ he snapped, pinning me against a wall. ‘How could you tell 
anyone

 !’



‘I have to tell her everything. I’m…’



My voice trailed off into an emptiness of dreaded confession.



‘You’re what?’



‘I’m her maid, her slave. I do whatever she tells me. I have no secrets from her.’



He looked at me as if looking at some beloved alien creature, some exotic sex toy from another world. I felt a bolt of sex lightning strike my heart as I realised my confession was turning him on.



Then he leant forward and kissed me, a deep, long kiss that filled me with an immediate sensual bliss. I fell into his arms and felt his cock stiffen against my body. My hand slipped over the front of his trousers and gently caressed his sex and he gasped with a brutal pleasure.



‘Please come,’ I whispered. ‘Tomorrow night. My aunt is very beautiful, and very special. And then you’ll be able to see me…dressed properly.’



He gently pushed me back and blushed. ‘I don’t know. I’ll need to ask my foster mother.’



I already knew this was another thing Dominic and I shared: we were both orphans.



‘Tell her you’re going to a friend’s house. That you’ll be back by 10 p.m. Think of the fun we can have.’



He nodded slowly, his eyes returning to mine, pondering the word ‘fun’. ‘All right. I’ll see what I can do.’



Two hours later, he took me to one side in another semi-deserted corridor, facing me for only a moment and whispering ‘I’ll be there. 7 p.m.’



He rushed off and I tried to avoid fainting with sissy excitement.



When I told my aunt, she smiled mysteriously and then questioned me very closely about Dominic. I assumed her interest in him was all part of the consolidation of her new regime of strict control – that she would use Dominic as another tool in my rapidly progressing transformation into her simpering sissy maidservant.



However, that night she was surprisingly relaxed around me, even overlooking one or two slight errors that would have normally inspired a spanking, a fact that left me somewhat disappointed, and even more so when I was sent to bed without either a requirement to service her or one of my increasingly infrequent milkings. Indeed, without the sadomasochistic ritual which had become so much a part of my daily life, I found myself lying in my bed, in one of my prettiest, sexiest baby doll nighties, fighting back thoughts of Dominic and my beautiful, dominant aunt, my tightly restrained sex complaining bitterly in its silken panty prison.



*   *   *



The next day was a slow-burning torture of terrible anticipation. Unable to concentrate, I watched each second tick painfully by, fighting an increasing sense of physical and mental discomfort. I saw Dominic briefly in the morning, but he avoided my hungry gaze and for a lot of the day I was convinced he would not come, terrified of the consequences, appalled by the strange relationship that was developing between us.



But he did turn up, and bang on time. And when his beautiful blue eyes beheld me, they nearly popped out of his handsome head. For Aunt Jane had insisted that I dress very specially for my male visitor. As soon as I had returned from school, I found myself very quickly stripped naked (except, of course, for the rings, the restrainer and the terribly teasing plug) and placed under a steaming hot shower. I shaved and soaped my increasingly soft and feminine form and, under Aunt Jane’s expert supervision, I was enveloped in a mist of powerful musk perfume before being presented with my costume for the evening.



First there was a very pretty pink nylon body stocking, its kiss against my re-sensitised skin incredibly exciting, a body-enveloping masterpiece of fetish wear that resembled the body stockings which had been my standard undergarment for many weeks now. Yet this stocking had the sexy addition of a white lace befrilled neck and sleeves, plus attached fingerless gloves made of exactly the same material. Over this was secured a white rubber mini-corset pulled to a new standard of tightness. Then, a gorgeous white silk mini-pinafore, also edged with pretty white lace, was tied in place around my waist. And if this wasn’t enough, my nylon-sheathed feet were then bound in a pair of pink patent leather ankle boots. Around the top of each boot was a row of tiny bells. White rubber, fingerless gloves were then tied over each hand.



Yet this was only the beginning of a very odd sissification. For as soon as the gloves were secured, I was placed before the dressing table and my face was returned to that of a sweet china doll using the thick white foundation, pink rouge and hot pink lipstick. Then, as I stared in renewed amazement at the reflection, at the vision Dominic would confront, my humiliation took on a new and deeply worrying form.



Smiling with a mysterious cruelty, my lovely aunt took a large pink cardboard box from beneath my bed. She placed the box on the table and removed the lid. From inside she took something that made my heart leap with fear and intense sexual trepidation: a large, beautifully designed and ultra-sissy bonnet cut from gorgeous pink satin and heavily frilled with white lace curls. Attached to each side of the bonnet was a long, thick length of sparkling silk ribbon.



I looked at my aunt in horror, a dreadful pleading in my eyes.



She laughed. ‘Yes, it’s for you, Shelly; so your boyfriend can see you all in your true sissy glory.’



My humiliation was to be terrible, fiendishly terrible. A tear welled up in my right eye, I felt my heart beat with genuine terror. I was to be presented to Dominic in a state of absolute babified sissification!



Yet even as gorgeous Aunt Jane very slowly slipped the lovely, soul-crushing bonnet over my daintily curled hair, my ordeal was not over. Once she had delicately positioned it, I could only watch in sissy astonishment as she proceeded to tie the two ribbons in a very fat bow at the tip of my snow-white chin, her sweater-imprisoned and heaving breasts only a few inches from my face, the beautiful smell of her tormenting my nostrils.



Once the bow had been tightly secured, she stepped back to admire her latest, very kinky handiwork. ‘Lovely,’ she whispered, her dark eyes streaked with arousal, ‘simply lovely.’



Then she opened a drawer in the dressing table and extracted from it the final terrible tool of sissy control, a symbol of my increasing descent into something approaching full babification. Her smile even wider, she held before me a large baby’s dummy, a fat, oblong teat set on a heart-shaped pink base, a teat that had been carefully ribbed and, without a single doubt, had been designed to resemble a phallus!



‘Open up, Shelly,’ Aunt Jane whispered, her pleasure in my increasing embarrassment and fear all too obvious.



I obeyed, of course, opening my mouth and allowing her to pop the surprisingly large dummy gag inside. She then tied it securely in place with two more lengths of pink silk ribbon, which were attached to the two sides of the plastic plate now held tightly against my stoppered, painted lips.



‘There,’ Aunt Jane whispered. ‘All ready for Dominic.’



I looked at her and released a muffled moan of fear. I shook my head very slowly, my wide eyes betraying considerable unease at being presented to Dominic in this strange semi-babified state.



‘Oh don’t be so silly, Shelly. You look perfectly divine. I’m sure Dominic will be very impressed. And if you behave yourself, he might even let you suck him off.’



Laughing, she pulled me to my high-heeled feet and led me tottering desperately behind her from the room, a chorus of sissy bells ringing out with each awkward mini-mince.



As I followed her downstairs, sobbing into the fat dummy gag, I noticed very quickly that without a panty girdle or a pair of panties, my tightly restrained sex was exposed to virtually full view, thanks mainly to the semi-transparent nylon material of the body stocking and the very short pinafore. Indeed, as I tottered along, it bounced merrily before me, a dreadful confession of the true nature of my desire and my helpless addiction to even this awfully humiliating sissy attire.



Yes, I was to be exposed and humiliated before Dominic. This was my aunt’s simple and terrible plan: to reveal me as the sissiest she-male imaginable in front of a young man for whom I had expressed a helpless desire.



The next ninety minutes were spent in a whirlpool of domestic servitude and terrible trepidation. My aunt helped me to prepare a suitably grandiose three course meal and lost no opportunity to intensify my humiliation and thus my arousal. I struggled as best as I could in the tight rubber mittens, but it was difficult not to be clumsy, and on more than one occasion I received a very hard slap to my nylon-sheathed buttocks, which were soon very red and almost permanently wobbling under the repeated blows.



I tottered between the kitchen and the dining room, the tiny bells tinkling, my buttocks bouncing, my sex wobbling before me like a meat sword of doom. Never had I felt so intensely feminine and submissive; never had I been so excited and so terrified!



In the kitchen, I found myself grabbing slight, teasing glimpses of my beautiful, dominant aunt between the endless series of chores. She was everything I had ever dreamed, what a true woman should be and much more, and I would do anything for her – 
anything

 . Including exposing myself in this strange babified costume before the young man who was in danger of becoming my gay lover.



Then a slight, nervous ring of the doorbell. I gasped into my gag, now strangely accustomed to its soft, teasing occupation of my mouth, and looked up anxiously at Aunt Jane. She smiled softly, even maternally.



‘There’s no need to worry, Shelly. I’m sure everything will be fine.’



She then ordered me into the living room. I was to stand, legs tightly together, mittened hands behind my back, while she went to collect Dominic. As soon as he entered the room, I was to perform a deep curtsey of welcome.



I minced into the living room, accompanied by the tinkle of sissy bells, and Aunt Jane strolled off to answer the door.



I stood to attention by the sofa, sucking fearfully on my fat dummy, my hands behind my back, my sex rigid and stretching out in a very obvious and teasing manner from the front of the body stocking.



Then voices, my aunt’s soft, confident voice and the very nervous, uncertain voice of Dominic. I fought off a moan of terror and they walked into the room.



As soon as I saw Dominic, I performed a very deep curtsey that forced the tormenting, sensual butt plug deeper into my back passage, and then bobbed back to my high-heeled feet to discover Dominic staring at me in utter astonishment, his mouth open, his eyes wide, a look of pure, electric shock lighting up his handsome face.



‘Shelly chose the costume especially when she knew you were coming,’ Aunt Jane lied.



Poor Dominic had the look of a trapped animal and for a moment I was sure he was about to rush screaming from the room. But then my aunt took him by the hand, led him to the bar and asked if he wanted a drink.



The beautiful young man, clearly unable to believe either his ears or eyes, nodded weakly.



‘A glass of wine?’



He nodded again and Aunt Jane proceeded to pour him a glass of golden-coloured Chardonnay, which he took from her with shaking hands.



‘I’m so glad Shelly has finally found a friend. It can be very difficult when you’re a sissy.’



I blushed and stared down at my sexy pink boots. I felt a terrible sexual arousal as Dominic’s eyes fed hungrily on my feminised form.



‘He looks…fantastic,’ he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire and drink.



‘He? No, in this house, Shelly is most assuredly a she. But yes, you’re right, she does look fantastic.’



She then proceeded to describe in humiliating detail each item of clothing I was wearing, insisting all the while that I had begged her to be made as sissified as possible for Dominic. She even went as far as detailing the layers of cock restraint and the wicked intrusion of the butt plug.



As she took the greatest of pleasure in describing my feminisation, I looked up and met Dominic’s gaze. In his cool sky-blue eyes there was a powerful fire of need, a dreadful confession of kinky desire which I had first seen in the storage cupboard. I would have smiled, but the fat dummy gag prevented any kind of communication with my mouth. Yet my own gaze surely betrayed my true feelings.



The next twenty minutes were filled with the rituals of ecstatic humiliation. My gorgeous aunt pulled a stunned, but now more relaxed Dominic down onto the sofa and insisted I mince up and down before them, showing off my teasing sissy costume and helplessly feminine deportment.



As much as Dominic wanted to feast his eyes on this bizarre but very erotic spectacle, he also found his gaze constantly drawn to my aunt. It was clear that he had had no real idea just how very beautiful she was, and the spectacle of her crossed legs wrapped in sheer black hose emerging out of her short skirt was far too tasty to miss. As his gaze wandered, I felt a bitter pang of jealously, but even as I was teased by this dark, powerful emotion, I knew that this was all part of my aunt’s fiendish plan for the evening, all part of this intricate challenge to my submissive bliss, to the profound pleasure I now took in being a sissified maidservant.



Eventually, after two glasses of wine, my aunt led an already tipsy Dominic into the dining room and I was ordered to serve dinner. I did so with all the expertise of my recent training, and the meal was an organisational triumph. However, it was clear that Dominic was not used to drinking, and after four glasses of expensive Chardonnay he was very drunk.



During the meal, he told his own strange story with increasing confidence, his eyes never too far from mine and my pretty she-male form. He had spent the first three years of his life in an orphanage, having been abandoned by his mother soon after birth. Then he had been taken in by Ms Hartley, a local widow who my aunt knew quite well. She had acted as his foster mother for fifteen years. In his drunken state Dominic made it clear he found life with Ms Hartley more than a little challenging, describing her as a ‘tough old nut’ and a ‘bit of a dragon’.



As he confessed all, my aunt nodded patiently, smiling gently, encouraging him to drink more wine, her eyes straying to mine frequently and betraying a conspiratorial twinkle that made me feel even more uneasy. Then, suddenly, she unleashed a killer question, a whip crack in darkness that set the already tense atmosphere in the room alight.



‘So, how long have you been attracted to boys?’



Dominic coughed into his wine and nearly dropped the glass.



‘Sorry!?’



‘How long have you known that you’re…gay?’



‘Gay!’ he spluttered. ‘I’m not gay!’



My aunt laughed gently and pointed at me. ‘But what about Shelly, your little romance?’



Dominic spun around and faced me. I looked at him with both a terrible sympathy and a dreadful fear. Initially, there was anger in his eyes, but as soon as his gaze fell upon my delicately sissified form, they softened considerably.



‘He’s not…she’s not. I can’t explain it. But Mike’s not a…’



‘Not a boy?’



Still looking at me, he smiled slightly and nodded. ‘Yes.’



‘No, perhaps she isn’t. Perhaps she’s something in between. But if that’s the case, then what precisely are you?’



Again, he looked shocked, confused, angry. ‘I’m a boy, of course. Well, a man actually.’



Aunt Jane burst out laughing – loud, contemptuous laughter that made us both blush.



‘Really?’ she teased. ‘A boy who likes other boys who dress and act like little girls? I doubt it. In fact, I suspect at heart, you’re just as much a sissy as Shelly is.’



These teasingly harsh words were enough to make Dominic jump from his seat, red-faced, quite furious.



‘No! Absolutely not! How can you say such a thing!’



Her cruel smile widened. ‘How? I just have to look in your eyes. Now sit down.’



He ignored her and turned towards the door.



‘Sit down!’ my aunt suddenly shouted, her deep voice full of the spine-tingling authority that had, in these past few weeks, left me her helpless slave.



I was sure Dominic would now run from the house, but instead, he turned and, to my surprise, sat back down, his face strawberry red, his whole body shaking.



‘Good,’ she said, her tone now darker, threatening, the tone of a woman in total control. ‘Your aggression just proves my point, Dominic.’



She rose from the table like some fierce panther climbing out of tall jungle grass to seek out its latest prey.



‘Get down on your knees,’ she said, as I tottered meekly out of her way. ‘Get down on your knees and kiss my feet.’



Tears began to run down his crimson cheeks. He hesitated, then she shouted again, a loud, soul-crushing ‘NOW!’ And, amazingly, he obeyed her, slowly pulling himself up from the chair and kneeling down before this gorgeous, imperial woman. Tears splashing onto the carpet, he leant forward and pressed his lips against the gleaming black patent leather of her high-heeled court shoe. He then lifted his shaking head and repeated the process with her other shoe before being dragged back up to his feet and being made to stand before her, his hands behind his back, his head lowered in abject defeat, another helpless victim of my incredible Aunt Jane.



*   *   *



Ten minutes later he and I were standing to attention before my aunt in my room, our hands behind our backs, our hearts pumping with confusion and fierce arousal.



She beheld us with a strange mixture of sympathy and contempt.



‘It’s clear to me that what you see in Shelly is what you see in yourself. Like so many males, you hide your own desires in hatred and fear. Well, now’s your chance to let those desires out for a walk. You can start by stripping.’



Both of us looked up at Aunt Jane.



‘But…’



My aunt stepped forward and I flinched, sure she was about to strike Dominic. ‘Don’t make me punish you, boy.’



And so, under her piercing, all-powerful gaze, poor Dominic was made to strip. Suddenly, my world had turned upside down once again. How could this be? How could she have managed to force him into such a strange and deeply compromising position? I knew there was only one answer: because he wanted her to, because everything she had said about him was true.



Eventually, he stood before her in his black nylon underpants, his erection massive and desperate beneath them.



‘And the underpants,’ she snapped. ‘Quickly.’



Never taking his eyes from her, he then proceeded to slide the underpants over his sex and down his legs, eventually letting them slip over his knees and fall around his ankles. Then he faced her, his large, very hard cock terrible confession and a potent symbol of youthful male virility.



My aunt’s eyes widened, as did her smile. ‘Very nice. I can see why Shelly enjoyed sucking you off.’



He blushed, but didn’t move. He seemed to have found a strange confidence in his nakedness, and especially in this very blatant display of his particularly impressive manhood.



‘Now, Shelly will take you to the bathroom to be bathed and shaved. Then, we’ll see about a more fitting costume.’



I moaned into my gag, both surprised and not surprised. This was the fate she had planned for Dominic all along. He was to become my sissy companion, her new, simpering she-male slave. A sense of sudden and beautiful joy washed over me and I turned to face him.



His eyes were overwhelmed with a mixture of fear and desire, a mixture whose source I was now very much familiar with.



I took his surprisingly small hand in mine and led him towards the bathroom, his pulse pounding through both our bodies. Once in the bathroom, a look of terrible fear spread over his face, as if suddenly freed from the drug of my aunt’s beauty and imperial manner, he could see the cold light of a terrible day.



‘I can’t do this, it’s…I’ll…’



He looked at my sissified, gagged form, his ice crystal-blue eyes filled with confusion and sexual hunger. Then I slowly ran a red-nailed index finger across the wide, long length of his cock and he squealed with shock and pleasure. I moaned into my dummy gag and then took a firm grip of his hot member and led him towards the shower.



He struggled in a terrible, tormented ecstasy as I bathed him, as I gently soaped every inch of his muscular, perfect form, spending perhaps too much time lathering his cock and balls and working my soap-covered hands between his buttocks. By the end of the shower, as I wrapped him in a large pink towel, his eyes were wide with a brutal sexual love and he sought out my body with a lover’s tense need. I shook my head gently and then set about helping him to shave every hair from his lovely form, a process that took much longer than usual with this handsome, violently aroused novice. But, after thirty minutes of teasing struggle, I had, thanks to the careful training received at the hands of my lovely aunt, reduced him to a silken skinned sissy, his flesh now ultra-sensitive, his cock rising up in all its naked glory, protected no longer by a very thick forest of blond pubic hair.



All of this happened in a strange, highly erotic silence, and it wasn’t until I took his hand again and began to lead him out of the bedroom, that he said anything.



‘This is so strange, I’m so…turned on.’



I turned to face him.



‘You’re so beautiful,’ he whispered. ‘I want you.’



I nodded and returned his desperate words with another gentle caress of his sex. He cried out and I took him into the bedroom.



Aunt Jane was standing by the bed, and on the bed, once again, was a stunning collection of sissy attire.



She smiled and ordered us to her side. I curtsied and led Dominic to his sissy doom.



‘You look quite lovely,’ she teased, her honey-brown orbs rolling wickedly over Dominic’s freshly shaven form. ‘But I’m sure you’ll look even lovelier once properly attired.’



Dominic looked down on the bed and his eyes widened in horror and amazement. Before him was a white nylon body stocking, a white elastane panty girdle, a white rubber mini-corset and a truly amazing white silk dress, a vast explosion of puffed sleeves, frills and petticoating that even I found astonishing.



‘But before the dressing,’ my aunt continued, ‘we have to bring you under a semblance of control.’



From the bedside table she then produced a familiar length of rubber, this one coloured snow white, but its function still obvious: a cock restrainer.



My aunt explained its purpose and then teased poor Dominic into the restrainer. He squealed and gasped and, at one point, I was forced to hold him still as this evil tool of ultimate female control was slid down over his bulging balls. The rings were then clipped into place and Dominic looked at his newly imprisoned sex with startled, stunned and also subdued eyes. His huge cock rose up before us like a chained lion. I looked down at it and felt my own bound sex complain angrily.



But even this was a minor humiliation compared to the next stage in Dominic’s feminisation. For no sooner had my gorgeous, divine aunt secured his sex, than she turned to his backside. She took the familiar handled butt plug from the bedside table and waved it before him.



‘You know what to do,’ she purred, her smile a beautiful, terrible symbol of absolute control and cruel passion.



He nodded weakly, having had my own regime of restraint explained earlier. Soon he was bent forward, his fingers touching his toes, his legs spread, the dark pink space between his legs exposed to my very excited view.



Aunt Jane took a large jar of lubricating gel from the bedside table and held it before me.



‘You also know what to do,’ she said.



Startled, I took a globule of the gel from the jar with my mittened hand. I stared at it, rather confused: how on earth would I get the mittened hand inside his arse? But then my aunt burst out laughing and took a fingerful of the gel from my hand and swiftly inserted the finger concerned into his back passage.



I watched and listened; watched as my aunt tormented his arse with a wicked, aroused smile, and listened as poor Dominic unleashed a series of panic stricken squeals which slowly transformed into helpless moans of sissy pleasure.



‘There, there,’ she teased, ‘isn’t that better?’



Satisfied he was adequately lubricated, Aunt Jane then began very slowly to wind the ribbed butt plug into Dominic’s anus. She ordered me to kneel by his arse and use my mittened hands to spread his buttock cheeks apart, and the front-seat view I received of this kinky plugging left me moaning with tormenting pleasure into my fat dummy gag.



Dominic squealed with his own pleasure as the plug was screwed home, the final confession of his true sissy nature, a nature I had known as soon as we had kissed in the store cupboard.



When the plug was securely positioned, Aunt Jane helped Dominic to his feet. His eyes widened with a shocked arousal as his thighs came together and forced the plug even deeper, and his tightly restrained sex reared up like a maddened sex stallion.



After the plugging came the first stage of the dressing. Only a few weeks ago, I had experienced the joys of this delightful first imprisonment in panties and hose. Now, I was to assist my aunt transform Dominic and my poor sissy heart fluttered with a particularly girlish excitement as she handed me the tight, sexy panty girdle.



Dominic stared down at the panty girdle as I held it out by his feet. He then very tentatively placed one girlish foot into the relevant leg hole. Soon, I was slowly drawing the strict foundation garment up his long, silky legs and listening to his breathing become harder and harder.



As I pulled the girdle up over his thighs, my cheek brushed against his tightly restrained sex and a moan of angry pleasure seeped past the fat dummy gag.



‘Be quiet!’ my aunt snapped, stepping forward and slapping my tightly hosed backside very soundly. As the stinging pleasure of this latest punishment coursed through my sissified form, I wiggled my reddened bottom in submissive acceptance and hauled the girdle up over Dominic’s sex before positioning it carefully around his slender, muscular waist.



He was then ordered to sit on the bed and I was handed the beautiful, very sheer white nylon body stocking. Poor Dominic moaned and squealed with pleasure as his ultra-sensitive legs were wrapped in the sheer white nylon. His pretty eyes were wide with a fierce lust and I knew I was making all his most secret dreams come true.



By the time he was fully engulfed in the tight second skin of white nylon and made to stand to receive a pair of befrilled white silk panties, the look of arousal in his eyes was almost unbearable to behold.



‘I’m glad you like the body stocking,’ Aunt Jane teased, ‘because you’ll be wearing it or one of its lovely cousins much of the time from now on.’



As sex-maddened Dominic gingerly stepped into the panties, my hand brushed against the lovely sheer nylon fabric of the body stocking and I fought a further moan of intense fetishistic pleasure.



As soon as the panties were in place, my aunt personally wrapped the white rubber mini-corset around Dominic’s firm, trim waist and then laced it very tightly into place. The air fled from his lungs and his eyes widened with pained surprise.



‘Don’t worry,’ my divine mistress aunt purred, ‘you’ll get used to it…won’t she, Shelly?’



I nodded weakly, excited by Aunt Jane’s use of the female gender, an excitement that I could see Dominic fully shared.



Once the corset was tightly positioned, my aunt returned to the bed. Both Dominic and I stared with sex-hungry eyes as she leant forward to pick up the spectacular dress. As she bent forward, the short black skirt she was wearing rode slowly but surely up her long, beautifully shaped and black nylon-sheathed thighs to the very edge of her buttocks and both of us had trouble suppressing moans of delight. As our restrained cocks complained angrily, my aunt took up the dress and then held in up before Dominic.



‘I think it’ll look perfect on you,’ she teased, ‘but first let’s get you properly made up.’



Having teased us to the edge of sanity, she put the dress back down on the bed and ordered me to lead Dominic to the dressing table. I took his hot sweaty hand in my rubber-mittened one and stared lovingly into his wide, stunned eyes. He smiled weakly and allowed me to lead him forward.



At the dressing table, Aunt Jane worked both carefully and speedily. Under her expert hand, Dominic’s handsome features were transformed into those of a pretty teenage girl. A very pale tan foundation cream was applied, followed by hot pink lipstick and a lighter pink eye shadow. His cheeks were rouged a very light peach. Strong, rose-scented perfume was applied to his neck and across his torso. He stared at his reflection with increasing amazement, as if watching a photo of a new, female self slowly develop before his beautiful blue eyes.



It took perhaps fifteen minutes to create the effect that Aunt Jane required, and by the time I was ordered to take him back to the bed, he was shaking with a deep, hard and very confused desire, overwhelmed by the power of his feminine attire and make-up, his sex tightly restrained and partially hidden, but still very obviously rock-hard and begging for a spectacular sissy release.



At the bed, Aunt Jane once again took up the glorious dress, but this time with the full intention of imprisoning her new she-male slave in its delicate but firm and deeply sensual embrace.



A dress of the finest white silk, with a very short skirt affixed to inches of thickly layered white lace petticoating, which was decorated with hundreds of tiny pink velvet roses; its long arms deeply frilled at the wrists, and each puffed out in a truly spectacular fashion at the shoulder and down towards the elbow area. A dress with a very high, white pearl button-up, befrilled neck; a dress with delicately befrilled sleeves; a dress with a white pearl button-up back that ran from the base of the skirt right up towards the elegantly designed neck. A dress covered in a barely perceptible pattern of white silk roses. An elegant, erotic sissy masterpiece which my aunt proceeded to order a wide-eyed, aroused Dominic to step into and very slowly button him inside.



I watched, struggling with my own terrible sexual arousal, as Dominic was imprisoned in this gorgeous dress. It had already struck me that my aunt had been quite determined to feminise Dominic from the moment I had first mentioned our deeply erotic encounter earlier in the week. In the short period between then and now, she had managed to produce a startling array of new sissy attire. Yet I knew my aunt was more than capable of wielding very considerable resources once her mind was made up!



The impact of the dress on this handsome young man was quite phenomenal. Added to the make-up, the impact of the body stocking on his long, shapely legs, and effect of the tight, cruel mini-corset on his waist, it produced a vision of disturbingly realistic femininity, a sudden and utter change that left Aunt Jane and myself facing a beautiful, if somewhat confused and embarrassed teenage girl.



‘Superb,’ my lovely, fire-eyed aunt whispered, ‘quite superb.’



For a moment there was twinge of jealously. Suddenly, I wasn’t the sweet centre of my aunt’s world of delightful sissification. But then I looked at the vision Dominic had become, and I remembered our long, hard kiss and the bitter, erotic taste of his cock. Now there were two of us, two to share the scented pleasure of this glorious petticoat regime.



As I pondered our joint she-male future, my aunt took a further item of sissy attire from the bed and held it up before us. We cast our wide sissy eyes on a beautiful white silk pinafore which had been hiding beneath the dress. A gloriously old-fashioned explosion of silk and lace that would have been very well suited to a Victorian serving wench. Positioned directly in the centre of the chest area of the pinafore was a large strawberry-red heart, and running diagonally across the heart in an elegant white handwritten style was the word ‘Pansy’.



Poor Dominic’s eyes filled with a dreadful embarrassment as he realised the pinafore was for him, and when my aunt insisted he put his arms out so that she could slip the teasing item of sissy clothing over his shoulders he ever so slightly shook his head and mumbled a sob-choked ‘no’.



My aunt’s eyes narrowed. ‘Unless you want to be spanked until your backside is raw and have a skin irritant-soaked butt plug rammed up your silly sissy arse, I suggest you do as I say.’



I am sure my aunt’s threats actually only increased his already considerable arousal. Like me, he was already lost in the whirlpool of masochistic desire, and was ultimately unable to distinguish between the pain of his humiliation and the pleasure it gave him.



And so he held his shaking arms out and she slipped the dainty, very beautiful pinafore over his puffed silk-covered arms, eventually tying it in place with a huge bow at the base of his spine, a teasingly perfect fit that left him looking even more feminine.



Yet even this was not the end of the evening’s strange dressing. For as soon as Dominic was secured in the pinafore, Aunt Jane returned to the dressing table. In the brief hiatus that followed, I devoured my new sissy friend’s beautiful form, a vision of she-male perfection that was both shocking and arousing. Poor Dominic squirmed in his sissy attire, seemingly not knowing whether to cry or confess his terrible sissy passion. It was all too obvious how excited he was, but it was also equally obvious that he found this kinky ritual deeply worrying. Indeed, when he turned his tear-edged eyes towards mine, we exchanged a strange look of sexual need and matching unease.



My aunt returned from the dressing table with a large, circular pink box. She placed it on the bed and turned to face Dominic.



‘Pansy,’ she purred. ‘Yes, now I’ve seen you in your full sissy finery, I think the name suits you. But let’s just add some finishing touches to make sure.’



She then removed the circular lid from the box and pulled from its depths a stunning, blonde wig, cut in a classic fifties style.



Poor Dominic’s eyes widened even further, but he remained almost angrily silent as my aunt then proceeded to slip this gloriously feminine concoction over his short, blond hair.



I looked on with a furious envy, now convinced that Dominic was receiving special treatment. My aunt had insisted that I remain short-haired and very obviously trapped in a strange grey zone between male and female. It seemed this was not to be the case for my new companion!



The wig worked wonders and the handsome young man called Dominic was now completely lost, replaced with a helplessly simpering and very beautiful sissy who was to be known as Pansy.



‘Very good, very, very good,’ my aunt gushed. ‘Why on earth hasn’t your guardian thought of this before?’



Before ‘Pansy’ could answer, my aunt pulled a familiar pink shoebox from beneath the bed and took from within it a beautiful pair of white patent leather court shoes with stunning five-inch heels! I looked at the shoes in utter amazement, remembering how long it had taken me to get used to heels half this size.



‘Yes, we’re dropping you in the deep end a bit, but Marianne was quite insistent.’



My aunt’s words brought a look of true horror to Dominic’s face.



‘Marianne!’ he suddenly gasped. ‘My…my…foster…’



The words faded as the bedroom door opened and, to my astonishment, a tall woman entered the room, a woman who smiled bitterly through a small mouth and beheld Dominic with a teasing mixture of contempt and admiration.



‘Yes, Pansy, your foster mother,’ she said, walking towards us.



*   *   *



Marianne Hartley was a very beautiful woman and I immediately began to understand some of Dominic’s more mysterious remarks about her. She was significantly older than Aunt Jane – well into her fifties, but still in very impressive physical condition. She was taller than my aunt, but much slimmer. She wore her grey-streaked black hair very short, a kind of severe page-boy style, made even more intimidating by elegant black-framed horn-rimmed glasses. A figure-hugging grey silk suit clung elegantly to her splendid form, and its long, tight skirt reached down to her black hose-encased calves. Beneath the jacket was a white nylon sweater, and around her very long, slender neck was a band of beautiful snow-white pearls. This vision of dominant feminine beauty was made even more impressive by her own very high-heeled, black patent leather court shoes.



She strolled over to her delicately feminised charge, her hard, green eyes burning into his sissified countenance with a terrible enjoyment. Poor Dominic was already shaking with fear, and as she drew up only a few feet from him, he seemed to shrink significantly before her particularly impressive form.



‘You’ve done a marvellous job, Jane. Thank you.’



‘You chose the clothes, Marianne. You obviously know what suits little Pansy.’



Ms Hartley smiled her thin, harsh smile once again. ‘Yes. I should have thought of this. When you phoned me up…well, I wasn’t surprised in the least. Dominic was always an effeminate boy – always a little too interested in the feminine side of things. Well, now I know why. And I must say, Shelly is as lovely as you told me.’



Her cruel eyes fell on my sissified form and I found myself instinctively performing a very deep curtsey of gratitude, a gesture that widened Ms Hartley’s smile.



‘I think it’s time Pansy was put into her new shoes,’ the stunning, elegant dominatrix announced and Aunt Jane nodded.



‘Yes, you’re right. Shelly, help Pansy into the heels.’



I took the shoes from my aunt, holding the soft, finely sculpted leather with hot, excited hands. I carefully knelt down before the sissy I would now and forever regard as Pansy and rather gingerly positioned the shoes by her hosed feet. Leaning forward, I was very much aware that my black nylon-sheathed backside was fully exposed to the view of my aunt and Ms Hartley, and an electric tingle of masochistic pleasure shot down into my well-plugged arse.



‘Shelly is a very lovely sissy,’ Ms Hartley whispered. ‘It really is amazing just how feminine she is.’



‘Yes, I was startled at first,’ my aunt replied. ‘But in her heart is an inescapable male desire. It’s that which we must control.’



‘You obviously believe very strongly in the Bigger Picture.’



‘In the last few weeks I’ve learnt it’s the only way forward for us all, Marianne.’



‘I really am looking forward to meeting Lady Ashcroft.’



‘And she is looking forward to meeting you.’



As I listened to this disturbing conversation, I took one of Pansy’s slender ankles and lifted her left foot into the shoe. A moan of trepidation rang out above me and I swallowed hard into my fat dummy gag. The next foot was then positioned and I knelt onto my backside to view poor Pansy swaying precariously before me, suddenly elevated five inches into the air by the cruel, highly erotic heels, the fabulous finishing touch to her spectacular feminisation.



As I pulled myself back to my own high-heeled feet, Ms Hartley stepped forward and took one of Pansy’s arms. The poor sissy was in a very immediate danger of falling over and she grasped her guardian’s hand with a terrible desperation.



‘Find your centre of gravity first,’ my aunt advised. ‘Once you have that, walking should be less of a test.’



‘Don’t worry, dear, I have you.’



Ms Hartley’s words were suddenly much softer, kinder, a shocking change from the formidable authority figure she had so easily appeared.



Eventually, Pansy, her eyes wide with fear and arousal, her gaze fixed on her marvellous guardian, took a step forward, a step that almost immediately collapsed into a stagger. She fell forward into Ms Hartley’s arms and the beautiful woman held her with a frightening ease.



‘Let’s keep trying,’ she whispered. ‘There’s a good girl.’



And so she did. For the next fifteen minutes, Pansy was helped to totter around the large, elegant bedroom by her foster mother. And, eventually, there was a longer stride, then an independent step. And, then, quite amazingly, Pansy was walking by herself, taking small, dainty steps in these highest of heels, steps that made her pantied bottom wiggle helplessly between the thick layers of sexy petticoating, steps that I knew were forcing the plug even deeper into her backside and driving her crazy with sissy lust; steps that brought a look of helpless she-male pride to her lovely ice crystal-blue eyes. She was performing for her mistress, a sissy ballet of high-heeled minces that left the gorgeous, impressive Ms Hartley elated.



‘Very good, Pansy. Very good!’ she exclaimed, smiling and clapping.



A few minutes later, my aunt suggested that we go back downstairs. She led the way, followed by Ms Hartley. Pansy, her hands resting at her side, wiggle minced after her guardian, becoming more confidently feminine with each tiny, delicate step. I followed, my eyes drinking up her long, white nylon-sheathed legs with deep, hungry gazes, my sex fighting its restraint more angrily than ever, my mind filled with thoughts of my sissy companion’s soft lips and hard, rampant sex.



*   *   *



It was well after 9 p.m. by the time we entered the living room. Ms Hartley and Aunt Jane sat down on the large sofa and Pansy and I were made to stand to attention before these two beautiful, very dominant women.



‘As you can see and feel,’ my aunt said, crossing her long, perfect legs, ‘Marianne and myself have spent quite a lot of time over the last two days talking about your collective futures. Shelly is already set for enrolment on the special training programme offered by the Sissy Maids Company, and once her examinations have been completed, she will be shipped off to their central training facility. Marianne is very much of the opinion that Pansy should accompany her.’



Poor Pansy’s eyes widened with a sudden anger. ‘No!’ she hissed. ‘I’m going to university – we agreed!’



‘Be silent!’ Ms Hartley shouted.



The fire of outrage burned brightly in poor Pansy’s lovely eyes, but she fell resentfully silent.



‘Your true nature has been revealed, Pansy,’ Aunt Jane added, her voice surprisingly calm, even sympathetic. ‘Your role is to serve women, not to fill your silly sissy head with useless male facts. Although this may seem unfair now, in a few months time, I am sure you will thank us both for bringing you to an understanding of your true self.’



Pansy shook her head and stared angrily down at her pretty, high-heeled feet.



‘You must learn that Dominic has ended tonight, my sweet,’ Ms Hartley added. ‘And so have his aspirations. Now you are Pansy, my slave. And your only aspiration is to serve me; indeed, to serve all womankind.’



‘You will spend the rest of the period before your transfer to SMC being trained here,’ my aunt continued. ‘Marianne has agreed that Pansy can share Shelly’s room until you leave. You will not return to school. I will, however, arrange for you to take your final examinations privately. This is both to protect us from the educational authorities and to ensure that your time at school is not completely wasted.’



Pansy and I exchanged a long, ambivalent look as my aunt revealed our co-habitation. Both of us knew that this was simply another part of the plot to overwhelm any thought of resistance and to entrench our new sissy natures. Desire would be both a tool of control and our reward.



As tears of utter defeat trickled from poor Pansy’s eyes, I tried my hardest not to moan with a dreadful, anticipatory pleasure.



‘Now,’ Aunt Jane continued. ‘It is getting rather late, and I need to talk to Ms Hartley in more detail about the next few weeks. Given that Pansy is still somewhat disoriented by her first experience of panties and heels, we feel that she will need to be appropriately secured for the night. We both feel bondage therapy will do you both a world of good.’



Pansy looked up with frightened, angry and sex-drugged eyes as Ms Hartley then slowly climbed to her very high-heeled feet, a dark, wicked smile crossing her narrow, elegant face.



‘Jane has told me all about her naughty panty gags,’ she said, turning her fierce green eyes on my sissy form. ‘And I think that’s exactly what Pansy needs tonight.’



We both watched in stunned silence as Ms Hartley then proceeded to perform a strange dance of erotic wiggles in her tight, long skirt. Then a pair of white silk panties suddenly dropped around her ankles and she stepped out of them.



As she leant down to pick up the panties, Aunt Jane rose to her feet and went into the kitchen. Pansy, however, hadn’t noticed this, for her pretty sissy eyes were pinned to her beautiful foster mother, who had now picked up the panties and had walked to within a few inches of her gorgeous sissy charge.



‘Open up, Pansy,’ she whispered.



I watched in sexed-up awe as Ms Hartley, who stood at least six inches higher than Pansy, held the panties by their gusset against the she-male’s nose. Pansy’s eyes filled with fresh tears, but she quickly opened her mouth and then the panties were stuffed deep inside.



As Pansy gagged on the gag and squealed her discomfort and arousal, my aunt returned to the living room. She was armed with a pair of her own panties, a thick roll of silver masking tape, plus a pile of black stockings. I looked into her dark eyes and found a deeply exciting sadistic need, and then I knew that the coming night was to be a particularly kinky and exciting one.



Aunt Jane placed her bondage equipment down on the sofa and then took up the roll of masking tape. She passed it to Ms Hartley, who then returned to face a moaning, amazed Pansy. Without taking her eyes away from the tormented sissy, she tore a long strip of tape from the roll and spread it very tightly across the sissy’s lips, sealing the pungent, pretty panties deep and inescapably in Pansy’s mouth. Her rouged cheeks bulged and her blue eyes widened. She squealed with both pleasure and anger. Aunt Jane laughed cruelly then quickly forced her sissy foster son-daughter’s arms behind his/her back and, assisted by my aunt, used one of the sheer black nylon stockings to bind his wrists very tightly together. Then, as poor Pansy struggled and squealed, they turned their attention to me.



Within what felt like seconds, my own hands were lashed behind my back with another stocking and the dummy was being pulled from my mouth.



‘I’ve had these on for most of the day,’ Aunt Jane whispered, dangling her panties before me. ‘As I’ve been thinking about this little entertainment quite a bit, I’m afraid they’re rather wet.’



With the exposed, soaked gusset furthest to the front, the panties were then rammed into my mouth. I too squealed, but my squeal was quite unambiguous: a sissy squeal of helplessly feminine pleasure, a masochistic cry of delight. I revelled in my slavery and in this dark bondage, I worshipped my gorgeous, all-powerful mistress aunt. I would endure any humiliation for her. I was nothing more than her property. I was ecstatic.



The very tasty panties were quickly taped tightly in place. We were then led from the living room and out into the main ground floor corridor. Poor Pansy moaned fearfully as she tried to totter forward on the impossibly high heels, a moan accompanied by the tinkle of my tiny sissy bells.



We were carefully and slowly helped up the stairs to my bedroom. Here, we were made to lie face down across the width of the pink silk-sheeted single bed. Then, our bondage therapy truly began.



Our arms were further tethered with more stockings at the elbows, pulled so tight that the tip of each elbow was forced to touch. We squealed with discomfort and our sublime, beautiful mistresses rewarded us with hard, angry slaps to our sweetly hosed thighs. Then they set to work on our legs, binding our ankles, knees and lower thighs with more black nylon stockings. Never had I felt so wonderfully helpless, so utterly under the control of powerful, forceful, gorgeous women. I squealed with pleasure, I begged for more, forever and ever.



And as if this delightful entrapment wasn’t enough, further stockings were tied to those binding our ankles and used to pull us into the strictest of hogties. Indeed, by the time our ankles had been lashed to our wrists, the heels of our sexy shoes were digging deep into the upturned palms of our hands and we were squealing painfully into our fat panty gags.



We were truly helpless, utterly immobilised. We lay still, unable to move a muscle. We moaned like frightened kittens and our bound thighs pushed the teasing butt plugs deeper into our arses. Our sexes wailed with a cosmic frustration. The sweet taste of my aunt’s soaking, divine cunt filled my mouth, as did the tang of her urine. Her rose-edged perfume flooded the room and tickled my nostrils. I balanced across the small expanse of the bed, my head fully clear of its silken edge. I looked up at my aunt, a goddess standing over her most humble and devoted subject. Her perfect, black-hosed legs were only inches from my face. She smiled down at me and moved closer, so that I could press my nose against her nylon-encased thigh and fill my soul with the gorgeous smell and feel of her. She laughed and withdrew.



‘I suggest you both try and relax a little,’ she teased. ‘We wouldn’t want you falling off the bed and hurting yourselves.’



Pansy squealed angrily and Ms Hartley administered another very hard slap, this time to her tethered calves.



Then we were left. Without another word, our mistresses slipped from the room. But just before the door was closed, the light switch was flicked off and we were plunged into total darkness. Our tightly gagged mouths emitted helpless, terror-filled and highly aroused baby-girl squeals. As we wiggled desperately on the bed, our scented, delicately feminised forms were drawn together. And as we touched, the sensation emphasised so awfully and erotically by the darkness, our squeals lessened, our fear diminished.



I listened to my heart pounding and to poor Pansy moaning with a strange mixture of fear, anger and arousal. I heard the sounds of my aunt and Ms Hartley laughing – loud, mocking and, eventually, drunken laughter.



I tried to imagine how this bizarre story might develop and felt a terrible sexual thrill. Now, we, Pansy and Shelly, were most surely doomed to a sissy eternity of servitude, a thought that made me want to cry with a furious, unforgiving masochistic pleasure.










Six







The next few weeks passed very quickly. Released from our long, sleepless night of tight sissy bondage, we were immediately set to work. I was dressed in the glorious classicism of the black maid’s dress; Pansy, at her foster mother’s request, was imprisoned in an exactly matching costume, but in white. Also, she was tied into a very tight body corset with a large and very convincing false chest: two cleverly shaped silicon orbs that left me green with envy. Ms Hartley was determined Pansy was to be properly feminised, while Aunt Jane was equally insistent that I remain in the bizarre grey zone between male and female.

I spent a lot of the next week training Pansy in the domestic arts. My aunt had arranged for us both to be placed on an extended sick leave from school, convinced we wouldn’t need any revision between the A level examinations that now seemed so pointless.



At first, Pansy took to my instruction with a reluctance that led to numerous painful encounters with both my aunt and her foster mother. Although it was obvious she found her spectacular sissy attire very exciting, and seemed taken by her artificial female form, it was also quite obvious that she was still very angry about the plan to send her to the SMC training academy. As she tottered with increasing confidence on her ultra-high heels, wiggling her pretty, pantied bottom through a sex fog of petticoating, it was clear that she was enjoying expressing her true feminine nature. Yet regret lurked in her pretty blue eyes, a sense that she had been betrayed by her mysterious and very beautiful foster mother. Thus, in the early days of her sissy enslavement, when performing her domestic duties, she often seemed depressed or distracted. I often wondered if this might be due to the fact that neither of us were allowed any form of sexual release and our mistresses now insisted we remain permanently gagged (during the day with the fat, phallic dummies, and at night with their soiled panties). Indeed, we had been unable to say a word to each other since Pansy’s original visit, when she was still Dominic. Instead, we made do with looks of desire and fear; long, helpless gazes of need and confusion. And this didn’t exactly help when it came to instructing pretty Pansy on how to perform her sissy chores. But through strange hand signals, gagged moans and squeals, plus the shaking and nodding of heads, we somehow made progress; and within a relatively short time Pansy was performing her duties with a remarkable, if always qualified assurance.



At night, we were made to share my bed. Not the bed we had originally been left bound and gagged upon, but a new double bed that easily held our two sissified forms. Yet even at night, we were not allowed an escape from our sissified bondage.



Ms Hartley insisted that Pansy and I be kept under the strictest of control at night, convinced that we would find some way to escape our wicked layers of restraint. My aunt agreed, and we were very quickly introduced to the kinky joys of two bright pink, very soft silk sleep sacks. At the end of our hard, tormenting work days, at 9 p.m. precisely, our two beautiful, determined mistresses would march us to my bedroom. Here we would be stripped down to our restrainers and have our hands bound into fingerless, pink rubber mittens. A wide pink leather belt was then wrapped around our previously corseted waists. Attached to the sides of the belt were two leather shackles, into which our rubberised hands were then quickly locked. Our fat dummy gags were then quickly replaced with that day’s soiled panties, a terribly erotic ritual that involved our mistresses wiggling out of the panties they had worn all today before our sex-ravaged eyes and then stuffing them deep into our sissy mouths before sealing them in place with thick strips of masking tape. This kinky game was made even more teasing by the fact that we, pretty Pansy and I, never knew whose panties would end up in our mouths!



Once panty-gagged, it was not unusual for one or both of us to be spanked. Ms Hartley was a particularly hard taskmistress, and would often insist on a spanking just ‘to help us sleep’. Again, there was a high degree of alternation, and I came to dread the moment when Ms Hartley pointed to me, a wicked smile igniting her slender but beautiful face, a bright sex fire in her intimidating emerald eyes.



Our bottoms cooked a deep crimson, we were then packed into the kinky, but highly erotic sleep sacks. Basically, tight cocoons of hot pink silk with elasticated openings that swallowed our smooth sissy forms, and which were then pulled over our bodies and positioned carefully around our necks, leaving us very tightly mummified in the soft, teasingly delicate material. Then, a further thick band of pink leather strapping was wrapped tightly around our slender ankles and we were made, always to the deep amusement of our mistresses, to hop to the bed, before being carefully laid out on our backs and then buried up to our necks in soft, scented bed sheets. Very tightly tucked in, hardly able to move a muscle, the spanking heat inevitably beginning to mutate into a cock-teasing sex heat, we were then left helpless and helplessly aroused for the next nine hours, the hard domestic slavery of the day ensuring a deep and often quite dreamless sleep. But in the few minutes before exhaustion overwhelmed us, there was always the desperate squeals of frustration, the pathetic, tightly gagged begging for release. This nightly song of profound desperation would begin as our gorgeous mistresses pulled the soft sheets up over our silk-encased forms, our eyes wide with a need that only ever inspired cruel mockery.



‘Dear me,’ Ms Hartley would tease, ‘they are frisky tonight.’



‘Perhaps we should grease their arses with itching powder, to take their minds off their cocks,’ would come the typical retort of my stunning, increasingly cruel aunt.



But eventually, in the absolute darkness, we would fall into our exhausted sissy slumber, our minds overwhelmed by the fury of an ever stronger masochistic desire.



This desire was undoubtedly inflamed by the two highly attractive, ingenious women into whose powerful clutches we had fallen. Following the creation of Pansy, Ms Hartley spent most of her time at my aunt’s house – day and night. At first, when it became clear she was sleeping at the house, I found myself wondering where she was staying, as there were two spare bedrooms. However, it quickly became clear that, just like their sissified slaves, the two women were sharing a bed, that Ms Hartley slept with my aunt, and that their relationship was a lot more than a friendship founded on the domination of Pansy and myself.



Ever since that strange, warm, clearly erotic embrace between Miss Gillette and Aunt Jane, I had speculated daily on the true nature of my aunt’s sexuality. As far as I was aware, she had never had a man friend of any description. The house was filled with pictures of her many women friends, but a male face was not to be seen anywhere. Although during the first days of my sissification she had almost eagerly teased me to orgasm at the end of each night, I was now beginning to feel this had been a very sensual trap, a means to bring me under her control, before the establishment of the current regime of bondage and domination. This feeling was reinforced by the fact that I was no longer privileged with such gentle pleasurings; indeed, all form of sexual contact was now apparently banned, and poor Pansy and I were left to wallow in a tightly restrained cell of sissy frustration, a frustration that only increased our feverish she-male desires and made any real resistance to our enslavement impossible. This constant denial was their strongest weapon: the control of our desire was the way in which my lovely aunt and the impressive Ms Hartley ensured our continual obedience. And it was also the way they gradually wore poor Pansy down; the way that, during those few weeks before our arrival at the SMC training school, she changed from an often angry and depressed she-male whose pretty eyes were filled with sadness and regret, into a willing and increasingly feminine sissy maidservant. Indeed, Pansy’s transformation was really quite striking – a wonderful, kinky testament to my aunt’s methods, methods I knew she was learning from her contacts at the Sissy Maids Company.



But if their behaviour was designed to ensure our submission, their dress was guaranteed to make us beg for absolute sissified servitude for all eternity. Both women were mature beauties with an impressive sense of feminine style, but following our joint feminisation, they began to dress in a much more provocative and sexual manner. This was clearly in part due to the blossoming of a strong lesbian relationship, but it was also, without doubt, to increase their power over us.



Ms Hartley favoured tight, precise business suits – elegant, semi-transparent blouses, pearl-grey jackets and a variety of matching skirts, some reaching down to her ankles, some barely covering her thighs. She loved to encase her very long, slender, but perfectly shaped legs in sheer black nylon and silk hose and wear outrageously high-heeled shoes (a taste she was also keen to inflict on poor Pansy). She always kept her hair mannishly short and wore only the minimum of make-up, although her lips were constantly painted a glistening blood red.



She was very tall and had considerable natural poise. Her graceful posture and generally dominant bearing made her a very impressive and daunting figure. She was also much sterner and crueller than my gorgeous aunt and her presence always introduced a fearful tension into any event. This was borne out by her keenness to spank first and ask questions later. Not just to spank, but to spank with a harshness that ensured tears and a very real, long-term pain. She preferred the hand brush to the hand, and, on occasion, used a particularly painful and utterly terrifying leather strap. Both Pansy and I were petrified of her. But in the midst of this deep sissy fear there was, of course, a helpless masochistic attraction.



In comparison with Ms Hartley, my aunt was a gentle, beautiful and largely benign despot. She preferred to dress in very tight sweaters and short skirts. She knew how much I loved her full, mature breasts and it was quite obvious she wanted them displayed to their most exciting advantage at all times when I was in her presence. Like Ms Hartley, she also favoured dark tights and stockings, although her heels tended to be far more sensible if no less erotic!



It was under the careful and strict instruction of these two gorgeous women that Pansy and I were prepared for the SMC training school. From seven in the morning until nine at night, we were their eager and grovelling sissy slaves, mincing on our high heels, wiggling our pantied bottoms, enveloped in a world of exaggerated and ritualistic femininity, willingly sentenced to life in hose, permanently gagged, constantly aroused, tightly restrained and plugged; we were willingly lost in a black forest of endless masochistic sex; an authoritarian state of sissy grace.



We cleaned the house from top to bottom, following a very strict weekly schedule that saw us work room to room over a six day period. We swept and polished; wiped and washed; emptied and filled. We spent many hot and bothered hours learning to cook, to sew, even how to carry out basic household maintenance tasks. Yet by far the most exciting part of our sissy labour was our role as the carers for our mistresses’ clothes. We spent well over half our time washing, sorting and ironing every item of our mistresses’ clothing, from their teasing, familiar panties to their dresses and blouses. We were also responsible for ordering and maintaining their wardrobes. Yes, this was the task that both of us took to with a fierce, fetishistic relish, and which our mistresses clearly used as a further tool of control by ensuring that every day had at least one extended period of washing, ironing and wardrobe work.



We both quickly became expert in the general management of both our mistresses’ sexy attire and our own. Within seconds I could recognise the owner of a pair of panties, a bra, even a pair of tights. As I sorted and washed, as I ironed and stored, my hands teased by the soft, scented fabrics, I was lost in a divine universe of endlessly erotic, tactile obsession. It was as if I worshipped the clothes almost as much as the two gorgeous women who wore them.



The regime of feminine control our mistresses imposed was also a regime of controlled movement. We were constantly required to demonstrate feminine grace in every step and gesture: tiny, high-heeled steps, a permanent teasing wiggle of the bottom, arms at our sides and hands tilted outward at a precise ninety degree angle. Our heads held high, our backs firm and straight, our chests pushed forward (which in Pansy’s case produced a helplessly erotic ballet of fake tits and very real arse that never ceased to excite me and deeply amuse our mistresses).



The strict rules regarding ‘deportment’ were enforced with a predictable severity. Spankings for an ungraceful gesture were quite frequent, and Ms Hartley was particularly concerned to ensure that Pansy demonstrated a continual ultra- feminine grace. This was reinforced by her dress. While I was subject to a very sexy, but quite traditional French maid’s costume and a variety of little girl costumes, Pansy was constantly attired in a hyperelegant, incredibly intricate ‘baby-maid’ costume. This mostly consisted of a gorgeous white silk dress, a very fluffy and sissified matching skirt pinafore, inches and inches of delicate frou-frou petticoating and white silk hose. Beneath this there was the heavily padded body girdle that gave the pneumatic figure of a fifties sex goddess, a white rubber suspender belt and the delicately seamed white silk stockings. The girdle’s ingenious padding included a carefully moulded satin panel that hid her maleness and over which she always wore a pair of widely befrilled white silk panties.



Yes, Pansy was devastatingly beautiful, and my eyes were constantly filled with a terrible, brutal need for her. I could never forget the taste of her soft lips or her large, rock-hard cock, and each night, as I lay beside her, tightly wrapped in my teasing satin sleep sack, I wanted nothing more than to be in her soft sissy arms exchanging words of love and long, soft kisses.



*   *   *



Four weeks after our joint sissification, a computer was delivered to the house and placed in our bedroom, complete with a broadband internet link. Still tightly dummy-gagged, our hands sealed in lace serving gloves, we were taken to the room after our daily lunch of an apple and a banana to be presented with the machine, a brand-new and very powerful personal computer whose outer shell was made from a very appropriate pink plastic.



‘It’s time you met your future sissy friends, my dears,’ Aunt Jane said, handing me a small rectangular card that had nothing but the following words on its elegantly textured surface: www.sismaidcom.co.uk.



I turned the card over and in the same elegant gold lettering were more strange words:



Username: Shelly



Password: sissy 101



The two women left, telling us we had ninety minutes ‘to investigate our futures’ and I stared helplessly at Pansy. She looked at the card and at me. This was the first time we had been alone together in this room other than at night since Pansy’s arrival. Pansy carefully took the card from me and started the computer.



Within a few minutes we were staring at an internet provider home page, a vacuous explosion of advertisements and news stories concerning the plastic lives of various short-term celebrities.



Pansy typed the site address into the ‘find’ bar and within seconds we were facing the home page of the Sissy Maids Company. A beautiful animation of a pink rose slowly opening developed into a photograph of a truly beautiful woman dressed in a wondrous maid’s costume of the finest pink silk. Tied around her very slender waist was a mini-pinafore of shining white satin. A very familiar pink silk heart was printed onto the centre of the pinafore, and running diagonally across the heart was the elegantly printed name: Chrissy. Pansy turned to me, her eyes wide with shock and arousal; for this was exactly the same design that was placed at the centre of each of our pinafores!



The woman seemed to be in her late twenties or maybe early thirties. She was a glorious brunette, with very long, very thick black hair bound with a thick pink ribbon, and large, dark brown eyes. Her face, which was the shape of the heart on her pinafore, was exquisitely made up. She wore pink eye shadow and matching lipstick; a beauty spot had been positioned to the right of her bottom lip. The tight dress clung to her sex-bomb figure in an intensely erotic manner, and the flawless outline of her very large, yet also very firm breasts against the taught silk material betrayed expertly secured foundation wear.



Her long, perfectly shaped legs were sealed in sheer white nylon hose and her feet were encased in a pair of stunning white patent leather court shoes with cruel five-inch heels. And as my eyes were drawn down to these spectacular shoes, another animation set off ghostly automatic writing in exactly the same elegant style as the handwriting on the woman’s dainty pinafore, handwriting that gradually developed into the words ‘Christina’s Silken Slavery’.



Then, beneath this, two more roses appeared, one white and one pink. Beneath the white rose was the word Exit, beneath the pink rose, the word Enter, both in the same, elegant handwritten style.



Pansy moved the cursor to Enter and pressed the mouse. The web page dissolved before our eyes to be replaced with a window designed in the shape of the pink rose requesting a username and password. Pansy very carefully typed in the information on the card and, after a tense pause, a new page opened, a page that inspired gagged gasps of shock and pleasure. For before us was the same very beautiful woman. But now she had been stripped down to a very tight white leather basque, plus the stockings and heels. She was wearing shoulder-length white opera gloves. Her elegant, sexy shoes had been removed. She was kneeling. A very large pink rubber ball gag was strapped tightly into her mouth; her arms pulled behind her back and bound brutally with pink rubber-coated cording at her wrists and above and below her elbows. Her legs were also bound with the cording – at the ankles, above and below the knees and at the thighs. But, despite this shocking and beautiful display of expert bondage, this was not the reason we were surprised. The inspiration for our gasps was the simple fact that rising out of a befrilled, circular area at the crotch of the basque was a large, sheer pink nylon-encased cock locked tightly in the three silver rings that were the SMC symbol of sissy slavery.



This was Christina, and this, it seemed was Christina’s website. This stunning creature, whose large and apparently very real breasts strained furiously against the bra section of the basque, was a she-male; incredibly beautiful, totally convincing. A vision of gender ambiguity that left the two of us panting with pleasure.



Running along the curving length of the basque was a further series of tiny pink roses, and by each rose was a title: Galleries; Video; Christina’s Confessions; Christina; Links; My Friends; Shop; SMC.



The quality of the photography and web design was incredibly high. This was a very professional and no doubt expensive site, and it was clear from the home page that members were asked to pay a significant monthly subscription for the privilege of access.



Poor Pansy’s hand was shaking quite badly as she used the mouse to move the cursor over ‘Galleries’. She clicked on the rose and a series of small ‘thumbnail’ pictures emerged, each a link to another page. Each picture showed what appeared to be a beautiful female, and beneath, in the same elegant handwriting, was a name. There was another picture of Christina, dressed in a beautiful black maid’s dress and kneeling before a gorgeous, imperial woman, then other named pictures – Annette, Myriam, Lucy, Kathy, Alice, Betty, Candy, Honey, Prissy.



Pansy clicked on the picture of Christina and we found ourselves confronted with a further series of some twenty-odd thumbnails, each of which opened onto a fifty-picture gallery. Each thumbnail was the doorway to a themed set of pictures, each depicting a strange, erotic and deeply sadomasochistic narrative. It took us nearly an hour just to work our way through Christina’s galleries, an hour that left us both intensely aroused and amazed by the professional detail of the photographs.



Before us was a world of dark desire and intricate ritual, a world in which Christina was the beautiful, tormented object of the wicked plans of both women and men. Here was Christina in a sex-teasing array of fetish wear: an endless array of maid’s costumes, all kinds of body-hugging rubber wear, little-girl attire, baby attire; Christina in every kind of mouthwatering bondage – bound with rope, with stockings, with tape; ball-gagged, cleave-gagged; sealed from pretty head to sexy toe in disturbing and exciting mummification, using tape, shrink-wrapping, hose, even surgical bandaging!



What made these vast, exotic and so detailed scenarios so exciting was that each one was a kinky story, a narrative of a she-male damsel in distress – the sweet, deviant perils of Christina. Christina kidnapped, Christina sold into white slavery, Christina the victim of a kinky lesbian burglar, even Christina captured by a Nazi Dominatrix! Stories that were made so much more effective by the quality of the acting: in each frame, sweet, sexy Christina evinced a very realistic and arousing distress, her wide, pretty eyes pleading desperately, her tethered form secured with a convincing tautness that made it clear there really was NO ESCAPE. Then, there were her tormentors. We counted at least three women. Mostly, there was a stunning, mature brunette, with the stature and manner of a true mistress. Then there was a very beautiful, petite and yet buxom blonde and a tall, elegant, cruel-eyed redhead. There were also two men: a tall, muscular and very handsome black man, and a lean, bearded and strikingly blue-eyed blond with a black rose tattoo on his left shoulder.



These men and women appeared in both Christina’s galleries and in many of the others. Even more startling was the fact that it wasn’t just she-males undergoing the rigours of bondage and humiliation: it was very obvious that three of the gallery slaves, Myriam, Lucy and Kathy, were real women, very attractive and obviously very submissive. These women were also involved in various sadomasochistic encounters of a highly erotic and graphic lesbian nature, and most of them featured the imperial brunette as the dominant partner.



After ninety minutes of uninterrupted browsing, both Pansy and I were in a terrible state of sexual excitation and furious physical frustration. We had only touched the outer edges of this incredible site, but what we had seen overwhelmed us, for this was very clearly our own sissy fate.



It was very obvious from what we had seen, and what we had already been told, that the she-males, men and women in these stunning pictures were associates and employees of the Sissy Maids Company, and that as well as providing specialised she-male and female maidservants, the company also used its staff in the production of very high quality, mainly sadomasochistic erotica.



We were about to explore the site further when my aunt entered the room and ordered us back to work. We were forced to spend the afternoon engaged in the most erotic and testing of our many chores: the washing of our mistresses’ clothes. My aunt insisted that all her underthings, including her panties and hose, be hand washed, a demand which Ms Hartley had eagerly adopted, and for three long, teasing hours, our poor sissy minds spinning with images of Christina’s Silken Slavery, our bodies wrapped in long pink rubber aprons, we laboured at the large washing sink in the basement, overwhelmed by the sensual perfume of our mistresses’ soiled panties and trapped deep inside the cosmic black hole of an endless desire.



That evening, after dinner, we were permitted to return to our bedroom and resume our study of the website. We became very familiar with the various employees of the Sissy Maids Company, she-male and female, although the men and women who controlled these gorgeous slaves, the masters and beautiful mistresses, remained teasingly anonymous. We also became familiar with the other services SMC offered. It quickly became clear that a number of the sets of photographs were very high-quality stills taken from video shoots, and that the company offered a surprisingly large range of videos and DVDs depicting the exciting adventures of these lovely slaves and their beautiful owners. Even more excitingly, the site also offered exceptionally well-transferred streamed video clips from the videos, and we were able to add sissy sound to our stunned sissy vision and watch live-action manifestations of the powerful sado-erotic philosophy that was at the very heart of SMC.



The videos were available to buy via the site’s elaborate shop area, which also included a vast section dedicated to ‘Christina’s Sissy Fashions’. Here we discovered a huge virtual clothing store that specialised in the most daring and intricate sissy maid attire. There were maid dresses of satin, silk and rubber, of every colour and apparently endless types, pinafores, a vast array of foundation wear, a sweet, sensual jungle of delicate sissy undies, an ocean of hose of every sexy description; there were too many types of erotic footwear to mention, a whole store of fetishistic shoes that left as both quite stunned. There were also beautifully designed bondage wear and associated equipment, page after amazing page. There was a make-up section, a wig section, a whole mini-site on how to dress and use make-up (all written in the first person by Christina herself).



Then there was the link back to the Sissy Maids Company. The link led through to the now familiar pink rose, but this time filling the whole of the page. At the heart of the rose was an elegant handwritten logo, the letters SMC intertwined like the tendrils of a rose bush in blood-red lettering. At the bottom of the page were the words: Welcome to the Sissy Maids Company; and beneath this a single black square with an elegant red E at its centre.



Pansy pressed the E and we entered the strange, almost unbelievable world of silken slavery that was the Sissy Maids Company, a vision of servitude for the modern age. The Company’s philosophy was spelt out on the opening page by its Chief Executive, Ms Helen Blaine. A picture of Ms Blaine in the far right-hand corner of the page revealed her to be the strikingly beautiful brunette who had featured as the impressive dominatrix in so many of Christina’s ultra-kinky adventures.



The Company was described as a service for dominant women requiring sissy and female slaves highly trained in the domestic and sexual arts. It was discreet and expensive, and built on the high quality of its slaves and the loyalty of its customers. The tone was far from commercial; rather, the opening page was a mission statement or manifesto that encouraged not only those already with a dominant leaning, but those who had only dreamt of ‘taking control’; a manifesto that quite clearly linked to the openly political agenda of the Bigger Picture (there was a link at the bottom of the page to the official Bigger Picture website). Yet this was no hardline feminist manifesto. Although it was clear SMC was dedicated to the dominance of the female and the subjugation of the male, it was also very apparent that the path to freedom set out in the manifesto was a distinctly erotic one, a politics of female and male desire based on a sado-erotic authoritarianism built on power rather than gender. Thus, it offered lesbian dominants the chance to experience the joys of female as well as male slaves, and sought to affirm ‘all sexualities that seek to combine power and pleasure’. Put simply: a sado-masochistic philosophy of power and liberation.



Each of the sissy and female slaves shown in such exciting detail on Christina’s site were here presented as servants for hire in simple sexy, but clearly formal displays, designed to present merchandise rather than titillate. It was possible to apply for the services of any of these slaves for a very considerable per day price, but only after a very careful vetting process that involved a full background check and interview. The price and the complexity of receiving the services of a sissy maid were clearly designed to ensure that only the most genuine of mistresses succeeded in their applications.



We were about to explore deeper inside the SMC site when Aunt Jane and Ms Hartley returned to the room. We automatically leapt to our high-heeled feet and performed deep, submissive curtsies before our wondrous, mysterious mistresses. My aunt was carrying a silk bag which I knew was filled with the latest teasing sissy wear, and which I now knew had been manufactured, like all of our sissy clothing, by SMC.



‘We’ve let you have a little taste of your fate, my pretties,’ my aunt announced, throwing the bag down on the bed. ‘If you behave yourselves, you can surf the net again, but now its bedtime, and tonight, seeing how well behaved you’ve been over the past few weeks, we’ve got a very, very special treat for you.’



Ms Hartley then unzipped the long, rectangular bag and from inside produced what initially looked like two more of the sexy, teasing pink nylon body stockings. However, once one of the stockings had been held up before us by the stern, cruel-eyed beauty, it quickly became apparent these were of a very special and kinky design. Firstly, there was only one leg section. Secondly, there was a lace-edged hole placed directly across the crotch section.



‘Very special sleep wear for our pretty little sissies,’ Aunt Jane teased, before ordering us to strip down to our restrainers.



We looked at each other, moaned helplessly into our fat dummy gags and began to undress.



‘It’ll be faster if you undress each other,’ Ms Hartley said, and, with shaking hands, we proceeded to obey her.



As we fumbled with bows and buttons, with straps and zips, our eyes feasted on our gradually revealed sissy forms. The images of Christina’s Silken Slavery flooded my mind, as did the exciting prospect of my future enslavement. I was to be transformed into a sissy maid, a beautiful, docile utterly subservient she-male, whose only function was to serve her many mistresses in any way they saw fit without question. But not only that: from the many photographs and video clips it was clear that all the SMC she-males had been enhanced physically. Each had the curvaceous forms of sex goddesses, each had very real and very large breasts, and each retained very significant, if somewhat contradictory male sexual organs.



As I helped a trembling Pansy out of her lovely sissy maid’s dress, as my silk-gloved hands brushed against her silky soft skin, I knew we would both very soon be subject to a most wondrous transformation and my poor, long-tormented sex struggled angrily in its terrible, but so sexy sissy bondage.



Then we were naked, our clothes in two neat piles on the bed. Our hands behind our backs, our dummy gags still tied tightly in place, we faced our mistresses: Aunt Jane, dressed in a very tight black sweater, a tight black skirt that reached to the middle of her black nylon-sheathed knees, and stiletto-heeled court shoes that sparkled in the room’s orange-tinted electric light; Ms Hartley, dressed in a steel-grey suit consisting of a tight, perfectly cut jacket revealing her still-full, elegant form and a matching skirt reaching to just above her knees; her legs sealed in sheer black nylon tights, her feet delicately imprisoned in her preferred five-inch high, stiletto-heeled, black patent leather mules. Two stunning and very dominant women, the joint queens of this strange realm of absolute domination and submission.



Aunt Jane then stepped forward.



‘You’ve been without release for over three weeks. We’ve watched your suffering, the slow boiling of your sissy desire. We have teased and tormented you. And the more you’ve suffered, the more submissive and feminine you’ve become. And this is the key to your training, my sweets: desire controlled equals desire manipulated and shaped, and a personality created. But seeing that you have both made such good progress – even Pansy, who was obviously rather upset when we first imprisoned her in panties and hose – seeing how well you have reacted to your promised fate…well, it seems only appropriate that you be allowed a night of release. But even this must be on our terms and within the boundaries of restraint and control. So, tonight the restrainers will be removed and you will be allowed to pleasure each other. You will be stockinged and bound, but your cocks will be unleashed and your mouths will be unstopped. You will be allowed one of only two forms of sexual release given to sissy slaves – oral pleasure. Once you have entered the SMC academy, you will be taught the joys of the second kind – anal pleasure. But that too must be earned.’



She then grasped my rubber-sealed, ringed cock and I squealed with shock and a dark animal pleasure into my fat dummy gag. With her strong rosewood perfume tormenting my nose, my eyes pinned desperately to her full, heavy breasts (the memory of that glorious suckling always ready to come back and fill me with the most terrible, bottomless longing for this gorgeous, divine woman), I could only wiggle and squeal like a little girl as the rings were snapped open and removed. Then she slipped her long, blood-red nails under the tight rubber rim that circled my testicles and gently pulled the restrainer up over my balls and very slowly down the boiling, rock-hard length of my cock. As she pulled the restrainer free, a gasp of almost unbearable relief fought its way past my stopped mouth and my sex popped up before her like some obscene and mocking jack-in-the-box.



A cruel smile crossed my aunt’s beautiful face. ‘Feel better?’



I nodded and then curtsied.



‘Good,’ she whispered. ‘I suggest you make the most of it, because tomorrow at 7 a.m., you’ll be rubbered and restrained for a period of at least another three weeks.’



Ms Hartley then proceeded to perform exactly the same terrible, tormenting act of liberation on poor Pansy’s large, even harder cock, and soon our strange sissy sexes were swaying desperately before our baby-smooth she-male forms and our lovely mistresses were helping us into the teasing, so terribly sexy body stockings.



We were made to sit on the bed. Then the single leg of the stockings was drawn up our legs, which we had been ordered to keep tightly together. We sighed with a familiar fetishistic pleasure as the soft, very sheer nylon covered our silken skin in what felt like a million sissy kisses. Of all the pleasures of feminine attire, the soft torment of sheer nylon hose on shaven she-male skin would always be my very favourite.



We were made to stand and the stockings were pulled up over our hips and around our waists. As they were gently dragged up our sissy torsos, our arms were slipped into the long, sensual sleeves, only to discover that neither stocking arm had cuffs, but rather ended in fingerless stocking gloves or mittens.



Once the stocking was secured, the two women then spent a dreadful few seconds carefully positioning the lace-edged orifices over our rampant sexes, before gently pulling them forward so that they exploded out of the lace-edged circles like bizarre mutant cock flowers.



We squealed and wiggled and both Ms Hartley and Aunt Jane were forced to administer a series of very sound slaps to our hosed buttocks to calm us down. But, eventually, the tormenting task was completed, and we stood before our gorgeous, smiling mistresses, stockinged and exposed, moaning helplessly into our dummy gags as our rock-hard cocks rose up before us like starved animals begging for food.



The stockings were very tight, and the single leg effectively made any movement of our own legs impossible. Indeed, we were then forced to hop over to the bed, our cocks bouncing wildly before us, our mistresses playfully slapping our nylon-sheathed bottoms to encourage us forward. Once by the bed, we were ordered to sit down. Then Ms Hartley took a number of lengths of very thick pink silk ribbon from the bag. We watched nervously as she gave four lengths to Aunt Jane. Our beautiful mistresses then began to prepare us for the very strange and deeply erotic night ahead.



Using the lengths of ribbon, the women tightly bound our already immobilised legs at the ankles and knees, securing each length of ribbon with a gloriously fat sissy bow. This delicate sissy binding was then repeated on our arms, which were forced behind our backs and tethered at the wrists and elbows.



We squirmed with masochistic pleasure as we were tautly secured and made so sensually helpless, our sexes staring up at us with a crimson desperation.



Once satisfied that we were appropriately bound, our mistresses set about positioning us on the bed. I was laid out with my head towards the foot of the bed and poor, moaning Pansy was set down with her head towards the top. Thus we soon found ourselves staring directly at the lovely bow that bound each other’s ankles.



A further ribbon was then attached, a ribbon to connect us together, a ribbon that was teasingly wrapped around my balls and bound in place with another bow, a ribbon with a long length of slack which was pulled over to Pansy’s own bulging balls and then secured in exactly the same way, leaving a length of ribbon of about three feet between us.



Our mistresses then stepped back to admire their kinky handiwork as we squealed and wiggled on the bed.



‘A very pretty picture,’ Aunt Jane purred.



‘Quite lovely,’ Ms Hartley agreed.



Then our stunning, all powerful mistresses slowly removed the dummy gags and our mouths were unstopped for the first time in three weeks. We gasped our gratitude, but didn’t say a word.



‘We’ll be back at 7 a.m., as usual. Until then, you are free to enjoy the privilege of speech and the pleasure of your unrestrained cocks.’



The two women, laughing cruelly to themselves then left us, as they had on so many other occasions, flicking off the bedroom light and plunging us into darkness, and then closing and locking the door.



At first, there was just an awful silence broken only by our sex-sped breathing. Then, the weak, desperate voice of Pansy.



‘Please, Shelly, oh please help me.’



A voice cut through with a most awful sexual frustration.



‘I can’t, I’m tied too,’ I whispered, confused by the darkness. ‘There’s no way I can get free.’



‘No,’ came the soft, almost unrecognisable voice, ‘I don’t want to be untied. I want to be…relieved. I can’t stand it much longer…the pain of this…desire.’



I smiled into the darkness, but did not reply. Instead I began a strange dance of sissy wiggles and gradually moved my body further up the bed so that my face was where I suspected my sissy lover’s cock would be. As I waffled and shuffled, the slack on the ribbon binding our balls tightened to the extent that I soon found I could only move so far before the ribbon tightened painfully around my bulging testicles and made any further movement impossible – a quite deliberate strategy to ensure that we remained unable to meet face to face.



Then I moved forward and gasped with shock as Pansy’s hard long cock collided with my forehead. I wiggled downwards slightly and leant forward. The cock brushed against my cheek and poor Pansy let out a wild wail of sexual need.



Just before I took her sex in my mouth, I whispered a simple but perhaps strange instruction. ‘Suck my feet.’



‘What!?’ Pansy responded, appalled.



‘While I suck you off – kiss and suck my feet. I want you to do this while I pleasure you…please.’



A pause, then a weak ‘OK’.



I moved closer and brushed my lips against the tip of her hot, hard cock, making sure as I did so that my own feet were positioned near Pansy’s face.



She squealed again and then let out a cry of deep, dark pleasure as I slipped my lips over the hot, hard and very salty flesh. A sense of deep contentment gripped me as I reacquainted myself with Pansy’s substantial sex organ. The furious, fundamental pleasure that had been present when I had taken Dominic in the storage cupboard was now a much lighter and more feminine pleasure in bringing my lover physical joy. As her cock pulsed and twitched in my mouth, I knew this was the most intimate of communications, the deepest and greatest of confessions. And as I had asked, Pansy, her moans growing louder, then moved her head forward and found my hosed feet and began to cover them in light sissy kisses in between her own increasingly desperate squeals of pleasure.



She exploded very soon after, her squeals becoming loud cries of ecstasy, a hard slick of cum pumping deep into my willing mouth as her body shuddered with a dreadful black passion on the bed, a cum I drank with pleasure, a strange, salty nectar whose consumption proved both my desire and, in a way I was only slowly coming to realise, my love.



Then, with her cum trickling helplessly from my soft sissy lips, I pulled myself free from Pansy’s deflated cock and began to move my own sex closer to her face.



‘Now it’s your turn,’ I whispered, my own titanic need made more than apparent by the hoarse sex edge in my voice.



There was silence, a distinctly painful silence. I felt Pansy’s body stiffen, I felt her fear and her loathing, and a terrible sadness washed over me.



‘Please,’ I begged.



‘I can’t,’ she whispered. ‘I’m…not like that.’



The taste of her filled my mouth, the smell of her tormented my nostrils. In our tightly tied sleep sacks we had shared this bed for three weeks, each day we had slaved for our mistresses, met their every need with a deep masochistic joy. During this time we had exchanged so many fleeting looks of what I thought was a mutual desire. But now I was confronting a terrible possibility: that Pansy did not share my desire, that the conversion she had demonstrated in the early days of our mutual sissification had been an act, a lie.



I tried to withstand a sudden, violent disappointment and its inevitable impact, but within minutes I was sobbing loudly, tears of betrayal and loneliness flooding from my eyes. Trapped in this most intimate and erotic of bondage torments, the perfect context for a long and loving expression of our sissy desire, I now found myself cast paradoxically adrift on a sea of black, bottomless isolation.



Then Pansy’s quivering voice returned from the depths of the darkness.



‘Don’t cry, Shelly. Please don’t cry.’



But I couldn’t control myself, and the tears only flowed in even greater profusion, inspired by my terrible sexual need and a genuine sense of betrayal. But then I felt a movement, a sharp tug on my ribboned testicles. Pansy was moving, slowly, unsure of herself, but definitely moving towards me. I adjusted my position to allow her to move closer. Then I felt her face brush against my rigid, desperate cock and I let out a sissy moan of helpless pleasure.



‘Oh God, Pansy. Please help me. I can’t stand it much longer. Please!’



Her velvet soft lips brushed tentatively against the tip of my cock and I gasped. Impatient need vibrated through every pore of my body. Then a kiss, a light, careful kiss on the side of my rigid sex shaft. Then a tongue, her long, wet tongue licking me. Then her tongue running hesitantly over my balls. Then more licking of my cock, much more confident now. I screamed my pleasure and begged her to suck me off. Then nothing, a sudden and terrible period of sickening hesitation. I listened to her hard, heavy, and quite clearly aroused breathing. Then, suddenly, she had me, her mouth taking hold of my cock in a brutal instant of stunning pleasure and moving forward so that it slipped deep inside her. I squealed with grateful pleasure. I was eighteen. I was a virgin. Besides my deeply erotic encounters with Lady Ashcroft, Aunt Jane and Dominic/Pansy, I had never experienced what might be described as a sexual encounter where I was the recipient (so to speak). As Pansy somewhat tentatively and then more confidently sucked on my sex, I felt a tremendous physical pleasure and a sudden rush of blissful erotic energy. I wiggled in my pretty sissy bondage, stretching my slender, tightly tethered form against the soft, sheer nylon and the surprisingly rigid knots at the heart of the fat silk bows. I felt the teasing anal plug burrow deeper into me as I pushed my thighs together to allow Pansy less-obstructed access to my sex. She replied by tickling the base of my cock with her tongue. Then it was as if I had walked through a sheet of sex glass, exploded through a film of desire into a new realm, a realm of orgasmic power that left me screaming Pansy’s name over and over and over. As I came, as I exploded into her mouth, I felt her both pull away and fight to stay in position, now desperate to prove herself as my she-male lover and to drink every last drop of my most intimate offering.



Then I felt her pull away, leaving me ecstatically drained, my heart pumping, my mouth gasping for lungfuls of sex-perfumed air. Then there was a period of unconsciousness, a strange pit of dreamless sleep that might have been five minutes or two hours, but when I awoke it was to the sound of Pansy’s voice, to the sound of her confession of true desire, of her ultimately bisexual and deeply transvestite nature. She apologised to me, she declared her helpless desire for me; and then, gently, with a true sissy embarrassment, her love both for her ultra-feminisation and for me. And, inevitably, I reciprocated, confessing my own love, my own desire, my own helpless need for this strange sissified bondage.



And for the next hour, in this total darkness, we found a beautiful enlightenment. Moving closer, so that our tethered, nylon-sheathed forms were rubbing erotically together, everything was said that needed to be said. A true and absolute confession that would both solder our relationship very tightly together and also ensure our absolute acceptance of the strange adventure that was to follow.



We discussed the clothes we were forced to wear, the beauty and sensual cruelty of our mistresses, the masochistic ecstasy of our bondage, the coming tests of the SMC training academy. We discussed SMC in more detail, our deep and mutual attraction, the mysterious and very beautiful Christina; the incredible fact that we too would eventually have large, shapely and ultra-sensitive breasts!



Yes, in this darkness, we consolidated every second of the previous few months into a coherent vision of our joint sissy future. Then, having driven ourselves quite mad with our erotic discourse, we voluntarily gagged ourselves with our hard, hungry sexes, teasing each other to joyous orgasms before falling, in the early hours, into a sweet, deep and very contented sleep.










Seven







The next morning we were dragged from blissful unconsciousness by our mistresses, placed back into our terrible, deeply erotic restrainers and serving attire, and then returned to our strange and beautiful world of sissy slavery.

For the next two weeks, we worked hard and long for our two gorgeous mistresses, loving every moment of our silken servitude, becoming more feminine and submissive as each hour passed, and progressing inevitably to our entry into the SMC academy.



After our night of glorious oral pleasuring, any doubts that may have been inspiring resistance in Pansy completely disappeared. She become as enthusiastic for her tight and elegant imprisonment in panties and hose as myself, and her sissy masochism was suddenly in full bloom: she endured so many spankings, so many bondage punishments, so many random humiliations at the firm and cruel hands of Ms Hartley, and endured them all with a very obvious sexual arousal. She minced before her mistresses with a spectacular sissy pride and met my helplessly desiring gazing with looks of deep longing. How much we wanted to be allowed to return to an unrestrained state, to experience the infinite pleasures of our sissy forms, to make endless she-male love. But this was impossible: each night we were tightly secured into the silken sleep sacks, our mouths filled with our mistresses’ soiled panties, our lips sealed with thick tape, our tethered forms pressing together but unable to experience the physical joy of that so amazing night. Yet even the restraint of our desires was deeply erotic, and as we were prepared for bed, as our mouths were teasingly filled with the day’s sex-stained panties, as the sweet tastes and aromas of our beautiful mistresses’ most intimate regions possessed us, we were lost in a pungent heaven of submissive sexual excitement. And in this excitement was the brutal truth of the Bigger Picture: our male desire turned inward, turned against ourselves; a desire used to build the very cage which controlled it. We desired only our control and domination by these beautiful women, and we would both do anything to ensure that the intricate, kinky regime of petticoat punishment they had devised remained securely in place.



Yet, despite the wild lengths that our divine mistresses were prepared to go to, there was still one more acute humiliation to endure before our entry into the SMC training academy.



During the weeks we had been serving Aunt Jane and Ms Hartley, both as domestic servants and tightly restrained but always eager sex slaves, we had remained within the house at all times. As our submission and femininity had progressed, the two gorgeous women seemed to cut us off from the outside world completely, and to focus our sissy minds on only one thing: feminised servitude. We accepted this isolation willingly, finding all the pleasure and stimulation we needed in our mistresses and each other, and in our increasingly intricate sissy attire and our twelve hours a day of hard, kinky domestic labour. Our only contact with the outside word had been the computer, a device which our mistresses insisted we used to explore the whole wide world of cross-dressing and sadomasochism. We eagerly focused our attentions on Christina’s Silken Slavery, becoming very intimate with all of the slaves through their wonderful images and the narratives of domination they played out. But we also found many other sites of interest and arousal, sites devoted to cross-dressing, to sissification, to infantilism (a joy we were yet truly to experience), and to bondage. Very quickly, we became quite addicted to the hour we were allowed each evening to explore the sensual joys of the internet.



But then something long forgotten returned: our final examinations. We were given less than twenty-four hours’ notice of the first test, and worse, it was made clear that they were to be taken at the school, in a private room, in the evening. Also, the examinations would be spread over three days, and each session would be supervised by the headmistress, Mrs Henrietta Blunt and her two daughters, both fellow pupils of the school!



A squeal of horror escaped my fat dummy gag as Aunt Jane teasingly announced this last terrible fact.



‘Oh yes, Juliette and Daphne will be there. And I’m sure they’ll be very impressed, especially Juliette.’



Juliette Blunt. A girl who had even invited me to her birthday party (I had been too shy/scared to attend), and had also visited my home to help me with a homework assignment (much to the obvious and perhaps strange concern of my aunt, who had quite actively discouraged me from seeing her again). A beautiful, sweet-natured girl. The almost exact opposite of her sister, Justine. Justine, the mocking, cruel firebrand; a feared and admired figure, and very much a member of the school’s senior ‘in crowd’.



Both girls were tall blondes, very good at athletics (Juliette was a county champion swimmer), very popular with the boys (although neither had or seemed to want a boyfriend). Both were very clever, and it was thought that, whereas Pansy (when Dominic) was one of the brightest boys, Juliette was by far the brightest girl; indeed, she had already been offered a provisional place at Cambridge to study Art History.



Now Pansy and I were to be exposed to them. And it was made clear we were to be exposed to them in ‘a very special way’: special costumes, designed by SMC, had been prepared, and would be introduced to us the very next day.



Little sleep was had that night. After another day of hard slog, we were taken to Aunt Jane’s bedroom and made to give our divine mistresses prolonged oral pleasure before being returned to our tight, unyielding sleep sacks. In our sissy bondage, in the all-pervasive blackness, neither of us could sleep. Instead, we pondered the terrible test ahead of us: this was extreme stretching of our deeply feminine masochism



And when we saw the costumes, later the next afternoon, a new level of excited concern washed over our intricately feminised bodies. For before us, in my aunt’s bedroom, were two beautiful, but also outrageously kinky schoolgirl uniforms!



First there were the gymslips, each of which was made from a most unusual rubber-like material. Each had a very short, pleated skirt and blazoned onto the chest sections were our names in the now very familiar SMC handwritten style. Besides the sexy gymslip, there was a white silk blouse, a pink tie that seemed to be made from the same strange material as the gymslip, a pair of white rubber panties, a pair of white nylon, seamed tights, and a pair of pink patent leather, five-inch, stiletto heeled court shoes.



‘Now isn’t this a big improvement on that stuffy old male uniform,’ Ms Hartley said, a cruel smile lighting up her beautiful face.



‘I’m sure Juliette will agree,’ Aunt Jane teased mercilessly.



It took our gorgeous, wicked mistresses thirty minutes to get us stripped down to our restainers and mini-corsets and then imprisoned in the outfits. And by the time we were fully attired, both of us were in a state of heightened sexual arousal cut through with a deep concern about the coming exhibition before the Blunt sisters.



We were then led before the tall full-length mirror inside my aunt’s cavernous walk-in wardrobe and made to behold the spectacle created by this latest costume of sissification. We stared at our reflections with a now quite familiar mixture of fascination, confusion and powerful desire. We also stared at each other and felt an equally familiar and deep attraction. Pansy looked particularly striking in the tight rubber-like gymslip that very nearly but not quite reached over her white rubber panties, and through which her very substantial, if tightly restrained erection was more than apparent, with even the curved edges of the tight, cruel metal rings clearly outlined against the smooth, second skin.



But our visual pleasure was quickly becoming secondary to a deeper sensual stimulation: the tactile impact of the strange rubber material from which both the dainty gymslip and the tight white panties were fashioned. This odd, mutant fabric, somewhere between the mummifying purity of rubber and the sheer, gentle imprisonment of nylon, seemed to caress our silky sissy skin in a very particular and deeply exciting manner. Each movement we made inspired a distinctly pleasurable electric kiss from the gymslip, a kiss that quickly became kisses, and then a tormenting cumulative effect that led, perhaps inevitably, to helpless whimpers of pleasure.



‘Senso,’ my aunt whispered, her voice and eyes filled with an impressed fascination at the effect this deeply erotic material was having on our feminised forms. ‘An experimental fabric developed at SMC. The next step in fetish wear, and a vital component in the plans of the Bigger Picture sisterhood.’



We squirmed and fought more aroused, tightly dummy-gagged moans. It was as if our bodies were being teased by the hands of a most expert and deeply kinky masseur.



‘The key,’ Ms Hartley elaborated, her steely eyes observing our increasingly tormented and erotic wiggles with a paradoxical mixture of almost scientific detachment and sadistic amusement, ‘is a chemical reaction between Senso and human skin that leads to a hormonal change and a resultant stimulation of the nervous system. An ingenious idea.’



As we continued to observe our reflections and moan and wiggle, our lovely, imperial mistresses stepped forward on their razor-sharp high heels and used lengths of pink rubber-coated cording to bind our wrists and elbows very tightly together. As our arms were forced behind our backs and bound we squealed with helpless sissy pleasure and stared up at these commanding, divine females, our eyes filled with a deep, submissive love and a bottomless, furious sexual need.



We were then led from the room and, eventually, from the house, guided whimpering out of the front door into the wide driveway, wiggle mincing and moaning, tottering forward on our high heels, our bottoms bouncing, our eyes wide and wild with a fierce and unyielding arousal cut straight down the middle by a terrible apprehension, an apprehension made even worse by the fact that not only were we to be exposed to Juliette and Justine Blunt in this outrageous sissified form, but that our control over our own bodies would be undermined by the mysterious and devastating impact of Senso on our she-male forms.



We were bundled into the back of my aunt’s sleek, white Mercedes, our short gymslip skirts rising up our hosed thighs to expose completely our cock-stretched rubber panties. Then we were driven out of the driveway and down the road towards this newest sexual humiliation, moans of sissy fear and excitement seeping from our phallic dummy-filled mouths.



In the back of the car we continued to wiggle and moan, like two abducted damsels being transported to some terrible, sinister fate. In all the time I had been imprisoned so sweetly in soft feminine frillies, I had never felt so moved and aroused, so intensely and physically stimulated. This was the dramatic measure of the power of Senso.



We arrived at the school a good hour after the rest of the pupils had left for the day. The car was driven to the private car park behind the large school gym. We were then pulled from the car into the late afternoon summer warmth, terrified of this sudden and intimate exposure, knowing how easy it could be for us to be seen, seen and mocked so very terribly by our cruel-eyed contemporaries.



Yet the car park was deserted, and we tottered desperately across the tarmac unmolested by mocking eyes and voices, our gorgeous mistresses inspiring us forward with hard, sharp slaps to our nylon-sheathed upper thighs.



We were led into the rear entrance to the gym, down a brightly lit corridor that stank of disinfectant. Then we were brought to a halt by a grey door marked 
MEETINGS

 . Ms Hartley rapped on the door and a frighteningly familiar and authoritative voice snapped ‘Come!’.



Ms Hartley opened the door and ushered us inside, our eyes wide with a now much more extreme fear, our sissy hearts pounding. We tottered into a very well-lit and large room. Three parallel rows of tables had been set out along the length of the room. At the head of the room was a raised area, resting on which was another table. Standing by the table were Mrs Henrietta Blunt and her two beautiful daughters, Justine and Juliette.



The harsh, mocking giggles of the two sisters quickly filled the room with a dreadful taste of what was to come and I tried very desperately to find a hole somewhere in this vast, awful room that was big enough to swallow me up.



We both came to a sudden halt, petrified by a dark, sickening humiliation. Suddenly, I saw my own strange reflection in the mirror of my mind; suddenly, I was just a sad, weak male absurdly costumed by two wicked women, a figure of fun, a freak. Never before had I felt so terribly exposed, so open to the cruel gaze of the world and the people in it.



‘Come forward.’



The harsh tone of Mrs Blunt, a tone that was guaranteed to strike fear into any pupil of this school, the voice of the supreme female authority, a voice we obeyed by tottering forward, our heads down, our countenance that of true, defeated slaves.



The sisters’ giggles lessened as we fearfully approached the raised area.



‘Face your mistresses, girls,’ Aunt Jane snapped, clearly irritated by our silly sissy shyness and also determined to milk our humiliation dry.



With tears in our eyes, we forced ourselves to look up at Mrs Blunt and her two beautiful daughters. Mrs Blunt was in her late forties, a very plump woman, with permanently angry emerald eyes, steel-grey hair always worn in a very tight bun, and thin, hard lips that seemed forced together against their will, as if she were fighting a constant urge to shout. She wore a tweed jacket, a high-necked white silk blouse, complete with a band of silver-grey pearls, a long tweed skirt that reached down to her ankles, black hose and high-heeled court shoes.



Justine and Juliette were a striking comparison: two very attractive girls whose supple, tanned forms emitted the fresh radiance of youth. Justine, at eighteen, was the older, and, it must be said, the more beautiful. They both shared their mother’s height, yet both had slender, shapely figures and striking blonde hair.



Juliette was a little shorter than Justine. She wore her hair very short and was slightly heavier than her sister, with much larger breasts and an extremely pretty face hinting at a future chubbiness. She had sparkling aquamarine eyes and very full, naturally pouting lips that were currently curved into a particularly cruel smile. Dressed in a very tight, pink halter top which revealed a pierced navel sporting a silver ring and a pair of skin-tight white lycra cycle shorts, she was a very impressive sight. Yet even she paled in comparison with her older sister. For Justine was a true beauty, a stunning image of female physical perfection. A good two inches or so taller than her sister, she shared her piercing eyes and full, sensual mouth, but seemed possessed of an inner poise and grace that gave her the disturbing aura of a religious icon or Zen monk. She seemed to stand perfectly still and observe us with an ice-cool gaze of contempt. While her sister couldn’t resist laughing openly at our sissified state, Justine seemed only vaguely interested, although there was absolutely no doubt that her heavenly eyes were fixed well and truly on my own delicately feminised form, a fact that filled me with both excitement and dread. Unlike her sister, she wore her hair long and very straight, a shimmering, flawless coat of gold that spread out over her slender shoulders and down her perfectly shaped back. She wore a tight white sweater that displayed her generous bosom to particularly impressive effect, a very short black leather miniskirt and very sheer black nylon hose. Her feet were clad in black patent leather, high-heeled pumps.



Yes, an amazing vision before which I cowered in sissy awe.



‘Well, I must say this is a big improvement!’ Mrs Blunt boomed, inspiring further laughter from Juliette and even more painful sissy cringes from poor Pansy and myself. ‘Two noisy, scruffy boys turned into pretty pantied sissies. What an excellent idea. And, I must say, you make particularly convincing girls. What a shame we can’t put the whole of the male cohort into panties!’



‘Maybe you will…one day,’ my aunt replied, her voice suitably mysterious.



Personally, I could never recall being either noisy or scruffy, but was in no position to question the accuracy of Mrs Blunt’s rather sweeping statement!



‘They both look so sweet,’ Juliette teased, her eyes eating up a deeply blushing and sobbing Pansy. ‘And so turned on! God…look! Look at his cock!’



As tears of exquisite humiliation trickled down Pansy’s lovely painted face, my own sex continued to fight hard against it delicate rubber prison and I noticed Justine’s eyes shift slightly to focus on its pained tumescence.



Mrs Blunt scolded her pretty, cruel daughter, but there was a very broad smile on her face as she did so. Aunt Jane then proceeded to explain the bizarre and erotic qualities of Senso, while Ms Hartley led us to two desks at the front of the parallel rows crossing the large room. Here we were untied and, still tightly dummy-gagged, made to sit and confront what I knew was the English Literature A level paper. A pen and an answer book were positioned beside the question paper and my mind suddenly became terribly aware of why we had been dragged here.



Plagued by our sexual need, tormented by the strange and unyielding caress of the Senso fabric, our backsides teased by the kinky plugs thanks to the strict upright position we were required to adopt by the rigid design of the wooden chair and desk, we were soon struggling desperately with the question papers. Having done no revision, having not even thought of this particular subject since the Easter holiday, I was lost in a whirlpool of panic and desire, a whirpool ruled over by the gorgeous, ice-eyed Justine, who spent the two hours of the exam only a few feet from my sissified form, drinking in my humiliation and undoubted failure with a quiet but very real pleasure. Her powerful musk perfume tormented me, her eyes invaded every inch of my feminised frame. How on earth was I meant to concentrate! And, of course, I was not. And, of course, the examination was a disaster – at least for me. Pansy, however, seemed oblivious to the impact of her sexy attire and her own teasing, evil-eyed guardian, the sexy, naughty Juliette. Indeed, she completed the test with minutes to spare and then spent five difficult minutes while Juliette, leaning forward provocatively, whispered far from sweet nothings in her ear. Whatever it was she was saying, poor Pansy seemed both horrified and deeply aroused, and I found myself staring helplessly at the splendid figure of Justine and wondering what was going on inside that beautiful head of hers.



Besides Justine and Juliette, we were alone. Mrs Blunt had been led away by Ms Hartley and Aunt Jane at the beginning of the exam, and they only returned during the last few minutes of the awful test.



Eventually, our papers were collected by the two sisters. We were quickly re-bound and then led from the room, but not before Aunt Jane had invited Mrs Blunt and her lovely daughters to join us at her house that night for dinner, an invitation they eagerly accepted and which opened up a whole new vista of potential and very exciting humiliations.



*   *   *



In the car on the way back, I confronted the cruelty of my own failure and Pansy’s almost relaxed silence. Although she still wiggled and whimpered from the effects of the sensual Senso material, there was a look of a deeper, more mental pleasure about her – the look of achievement. She knew she had passed, even under the dreadful circumstances of the examination.



By the time we reached the house, it was nearly 8 p.m. And by the time we were returned to our room and untied, quickly showered, made up and changed back into our maid’s costumes, it was after 9 p.m.



Ms Hartley led us both downstairs to the living room, where we discovered Aunt Jane chatting with Mrs Blunt and her daughters over a glass of expensive French wine. Instinctively, we curtsied sweetly before the women, making sure to expose our befrilled panties, and a rush of dizzying masochistic pleasure washed over me as I was caught in the hypnotic gaze of Justine’s soul-binding gaze.



While she was still dressed in the very sexy outfit of the examination, Juliette had changed into a striking black and very short cocktail dress that displayed her very impressive figure to excellent effect, an effect added to by sheer black nylon tights and high-heeled court shoes. Indeed, both sisters looked absolutely fantastic, and Pansy and myself could not restrain moans of sissy pleasure through our fat dummy gags. This was made easier by the fact that we were no longer subject to the kinky and maddening caresses of Senso, but even after a cold shower, the sense of a much-heightened sexual awareness was coursing across our scented she-male forms.



One thing had begun to become evident during the examination and was now much more apparent: the fact that we were being ‘paired off’, Pansy with Juliette and myself with the gorgeous Justine. My aunt, Ms Hartley and Mrs Blunt seemed very keen for this to happen, and Aunt Jane almost immediately made it clear that I was to serve Justine, while Pansy would serve Juliette.



And so we set about our sissy duties, refreshed and a little less possessed by desire, the early thoughts of failure and humiliation being replaced by a familiar joy and determination in our maid duties. Indeed, to serve the lovely Justine was a sweet, teasing pleasure that made my sissy heart flutter with a most girlish sense of submission. I tottered to the kitchen, wiggling my pantied backside through the thick, semi-transparent petticoats of the maid’s dress, knowing that Justine’s eyes were fixed on my sissy form and studying this pretty she-male bottom, that her eyes were climbing my sexy seamed tights and taking a strange, perverse and perhaps confusing pleasure in the perfect shape of my legs.



I returned with a silver tray and a fresh glass filled with more golden-coloured wine. I curtsied once again before Justine and held out the tray. She smiled slightly and took the glass, her eyes already glazed by the alcoholic kick of this very high-quality Chablis.



Then we stood to stern sissy attention before our new mistresses, excited and perhaps even bemused. The secret was out now, surely: they would return to school the next day and tell of this bizarre adventure, of our sissy fates. I imagined the hilarity, the cruelty, the angry pleasure of all of those who had laughed at me, who had mocked and bullied me. In a way, I had become exactly what they always suspected I was. Yes, I was, without a doubt, a very strange example of the self-fulfilling prophecy!



While Justine was quiet and relaxed, Juliette was, thanks to the wine, loud and agitated.



‘Can’t we take them to school with us, Mummy?’ she joked. ‘Put them in their sweet little schoolgirl costumes and parade them before all those hunky boys?’



The women laughed. ‘Ohh, wouldn’t that be lovely, Pansy. Imagine all those handsome boys lining up to get a kiss or a feel. I bet you’re creaming your panties just thinking about it.’



At this point, Ms Hartley patiently reiterated the grim reality of the restrainers. Both girls seemed quite spellbound, and were further amazed as she went on to detail the erotic nature of our sissy relationship.



Then Juliette, her cruel smile shot through with a dark, ingenious desire, stepped forward and, in a single, shocking and brazen gesture, slipped a hand under Pansy’s frilled sea of frou-frou petticoating. The poor sissy gasped loudly into her tight, humiliating dummy gag and her eyes widened with terror and arousal. As Juliette began to stroke Pansy’s tightly imprisoned cock through her sexy silk panties, the unfortunate she-male writhed with a deeply ambivalent pleasure.



‘What a shame,’ Juliette whispered, her eyes fixed on Pansy’s. ‘You must be sooo frustrated.’



Pansy’s eyes began to water with the pain of the restrainer and the power of her masochistic sissy desire.



‘We’ll have to take it off some time, and let you have a little relief.’



Her smile widened as poor Pansy nodded desperately and unleashed a loud, pleading squeal. Juliette laughed contemptuously and stepped back, leaving Pansy lost in a whirlpool of awful, inescapable frustration.



‘Your daughter’s a natural,’ Aunt Jane said to Mrs Blunt.



‘Yes,’ the rotund, steel-eyed headmistress replied. ‘She has her father’s sadistic streak.’



Mrs Blunt was a widow, and, from the few comments she had made about her violent, drunken husband, a very happy one.



While Ms Hartley had been transforming us back into sissy maids, Aunt Jane had prepared a light supper, and Pansy and I spent the next hour serving the women wine and snacks. We were also allowed a few carefully supervised minutes to eat a small plate of salad vegetables and quiche, our first food since lunchtime.



By 11 p.m., it was clear that all the women were quite drunk. Aunt Jane had spent a considerable amount of time detailing the philosophy of the Bigger Picture, the work of SMC and the fate of Pansy and myself. Juliette continued to tease poor Pansy quite obsessively, stroking her pantied crotch and backside frequently and asking many questions about her dress and training. Justine remained silent and attentive, drinking up the details imparted by my aunt with a deep, slightly disturbing concentration, and intermittently looking over at me.



As we stood to attention in the living room, our hands behind our backs, awaiting our next instruction, I found myself staring helplessly at Justine, studying her cool, graceful beauty and strange stillness. Now and again our eyes would meet and I would look away nervously, overcome by a deep-rooted and very feminine shyness.



A few seconds past 11 p.m., Aunt Jane announced that it was ‘sissies’ bedtime’. Pansy and I exchanged justifiably nervous glances.



My aunt rose to her high-heeled feet and turned to face us. Her beauty filled the room with a soft, golden light and a familiar sense of utter adoration washed over me as she moved towards us.



‘Seeing how our sissy slaves have taken so well to Justine and Juliette, I suggest we let the girls put the little sweeties to bed.’



Ms Hartley laughed and nodded. Mrs Blunt merely smiled her agreement.



‘Brilliant idea!’ Juliette squealed, leaping to her feet, her gaze clamping onto Pansy’s worried face with a very cruel intent.



Aunt Jane made us curtsey deeply before Ms Hartley and Mrs Blunt, before leading the two of us, plus the two lovely sisters out of the living room and up to our room. Climbing delicately up the stairs, my heart pounding with erotic anticipation, I could hear poor Pansy yelp into her gag as Juliette, who was directly behind her, applied a series of hard slaps to the sissy’s very shapely, black nylon-sheathed thighs.



‘Giddy up!’ the wicked blonde beauty cried, her sexy voice exploding into cruel laughter as Pansy’s pretty, pantied bottom wiggled helplessly to avoid more kinky blows.



The two silken sleep sacks had been set out on the bed, next to the pink nylon body stockings that had become our only form of night wear, together with the leather belts and shackles that held us so helpless and frustrated during each prolonged sissy slumber.



My aunt explained the sleep attire and then, to our horror (and perhaps secret delight) left us alone with Justine and Juliette.



Almost as soon as Aunt Jane had left the room, Juliette grabbed Pansy by the elbow and hauled her towards the dressing table stool. The poor sissy squealed angrily into her gag, but in a few seconds she found herself hauled over Juliette’s ample thighs, her petticoating pulled up to expose her silk-pantied bottom. She wiggled and moaned, but Juliette held her easily in place. She then grabbed an ivory-handled hairbrush from the dressing table and began to spank poor Pansy with an energy and commitment that soon had the lovely she-male sobbing desperately into her dummy gag, her big blue eyes filled with thick sissy tears, her humiliation absolute.



‘I’ve been wanting to do this all night,’ Juliette cried, applying the hairbrush with even more force, the smack of ivory against silk and plump sissy skin echoing throughout the room. ‘You must spank Shelly, Just!’



Justine, watching the spectacle with an obvious, if somewhat stilled excitement shook her lovely head and turned to face me.



‘No. I want something else,’ she whispered.



She then took my gloved hand and led me to the edge of the bed, her eyes enslaving my body and soul.



She sat down on the bed before me and then, to my astonishment, pulled up her miniskirt and then slowly pulled down her sheer black nylon tights.



‘Your aunt tells me you’ve been trained to give pleasure.’



I barely nodded, my eyes wide with stunned desire, as Justine slipped out of the tights and then wiggled very gently out of a pair of red nylon panties. She then unzipped her skirt and let it join the panties around her ankles.



A drop of hot sex sweat trickled into my eyes and I blinked, moaning softly into the gag, a sense of helpless sissy joy filling my heart as the powerful aroma of her soaked sex made itself known to my nostrils. She pulled herself up onto the bed and spread her legs wide. Her pubes, a thin golden blonde jungle, glistened with her sex juice, and the pink, ripe lips of her sex were clearly visible.



‘Come here,’ she said, her eyes now glazed with a savage, brilliant desire, her chest heaving.



I minced forward. She told me to lean over and then untied the ribbon bow holding the dummy gag in place.



‘You know what to do, Shelly.’



I curtsied my understanding and clambered up onto the bed. Within a few seconds, as the sound of Pansy’s prolonged and painful spanking filled the room, my head was lodged between Justine’s firm, muscular legs, and my tongue was lodged deep inside her superb, pungent cunt. It stayed there for nearly half an hour, a marathon session broken only by two brief moments when I was allowed up for air. A sudden violent shudder passing through Justine’s shapely thighs was the only indication of the impact of my pleasuring, a typically quiet expression of orgasm that was intermittently drowned by the obscene interventions of her sister, who continued to spank poor Pansy relentlessly throughout this whole strange period.



Eventually, I was pushed gently away and Justine pulled herself to the edge of the bed, clearly exhausted.



‘Let’s get them wrapped up, Jules. I need to sleep.’



Juliette laughed a bitter, mocking laugh and then very unceremoniously hauled Pansy off her lap. The poor sissy collapsed in a very unladylike heap on the floor and Juliette scolded her with a mock anger that soon had Pansy back up on her perilously high heels and tottering back towards the bed, tears streaming from her eyes, a look of stunned numbness on her pretty face.



The two sisters then set about preparing their separate sissy charges for bed. We were stripped down to our restrainers and made to stand with our hands behind our backs. Juliette quickly set about stroking Pansy’s rigid, restrained, tormented cock while promising her yet more spankings and other humiliations.



‘What a waste,’ she teased. ‘Such a manly monster for such a pathetic sissy. Ms Hartley has made it quite clear you are never to have a woman, but I’m sure you’ll still make some lucky woman a sexy, submissive little housewife. Or maybe some man? Yes, perhaps we can find you a handsome, strong husband, babikins. Would you like that?’



Tears poured from Pansy’s baby-blue eyes and she fought gasps of sexual agony as Juliette caressed her angry sex. My eyes strayed from this cruel spectacle to Pansy’s pert sissy buttocks and thighs, which were now a dark, pained crimson.



‘Perhaps this needs a good spanking, as well,’ Juliette continued, her sexed, drink-glazed eyes wide with excitement. ‘Shall I get the hairbrush?’



Pansy’s eyes widened and she shook her head desperately. Juliette burst out laughing.



‘Leave her alone, Jules. Let’s get them ready,’ her sister snapped.



Still ‘bottomless’, Justine then leant down and picked up her recently discarded red panties. As she bunched them up into a ball, Juliette, much to Pansy’s amazement, slipped out of her tights and then wiggled her own cream silk panties down her long, muscular legs.



Justine stepped forward and whispered ‘open up’. I obeyed instantly and the soft, wet panties were carefully pushed deep into my mouth.



‘Close your mouth.’



I obeyed again and she took the familiar roll of masking tape from the bedside table. She tore a long strip free and passed the roll to Juliette, who had now also inserted her soaking panties into Pansy’s more than willing mouth.



As Justine spread the tape tightly across my lips, she leant forward and whispered in my ear.



‘That was so nice, Shelly. I want you to be my slave forever.’



I looked at her in utter amazement and she smiled ever so slightly.



‘When you’ve finished at SMC, I intend to ask your aunt if I can be your mistress on a permanent basis. Would you like that?’



Stunned and elated, I nodded and performed a slight curtsey, a sense of furious bliss washing over my tormented sissy form. Justine smiled again and continued with the kinky preparations.



We were helped into the teasing, pretty body stockings, moaning with helpless pleasure into the fat, pungent panty gags, our cocks rigid and stretching desperately against the sexy sheer fabric that now enveloped our sissy forms. Then the thick leather belts were wrapped around our slender waists and buckled tightly into position. Our hands were locked into the shackles and we were made to step into the tight satin sleep sacks. As these were pulled up our nylon-sheathed forms and positioned with the ribbon drawstring around our necks, Juliette continued to tease poor Pansy relentlessly. The pretty, doe-eyed sissy may have seemed angry and afraid, but her physical reaction was beyond doubt: furious arousal. Indeed, it was quite clear to me that the more Juliette teased and abused Pansy, the more aroused the lovely sissy became. The vein of masochism running through Pansy had already been demonstrated to be deeper than my own, and in this energetic, sadistic and cruelly playful young woman, the sexy she-male had found her perfect mistress.



Once the sacks were positioned, we were laid out on the bed and the second leather strap was used to bind our ankles.



Now utterly and divinely helpless before these two gorgeous young women, we could only then watch in fascinated and excited awe as they set about adding a final perverse touch to our sissy bondage ordeal.



It was clearly Justine’s idea, but Juliette joined in with a typical, brutal enthusiasm almost immediately. Justine took up her discarded black nylon tights and opened them out so the waist section was turned into a bowl with two legs sticking out of the top. Then, with a paradoxical gentleness, she lifted up my head. I moaned fearfully into my gag, the taste of her already driving me quite mad with desire. She smiled her small, enigmatic smile.



‘It’s OK. This is just to make you feel even more in my power, Shelly.’



She then slipped the bowl over my head and plunged me into a strange, semi-opaque world of soft nylon shadows, ensuring that the gusset area of the tights was positioned over my nose. She proceeded to wrap the left leg around my eyes, tightly and totally blindfolding me. The right leg was wrapped around my mouth, further increasing the already impressive efficiency of the tape gag.



Thus, I was effectively mummified from head to toe, bound, gagged, and enveloped tightly, utterly helpless, completely exposed, and engulfed by a sublime masochistic ecstasy. The left leg of the tights had also been wound over my ears, so that I was now deaf, blind and dumb. Only smell and touch remained.



I felt Pansy, who had been similarly cocooned, pushed tight beside me. The covers were pulled over our mummified forms and tucked very tightly in place. Then utter blackness and, besides the sound of my desperately beating heart, complete silence. I tried to move, but the taut bed sheets and the close proximity of Pansy made this quite impossible. Buried alive in sissy attire and my mistress’s most intimate garments, I was lost in a dark pit of cruel desire. My cock twitched and stretched against its cruel imprisonment. The taste of Justine’s sex filled my mouth and nostrils. Her cool, calm smile filled my mind. I would attend the SMC academy and then be hers. How this would work, given my gorgeous, very possessive aunt and the demands of SMC, remained unclear, but I so very much needed it to happen.



I fell into a deep sissy sleep, feeling supremely contented and happy with my she-male slave’s lot, the future a road of kinky servitude leading to my complete transformation at the hands of an army of beautiful, dominant women.










Eight







We were forced to sit two more examinations over the next two evenings, both in our sissy schoolgirl attire, both under the teasing supervision of Juliette and Justine. Yet, we saw no more of them at the house. Indeed, it was to be some weeks before I was to have the privilege of seeing Justine again. This was because the day after the examination, Lady Ashcroft returned, complete with Miss Gillette, two other women and the incredible, beautiful, quite spectacular Christina.

It was just before 9 a.m. Pansy and I had been hard at work cleaning the house for well over an hour, she working on the upstairs toilet and bathroom, while I polished the kitchen floor. As usual, both of us were clad in our sexy, skimpy sissy maid’s attire. Pansy, as usual, was in pink and white – a very pretty pink satin dress with inches of frou-frou petticoating, a white silk pinafore with her name printed across the bulging chest created by the generously padded body corset, white nylon tights and the now standard five-inch high-heeled court shoes of pink patent leather. I was sheathed in a black satin dress of exactly the same design, a similar white pinafore (my name in red lettering), black, seamed tights and three-inch-heeled, black patent leather mules. As I knelt on the floor, I was very much aware that my befrilled silk panties were clearly visible, the frou-frou petticoating and the skirt of the dress having ridden up to my waist – an effect I could not control. Not that I wanted to control it: I found this exposure quite delicious and wiggled my pretty pantied behind provocatively as I worked, hoping that one of my beautiful mistresses would come into the kitchen and witness this saucy sissy display.



As usual, we were both tightly dummy gagged. The night before, I had eagerly serviced Aunt Jane, while Ms Hartley had led Pansy off to my room. Strangely, Ms Hartley had spent the entire night in the room, and I had found myself tightly sleep-sacked and panty-gagged in Aunt Jane’s closet. The taste of her was still teasing my mouth, as were memories of the hour spent between her divine legs. Pansy had seemed very happy that morning when we were showered and dressed, and I suspected that Ms Hartley had allowed her the privilege of a very rare milking. Although there was no evidence of this other than the sparkle in her lovely eyes, I had immediately felt a terrible sissy jealously and wondered why Aunt Jane had not allowed me some form of relief.



All of these thoughts were spinning through my she-male head as I wiggled and polished. Then the doorbell rang. Neither Pansy nor myself were allowed to answer the door unless directly instructed, and I heard my aunt get up from the sofa where she had been reading and the sweet click of her heels striking the wooden floor of the hallway soon echoed through the house.



Then there was laughter and a number of female voices; then a positive symphony of heel clicks. I continued working, knowing the slightest sign of inattention would earn me a very sound spanking.



‘My my, what a lovely sight.’



The voice was sudden, very familiar and directly behind me. I turned my head and discovered the gloriously regal form of Lady Ashcroft standing in the entrance to the kitchen. Dressed in a black leather jacket, a very tight black nylon sweater, a knee-length black skirt, black tights and high-heeled, black patent leather mules, she was a vision of gorgeous female authority, and I felt my poor teased and tormented cock fight uselessly against its fiendish restraint.



I tried to rise to my own heeled feet as elegantly as possible and performed a deep curtsey before this superbly sexy woman, flashing more of my panties and fighting a moan of sissy pleasure.



‘Come here, Shelly.’



A shorter curtsey was my response, then I wiggle minced over to her imposing, impressive form.



‘You’ve come a very long way, my pretty.’



I curtsied my thanks and her smile widened. In her cool eyes I saw nothing but the love of power and control, a love that made me feel weak, submissive and terribly aroused.



‘Yes, I think you’re ready. Now come and meet some friends of mine.’



She turned towards the living room and I minced after her, my eyes feasting on her plump, shapely bottom and long, nylon-enveloped legs.



In the living room was my aunt, Miss Gillette and what initially appeared to be three other women.



My aunt turned to face me, her beautiful brown eyes filled with dark desire, and she smiled coolly.



‘So glad you could join us, Shelly,’ she teased as I curtsied deeply before this wondrous gathering.



At that moment, Ms Hartley entered the room, lovely, doe-eyed Pansy in tow.



The women turned to face this even more spectacular manifestation of sissidom. Pansy performed a very deep, sexy curtsey, flashed her befrilled panties with a delightfully girlish enthusiasm.



‘My, my,’ Lady Ashcroft exclaimed, ‘what a gorgeous little minx! You certainly have a gift, Jane.’



Aunt Jane smiled coyly and Ms Hartley led her pretty charge over to stand by me.



It was then that we were introduced to the other three women.



‘This is Mistress Helen,’ Lady Ashcroft announced, gesturing towards the very beautiful, plump brunette standing a few feet to her left.



I looked at her and felt a wave of sensual recognition wash over my feminised form. Yes, this was the gorgeous dominant who appeared in so many of the photographs and video clips on Christina’s Silken Slavery website.



‘Helen,’ Lady Ashcroft continued, ‘is the Chief Executive of SMC.’



Mistress Helen was dressed in a beautiful white silk blouse, which reached high up to the tip of her chin and through which her large, silk brassiere-encased breasts could clearly be seen. Added to this was a long, wide black skirt reaching down to well below her knees, black hose and three-inch-heeled court shoes of black patent leather. Her long, dark hair was bound in a tight bun, and her overall aura was one of a severe but fair headmistress. Her dark brown eyes beheld me with a strangely maternal curiosity and I was immediately and very powerfully attracted to her.



‘Mistress Anne is Helen’s number two,’ Lady Ashcroft continued.



The tall redhead standing next to Mistress Helen was also a familiar figure from the website, a gorgeous amazon with long, flaming red hair and piercing green eyes dressed in a cream silk trouser suit and very high-heeled white leather mules. Her unnerving gaze passed briefly over my form and then rested on Pansy. The pretty, nervous she-male tried to avoid this ray of female dominance, but was very quickly trapped in its all-powerful magnetic grasp.



‘And this,’ Lady Ashcroft concluded, ‘is the lovely Christina – the original sissy maid.’



Christina stepped out from behind Mistress Anne and both Pansy and I gasped into our dummy gags. For before us was the creature of our dark sissy dreams, the stunning sissy doll of Christina’s Silken Slavery.



She was dressed in a cherry-coloured dress with a very wide and short skirt. Around her exceptionally slender waist was a thick red leather belt that matched exactly the colour of the dress and which was held in place by a large, circular silver buckle. Inches of very fine net petticoating exploded out from beneath the short skirt, pushing it up towards a ninety degree ankle and exposing a pair of cherry-red, befrilled knickers and very long, extremely shapely legs sealed in sheer, red tights with dead straight seams setting out the perfect trajectory of her gorgeous sissy form. On her hands were white silk gloves, and an exactly matching ribbon held her thick, black hair in a striking 1950s style basket of sensual waves and curls. Her lips were blood red and curved into a helpless pout of deep sexual need; her green eyes were wide with desire; and her flawless skin was painted a very light cream. On her ears were beautiful, oval-shaped diamond earrings, and a small rose-shaped diamond stud was fixed to her left nostril. And if this wasn’t enough, there were her stunning breasts, at least forty inches of firm, shapely femininity that strained against hidden foundation wear and the tight fabric of the dress.



Christina made a deep, teasing curtsey and then beheld Pansy and myself with a friendly and provocative gaze that signalled a very obvious sexual attraction.



‘I’m so happy to meet you.’



Her voice was a splendid cross between a little girl and a movie sex goddess, helplessly high pitched, but also filled with a pure strain of erotic promise.



Although she seemed happy in her glorious femininity, there was a familiar pain in her eyes – the pain of an uncontrollable and addictive desire, a pain whose source both Pansy and I knew well: Senso. Then it struck me: her dress, her gloves, her knickers, even her tights were made from different types of the Senso fabric. Indeed, I quickly got the impression that every item of clothing she wore was made from Senso.



‘They’re very impressive,’ Mistress Helen said, her deep, husky voice filled with sensual secrets and dark plans. ‘I’m sure they’ll fit in very well at the academy.’



‘Thank you,’ Aunt Jane purred, basking in the compliments, enjoying every second of this strange meeting.



‘We propose to keep them for three months,’ Lady Ashcroft said. ‘At the end of this period, we’re sure they will make excellent members of the Sissy Maids team, and we propose to employ their services as fully fledged maids and as actors for our website and the videos. This will mean they will work for us at least three days a week. However, as agreed, we intend to establish a branch of SMC here in the South West, to be run by yourself and Ms Hartley. I also understand that Mrs Henrietta Blunt, a local headmistress, has expressed an interest in participation.’



Aunt Jane smiled. ‘Yes. I’m sure we can make a great success of SMC in Devon and Cornwall. And obviously, Pansy and Shelly are only the first. Mrs Blunt is already making a number of subtle inquiries amongst local mothers, wives and female guardians. And as knowledge of the service grows, so will the Bigger Picture.’



‘Yes,’ Lady Ashcroft said, nodding enthusiastically. ‘This is the way forward – sell SMC and then get the bigger message across.’



Mistress Helen stepped towards me. I bobbed a brief, nervous curtsey and she smiled. ‘Chrissie, I think it’s time to get Shelly and Pansy ready to travel. Anne, if you could help, I’d be very grateful.



Anne nodded. ‘Of course, Helen.’



Christina picked up a large red silk travel bag, a gentle, but still-tormented smile on her face, and Ms Hartley led Mistress Anne, Christina, Pansy and myself into the dining room.



‘Strip down to your restrainers,’ Mistress Anne suddenly snapped, her words hard, the voice of an undisputed authority.



And so under the amused eyes of the two women and the sex-teased gaze of Christina, we began to undress each other, our excitement, fear and anticipation mixed together in a heady brew of sweet, sticky masochism. And, as we wiggled out of our pretty sissy undies to reveal our silken, she-male forms, I noticed the look of clinical appraisal in Mistress Anne’s eyes and the addict’s need in Christina’s.



‘They have very trim figures. Well trained,’ Mistress Anne whispered to Ms Hartley.



‘Yes, we’ve strived to make them as slender and feminine as possible…in readiness for the operation.’



I stared at Pansy. Our eyes communicated a sudden, harder, darker fear. The operation? These two words cut into our tormented sissy souls.



When we were finally naked, we stood with our hands behind our backs, our cocks wrapped tightly in rubber and steel, our eyes downcast, our sissy hearts pumping fearfully.



‘Very nice,’ Mistress Anne added, a sensual smile lighting up her beautiful face. ‘Very nice indeed.’



Christina then zipped open the silk bag and pulled out a number of lengths of pink rubber-coated cording. We knew we were about to be tightly tied, and the thought of being secured by Christina was enough to make us both squeal with pleasure.



‘Be quiet!’ Ms Hartley snapped.



We immediately fell silent and Christina then proceeded to bind us as Ms Hartley and Mistress Anne chatted coolly about our strange sissy futures.



‘They will spend the first fortnight in nappies. An initial period of complete babification is at the core of all subsequent training. After this, for a month, we will concentrate on full sexual reorientation and the first stages of physical transformation. During this period the sissies also receive advanced domestic training and an introduction to the deeper philosophy of the Bigger Picture. They will be trained to regard themselves as the servants and playthings of women, and also as members of a third gender: Sissy. They will have all their remaining masculine traits removed by an intense and unyielding indoctrination, and at the end of the first six weeks, they will undergo the Operation. This will complete their formal transformation. They will then spend two weeks coming to terms with their new physiques, before being placed on a series of weeklong test attachments working as Sissy Maids. The final attachment will take the form of a formal examination. If they pass this, they will be returned to you fully qualified, ready to help develop the planned SMC branch in the West Country.’



As this kinky future was set out, Christina expertly bound our arms and legs, using the cords to tether our ankles and knees, our wrists and elbows. We squirmed with masochistic delight as she tied us, her sweet rose perfume washing across our faces, her glorious Senso clothing brushing with a cruel indifference against our tormented, naked forms. Yet even in the act of binding us, she was gentle and graceful, turning the entire act into a beautiful ritual of perverse pleasure.



And when we were finally tightly secured, our cocks rising up before us like rubber-coated spears carved from the essence of desire, Christina wiggle minced back to the bag. We watched her with sex-stunned eyes, marvelling at her grace and sensuality, at how every movement of her gorgeous she-male form was a grand glorification of ultra-femininity and her absolute submission to all womankind. She was the philosophy of the Bigger Picture personified, and we were both now so eager to follow in her high-heeled footsteps.



From the bag she produced two pink rubber sacks, at first sight very similar to our kinky sleep sacks. As she brought them towards us, a dark smile lighting up her beautiful face, it became apparent that the bags had the same strange sheen that marked the infinitely flexible and erotic Senso material. Then I knew the fate that awaited us – total envelopment in Senso!



‘You will be parcelled for the journey ahead,’ Mistress Anne explained. ‘This will allow you more time to familiarise yourself with the pleasures of Senso and contemplate your true sissy fate.’



Christina carefully placed each sack at the feet of one of the naked, quivering sissies. She knelt by me and slowly eased the mouth of the sack up over my slender feet and ankles. Then she slowly drew it up my silky, soft she-male form. I began moaning with a fierce, irresistible pleasure even before the sack had reached my knees. The material seemed to smother my legs in soft sissy kisses which sent a deeply erotic tingling running through my body. By the time she reached my upper thighs and straining, complaining, tightly rubberised cock and balls, my eyes were wild with desire and I was moaning desperately into the dummy gag.



‘Shhhh,’ Christina whispered, her own eyes coated in a gaze of furious arousal. ‘If you make too much noise, Mistress Anne will punish you here and now.’



I nodded weakly and tried to control my reaction to this incredible, sensual entombment.



Soon the bag had been pulled up around my chest. Then it was finally pulled into placed around my neck. This variety of Senso was like a highly erotic, mutant material that had the tough stretching capability of rubber and the second-skin sheerness of nylon. Every contour of my body was outlined through the Senso sack. I was suddenly a writhing pink sex being, primordial and helpless, a wiggling sissy sex snake.



Yet this, of course, was not the end of my ordeal. For as I fought off moans of arousal and performed a helpless dance of ultra-sissy wriggles, Christina minced so very daintily back to the bag and took from inside two very large, pink rubber ball gags, each attached to straps of thick white leather that were covered in a delicate pattern of pink roses.



She returned to my struggling form and placed one of the gags at my Senso-sealed feet. She then very carefully untied the dummy gag and pulled it from my mouth, a warm, sexy smile on her face, her soul-melting eyes burning into mine.



She dropped the dummy gag on the floor and held the ball gag before me.



‘Open wide,’ she teased.



I obeyed and the gag was forced into my mouth, a huge, wicked ball that stretched my mouth wide open, making even a sissy whimper of angry need utterly impossible. As I fought to accommodate the gag, she secured it very tightly in place with the two straps, buckling them together at the base of my neck.



She then stood back and admired my cocooned, silenced form.



‘You look so sexy, Shelly,’ she purred and my eyes widened with a pleading need and a deep, dark attraction.



She then blew me a tiny sissy kiss and proceeded to seal Pansy’s pretty form in the Senso, before replacing her own dummy gag with the second fat, painful ball gag.



Once we were both secured, Ms Hartley left the room, returning a few minutes later with Aunt Jane, Miss Gillette and Lady Ashcroft.



The women admired our new sissy bondage with cruel, aroused smiles.



‘It should take about four hours in total to get to the SMC academy,’ Lady Ashcroft said. ‘So prepare yourself for a long journey.’



Our response was to wiggle with even more helplessly aroused vigour in our tight Senso bondage.



‘Believe it or not,’ Aunt Jane said, her gorgeous honey eyes drinking up my bound suffering, ‘you will reach a point of equilibrium with Senso. Although you will never be able to escape the deeply pleasurable sensations, you will be able to control them.’



I looked at her and found myself wondering how I had reached this point. Then my eyes fell upon my aunt’s large, perfectly shaped bosom rising and falling beneath her tight sweater and her long, flawless legs wrapped in the sheerest of black nylon and I knew this was surely the most foolish of questions.



It was then that Christina produced the matching pink Senso hoods and we were once more plunged into the strange grey zone between fear and desire.



I was forced to watch as Christina slipped the first hood over Pansy’s head. The silly sissy began sobbing and squealing almost immediately and Christina was forced to administer a very sharp slap to her tightly wrapped backside to quieten her.



The hood was both eyeless and mouthless. Indeed, the only sign of a flaw in its smooth, slender surface was a series of very tiny holes which were quickly revealed as an aid to breathing when the mask was finally stretched very tightly over Pansy’s pretty head, leaving her a faceless rubber doll whose only distinguishing features were her ringed and very large cock and the contour of the fat ball gag against her sensual sissy mouth.



As Christina prepared the second hood I looked desperately over to Aunt Jane. She merely smiled at me indifferently and then turned to Miss Gillette.



‘Ms Hartley has asked if you would like to stay the night, Mary.’



Miss Gillette smiled, almost shyly, then looked over at Ms Hartley with soft, sensual eyes and nodded. ‘Yes. That would be lovely.’



Christina then blocked my view with her own very beautiful face. Thoughts of a deeply erotic lesbian threesome tormented my Senso-tortured mind as Christina proceeded to stretch the hood over the top of my head and pull it down over my face. The last thing I saw was Mistress Anne wheel a large porter’s trolley into the room. Then the hood covered my eyes and I was plunged into a world of dark pink shadows, a completely silenced world ruled by the teasing sensations of Senso.



I whimpered with pathetic sissy fear into the gag and wiggled my backside helplessly. I was immobilised in a way I had never thought possible. Despite all the wicked and tormenting forms of bondage I had been subject to, none of them had been so absolute, and none had been so terribly exciting, as this. My skin was being smothered in a thick cream of tiny caresses, a million gentle teases amplified into the most appallingly sensual torment imaginable. I was soon crying into the fat gag, praying, begging, pleading for release, yet at the same time wallowing in my complete and utter helplessness. Very soon I began to loose sense of place and time, my mind swamped by the brutal power of an all pervasive sexual stimulation. I had been plunged into a soft, pink, fetish universe, a world of sex. And even as I lost complete control of my mind, I knew that this was quite deliberate: this elegant, kinky body packing was not about transport or perverse convenience; this was about the destruction of a will, the subjection of my very being to the authority of the gorgeous, determined women of SMC. Quite simply, they were using my body to brainwash me.



I was vaguely aware of being lifted, of being placed on the trolley, of being wheeled from the house. A hand struck my tightly rubberised behind. I cried into the gag. Another hand. Three sharp spanking blows. A teasing goodbye from Aunt Jane, Ms Hartley and Lady Ashcroft.



I was aware of being wheeled from the house, then of being loaded into a van or car. I squealed and wiggled, but was utterly helpless and unable to resist (much to my deep arousal!). Then I was strapped tightly in place – at my ankles, my knees, my waist and chest. Then there was nothing but the vague sensation of movement and the whirlpool of volcanic arousal. A deep, perhaps bottomless erotic dream that seemed – in my sex-addled mind – to go on forever.



*   *   *



By the time I was pulled from the means of transport that had carried us halfway across the country, I was hardly aware of my own name. The only reality was the savage desire that had filled the last few months and the heated, semi-shattered memories of the darkest and thus sexiest moments. Being between Lady Ashcroft’s legs, the slow expert milkings that had led me into this sweet, silken trap, suckling on Aunt Jane’s splendid, perfect breasts. The taste of Justine’s panties and her soaking cunt. The feel of Pansy’s large, hard cock in my hungry mouth. The teasing envelopments of Senso, the joys of feminine submission, the beauty and profound eroticism of my sissy attire.



The journey lasted for how long? I have no idea. All I can remember are the torments of the sex void for a period of time that may have been minutes, hours or days. Then I was being placed on another trolley. Then a sudden sinking – a very definite indication of an elevator. Then there were hands working at my hood. I squealed into my fat ball gag as the Senso head covering was pulled up over my tightly stopped mouth and my nose. Then there was a most terrible, painful light, whiter than white, a blinding explosion of gleaming ice crystals.



‘Let your eyes adjust, Shelly. Take your time.’



The sweet, sexy voice of Christina. As she had dressed me in this tormenting material, so now she was undressing me. And as my eyes slowly adjusted to this new, powerful white light, I began to behold the vision that had so spectacularly entered my consciousness back at Aunt Jane’s house. Still in the beautiful, sexy red costume, she appeared an even more beautiful image of she-male femininity than even my Senso-inspired dreams could conjure. Her smile radiated a deep, hard erotic need, as did her sex-teased gaze. Her cherry-red lips sparkled and even in this early, confused encounter I was overwhelmed by a terrible urge to lean forward and kiss her.



She eased the hood from my sweat-soaked head and a new sound entered my head, the desperate, high-pitched squeals of Pansy. Pansy, who was standing only a few feet away from me, and who was being stripped by another member of SMC staff: a very tall, busty maid, in the classic black and white attire, her jet-black hair cut surprisingly short, with a dainty maid’s cap of silk and lace resting upon it; a servant I had viewed before, on the SMC website; a servant I knew to be a real woman, one of the few real females who served the wicked women of the Sissy Maids Company.



‘This is Kathy,’ Christina whispered, ‘one of the senior housemaids.’



Kathy would have been nearly six feet tall without the three-inch stiletto-heeled mules that graced her feet, so she appeared a particularly striking and very beautiful figure, with very dark brown eyes powered by an almost reluctant sexual arousal, inspired no doubt by the gorgeous Senso fabric that so clearly made up virtually every item of her highly erotic uniform.



She was pulling the Senso body glove down over poor Pansy’s huge, tightly restrained sex, and the poor sissy was wiggling and squealing desperately. As the impressive cock popped out of the glove, Kathy giggled and looked over at Christina.



‘Yes, a particularly fine specimen,’ the lovely she-male teased, her own eyes filled with dark desire.



Kathy completed the removal of the glove and untied her pretty, frightened charge. She then very gently led Pansy from the room. The room itself was basically a large, box-shaped space which acted as a reception area. There was no furniture – only a rubber carpet and bare white walls. On one side of the room was an archway which seemed to lead to a main hallway area. Pansy was led through a steel door directly opposite the arch, and I knew I would soon be following her.



‘Mistress Anne has already explained the schedule of your training,’ Christina continued. ‘But just to remind you, for the next two weeks you will be completely babified. In a minute I will take you to our special training nursery where you meet Miss Blakemore, the school matron. I have been selected as your mentor, and will be responsible to Miss Blakemore for this stage of your training. Kathy will act as Pansy’s mentor. I will also report to Mistress Helen on your progress. It has been decided that Mistress Helen will act as your Training Mistress. This means she has overall responsibility for your progress through the next three months. Mistress Anne will act as Pansy’s Training Mistress. After your complete induction, you will be given the status of a Junior Housemaid. This will last a further four weeks. Then, after the Operation, you will be given the status of Housemaid. At the end of your next phase of training, you will be examined. If you pass, you will be given the status of Senior Housemaid.’



I looked at her with desire and fear. She smiled.



‘I can see you are wondering what will happen if you fail. Well, in theory you will be returned to the nursery for a further six weeks as punishment and then made to retake the examination. But no one has failed yet.’



Christina untied my legs and arms and carefully helped me step out of the body glove. To my amazement, she then took a very tight grip on my straining, rock-hard sex and led me towards the steel door. I squealed with a painful pleasure into the fat ball gag and wiggle minced forwards, my eyes eating up this stunning she-male beauty who would be my sexy guide through this strange, ultra-kinky indoctrination.



Beyond the steel door was a long, brightly lit corridor. On each side of the corridor was an evenly spaced row of pink wooden doors, each of which was protected by a digital lock. As Christina led me forwards by my straining, aching sex, I fought to make out the rectangular signs on each of the doors. Strange words flashed past my wide, tormented eyes: Baby Storage; Nurse Supplies; Discipline; Nursery 1; Nursery 2; Matron’s Office.



I was pulled to a halt by a door marked ‘Induction’. Christina gently tapped a code into the digital lock and the door opened. I was then led into a very large room and gasped in amazement into the fat ball gag. For before me was a chamber of sissy transformation that indicated the true, impressive scale of the SMC project. The room itself was a perfect white oval, with a pink rubber-matted floor. Around the walls were rows of gleaming metal cupboards, wardrobes and shelves. In the centre of the room was an object that resembled a large pink leather-backed gym horse. Attached to the rectangular horse were a number of white leather straps. Positioned by each side of the horse was a tall metal frame, hanging from which was a large transparent rubber bag that appeared to be filled with a thick white liquid. Running from each bag was a thin white rubber tube that ended in a coil on the floor by the horse. Beneath the horse was a wide circular drain covered in a latticed metal plate.



Built between one of the winding rows of metal cupboards was a large, enclosed shower stall and standing beside it was Kathy. Inside the stall was poor Pansy, her body covered from neck to toes in a strange pink cream, tears of discomfort pouring from her eyes, squeals of fear and pain fighting to escape the ball gag.



Kathy smiled at Christina as the gorgeous she-male led me towards the shower.



‘Nearly done,’ the statuesque maidservant whispered, her tone filled with sexual arousal.



Then she pressed a small plastic button built into the side of the shower cubicle and water exploded from the overhead shower unit and over Pansy’s tormented, pretty body.



‘The cream is a powerful and permanent hair remover,’ Christina explained, taking a pair of white rubber gloves from a table by the shower cubicle and slipping them over her small, elegant hands. ‘After it has been applied and removed, you will never have to shave again.’



Pansy bounced and squealed under the jet of obviously very cold water.



The poor sissy was made to stand under this downpour for nearly ten minutes, a period during which I was subject to the grim torment of the denuding cream.



As Pansy struggled, Christina took a long, thick tube from the table and then ordered me to stand to attention, my hands behind my back. I obeyed instantly, despite my fear, and she then spread a line of the strange pink gel across my chest before beginning to massage it into my torso with her gloved hands.



She was so very gentle and careful, caressing rather than rubbing, her eyes pinned to mine. I purred with pleasure and felt the tip of my rubber-sealed cock touch the edge of her short, sexy skirt. Yet my pleasure was short-lived, for as she spread the cream across my body, I became aware of a strange, intense and very itchy heat building up in those areas where the dark pink goo was already established. As she spread the cream around my deeply agitated sex and then very teasingly across my buttocks, the heat increased and I found myself wiggling helplessly in a futile attempt to relieve its dreadful impact.



‘There will be considerable discomfort for a while, Shelly. So just try and control yourself.’



Her words were easily said. Soon, she had covered me from my neck to the tips of my toes in the cream, and my whole body felt as if it were on fire!



Pansy’s struggles had ceased. The powerful jet of water had washed every inch of the cream suit from her tormented skin, and now Kathy was leading her from the shower cubicle, her whole, lovely body glowing a strange pink, and instead of pain in her eyes there was now an undeniable sheen of sexual arousal.



As tears of discomfort filled my eyes and I squealed helplessly into my gag, the lovely Christina gently led me into the shower cubicle. I stood on a wet, hard plastic surface and wiggled furiously, my eyes wide with a terrible sissy pleading that clearly excited my she-male guide.



The cubicle door was slid shut and I was left for another few minutes to suffer, Christina watching my discomfort with surprisingly sadistic eyes. Then, with the slightest of teasing smiles, she pressed the small plastic button and a powerful sheet of freezing cold water crashed across my cream-covered form.



The shock was immediate and quite terrible. An even higher-pitched squeal exploded from behind the gag and I performed a dance of sissy discomfort that left Christina laughing loudly and cruelly. Yet, after the initial ordeal, there was only one feeling: profound relief. As the cream was washed from my form by the icy water, the terrible heat began to retreat and then, finally, to disappear. And then, after a few very wet minutes, the harsh flow of water ceased and I found myself cleaned from head to toe and in the grip of a new, very different sensation. As Christina helped me from the cubicle, a much softer, delicate warmth was spreading across my body, a warmth very similar to the sexual heat that always followed a spanking.



I looked down at my body and whimpered with surprise and a helpless pleasure. I was hot pink from neck to toe! And my skin felt as if it were being covered in a million tiny kisses, a sensation very close to the exquisite torment of Senso.



‘Your skin will be 
very

 sensitive for a few days,’ Christina explained. ‘This is really the most fun part of your indoctrination, as the interaction between your body and the Senso fabric will be at its most extreme and also its most delightful. Mistress Helen returns most of us here for a resensitisation at least once a month. We’re all so very lucky!’



Christina used a large, fluffy pink towel to dry my body. I squirmed with a deep, dark pleasure as the soft material of the towel caressed my newly sensitised sissy form. My eyes met Christina’s and I moaned with need.



‘Don’t worry, Shelly,’ she whispered. ‘We’ll soon be together, and I promise you a pleasure beyond anything you’ve ever experienced.’



Dried and furiously aroused, my mind spinning with thoughts of this gorgeous, kinky she-male, I was led to the centre of the room. Here, Kathy had already set about preparing Pansy, and when I saw the fate that awaited me, I let out a whimper of fear.



‘There’s nothing to be frightened of, Shelly. We just need to make sure you’re as clean inside as you are outside.’



Christina’s words framed a frightening vision of poor Pansy. She had been bent face down over the pink leather horse. A wide leather belt attached to metal bolts on either side of Pansy had been pulled across her back and buckled tightly in place. Her ankles had been fitted into pink leather shackles attached to chains bolted into the rubber floor. Her wrists had been secured in a similar manner on the other side of the horse. Thus, she was stretched in a tight X-shape across the horse, her buttocks spread wide apart and exposed to our fascinated, excited view.



Kathy was busy preparing the length of tubing that ran from the sinister rubber bag, an aroused smile of cruel concentration lighting up her beautiful, angular features. Christina gently pushed me forward and told me to bend over the horse next to Pansy. I did as she ordered, nervous, afraid and deeply aroused. And as soon as I had bent over the horse, Christina grasped my right ankle and very quickly locked it into the corresponding ankle shackle. She repeated this process with my left ankle and then came around the horse to secure my wrists. The slack in the chain that ran between the shackles and the bolts in the floor was such that I soon found myself stretched quite painfully against the horse and unable to move an inch. Even more worrying was the fact that my cock rose up just below the body of the horse and was open to any further ministrations my gorgeous she-male mistress might care to apply!



Christina disappeared from view. I was forced to stare down at the rubber-matted floor and await my terrible fate, and I whimpered into the ball gag with a mixture of genuine fear and intense sexual excitement.



I strained to listen to a whispered conversation between the two maids, but I could make out very little of what was said.



Then a hand touched my left buttock and my body tightened. A warm, careful hand that moved teasingly over the ultra-sensitised skin of my bottom and down into the dark cleft which was currently filled with the always tormenting butt plug. Then the hand took hold of the small handle fitted to the head of the plug and began to very slowly extract it from my arse. The pleasure of this removal was truly amazing and I found myself squealing with a violent sex rapture. Pansy was soon joining in, as Kathy removed her plug. Despite all the bondage ordeals I had endured over the last few months, none had left me feeling as helpless and excited as this. A sense of total exposure washed over me as I strained helplessly against the inescapable shackles. My masochistic heart was filled with a deep sissy bliss and my mind was bursting with images of Christina’s perfect erotic form.



The plug was suddenly pulled free and my sense of utter helplessness was further heightened. But no sooner was my back passage freed, than it was plunged back into glorious slavery. For within seconds a cool, soft rubber tip was pressed between my legs and then very carefully slid deep inside me. This, I knew, was the beginning of the rubber tube that hung from the metal frame beside my prone form. Its insertion seemed to take positively ages, but eventually it encountered quite significant resistance and I squealed with genuine discomfort into my gag.



‘This will hurt a little bit,’ Christina whispered, just before pushing hard against the tube.



My squeal turned into a well gagged and very high-pitched cry of pain as the tube broke through this strange, deep barrier and seemed to slide deep inside my guts. Pansy quickly followed suit, and I then knew the true nature of the ‘cleaning’ we were about to endure.



‘You will now each receive an enema,’ Christina explained. ‘The special cleansing solution includes a powerful laxative, and once you have been nappied and frocked, you will be left, appropriately secured, to void the contents of your bowels. This won’t be particularly pleasant, but it is a vital part of your induction training.’



The description of our messy fate inspired a moan of despair from poor Pansy. I was silenced by the fierce masochistic arousal this strange ordeal was inspiring and found the thought of being ‘nappied and frocked’ intensely exciting.



Then I felt a sudden and disturbing coolness in my bowels, and I knew the enema had begun. The sensation was quite disgusting, and soon it felt as if my guts were being pumped up by some fiendish gas device attached directly to my backside! Strange and deeply embarrassing bubbling noises accompanied this grim filling and my bowels soon felt as if they were being stretched so tightly they would surely burst.



‘Now we will remove the tubes,’ Christina said. ‘You must try your very hardest to hold the liquid in while you are plugged. If you fail to do this, you will be whipped.’



The tubes were pulled from our backsides and we both fought desperately to keep the mass of thick liquid held within our now loudly protesting bowels. Then hands were again working on my tormented backside, this time pushing what felt like a long phallic tube of putty into my rectum!



‘We are inserting a plug of body wax,’ Christina continued to explain. ‘This will hold its shape for approximately one hour. The heat of your bodies will eventually melt the plug and it should then only be a few minutes before you void your bowels. Just to make sure, we have lined the plug with a skin irritant that will make it virtually impossible for you to control your sphincter muscles.’



As the plug was forced deep into my well-stretched arse, I let out another wail of sissy pleasure, despite the terrible sense of weakness and discomfort that was now filling my bowels.



Yet even this was not the end of our torment on the horse. For as soon as the plug had been pushed soundly home, I felt a sudden and very painful pressure on my left buttock that exploded into a very painful heat and then a grim biting sensation. I squealed furiously into the gag and fought the body-stretching bonds, as did poor, sexy Pansy.



‘You have just been electronically tattooed,’ Christina added, her voice filled with sadistic pleasure. ‘The mark of the Company is given to all of its slaves.’



As quickly as it had come, the pain left, and then we were both freed from the shackles and pulled to our particularly shaky feet. To try and stand upright was a particular test and almost immediately we were both aware of a very desperate need to go to the toilet. Indeed, were it not for the plug, I am sure I would have voided my bowels there and then!



We were then led towards the row of wardrobes that travelled across about one third of the oval room’s walls. The fluid flooding our innards reduced each step to a pathetic, childish shuffle, and tears of discomfort and fear were already flooding from Pansy’s large, baby-blue eyes.



Kathy slid back one of the metal panels of a wardrobe to reveal a strange and kinky array of babified attire. Suddenly we were facing a row of very finely crafted and quite beautiful baby-girl dresses, each cut from very expensive silk and in many different colours: cream, powder blue, yellow, pink and snow white. Each was covered in a variety of babyish patterns sewn in the gleaming fabric: roses, teddy bears, stars. Each was extremely short, with thickly layered skirts which rose upward on tidal waves of thick frou-frou petticoating. And each had a very high, button-up neck trimmed with more layers of thick lace.



Yet it was not to these delightful, sexy dresses that our sweet captors turned. Instead, Christina opened a long deep drawer in a mini-cupboard positioned at the foot of the dresses and from inside produced a long, thick towel nappy! She waved this at me with a cruel teasing smile and I felt my poor bowels turn over with fear and desire.



‘Spread your legs, sissy,’ she snapped, a wicked glint sparkling in her gorgeous eyes.



The very idea of spreading my legs was quite appalling. Every instinct in my she-male form told me that this would result in some dreadful voiding. But the power of the plug was quite considerable, and as I shakily obeyed, it easily withstood the terrible pressure that my bowels placed upon it.



I watched with tears in my girlish eyes as Christina then proceeded to fold the nappy into a large triangle and slip it very gently between my legs. She very deftly brought the two sides of the material together and used two huge silver safety pins to pin them tightly together.



‘There,’ she purred. ‘My little baby girl. Now stand up straight!’



Utterly humiliated, and thus terribly excited, I obeyed, a wave of babyish submission washing over my pink, ultra-sensitive skin. My rubberised and ringed cock struggled with a renewed enthusiasm and I stared hungrily into Christina’s stunning, dark eyes.



As the lovely, elegant Kathy repeated the embarrassing nappying on poor Pansy, Christina pulled a pair of white stockings from another drawer in the cupboard. At first I thought they were made of nylon, but as they were brought closer to me, I saw that they were made out of the strange, glistening form of Senso that was a beautiful halfway between nylon and rubber.



I felt my ultra-sensitised skin tingle with a terrible anticipation as Christina held the stockings before me.



‘This will be so sexy, Shelly. I really envy you.’



From a gap between two of the curving wardrobes, she took a small, white stool and told me to sit down. I obeyed, feeling the terrible, sickening pressure of my flooded bowels press down against the wax plug as I did so. Christina handed me one of the stockings and smiled as I gasped with a deep physical pleasure at the feel of this extraordinary hose.



‘You know what to do,’ she whispered, her voice a sonic wave of pure erotic honey.



I nodded weakly and leant forward, my bowels bubbling with a particularly threatening intent as I did so.



I slipped my foot into the soft, mysterious material and whimpered helplessly into the fat ball gag. A shiver of pure bliss shot up my leg and straight into the base of my cock. As I drew the stocking over the foot and up my leg, the power of this electric shock of indescribable stimulation increased and, momentarily, I felt myself slip away from consciousness into some strange hyperrealm of ecstatic physicality. It was as if my mind had been jettisoned and replaced with a much more fundamental knowing and I had a direct hotline into the universe of pure sex.



The stocking stretched easily over my baby pink, silken leg and right up to the edge of the nappy, much higher than any of the other kinds of stocking I had been required to wear over the last few months. Then, to my surprise, it seemed to tighten ever so slightly at the top and thus hold itself in place. The second stocking followed and, with tears of terrible arousal trickling from my wide sissy eyes, I was helped to my feet.



I turned to see that Pansy was also being helped into a pair of the amazing stockings. But hers were an almost luminous hot pink! Her lovely eyes betrayed the terrible truth of their impact. Like me, she seemed trapped in some permanently sexed-up universe from which there was no escape.



After the stockings came a pair of semi-transparent, white rubber plastic panties, with a tightly elasticated waist and legs covered in inches of pretty French lace. At first I thought these might also be made of Senso, but as they were carefully positioned around my slender, girlish waist by the gorgeous Christina, it became clear that they were made from genuine rubber.



The panties easily covered the nappy and stretched down well below the tighter stocking tops, and they rustled loudly at the slightest touch or movement.



I looked down at the panties and then up at Christina, a terrible confession of need in my eyes, an embarrassing declaration of how deeply I was enjoying this and how much I wanted to be babified by her elegant sissy hands.



After the panties came a corset very similar to ones that I had been tied into frequently by my aunt and Ms Hartley. Yet this was made out of white, rubber-like Senso, and as Christina laced it tightly into place, I squirmed with an even stronger sexual excitement.



‘It will feel tighter than usual, Shelly,’ Christina whispered, ‘but I want you to have the loveliest figure imaginable for when we make love.’



I nearly passed out as these words tormented my mind. And as she finished lacing me, her hands slipped over my shoulder and began caressing my slender neck. I squealed with pleasure and brushed my rubber-pantied bottom against the front of her beautiful red dress. This was almost too much to endure!



Yet this pleasure was accompanied by a very real pain. As she pulled the corset lacing so terribly tight, the pressure on my tormented bowels increased considerably. The plug was now under a truly mighty pressure, and I knew that as soon as it melted, I would flood my nappy in a most terrible and humiliating manner, a fact that was made all too apparent by Christina’s teasing, cruel smile as she tied the laces in a fat, paradoxically delicate bow.



Once the corset was secured, I was led over to what looked like a flat metal panel built into the curving wall. Christina placed a hand against the panel and it suddenly opened. Then, from inside a hidden compartment, a beautiful, white mahogany dressing table quietly slid out, complete with two large, very beautifully framed oval mirrors. My eyes widened in amazement and Christina giggled.



‘Yes,’ she whispered, her sissy voice smooth and sexy, ‘we’re all very hi-tech here.’



She drew the stool from the wardrobe and placed it by the dressing table. I was then told to sit down, a painful and very unsettling act thanks to the corset and the enema!



Soon, poor moaning Pansy, also tightly corseted, joined me, and the two of us found ourselves facing our flushed and very tightly gagged reflections.



‘Just a touch of make-up before we proceed with the dressing,’ Christina informed us, as she and Kathy began to sort out various creams and other items of make-up from the cluttered table top.



Before beginning this making up in earnest, our ball gags were removed, popping out of our sissy mouths with a comical whistle and two helpless gasps of relief.



First of all, our hair was carefully restyled into its former sissy glory. Almost immediately, and hardly surprisingly, it became apparent that both Christina and Kathy were expert in the art of make-up. After our hair, it was only a few sexy minutes before we were once again watching our always disturbingly feminine faces disappear beneath a thick layer of snow-white foundation cream, the base from which our humiliating babified image would so surely emerge. Bright pink rouge followed the foundation, then very carefully applied matching lipstick and eye shadow.



The transformation was quick, yet still shocking. Despite all the times we had been made up over the last few months, the reappearance of our sissy visages never ceased to inspire both unease and a terrible, unyielding desire, a strange almost self-love. The She-Male Narcissus.



Our faces beautifully complete, we were then enveloped in a cloud of very powerful rose-scented perfume and led back to the wardrobe and the gorgeous, delicate baby dresses. But before we were placed within their teasing fetishistic embrace, we were both presented with a heart-stopping implement of complete subjugation: a phallic dummy gag. Of course, we had spent weeks secured tightly in dummy gags, ultra-humiliating tools of female control that had both appalled and ultimately excited us. But those were simple, enlarged versions of the classic baby’s dummy. These gags were something quite different. Taken from long, semi-transparent pink boxes hidden in the wardrobe’s cupboard, the first thing one noticed about them was that their long, ribbed teats were designed to resemble in a very realistic manner a circumcised phallus! The teats, with their fat heads and long, tan bodies, were circled by a series of ribbed edges, and they ended at a curved base designed to cover the mouth area once the dummy was in place. There were no ribbons attached to the base, but on both sides of the teat there were two pink strips which vaguely resembled Velcro.



‘You will wear these at all times during the babification period,’ Christina informed us, bringing the dummy gag close to my face and ordering me to open my mouth.



I obeyed her with a feeling of furious masochistic bliss and then she popped the long, glistening teat into my mouth. The reason it was glistening soon became very apparent, for as soon as my lips pressed down on the teat, a very familiar and arousing taste filled my mouth.



Noticing my widening eyes, Christina smiled. ‘Yes, Shelly…sex juice. Each teat is coated in the sex juice of your designated mistress. In your case, the intimate secretions of Mistress Helen.’



As I moaned with renewed pleasure, Christina pressed the plastic sides of the base against my cheeks and they quickly held firm.



‘Each side of the base is coated with a powerful adhesive of the kind used on masking tape. This does mean that it can be removed by hand, but as your hands will be immobilised, this will not be a concern.’



As Mistress Helen’s secret taste seeped through my mouth and, seemingly, down into every pore of my sissy form, I noticed that Pansy had also been tightly silenced and that her eyes were betraying the pleasures of Mistress Anne’s most intimate flavours.



As we lingered over the gags, Christina and Kathy took two of the amazing dresses from the wardrobe, one pink and one white.



‘Shelly, you will be in white; Pansy will be in pink.’



The short, very pretty and incredibly sissified dresses were, of course, made from the form of Senso that most resembled a strange hybrid of silk and rubber, and as they were pulled over our carefully babifed forms, we swooned with pleasure. As the incredible, erotic, teasing fabric spread over our bodies, to combine with the stockings, we were drowned in the haunting, maddening pleasures of this mysterious material. We wiggled with a dreadful, unspeakable, ultimately indescribable physical pleasure. We squealed into our pungent gags. This was surely an astonishing sissy utopia of bondage and humiliation. And yet we were only at the beginning of our journey into the dark pleasures of the land these gorgeous servants referred to as the Company.



The dresses were buttoned into placed by a series of white pearl buttons that ran from the top of the very high, befrilled neck down to the middle of the tight, body-hugging back. As each button was secured, we felt the blissful fabric tighten against our ultra-sensitised skin and expanded our sissy dance of delight.



And yet even these glorious dresses were not the end. For as soon as they were positioned, our captors minced to the next wardrobe, pulled back the door and confronted us with a long wooden table on which stood a series of white plastic wig stands, each supporting a spectacular baby’s bonnet! The colour scheme matched exactly the row of dresses, and we could only watch with new wonderment as Christina delicately removed the white bonnet and Kathy the pink bonnet. They brought them towards us like royal servants bringing the crown to the Queen. Yes, this was indeed the most surreal and bizarre of coronation ceremonies!



The bonnets were made from the same Senso as the dresses. With their huge, arched and multilayered headpieces and long, lace befrilled side panels, they were exquisite and very powerful symbols of our deeply erotic infantilisation. And we beheld them with an almost religious awe.



‘This will look sooo wonderful,’ Christina purred, her sublime, soul-melting eyes burning into mine, a sheen of sex addiction circling her splendid sissy form like a divine frame of static electricity.



Then the bonnet was lowered with reverent care over my carefully sculpted sissy locks and tied in place with the ribbons that dangled from each of the elegant side flaps in a huge, dainty bow just below my white chin.



The look of sexual need in Christina’s eyes shifted as she stood back to admire her handiwork. Now I could see something else in those beautiful honey orbs, something approaching shock.



‘My, my…you are a pretty one.’



There was a moment of almost uncomfortable silence during which I noticed the lovely, regal Kathy also carefully studying her own pretty sissy creation.



Then, almost as if trying to shake off a hex of uncontrollable need, the two maids went back to the wardrobe and quickly returned with what appeared to be two pairs of rubber sheaths and Senso mittens.



‘You will wear immobilising hand sheaths and mittens at all times during the induction process. The aim is to make you as helpless as possible, thus utterly reliant on your mistresses.’



The rubber sheaths, which conformed exactly to the colour coding, were then stretched over our hands, quickly making them completely useless. The sheaths were not a Senso variant and neither were the beautiful, silk mittens that were subsequently pulled over them. The mittens were bound in place with silk ribbons sewn into the fabric around the wrist.



Yet even this elaborate and highly erotic immobilisation was not the end of our delightful ordeal. No: the final touch was a pair of adult-sized silk booties with matching silk laces. We were made to sit back onto the leather-backed stools and the booties were held before our startled, aroused eyes. Kneeling before our uncomfortable, aroused and so perfectly babified forms, our she-male mistresses gently slipped the booties over our Senso-encased feet and then tied the silk laces tightly in place in the standard, ultra-fat sissy bow.



Then we were ready: sealed from head to toe in the trappings of a baby slave, enveloped in arousing, tormenting, exquisite Senso, humiliated and excited, our cocks rampant but subjugated, our sissy mouths stopped with long, fat, phallic dummies coated in the cum of our mistresses, our vision reduced to a scented silken tunnel by the delightful bonnets.



As we were helped to our feet, we moaned with fear and pleasure, the two now so closely linked, a circular chain of masochistic need which every kinky thought followed into a whirlpool of bottomless desire.



We were led from the oval changing room. Forced by the booties and the increasingly uncomfortable liquid filling our bowels to take the tiniest of steps, we soon found ourselves settling for an embarrassing shuffle, which produced helplessly sexy wiggles from our sissy bottoms which were accompanied by the loud, deeply humiliating rustle of the extraordinary plastic panties.



We were taken back down the brightly lit hallway to the door marked 
NURSERY

 1. Here, Kathy punched another number into the digital lock and the door swung open. Momentarily facing each other, Pansy and I exchanged a brief, frightened and very aroused look. Then we were led into the room that would be our home for the next two weeks.



*   *   *



The nursery was a large square, windowless room. The walls were hot pink and covered in paintings of very large, striking white roses. From the ceiling hung a big, perfectly circular lightshade, which was also pink and flooded the room with a strange filtered light. The floor was covered in thick white rubber matting. In the centre of the room was a huge circular playpen made from white pine, and in the left-hand corner was an equally large, wooden-barred cot. In the right-hand corner was a white wooden wardrobe and along the wall beside it were rows of shelves packed full of the tools of our babification, tools that put an even more powerful fear into our wide sissy eyes, a fear, as always, framed by desire. For here were more piles of nappies, more strange rubber tubing, a wide variety of dummies, rolls of pink and white masking tape, large baby bottles, a variety of rubber bibs, bottles and jars containing strange creams and gels, a number of piles of silk and rubber-coated cording. And, to our combined amazement, a collection of ribbed dildoes of various lengths, all pink, all rubber, all terrifying and arousing in their kinky function.



By the playpen were two adult-sized highchairs, and by these a pink plastic table. We were led past the highchairs and then through a small gate built into the oval frame of the giant playpen. The floor of the pen was covered in a thicker, deeper and very soft pink rubber. Surrounding the interior of the playpen were a vast army of dolls, all female, of every possible historical and cultural style, and all of them dressed in a type of quite deliberately sissy attire.



As we were led to the centre of the playpen, I became aware that the function of the dolls was not entertainment: these were not for playing, but for instructing and informing. And then there was the deeper message: while in this nursery, we were little more than dolls ourselves, the pretty, babified playthings of our various beautiful and determined mistresses.



We were made to kneel; a painful and difficult task which was made only just tolerable by the care and gentleness of the maids. Our bowels bubbled and the dreadful pressure on the plugs increased as we were made to kneel down directly facing each. Then, Kathy stepped out of the pen to retrieve a variety of cording from the shelves.



‘You will be bound and left to void your bowels. This should happen in about ten minutes. Then you will spend some time coming to terms with what has happened to you and its fundamental humiliation. We will return in about an hour and then you will be cleaned, changed and presented to Miss Blakemore.’



Christina’s words were delivered with a cool detachment that totally contradicted her earlier, much more erotic and gentle tones. I listened with horror, watching poor Pansy’s pretty, babified, bonnet-framed face betray every terrible, paradoxical emotion that was seeping through my own.



The two maids then very tightly bound our ankles and knees, our wrists and, painfully, our elbows. As our thighs were squeezed together, an added pressure was placed upon the plug and a cool, sick sweat began to seep through the alabaster paint covering my face.



Satisfied that we were unable to move an inch, the two maids then left us to our fate. As they departed, poor Pansy squealed a last, dummy-gagged plea for mercy and the two beauties burst into peels of cruel, girlish laughter.



Then there was only the room and the two of us, tethered, helpless, facing each other with wide, pained eyes, awaiting our awful fate with a sense of the deepest horror and sexual arousal.



As predicted, the plug began to melt within ten minutes of their departure, and as it melted a powerful skin irritant was released into our backsides. At first there was just a very mild itching, but this soon built up into a hot, skin-crawling irritation that very effectively weakened any effort to maintain my already embattled sphincter muscle. Very soon, we were both squealing furiously into our gags, bouncing and wiggling, struggling with a futile desperation against our tight bonds. Yet the more we struggled, the looser the plugs became and greater the pain from the irritant.



Then there was a very uncomfortable pop deep within my anus and the plug simply disappeared into a trickle of liquid that seeped into my large, tight nappy. My eyes widened in horror, my bowels turned. A dreadfully loud fart exploded from my arse and then, as I squealed in ultimate humiliation and horror, the river of waste materials and liquid that had been held back by the plug erupted out of my backside and into the nappy, a vast, prolonged and disgusting flood that left me in tears of despair and discomfort.



I sobbed pathetically and fought the terrible stink that accompanied this involuntary evacuation. Pansy continued to squeal and bounce, appalled by my own situation and by the impending reality of her own. Then she too lost control and in an explosion of farts and sobs, flooded her own nappy.



We knelt together for over an hour in this most degrading state. The discomfort was dreadful. But what was worse was that the skin irritant continued to plague our backsides, and we found ourselves squirming helplessly in our own mess. The stink was truly awful and we cried helplessly for every second of this wicked ordeal, cried and squealed for release.



Never had I felt so overwhelmed and useless. My soul was crushed and the last, weak vestiges of my male identity were destroyed. In that horrid hour, I was completely overwhelmed and subdued; left a truly blank personality awaiting re-creation as my mistresses saw fit. And this, of course, was the entire point of the dark, grim exercise.



By the time Christina and Kathy returned, we would have done anything to escape. Truly – 
anything

 . We would have willingly allowed them to subject us to a full sex change rather than stay in that room in that condition one second longer.



Christina and Kathy were now wearing long, white rubber aprons, matching rubber gloves and surgical masks. In their pretty eyes I could see a helpless disgust, and my heart sank even further into the abyss of self-loathing.



We were untied and helped shakily to our feet. We squealed with profound discomfort as the full-to-bursting-point nappies weighed down our now frail sissy forms. We were led to a previously unseen door in the nursery wall and through this into a large shower area which contained two pink-walled cubicles. Christina led me into one cubicle and Kathy led sobbing, moaning Pansy into the other. With a speed that truly amazed me, Christina then stripped every item of the elaborate clothing from my wretched, defeated form.



When it came to removing the plastic pants, she released a gasp of horror, but continued bravely onward. By each cubicle there was a plastic rubbish sack hanging from the wall, and in a flash of fear and loathing, she whipped away the pungent, soaked nappy and dropped it into the sack. Then, very quickly, she took the shower attachment off the wall, turned the large, ridged dial beside it and began to wash my stained, shaking form, hosing off every last speck of waste matter with a grim efficiency.



The sense of relief as I was cleaned was quite indescribable and I sighed helplessly into my fat dummy gag.



Once clean, I was led back out of the cubicle and very carefully dried with a fat pink towel. Then, to my surprise, my buttocks and thighs were covered in a thick layer of sweetly scented talcum powder. I was then led back into the nursery, naked except for the teasing restrainer.



Here, I was made to stand with my hands behind my back, my sex rampant even in its tight restraint, my eyes cast down at the floor in total humiliation. Soon Pansy joined me. We couldn’t bear to look at each other.



‘You’ve both had a deeply unpleasant but very necessary experience,’ Christina said, removing the mask. ‘Now you will be prepared for the night. After you have been dressed, you will meet Ms Blakemore. Then Mistress Helen and Mistress Anne will feed you and help put you to bed.’



The proposal that we be ‘put to bed’ seemed both odd and appropriate. Although there were no clocks in the rooms we had seen so far, I judged it to be no more than late afternoon. However, there was no doubt that I was totally exhausted by my experiences of the past few hours. I was now also very aware that I was very hungry!



More clothes were taken from the nursery wardrobe. We watched as what appeared to be two Senso romper suits were set out on the cot’s rubber mattress. Again, they were colour coded; again, they were decorated with an intricate pattern of silk roses. Yet the romper suits were only the outer layer of our continuing babification. For no sooner had they been revealed, than, to our amazement, the two gorgeous maids set about removing our restrainers!



We squealed into the fat, teasing dummy gags as we were freed from these dreadful symbols of our absolute subjugation to womankind. Both Christina and Kathy were teasingly gentle as they unclipped the rings and slowly worked the tight rubber over the stiff, hot shafts of our sexes. Then we were fully exposed and the maids’ eyes widened with both fascination and a deep, dark arousal. The sense of relief was both overwhelming and short-lived. Thanks to the length of time since we had last been relieved, we both madly craved sexual relief. Yet our hopes for some form of sexual intervention were quickly dashed as Christina wiggle minced over to the shelves and returned seconds later with two Senso restrainers!



The sight of these two dreadful devices was enough to send us both into a noisy symphony of well-gagged pleading.



‘Be quiet!’ Christina snapped, her honeyed voice filled with a paradoxical and very definite authority.



We immediately feel silent.



‘All she-male slaves of the Company are restrained with Senso. It is a fundamental rule and a vital means of control. At first it will be exquisite agony. You will be in a state of constant and quite furious sexual arousal. It will be as if you are being sucked off twenty-four hours a day. But, eventually, the torment of this incredible pleasure will become controllable, although never tolerable. Like all the Company’s sissies, you must learn to subjugate every pore of your body to your mistresses and to find your only true pleasure in service. Thanks to Senso, every act of servitude will be a pleasurable one.’



Then the restrainers were fitted. Again, with care, so very gently, with teasing eyes and wicked, cruel smiles.



It is impossible to describe the pleasure that gripped us. As Christina pulled the rubber-like material down my rock-hard cock and over my bulging balls, tears of pleasure and a terrible frustration began to flood from my pretty sissy eyes. I moaned helplessly into the cum-coated dummy gag, and more than ever I felt a terrible, profound and all-pervasive sense of feminine submission wash over me. The soul-crushing humiliation of the enema and its results, combined with our babification and now this glorious torture inspired a wave of sissy feeling unlike any I had felt so far. It was as if I had been injected with a mind-bending dose of absolute sissitude.



My eyes met Christina’s once again. How I now longed to be exactly like this gorgeous she-male beauty, how I wanted nothing more than to serve women in any way at all times. Forever!



We were then ringed. As what felt like one hundred pairs of soft, expert lips tormented my cock, as it rose up in this tight Senso prison, three gold-coloured metal rings were snapped into place – one at the base, one in the middle and one just beneath the bulging head. They were painfully tight, but deep within my masochistic soul I wanted them to be even tighter.



After the rings came a new, almost equally ecstatic torment. As we squealed and struggled with the terrible all-pervasive pleasure of the restrainer, Christina returned to the shelves and brought back two of the dildoes. They were two of the smallest on show, but both were much longer and fatter than the butt plugs that had been our constantly kinky companions for the last few months!



‘Now bend forward, my sweets,’ Christina ordered.



Before obeying, I stared at the five-inch long, ribbed monster with a mixture of awe and terror, and Christina smiled reassuringly.



‘Don’t worry, you should be able to take it by now.’



I nodded warily and leant forward, the tips of my mittened hands touching the tips of my bootied toes. I felt Christina carefully spread my legs very wide apart. Then her fingers were inside me. Once again my arse was being thoroughly greased. I moaned with pleasure as her fingers probed deep inside me and found myself pushing my backside against her hand. How desperately I wanted this! How much I wished it was her own she-male sex plunging deep into my arse!



Eventually, to my dismay, she removed her teasing fingers. But then I felt the cool tip of the dildo and my sphincter muscle twitched with a deeply ambivalent anticipation.



Christina was, as ever, very gentle. She carefully eased the gel-covered tip of the kinky rubber phallus between my buttocks and then slowly pushed it into my back passage. As it was much thicker than the plug, it almost immediately began to stretch the walls of my arse and I moaned with a deep, dark need.



Christina giggled. ‘Oh my, you do like this. I can’t wait to show you the real thing!’



Her words inspired even louder moans of need and anticipation and then squeals of helpless pleasure as the dildo was pushed deeper into me.



I could see that the lovely, statuesque Kathy had already begun to repeat the dildo-fitting exercise, and very soon the room was filled with the desperate, furiously ecstatic squeals of two very happy sissies!



By the time Christina had managed to insert the dildo fully into my anus, I felt as if I were about to be split in two. The final shove had left the sexy, greased cock rammed very deep inside me and a sense of incredible submissive pleasure mixed with a bizarrely arousing discomfort was tormenting my silken, sissy form.



As I was pulled upright, I felt the dildo lodge even deeper inside me and moaned helplessly into my tasty dummy gag.



Christina laughed her beautiful girlish laugh and I stared at her with tormented, hungry eyes.



‘Don’t worry, Shelly. You’ll get used to it. Once you start to work, especially in heels, the phallus will begin to stretch and shape your love tunnel, and in a few weeks you’ll be ready for the next size.’



As Kathy helped Pansy into a standing position, I could see that she too was both uncomfortable and extremely aroused. Once again our sissy eyes met and betrayed our deep, dark pleasure. I looked down at her large, Senso-wrapped cock and imagined it inside me. I knew she was also imagining my sex inside her. And I also knew that we would soon be given the opportunity to turn our kinky imaginings into reality.



After the dildoes, things moved quickly. With a new urgency, the lovely maids wrapped us in fresh nappies, new, colour-coded plastic panties and teasing, wondrous Senso stockings. New corsets were secured around our slender, sissy waists and it seemed they were tied even tighter. Then the marvellous, beautifully designed romper suits were held before us. We moaned into our gags, swooning with fetishistic pleasure at the sight of these pretty, intricate items of adult baby wear.



Each suit was made from the thin, silky version of Senso. Each had legs and arms that ended seamlessly in attached booties and fingerless mittens. Each had a very high, lace-trimmed neck and a pearl button-up back section that ran all the way up to the tip of the befrilled neck.



As Christina helped me into my suit, my already teased and tormented body shaking with pleasure, I felt another wave of fierce feminine submissiveness wash over my sissy form, a wave containing a powerful sense of my absolute subjugation and a deeply masochistic acceptance – to be so outrageously feminine was to express my true nature.



As Christina and Kathy buttoned us into the suits, it became apparent these delightful items of fetish wear were extremely tight. I noticed that lengths of silk ribbon were attached to the wrists of each arm and the ankles and knees of each leg. Also, there were small silk loops attached to each hip.



The Senso suit soon worked its magic: it was only a few minutes before we were both wiggling with a terrible, unyielding pleasure.



Our hair was teased back into a suitably sissy shape. Christina explained that the make-up applied earlier had been waterproof and that, amazingly, it remained on our faces intact. I moaned with a strange pleasure, happy in the thought that I still appeared a pretty baby sissy and Christina smiled sweetly at me. I looked at her with sex-starved eyes, at her short red dress and her large, perfect bosom, at her long, red Senso-sheathed legs. I knew that beneath this array of ultra-feminine attire, there was a heavenly collection of incredible sissy underwear. I also knew she was as tightly plugged and restrained as I and, despite her very impressive efforts to control it, as aroused and frustrated. I knew this, because her large, sex-streaked eyes helplessly confessed all. And I knew that she would have her way with me very soon; and this thought, above all others, drove me mad with desire.



Once dressed in the romper suits, we were led towards the cot. We quickly found that each step was both painful and intensely arousing. The dildo made any kind of significant step impossible, and we minced and shuffled forward like the sissy babies we surely were, moans of powerful pleasure seeping from our gags, tears of pain and joy welling up in our pretty, girlish eyes.



As we were brought to a halt by the cot, the entrance door to the nursery slid open and a woman entered. The two maids curtsied deeply and we tried, rather stiffly, to follow suit.



Before us was a tall, plump black woman dressed in a tight, ankle-length skirt of black velvet and an even tighter white nylon sweater. Although she must have been over six feet in her stockinged feet, she wore very high-heeled, black patent leather court shoes. From the sexy glimpse of ankle she displayed, it was clear she was wearing very sheer, black nylon hose.



She strolled over to us and we fought whimpers of desperate sissy excitement, for this woman was a very fine figure indeed, a gorgeous, ample-bodied goddess whose sensual form exuded a power and authority that was both frightening and incredibly attractive.



Her hair was straightened and thick, and fell in a long, glossy main over her broad, almost mannish shoulders. Her eyes, a fiery dark brown, beheld us with contempt and curiosity. Her very large breasts swayed with an efficient, sensual rhythm that perfectly complemented the physical power of her body.



‘Mistress,’ Christina whispered, her deep curtsey revealing splendid scarlet panties and elaborate black and red garters holding her sexy stockings in place, ‘meet Shelly and Pansy.’



The woman nodded curtly. ‘I am Miss Blakemore. I am responsible for Indoctrination and also for the Operation. For the next two weeks, you will treat me as your headmistress. Do you understand?’



Her accent was hard, North American and very intimidating. We both curtsied as well as we could and I detected a slight smile on this woman’s impressive, beautiful face.



‘Good. Now, I can see you are both off to a good start. You have the advantage of having been well prepared by your previous mistresses. You also have the distinct advantage of being very natural sissies. If you obey me and my colleagues, your journey through the academy should be, on the whole, a pleasant one. However, if you fail us in any way – and there are many ways to fail us – you will be most severely punished. Do you understand?’



We curtsied again, both so very excited by this formidable woman.



Miss Blakemore nodded and looked across at the maids.



‘Put them into the highchairs. I will call the others.’



We were led to the striking wooden highchairs, perfectly designed baby furniture in an imposing and deeply kinky adult size that filled us both with tremors of sweet sissy anticipation.



The sexy maids helped us to climb into the chairs. Then we were secured. We moaned with renewed masochistic delight as our wrists were tied to the arms of the chairs using pink rubber-coated cording. Our ankles were then tied to the legs in the same tight, sensual manner.



Small plastic tables were slotted firmly in place and we found ourselves utterly helpless, wildly excited, and facing the entrance to the nursery. And it was only a few seconds after our successful incarceration in the chairs that the ample, beautiful figure of Miss Blakemore re-entered the room. She was followed by three women: Mistress Helen, Mistress Anne and a shorter, but perfectly formed blonde. Mistresses Helen and Anne were dressed as they had been at my aunt’s house. The lovely blonde was dressed in striking white nylon tights, a very short pink leather miniskirt, matching high heels and a very tight white nylon sweater. Her thick, golden hair exploded over her slender shoulders and her gorgeous pale blue eyes were filled with a cruel amusement. This, I knew, was the third mistress, the pretty, exquisitely formed woman who appeared in many of the erotic scenarios played out in the SMC videos, and who seemed to have some very special and intimate link to Christina, borne out by the fact that as soon as she entered the room, Christina minced up to her and performed the deepest and sissiest of curtsies with a desperation that confessed a helpless, fierce love. The blonde smiled softly and ran a hand over one of Christina’s exposed, Senso-sheathed thighs and the gorgeous she-male beauty whimpered with a terrible pleasure.



The four women lined up before us.



‘These are the executive directors of SMC,’ Miss Blakemore explained, her dark, powerful gaze falling upon our babified forms like a beacon of divine command. ‘Mistress Helen and Mistress Anne you have already met. Mistress Donna I am sure you will both get to know very well.’



The blonde, the gorgeous Mistress Donna, smiled at us with a friendliness that belied her status within this strange, amazing organisation. I found myself staring hungrily at her splendid bosom and envying the lovely Christina.



Mistress Helen stepped forward. So clearly the leader of this dominatrix pack, so very obviously the mother superior of this temple of female control and intense petticoat discipline. She stared directly at me and I felt a quiver of utter devotion wash over me, a lightning bolt of masochistic energy that made me want to worship her without question for the rest of my helplessly sissy life.



‘Everything has been explained to you,’ she said, her voice deep, husky, yet still very feminine. ‘For the next three months you will be trained and transformed. What you are now is only the beginning. What you will be by the time you leave this place is sissy perfection. Your model is Christina. Watch her, listen to her. You will learn everything you need to know about what a sissy should be. We, and the other mistresses and masters, will teach you how to serve us, to meet our needs without question and with a helpless and quite addictive enthusiasm.’



I looked at Helen with adoring eyes. I knew she was to be my special mistress for the next three months, my guide and my dictator. The sweet taste of her lingered in my mouth and I so desperately looked forward to being ordered between her strong, shapely thighs.



‘Now you will be fed and then put to bed. Tomorrow, the training regime will begin in earnest.’



As she spoke, Christina and Kathy set out our evening meal on the circular plastic table positioned by the highchairs: a plastic bowl of some strange pink-coloured mush and two extra-large baby bottles filled with what looked like milk. And it was Helen and Anne who stepped forward to take up the bowls; it was they who would feed us.



Helen took the curved circle of plastic set into the front panel of the dummy gag and pulled in from my mouth, her gorgeous, honey-brown eyes never leaving mine, a slight, cool smile rippling over her beautifully full, cherry-red lips. I felt my cock strain furiously in its agonisingly arousing Senso restrainer and the walls of my well-stretched anus pushed hard against the teasing dildo.



No sooner had the fat, ribbed teat of the dummy been extracted than Mistress Helen inserted the long, curved teat of the bottle between my quivering, painted lips. And no sooner was the teat in my mouth, than I found myself sucking enthusiastically upon it. The milk was thick, creamy and sugared, but after a day spent so tightly and variously gagged, I was terribly thirsty and gulped down the bottle with a desperation that made my stunningly beautiful mistress laugh out loud.



‘Calm down, babikins!’ she teased.



My eyes fell upon her large, matronly breasts and I whimpered with a profound sissy pleasure. Soon, I knew, I would be suckling on these splendid orbs, a thought that had obviously also crossed her mind, because in those gorgeous eyes I saw a very clear sexual excitement.



Once the bottle was emptied, Mistress Helen used a long plastic spoon to feed me the pink mush. Perhaps surprisingly it was very tasty, and, my hunger being as great as my thirst, I finished it off with an equally amusing speed. The mush devoured, I was then presented with the final extra-large bottle, which was also polished off with an impressive speed.



Mistress Helen used a scented baby wipe to clean my lips and carefully reinserted the fat, phallic-shaped dummy gag. As she slipped it between my lips, our eyes met again and a mutual desire made itself very apparent.



Smiling gently, she then stepped back.



‘Chrissy and Kathy will now put the babies to bed,’ Miss Blakemore announced.



My eyes feasted on the three beautiful directors and then upon the stunning figure of Christina as she released me from the chair. As I was helped from the chair, I glanced over at Mistress Helen and again felt a strange, dizzying charge of sex pass between us.



We were then led to the large, double cot. Kathy lowered one of the wooden-barred sides and I found myself staring over at Pansy. Like me, she had devoured her baby meal with a terrible need and now there was a look of sated exhaustion in her eyes, a look I knew I shared and which was grounded in an increasing sense of physical weariness. This had been a particularly bizarre, exciting and trying day, and even if it was early (I sensed no later than 6 or 7 p.m.), I knew sleep was something I needed very badly.



The beautiful, sexy maids helped us to climb into the cot. Kathy very carefully laid Pansy out on her back. The pretty, doe-eyed sissy moaned with a terrible, dark pleasure as the silk ribbons attached to her befrilled Senso sleeves were then tied to the silken loops of material which were sewn into each hip section of the romper suit. And as she was secured, Christina helped me to lie down on my back. I looked up at her with a helpless longing as she tied my mittened wrists to my hips and then set about binding my knees and ankles tightly together with the other ribbons which were sewn into the incredible Senso material. And very soon, we were both quite helpless, staring up at our gorgeous captors with desperate, yet also exhausted eyes, pleading for some form of sexual release to enable us to descend untroubled into the arms of a deep, peaceful sleep.



But there was no release. Instead, Christina leant forward and whispered a suitably enigmatic ‘soon’ before placing a sex-scented kiss on my silken forehead. I moaned with a dreadful hunger into my fat dummy gag, but she merely smiled and then repositioned the wooden side panel. Kathy did the same, and we then found ourselves prone, utterly helpless and teased to the very edge of sanity, a fact made so much worse by the fact that the stillness inspired by our new baby bondage also allowed our bodies to become even greater prisoners of the tormenting pleasures of Senso. Indeed, within less than a minute, both of us were wiggling and squealing helplessly as our skin was covered in a million soft sex kisses, as our rampant, tightly sealed cocks were sucked and tickled, as the dildo sunk even deeper into our sissy arses.



Then Christina disappeared from my line of sight, to be quickly replaced by the startling form of Mistress Helen. She held a small, oblong control device in her hands, and at its centre was a large pink button.



‘You will sleep for at least twelve hours. The milk contained a powerful muscle relaxant, and you will, I’m afraid, wet yourself during the night. The restrainer has a micro-filtered head, so you will be able to urinate as normal. As we control your conscious mind, so we will control your unconscious mind. This simple fact will be further demonstrated by the dildoes.’



She then pressed the pink button and, almost immediately, I began to feel a deep and deeply pleasurable vibration in my anus, a vibration emanating from the dildo! Yes, this sinister pink phallus inserted so teasingly into my tender sissy arse was in fact a vibrator! And as its vibrations increased in strength, as a terrible and absolute pleasure spread out from my anus and across my Senso-imprisoned form, I squealed with a vast, all-pervasive sissy pleasure into my fat dummy gag. As I did so, and as I struggled in my baby bondage, I was joined by Pansy, and both of us were soon performing a song and dance of sissy sex mania.



‘The vibrator will run all night,’ Mistress Helen explained, a cruel but also deeply aroused smile lighting up her gorgeous face. ‘As it will run every night for the first two weeks. A simple but highly effective conditioning that will help concentrate all thoughts and feelings associated with your body and its pleasures on the arse.’



Perhaps I wasn’t hearing her correctly. Perhaps she said something else. I cannot remember, because at the time I was lost deep inside a velvet glove of the most appalling and unyielding pleasure. As was Pansy. Indeed, as we writhed and moaned, we were not even aware of the women and the maids departing, of the door sliding shut, of the powerful overhead lighting dimming slowly to blackness. All we were aware of was a cosmic pleasure, the like of which we had never known, and then a deep sleep which was itself just a purer extension of this pleasure.










Nine







It is difficult to describe the events of those first two weeks with any accuracy. All I can say with certainty is that we were, except for one startling occasion, confined to the nursery and kept permanently babified. There was no instruction other than our constant sexual torment and our increasing obsession with our haunting feminine feelings and the wondrous baby clothing that inspired and developed these feelings. We were fed three times a day by a variety of women, all beautiful, all associated with SMC in some way or other. I remember Donna most of all. Mainly because she, of all the dominant females, was the most gentle and caring. In her eyes I never really saw cruelty or sarcasm. No, in her beautiful blue eyes there was only ever kindness and desire. This was particularly strange, given my initial impressions.

And it was Donna who told me, as she fed me a lunchtime bottle of full-cream, sugared milk, that she was Christina’s wife. This fact was so absolutely startling that there was no way I could ever forget it!



We were kept in the most glorious and fetishistic of baby girl attire at all times during the day. But the concept ‘day’ is probably a false one, for the only indication of the passage of time was whether the powerful lights were on and we were locked in the playpen, or whether we were tightly trussed in our kinky romper suits in the cot, moaning into our cum-soaked dummies as the amazing vibrators drove us into a sex-addled sleep.



Beside the women, we were carefully watched over by Christina and Kathy. We were also introduced to some of the other slaves. There was Annette, the Senior Assistant Housemaid, a stunning and very petite red-headed she-male, who was very obviously Mistress Anne’s personal slave. Despite her status, she was permanently dressed in striking hot pink from befrilled neck to hosed toe, and her amazing red hair was bound in a long ponytail that ran all the way to the base of her spine with a series of small and expertly bound pink silk ribbons. She was a gorgeous, emerald-eyed sissy beauty, with very large breasts for her slender form. She worshipped Mistress Anne and there was obviously a very close and intimate link between her and the marvellous Christina. It was also very clear that Annette was more than a little interested in the pretty, babified form of Pansy, and each time she visited, she was allowed to feed my sexy, sissy companion and cover her pretty pink ears in a delightfully erotic mutation of baby talk. Pansy responded by becoming even more submissive and feminine, her big, blue eyes wide with desire and excitement as the lovely Annette quietly slipped a pink lace-gloved hand under Pansy’s billowing, thick and helplessly sexy petticoats.



Besides Donna’s bizarre confession, there were two other events that occurred during that first fortnight that I will never be able to forget. Both involved visits, one on which I was sent, and one that was paid to me.



I have no idea of the time or day. Let us just say that it was a few hours after we had been helped from our cots by the sweet nursery maids, Christina and Kathy. As usual, we had been stripped, bathed, powdered and perfumed, then put into our gorgeous baby girl costumes. After our morning feeding, we had been returned to the playpen, our freshly juiced dummy gags in place, our mittened wrists lashed behind our backs with silk ribbons, our bootied ankles also tied in exactly the same manner. As often happened in the morning, Christina had turned the vibrators on, and we were lost in a now very familiar sexual ecstasy. Then the door to the nursery slid open and Annette entered the room.



‘Mistress Helen wants to see Shelly in her room, now,’ she said.



There was surprise in Christina’s eyes. The Senior Housemaid had been sorting our clothing and her eyes also betrayed a hint of jealousy. She switched off my vibrator and untied me. Poor Pansy squealed for her own release, her eyes filled with the sex madness, but Christina just smiled rather cruelly.



‘No. Not you, petal. You’ve got at least another hour to go.’



With Pansy’s desperate squeals ringing in my ears, I found myself being led by the gorgeous Annette from the room, my heart pounding with a sweet, deeply masochistic anticipation.



In the ultra-sexed days since my entry into the SMC academy there was no doubt that I had changed, that the indoctrination was having a very real and recognisable effect. In my constantly babified state, I had begun to lose a clear view of who and what I was, and this, of course, was quite deliberate. My personality was being eroded and replaced with the brutal constancy of desire, of a deeply sissy and masochistic need for ultra-feminisation and female domination, yet also for something more: sissy love. As the vibrator had throbbed in my arse, as the sweet, sensual Senso fabrics had tormented and teased my silken form, as the parade of she-male and female beauties passed before my wide, hungry eyes, I had slowly begun to desire one thing above all others: a sissy lover. In our playpen, bound and gagged, Pansy had returned my look of desperate, deep need; in our helpless, wondrous silence, we had communicated a fierce desire for each other, one that had been terribly compounded as we were bathed together, fed together and forced so sexily to sleep together in our ecstatic babified bondage. As all memories of my previous self were finally eradicated, one memory had the strength to remain: the memory of Pansy’s cock, of Dominic’s cock, of the taste and feel of it, of my pleasure in taking it into my mouth and sucking it gently to a vast, angry eruption.



Yes, my conditioning was working very well by the time I was led by the gorgeous, mysterious Annette into a large, elegantly decorated room on one of the upper-floor corridors of this large country house – the anteroom to the quarters of the divine Mistress Helen.



I had shuffled along in my Senso babywear, the booties and nappy combining to reduce my walk to a helplessly pathetic sissy wiggle, the sound of the plastic panties echoing around me with quite deliberate and utterly humiliating effect, my eyes eating up the sexy, elegant vision that was Annette. As usual, she was dressed in the beautiful, delicate maid’s dress that was the symbol of the ‘graduated’ housemaid. Yet unlike all the other maids, hers was, as always, in bright sissy pink: a spectacular pink dress of the silklike Senso, a pink pinafore, very sheer Senso tights, and five-inch-heeled, pink patent leather mules. Even her panties, clearly visible through the mist of pink petticoating that clung so sweetly to the very short skirt of the dress, were pink, and I was treated to a particularly erotic view as the delicious, sensual she-male wiggled prettily before me, her bottom a teasing sex tool that inspired angry whimpers of need through the tightly positioned dummy gag.



By the time we entered the anteroom, my eyes were positively popping out of my sissy head and the pathetic whimpers had turned into loud, girlish moans of deeply frustrated need.



Mistress Helen was seated on a long black leather sofa, and as I waddled in behind the beautiful, kinky form of lovely Annette, she was clearly struggling to avoid laughter. Yet even in this suppressed ridicule there was a very obvious sexual excitement. Of all the gorgeous mistresses I had encountered in the past months, it was Mistress Helen who seemed to take the most pleasure in her power over the sissified male, and who thus had the most potential for acts of sadistic control. As I curtsied deeply before her, exposing my Senso-sheathed legs and spectacular plastic panties, I had no idea I was about to experience the full force of this sadism.



She dismissed Annette with a gesture and the glorious sissy minced from the room, her tightly restrained breasts bouncing with a terribly teasing enthusiasm, her sparkling green eyes covering me in a look of mysterious amusement, a look that meant only one thing: I know something you don’t.



I then found myself facing Mistress Helen knowing that, even by the standards of this bizarre institution, something very unusual was about to happen.



She was dressed in a tight, long black skirt that ran from her ample waist down to her ankles, and which seemed to be made from a beautifully crafted form of velvet that shimmered brilliantly in the powerful light of the anteroom. Between the tight hem of the skirt and her very high-heeled, black patent leather court shoes there was a terribly exciting glimpse of very sheer black nylon. Above the skirt, she wore a perfectly matching black jacket pulled tight against her plump form, and beneath the jacket a cream silk blouse with a very high, frilled neck that was circled by a beautiful brooch made from jet and edged with gold, and which was shaped in the form of a rose. Yes, the Black Rose. The Queen of this strange, splendid castle of sissy servitude.



‘You look quite marvellous, Shelly. The girls have, as usual, done a wonderful job.’



Her voice, filled with sensual authority and much experience of the subjugation of males, was pure sex, a thick, husky yet infinitely feminine affirmation of the power and beauty of the dominant female.



‘Do you like your nappies?’



I curtsied meekly and her smile widened.



‘Yes, I’m sure you do. Especially with that vibrator tormenting you most of the day and night…and, of course, the soft caress of Senso.’



My eyes betrayed my furious arousal and the rapid progress of my ultimate transformation. I was hers, as I was every woman’s; a helpless, sex-addicted sissy slave whose personality had been replaced by an endless masochistic desire.



‘I have spent quite a lot of time talking to your aunt. She’s a very impressive woman. She told me all about you and Pansy, about your little affair and how eager you both were to be transformed into sissy maids. She also told me about your gift for pleasuring your mistresses.’



I blushed, although the thick white make-up covering my face hid my embarrassment very well. My coyly averted eyes, however, did not.



‘You shouldn’t be embarrassed, Shelly. This skill makes you particularly valuable to us. I also understand you’re a highly skilled cock sucker. That, too, will prove extremely helpful in your development here.’



I looked up at her and betrayed my deepest, darkest thoughts.



‘Yes, I know. Cock. It’s in your mind all the time now. Just as it should be. From now on, any thought of your personal pleasure will be channelled in two clear directions: the pleasure of making your mistresses happy – the pleasure of submission; and the pleasure of cock and arse – sucking cock and being fucked up the arse. We are, as you know too well, ensuring that your arse is the real centre of your pleasure universe. The joy you take in submitting to womankind will be matched only by the joy you will take in being taken from behind by other sissies and, on occasion, men. Any thought of penetrative sex with a female will be washed from your mind completely.’



These words filled me with both giddy pleasure and a deep, helpless sadness. I was, technically, a virgin, and although obviously with homosexual leanings, I had always desired women. Now this desire was being used in the most intricate and perhaps cruel way to control my very being!



‘We have been very lucky,’ she continued, rising from the sofa. ‘Thanks to Lady Ashcroft we have managed to turn a small, private business into the basis of a revolution. SMC has developed into an international concern. The revenue from our internet site alone is enough to maintain the business and to finance our political arm. There is a world of dominant women just waiting for the message, Shelly. And we have the means both to communicate the message and turn it into reality. At the moment, we have a relatively small group of sissies here at the academy, which as you’ve probably guessed is the operational HQ for SMC and the Bigger Picture. Indeed, this beautiful house is formally the Ashcroft country seat.’



As she spoke, she walked to within a few inches of me, and her powerful musk perfume washed over my babified form like an ensnaring net.



‘But we have very big plans, Shelly. And you and Pansy will be very important to their success. As will your lovely aunt and her good friends deep down in the West Country. We plan to open regional offices in all the main areas of the UK over the next two years. A provisional office has also been opened in the United States, where there is huge potential both for SMC and the Bigger Picture. Lady Ashcroft is a good friend of Eleanor Grooves, previously first lady and very soon, we hope, the first woman President of the United States. Obviously their association is top secret, but the potential here…well, need I say more?’



I shook my head slightly, astonished by the breadth of the plans.



‘Aided by Senso, which we will very shortly begin to sell via our website, we intend to create a worldwide network of dominant women and sissy slaves. Yes, SMC will become a true multinational company of slaves.’



As she spoke, her eyes were filled with a dark, absolute passion. This was a holy mission for Mistress Helen. She was the high priestess of a matriarchal cult which planned to take over the world!



She slipped a finger under my ribboned chin and tilted my painted face up towards hers.



‘Yes, Shelly. Big, big plans. And I hope this lets you appreciate your role – how important you and your fellow sissies are to these plans.’



I performed a slight, fearful curtsey and she laughed.



‘But let’s not get too serious. I didn’t invite you here to receive a lecture. I invited you here to entertain me.’



The fire of religion burning in her lovely brown eyes, eyes so much like my aunt’s, suddenly mutated into the fire of desire, and I felt my sex twitch in its layers of tight, sissy restraint.



‘Your aunt told me you gave her the best orgasm she had had for twenty years. If you do the same for me, there will be a very special treat.’



I looked up into her beautiful face and nodded slightly. I had had the taste of her with me for many hours. Now there would be the physical reality that produced that taste.



‘I have already familiarised you with my most intimate fragrance. And I hope you appreciated it.’



I curtsied much deeper and her smile widened. She then gestured that I should follow her out of the anteroom and through a doorway into an adjoining room.



We entered a very large and spectacular bedroom and I felt my sissy heart begin to pound with a fierce sexual anticipation.



In the centre of this enormous room was a very large, circular bed covered in cream silk sheets. Dotted around the edges of the room were a beautiful antique dressing table, a vast walk-in closet, a three piece suite of cream leather, a large, widescreen television and home entertainment accessories, and, along one wall, rows of shelves neatly stacked with a vast variety of books.



Mistress Helen glided over to the bed and turned. It was now quite clear what was required of me, and as she gestured for me to come nearer, I felt the most exquisite sense of sissy submission. Now I would perform the sacred duty of all sissies: pleasuring the Mistress.



‘Kneel down before me, Shelly.’



I obeyed, kneeling before my divine goddess, a look of hopeless worship in my wide sissy eyes.



Mistress Helen towered over me like some wondrous living monument to womankind. I felt my heart speed up, my stomach turn with a sickening and yet delightful nervousness. I moaned hungrily into my fat dummy gag as she then very slowly removed the elegant black velvet jacket, sex flames burning in the dark centres of gorgeous eyes.



As the jacket was discarded onto the bed, she began to slip very carefully, very slowly and teasingly out of the long black velvet skirt.



‘Christina is quite smitten by you, I’m afraid,’ she said, gently pulling the skirt down over her black-hosed thighs. ‘And I can see the attraction is mutual. Although it is planned your sissy lover will be Pansy, you will both require careful training following the period of babification. We have therefore agreed that you will be trained in sexual techniques by Chrissie, and that Annette will deal with Pansy. This is the best way, we feel, given that Chrissie and Annette have been sissy lovers for some time now.’



I listened to these words with a sense of disbelief and intense arousal. It was as if I had been transported to a realm where my sexual fantasies were being made glorious reality before they had even entered my head! But as I watched this stunning, imperial woman reveal her long, finely shaped legs, and as I noticed a heart-shaped damp patch between her legs, I realised this was exactly the point: to control and condition me to the point where each movement and thought I had was entirely predictable within a strict regime of constant female control and relentless sissification.



Mistress Helen let the skirt fall to her ankles and then ordered me to pick it up and place it on the bed. I nodded weakly. Thanks to the tight rubber sheaths and the fat silken mittens I had not been able to use my hands since my arrival, and it was now surprisingly difficult for me to get any kind of purchase on the slippery velvet. And as I fumbled desperately, kneeling before this amazing woman, I felt so utterly useless and pathetic, so utterly subjugated to the will and whims of another.



Eventually, Mistress Helen sighed angrily, grabbed the skirt from me and threw it on the bed.



‘You really do need to begin to adapt, Shelly,’ she scolded. ‘I was hoping to avoid punishing you, but I can see you really do need to spend some more time contemplating the true meaning of your role.’



Her words were filled with a bleak sarcasm, and I knew that she had known the moment she ordered me to pick up the skirt that I would fail, fail and be punished.



But whatever punishment she had in mind was cast from both our minds as she began very slowly to unbutton the shimmering silk blouse, revealing as she did so very large breasts imprisoned in a pretty black brassiere, whose wide cups were trimmed with intricate patterns of black French lace.



Once the blouse was dealt with, she ordered me to stand. I clambered to my bootied feet and watched as she slid back onto the bed and positioned herself so that her head was resting on two silk-encased pillows and her legs were spread wide.



‘Get up on the bed, Shelly.’



I nodded, stunned, amazed, elated. But even this simple movement proved difficult. The mock silk Senso fabric of my dress and stockings and the genuine silk fabric of the bed’s cream sheets created a particularly slippery interaction, and I was forced to wiggle like some kind of pathetic sissy sex snake to get up on the bed and within a few inches of her hosed feet.



She then sat up, leant forward and, with one violent gesture, tugged the fat, ribbed dummy gag from my mouth.



‘Now kiss my feet, Shelly. Just like you kissed Emily Ashcroft’s feet.’



She laid back down and, again, I obeyed without question, kissing and sucking her nylon-wrapped feet and toes with a furious enthusiasm, eager to please this goddess in any way she saw fit. Soon, I could hear her soft, surprisingly girlish moans and a powerful feeling of satisfaction filled my helplessly sissy heart.



And after a prolonged dose of erotic foot worship, she told me, with a voice soaked in sexual arousal, to sit up on my heels. I obeyed and watched as she slowly and very gracefully removed her tights and then cast them onto the floor.



‘We’ll need those for later,’ she said, her eyes betraying some wicked plot that was no doubt related to my forthcoming ‘punishment’. ‘Now remove my panties.’



I shuffled forward, very much aware of my previous failure. Our eyes met and I felt like a rabbit trapped in the headlights of a speeding car, hypnotised by desire even in the heart of a very real fear that I would fail again and be sentenced to an even more perverse punishment at the hands of this gorgeous dominant female.



She spread her legs and I wiggled towards her, the babyish rustle of the plastic panties now more humiliating than ever and thus all the more exciting!



‘Use you teeth,’ she said, as I came within inches of her muscular, wide inner thighs.



I looked up at her in amazement.



‘You heard me: your teeth.’



My body shaking, I leant forward and was immediately assailed by the powerful scent of her sex. Her dark, silk panties were quite obviously soaked in sex juice, and this inevitably added to my increasing and, thanks to the constantly teasing restrainer, infuriating arousal.



I managed to take the slender left corner of the panties in my teeth and then tried as gently as possible to pull them down her thighs. She helped by raising her plump, shapely buttocks slightly and, to my surprise, I made immediate progress. I then repeated this exercise with the right side and, within a few delicate, pungent minutes, I had managed to move the panties to just above her knees. She brought her legs together and I grasped the soaked, deeply aromatic gusset of the panties and then pulled them down to her perfectly formed ankles. She then kicked them off and ordered me to return to her sex.



She came three times over the next thirty minutes, her orgasms announced by a warrior woman scream of animal pleasure and huge, atomic aftershocks that rippled across her glorious, ample form. And as she came, I gasped for air and felt a very familiar sense of deep satisfaction: I was performing my duty as a sissy slave. Here I was doing what a sissy was designed to do: give her mistress pleasure. And I was doing it well.



Eventually, I was allowed to sit back on my knees, my face soaked, the taste and smell of her divine cunt all-pervasive.



She pulled herself up onto her elbows and faced me, her eyes wide with a strange mixture of amusement and relief.



‘That was good, Shelly. Very good.’



I smiled weakly and stared down at the bed.



‘Your modesty is very becoming, and quite vital,’ she whispered. ‘But you may look at me.’



I looked up and watched in astonishment as she proceeded to unclip her pretty lace-edged brassiere and pull it free of her very large breasts. A sigh of intense sissy pleasure escaped my lips as these splendid orbs were exposed to my tormented, hungry eyes.



‘Come here,’ she whispered.



I edged forward as she lay back on the pillows. She then very gently helped me to position myself so that my head was across her wide lap.



‘You may suckle me for a few minutes.’



Shaking with a furious excitement, my cock battling uselessly against the dreadful and incredible Senso restrainer, I leant forward and took her stiff, long left nipple between my lips. She gasped with a renewed pleasure as I then began to suck gently on this soft, pale-rose breast. Almost immediately, I was lost in a world of bottomless pleasure.



As I sucked, she stroked my hair and moaned softly.



‘There, there,’ she whispered. ‘Such a good little girl. Such a pretty, delicate, sweet baby. Ohhhh…yes, yes we should really think about keeping you in nappies forever. Wouldn’t…wouldn’t that be lovely.’



And on she went. And on I went. Eventually, I was ordered to change breast and the strange, highly erotic suckling continued.



A further orgasmic squeal soon filled the room and then I was carefully detached from her right breast. She looked down at me with a soft, maternal smile and I felt swallowed up by her desire.



‘Such a shame you were naughty earlier on, Shelly. Especially after being such a good girl subsequently. But now you must be punished.’



She then pulled herself up off the bed and ordered me to my feet. She slipped her amazing, erotically plump body into a semi-transparent black nightgown and led me over to the very large walk-in closet.



She flicked on a light switch by the entrance to the closet and revealed a long, perfectly rectangular room lined on each side with her exotic, sexy clothing. Running beneath this fetish jungle of feminine delights were a series of four-drawer chests, and running along the top of each chest was a vast collection of elegant, sexy female shoes.



I stared at this proliferation of female attire with a tormented fetishist’s eyes and felt a terrible, irresistible sexual attraction to these potent, beautiful symbols of Mistress Helen’s absolute power and control.



‘A weakness, I know,’ she said, her dark, sensual eyes filled with cruel irony, ‘but I’m afraid my love of clothes is only second to my love of subjugating pretty sissies like yourself.’



She then led me deep into this gorgeous jungle, and eventually I found myself standing by a dark space between a stunning collection of silk slips and petticoats.



‘Seeing how you are quite unable to control your sissy body, you will spend the next eight hours hanging in this closet. As my slave, you are no more to me than my clothes. Indeed, I’m afraid I value one or two items in here far more than any of my sissies.’



After these stinging words, she quickly and roughly helped me undress, stripping me down to my rock-hard, rubbered and ringed sex in just a few minutes. Naked before her, my arousal, my worshipful desire all too apparent, I could only watch with a growing sense of unease as she proceeded to take a very sheer black nylon body stocking from one of the chests.



‘Put this on – quickly,’ she snapped.



I stared, dumbstruck, at this splendidly sexy costume and then up at her majestic, imperial form. Her hard, long nipples strained against the slender fabric of the nightgown and her very large, very impressive breasts rose and fell with an excited rapidity. Then, out of the blue, she slapped my face, a very hard, painful blow which quickly shook me from this erotic contemplation.



‘Now, Shelly!’



Tears welling in my wide, girlish eyes, I obeyed her. My silken body tormented by the ever-present kiss of Senso, I fully expected this new item of fetish wear to be made from the same awe-inspiring fabric. But this was just normal, ten-denier nylon. Yet its soft, teasing caress was still enough to inspire a moan of deep, dark pleasure as I pulled it up my body and a slight, sarcastic smile from Mistress Helen as she watched me wiggle and gasp.



The body stocking was designed almost exactly like a pair of tights below the waist, yet also had no outlets for hands at the end of each sleeve. Thus I was completely sealed in nylon from my toes to my neck, my restrained cock pressed angrily against the soft fabric, my ultra-sensitised body both relieved that this was not the tormenting Senso but also excited by a gorgeous material that had long been at the heart of my intense fetish life.



Satisfied that I was fully enveloped in the stocking, Mistress Helen then took a fat roll of silver masking tape from the chest. She very quickly taped my wrists and elbows tightly behind my back. She then stretched three of four layers of the tape around my bound wrists and waist and around my bound elbows and chest, thus completely immobilising my upper body. Kneeling by my hosed feet, she then set to work on my ankles and knees. Yet this was only the beginning. Once this initial bondage had been completed, she began to wind the tape up from my ankles, past my knees and towards my thighs: I was being mummified!



I looked at her with frightened eyes and she smiled.



‘You will learn that all the mistresses have their “tastes’’, Shelly. I have always found the complete immobilisation of the human form a fascinating and arousing experience. I suggest you ask Chrissie some time.’



Within a few terrifying (but also intensely exciting) minutes, I was cocooned from toe to neck in the thick adhesive tape and all that was left of the roll was the hollow cardboard centre. I was very tightly and completely immobilised, a silver mummy awaiting some dreadful premature entombment. But even this kinky taping was not the end of my ordeal. For no sooner had the last strip of tape been applied, than my ample mistress smiled and left me swaying precariously at the end of the closet, returning a few moments later armed with her cum-soaked panties and tights.



‘You know the drill, Shelly. Open up.’



I obeyed, my heart pounding, my tightly taped thighs squeezing the constantly tormenting phallus even deeper into my ever-widening arse.



Mistress Helen folded the beautiful, black silk panties into a ball, with the gusset fully exposed, and then stuffed them deep into my mouth. Once again I was overwhelmed by the powerful taste of this stunning dominatrix. She then produced another thick roll of masking tape, tore off a long, wide strip and sealed my pretty sissy lips tightly shut. I squealed with masochistic delight, my cheeks bulging, my eyes pleading for even more humiliation and ever-tighter bondage.



She then pulled the soaking tights into a bowl and stretched the gusset against my face. The smell of her was heavenly, a mixture of cum, sweat and piss that left my poor mummified form quivering with a brutal sissy pleasure, a pleasure that was doubly intensified as she pulled the bowl down over my head and plunged me, as had the lovely Justine, into a dark, nylon-sheathed world of sex.



Mistress Helen used the legs of the tights to very effectively blindfold me and also to strengthen the gag. Now, I was truly helpless and in a state of deep masochistic ecstasy. The leg used to blindfold me had covered my ears, which was already sheathed by the nylon hood, and now not only were speech and sight blocked, but also hearing. The body stocking and the tape cocoon made the sense of touch also very problematic, but I was able to feel Mistress Helen suddenly grasp me around the waist and move me a few feet to the left and thus, I knew, beneath the right-hand clothes bar of the closet. Then I could sense a further layer of entombment – something was being drawn up my mummified form – a bag, perhaps. Then, suddenly, a deeper, harsher darkness and I could sense the bag being tightened above my head. Then more bondage: what felt like thick leather belts being secured at my ankles, knees and waist, and then secured with a painful tightness. Then, the most bizarre feeling: a tugging pressure above me – I was being pulled off my tethered feet! Yes, the simple, fiendish truth: I had been placed in some form of bag, which in turn had been fixed by a pulley mechanism to the thick metal bar from which Mistress Helen’s clothes were hanging. And now I was hanging from the bar, her slave, her sex object, worth little more than the clothing. A possession, a thing. An abject object.



I felt my body sway, but as I was unable to move a single millimetre, there was nothing I could do to resist this kinky, frightening fate. Then something was pressing against me, from both sides: she was pushing the row of petticoats and slips against my mummified, bagged form and locking me into position!



A sudden sense of terror gripped me. I squealed into the fat, tight panty gag and heard nothing. Just total blackness, total silence, except for the sound of my heart beating and my laboured, desperate breathing. I wondered how air was getting to me, unaware at that time that I had been placed in a SMC ‘punishment bag’ made from the rubber variant of Senso, which came complete with three sets of netted filtering around the head area to allow for proper air flow. I was aware of being very hot – beneath the layers of bondage and restraint, my body was already soaked in sweat. I was also still very aroused, and my poor squeezed, flattened and ringed cock begged even more desperately than usual for release.



But there was one final torment to come, a torment that left me wiggling helplessly and uselessly in what I would later learn was now the absolute darkness of the closet: the steadily building vibrations of the phallus lodged deep within my sissy arse! And soon, I was lost inside this tormenting, sexed-up entombment in a way I had never previously experienced. With only the most intimate tastes and aromas of my marvellous, beautiful, divine Mistress Helen for company, with my mind already fried by sex and sissy need, I was plunged even deeper into the bottomless whirlpool of absolute submission and cosmic pleasure, my body a tool for the pleasure of others, my own pleasure a weapon to subjugate my every thought and movement.



As my mistress showered, as she dressed, as she did her make-up and hair, I descended deeper into the pit of submission. As she looked at herself in her oval dressing table mirror, a smile of quiet triumph on her gorgeous, voluptuous cherry-red lips, I struggled uselessly just a few feet away, hers in a way that words cannot describe, elated by this further demonstration of female power and my absolute submission to it.










Ten







The second set of events that remains lodged in my mind from the dark, so exciting period of babification occurred on the day before we were due to be transferred to the ‘classrooms’ and enter the second phase of our training – the ‘Junior Housemaid’ programme. On this day I experienced new levels of pleasure and humiliation, and I count it as a pivotal moment in my development as a fully fledged she-male slave.

Given the importance of this day, it is perhaps the best point at which to draw this first part of my story to an end. For on this day, Christina took me for the first time and our sissy love affair truly began. Yes, this was the day that led to all the strange and kinky adventures that were to mark the rest of my time at the SMC academy and my subsequent adventures as the Senior Housemaid for my aunt’s regional branch office of this wondrous company of slaves.



For thirteen days we had been kept in a state of babified bondage, constantly and furiously aroused, relentlessly restrained and tormented, perpetually humiliated. Only the amazing adventure with the amazing Mistress Helen had punctuated my time in the nursery. And on that final morning of babified torment, neither of us had the slightest idea we were soon to be transferred. As noted earlier, our sense of time had been completely undermined. When not being fed or changed, or bathed, we were either strapped tightly into the cot or locked inside the playpen. Most of the time the vibrators were buzzing in our sissy backsides, and we were so turned on that any real understanding of what was going on around us was quite impossible. Of course, there were moments of clarity, which were usually associated with mealtimes. We were fed by either one of the mistresses or a maid. When Mistress Helen returned to feed me my baby lunch the day after my adventure in her closet, I regarded her with a dreadful awe and an angry, even painful desire. The taste of her was still thick on the teat of my dummy and the memory of her cunt and splendid, fat breasts had tormented me all morning. She smiled as I sucked desperately on my large bottle of warm, sugared milk and my eyes devoured her divine form. She even tickled my chin and whispered kinky baby talk and I begged her with my eyes for some form of release from the agony of sexual frustration that was warping my mind. But, of course, she ignored my suffering, returning me to the playpen and setting the vibrator on full power.



So it was a real surprise when, on that fourteenth morning, the door to the nursery slid open and I found myself looking up from the cot I shared with Pansy at the splendid figures of my aunt, Ms Hartley and the two gorgeous sisters, Justine and Juliette. As this collection of amazing women entered the nursery, I squealed with shock and arousal, waking Pansy, who soon became aware of the cause of my dummy-gagged moans and promptly joined in.



Juliette rushed forward and peered down into the cot, our tightly secured, prone and prettily babified forms obviously a source of very considerable amusement.



‘Oh my God, look at them!’ she screeched, her eyes wide with a cruel, teasing humour. ‘They look sooo cute!!’



I found myself blushing furiously, especially when the cool, beautiful Justine joined her playful, wicked sister, a slight, ironic smile on her lovely face.



Aunt Jane and Ms Hartley joined the sisters and our exposure was dreadfully complete.



‘My, my,’ Aunt Jane whispered. ‘What a pretty pair.’



‘A big improvement,’ Ms Hartley snapped. ‘They should be kept like this permanently.’



‘Oh yes!’ Juliette cried. ‘Yes, let’s build a big nursery at home and keep them in that. Keep them nappied and dummied forever!’



‘We’ll see,’ my aunt said, her eyes appraising me with a cruel stare and her mind no doubt pondering my ultra-kinky sissy future. ‘They’ve got to get through the SMC course first, and then…well, then they have to earn their livings.’



Then the splendid, regal form of Mistress Helen appeared by the cot, Christina at her side.



‘Get them up and into the highchairs,’ she instructed the wondrous she-male beauty. ‘Their guardians can feed them breakfast.’



Christina quickly lowered the wooden side panel and released the shackles that held us so tightly in place. Luckily, I had avoided wetting myself during the night, but it was clear from the fearful look in Pansy’s pretty sissy eyes that she had filled her nappy. This meant, as it always meant, a sound spanking from Miss Blakemore, whose wonderful, uniformed body was now standing in the doorway!



As we were pulled from the cot and led to the highchairs, Mistress Helen introduced the other women to Miss Blakemore. As we were individually strapped into the chairs by Christina, the impressive black beauty detailed our performance over the last two weeks, inspiring much derisive laughter.



Satisfied that we were appropriately secured, Christina turned to Mistress Helen.



‘Pansy has wet herself, Mistress,’ the sexy she-male announced.



Poor Pansy squealed angrily into her fat dummy gag at this cruel betrayal and Mistress Helen nodded sternly.



‘A spanking after breakfast, I think. Perhaps Juliette would like to do the honours?’



Juliette made it loudly apparent that she would, turning towards Pansy with a wide, vicious smile that promised nothing but suffering. The terrified sissy looked deep into Juliette’s eyes and saw not just her short-term fate but a much longer sentence. It was now becoming clear that the two sisters would play a very important part in our lives once we were released from the SMC academy and that Juliette, cruel, kinky and horny, would be taking a considerable amount of responsibility for the sweet, doe-eyed sissy who had once been a shy, handsome schoolboy and her classmate.



Kathy then entered the room, carrying a large silver tray laden with that morning’s babified breakfast. As usual, she was dressed in the sexy black maid’s costume and looked good enough to eat. I had already gathered from Christina’s slightly indiscreet conversations with Annette that Kathy was very much Mistress Helen’s plaything and as she minced towards us, I found myself envying her long nights of lesbian submission.



Kathy placed the tray down on the table by the highchairs and Mistress Helen asked Aunt Jane and Ms Hartley ‘to do the honours’.



Christina and Kathy quickly removed the fat cum-soaked dummy gags from our soft sissy mouths and the two women who had so beautifully and expertly introduced us to the world of petticoat discipline took up the large plastic bottles.



Aunt Jane was dressed in a very sexy red silk dress, its tight, gleaming fabric hugging her curvaceous, mature form in a most erotic manner. The dress, with its short skirt and plunging neckline, displayed her long, black-stockinged legs and large, firm bosom to spectacular effect, and as she leant forward to slip the fat teat of the plastic bottle between my lips, I was privileged with a very fine view of her impressive cleavage.



Our eyes met as the teat entered my more than willing mouth and my poor, long-tormented and deeply frustrated cock begged for mercy in its tight and apparently endless restraint.



‘This is how I always wanted you, Shelly,’ she whispered, as I began to suck hungrily on the teat. ‘My sweet, doe-eyed baby girl. When you return to me, I intend to make sure you spend plenty of time tightly nappied and dummied.’



I squirmed in the highchair and filled my wide, sex-maddened eyes with the gorgeous vision of her splendid bosom.



‘Would you like that, babikins?’ she cooed, moving closer, her powerful musk perfume washing over my babified form, her chest pressing against the soft, tormenting fabric of the romper suit.



I nodded helplessly and sucked harder on the teat, remembering the transcendent joy of suckling on her plump, perfectly formed breasts and wishing so much that she would unbutton the dress now and let me feed on her as I was slowly masturbated to a volcanic and so desperately needed orgasm.



But soon the emptied bottle was removed and I was forced to consume yet another bowl of the strange pink mush that was my staple diet in this kinky academy.



After the meal, my aunt stepped back, a cool, slightly amused smile on her face and handed the bowl to Christina.



We were then tightly dummy-gagged again, released from the chair and led to the bathroom by the two maids, leaving the group of splendid women to talk and laugh amongst themselves. In the bathroom we were stripped and showered, powdered and perfumed, before being carefully dressed in the spectacular baby girl dresses and the array of associated sissy attire which was currently our ‘daywear’.



Nappied, pantied, bonneted, mittened and dummied, we were led out to our mistresses, the plastic panties squeaking, the silken booties demanding the now familiar sissy shuffle. Babified in Senso, our silken forms subject to a constant and wildly arousing tactile torment, we were presented to the group of beautiful, dominant women, utterly subjugated and humiliated, and lost in the most severe form of perverse sexual excitement.



My gorgeous aunt smiled and clapped. Ms Hartley allowed the briefest of smiles to cross her thin, hard lips and her dark, cruel eyes seemed to burn into Pansy’s pretty form and confess the hours of sadomasochistic pleasure that both were to experience in the coming months and years. Justine’s reaction was even less expressive than Ms Hartley’s. She was dressed in a tight black sweater and matching slacks, plus very high-heeled ankle boots. Her mane of golden hair was bound in a tight, stern bun. She was the ideal, if somewhat youthful dominatrix, and I knew that I was to be hers in a most intimate and absolute manner, a thought that filled me with a fierce, all-pervasive happiness. Juliette clapped her hands and jumped up and down with a cruelly mocking enthusiasm.



‘Oh yes! Perfect, just perfect!!’



We shuffled up to this group of beauties and performed deep, dainty curtsies, exposing our gleaming plastic panties and stocking tops and the bulging nappies that were now our permanent companions.



Then the lovely, ample Miss Blakemore stepped forward.



‘Today is your last day in the nursery. Tomorrow you will begin the Junior Maid training programme. This will last four weeks. You will then undergo a number of operative procedures to complete your physical transformation.’



We nodded wearily as Miss Blakemore reiterated our strange sissy fate.



‘I can’t wait to see what they look like with titties!’ Juliette shouted, inspiring more cruel laughter.



‘I’m sure they’ll both look perfectly delightful,’ Aunt Jane said, her gorgeous brown eyes never leaving mine.



‘I see that both are due to receive rather considerable implants,’ Mistress Helen said, looking down at a clipboard she had been carrying since entering the nursery.



‘Yes, we would like each of them to have a particularly generous bust. It seems a fitting symbol of their subjugation, and a constant reminder of their inescapable sissy natures.’



Mistress Helen smiled at Aunt Jane’s teasing words. ‘Yes. Absolutely.’



My head bowed, my cock screaming for release, the sweet taste of Mistress Helen filling my well-stopped mouth, I found myself contemplating the pleasures and tests of my future bosom with a deep and desperate sissy anticipation.



‘Anyway,’ Mistress Helen then continued, ‘we have the little matter of Pansy’s wet nappy.’



‘Yes!’ Juliette intervened. ‘We definitely need to deal with that!’



Pansy looked up, tears in her still helplessly aroused eyes.



‘Kathy,’ Miss Blakemore said. ‘Can you arrange Pansy?’



Kathy stepped forward and took poor, quivering Pansy by a mittened hand and led her towards the cot. At the same time, Christina went over to one of the wardrobes and retrieved a silver-handled hairbrush, the usual tool of punishment within the nursery’s walls.



Pansy was made to lie face down over the lowered side of the cot, so that her tummy and face were pressed into the thick rubber mattress and her pert, nappied and pantied bottom rose out of a cloud of frou-frou petticoating, helpless, exposed, delectable.



Christina curtsied deeply before a highly excited Juliette and passed her the cruel-looking hairbrush. Juliette smiled wickedly and then strolled over to poor, squirming, sobbing Pansy.



Kathy had already taken a length of pink silk ribboning from a pocket in her splendid dress and was busy tightly securing Pansy’s mittened wrists behind her back. The poor, frightened sissy moaned pathetically into her phallic dummy gag. The beautiful maid then raised Pansy’s spectacular petticoats and tucked them around her waist. The very short, wide hem of the baby dress meant that her plastic panties were fully exposed, and it was a simple task to lower them over her shapely, nylon-stockinged legs and down around her bootied ankles. Kathy then quickly unpinned the nappy and pulled it free of her quivering form, revealing her beautifully shaped, pale-rose sissy bottom to the wide, aroused eyes of the mistresses.



‘Such a lovely little thing,’ Ms Hartley whispered, ‘I really can’t wait until she returns to us. Especially once the nursery has been finished.’



I watched and listened, curious and excited, both looking forward to Pansy’s spanking and, not so secretly, wishing I could join her. As this thought crossed my perverse mind, my gaze met Justine’s. She was looking at me with her usual mix of intensity and desire and I felt myself being swallowed up in a future where she was my divine goddess. Then I looked at my gorgeous, smiling aunt. I was her creation, without her my new identity would have been impossible. How much I wanted her, and how much more I wanted to serve her. It was clear that both she and Ms Hartley were deeply impressed by this introductory babification, and I knew now that both intended to explore this facet of our glorious transformation once we were back under their velvet-gloved and very strict control.



Juliette, a wide smile on her beautiful, fresh face, stepped forward. Her eyes aflame with sadistic arousal, she then administered twelve hard whacks to Pansy’s exposed behind, her own pretty face turning the same dark crimson colour as Pansy’s bouncing bottom as she delivered the blows with a cruel verve, a dark desire, a blistering, relentless enthusiasm. I watched this young woman and once again found myself pitying and envying Pansy. It was clear that, in Mistress Anne, she had the harshest of the academy’s beautiful leaders, and in Juliette she had a powerful, aggressive and deeply sadistic mistress who would undoubtedly use her youthful energy and imagination to subject Pansy to a constant regime of painful and deeply kinky female dominance.



As the sound of the hairbrush slapping hard against sissy flesh filled the room, I found myself looking at the semicircle of beautiful dominants watching this perverse entertainment. In their lovely, wide eyes there was one shared colour: the colour of a helpless and very considerable sexual excitement, a colour that was also in Christina’s and Kathy’s eyes, and which was undoubtedly also in mine.



Eventually Juliette stood back from her pretty sissy victim, whose shapely, sexy bottom was now a cherry-red jelly wobbling prettily under the powerful nursery lights. A flood of sad, helpless tears poured from Pansy’s eyes onto the rubber sheet that covered the cot’s king-size mattress. The women clapped and cheered Juliette’s cruel commitment and the work of sadomasochistic art that was Pansy’s inflamed bottom. Juliette took a mock bow and Kathy stepped forward to untie and redress the poor babified sissy.



‘Well done, Jules,’ Aunt Jane said, placing a very long and disturbingly passionate kiss on the young woman’s full, peach-coloured lips, a kiss that Juliette accepted with some enthusiasm.



‘Well, ladies,’ Mistress Helen added, ‘after that particularly amusing entertainment, I suggest I show you the rest of our little academy and then we meet up with the other mistresses for tea and biscuits.’



The women nodded in agreement, but before they left, they were allowed to watch Pansy and I being placed in the playpen, forced down into a kneeling position and then tightly bound hand and foot with silk ribbons. Mistress Helen then slipped the oblong vibrator control from a pocket in her skirt and our eyes widened with fear and arousal. She pressed the pink button in the centre of the box, and within a few seconds our arses were once again being cruelly and beautifully tormented by the phalluses. As we squirmed, wiggled and moaned, there was much laughing and some mock clapping, plus a few now somewhat unoriginal remarks about ‘real cocks’ in our increasingly exciting sissy futures.



Then they left, the only backward glance from Aunt Jane, a glance filled with love and desire, and with a heart-stopping promise of the pleasures we would find together in the not too distant future.



*   *   *



The rest of that final day of babification passed like any other, except that the vibrators were left running constantly at a very high speed and, other than Christina and Kathy, we had no visitors.



Pansy had obviously been terribly turned on by her spanking and throughout the long, sensual day she seemed in even more of a sex trance than was usual.



The hours passed, but I had no real idea of the passage of time any more. My mind was fried by desire and all I could think of was the hope of sexual release, a hope fuelled by the sweet, teasing memories of the months that had led up to this strange, timeless moment. Memories of my first nervous and exquisite experience of women’s clothing, of the exciting discovery by my splendid aunt, of her soft, expert mouth engulfing my rigid, virgin sex, of the joy in being dressed by her for the first time, of the overwhelming pleasure of being subjected to her wicked command, even of the masochistic delight I discovered in the way she teased me into panties and then established the most profoundly strict regime of pretty petticoat discipline. Then there was the spectacular encounter with Dominic and the terrible confession of my deeply bisexual desire, a desire given amazing life by the feel of his hard, long cock in my sissy mouth and the pure ecstasy that filled my soul as his cum crashed against my throat. And then there was the cruel birth of Pansy, and Dominic’s own sissy confession, our joyous joint bondage (including the constant presence of the restrainer and rings), our splendid sissy lovemaking, our joint discovery of the dark pleasures of the SMC website. And the unforgettable encounter with Justine and Juliette and the parallel induction into the mysterious and cosmic joy of Senso. There was the Bigger Picture, linked inextricably to my stunning early encounter with the stern, beautiful Lady Emily Ashcroft. A Bigger Picture yet to be fully revealed, but whose servants we now most surely were. And then, finally, their was SMC itself, the Sissy Maids Company, and its stunning executives, and its strange, glorious training academy, deep in whose heart we were now so tightly bound and gagged.



I looked over at Pansy and found in her wide, tear-stained eyes a look of helpless, furious desire. I wiggled closer to her and we pressed the plates of our inescapable dummy gags together, remembering the past and the present, and reaffirming what we could now only see as our love.



It was later, perhaps much later, when the nursery door slid open and Christina and Annette entered the nursery. Each was dressed in a very short and terribly sexy silk robe, Christina’s in shimmering black and Annette’s in sparkling hot pink. The short robes barely reached the edges of legs sheathed in nylon stockings held in place with lace-trimmed garters. Christina’s stockings were black and Annette’s, of course, were pink. Each wore five-inch high-heeled patent leather mules, also appropriately colour coded. Each had released their long, thick hair from the bondage of tight sissy buns or ponytails, and their gorgeous locks flowed over their silk-sheathed shoulders like tumbling waterfalls of jet and amber.



We moaned with amazement and sexual frustration as these two stunning she-male beauties minced so prettily towards us, their barely covered and very large breasts bouncing like teasing beacons signalling our utter submersion in an eternal and bottomless need.



‘It’s your last night in nursery,’ Christina whispered in her high-pitched, honey-smooth voice, as she and Annette drew to a halt before the playpen. ‘Tomorrow you will begin your formal sissy maid training in earnest. Tomorrow you will truly become part of the Sissy Maids Company and part of the Bigger Picture.’



We looked up at them in hungry astonishment. It was clear that they were braless beneath the slender robes and their long, hard nipples were clearly visible against the silk material.



‘During the next six weeks, we will be responsible for inducting you into the considerable pleasures of sissy sex and helping you understand the sexual pleasuring instruction you will receive from your mistress. To celebrate your successful completion of the baby induction, we will begin your training now.’



Then both of the she-male stunners slipped the robes over their shapely, bronze shoulders and let them fall to the floor. We squealed with shock and awe at the sight that then detonated before our sissy eyes: two pairs of very large (at least forty-inch) and perfectly formed breasts, standing firm and proud against the surprisingly slender and petite forms of the two she-male lovelies. But this was not the only shock: for around their waists they both wore very tight leather corsets, Christina’s black, Annette’s pink, and rising from between their shapely, stockinged legs were two splendidly large and furiously hard cocks, both sealed in nylon stocking sheaths, which were also appropriately colour coded.



A vision of she-male perfection. A vision of our own sissy futures. The vibrators buzzed in our arses and the possibilities of the evening ahead buzzed in my sex-fried mind.



Annette then entered the playpen and leant down beside us. We bounced with desperate sex hunger and struggled against our tight ribbon bonds. She smiled slightly, her own gleaming emerald eyes filled with a terrible sexual need, and began to untie us. Once we were freed, the splendid, ornate bonnets were removed from our heads and we were helped to our bootied feet. Hours of being tied in the kneeling position, with the vibrators buzzing in our backsides, had taken its toll, and it took some time before we were able to walk even in the shuffling manner demanded by our babified attire.



Once we were able to walk, we were led over to the cot, our moans of pleasure now loud and desperate. Our gorgeous sissy mistresses laughed as we begged for release, their startling, perfect breasts bouncing before us like the fruit of Eden.



At the cot, they began to undress us, teasing us with furtive caresses, praising our babified sissy beauty, and promising us a most delightful introduction to sissy sexual love.



Soon, we were down to our plastic panties and stockings, and then, after much teasing commentary, the panties and the humiliating nappy beneath were removed. Our tightly restrained cocks shot up between the two sexy maids and there was much cruel laughter and, to our horror and delight, wicked fondling.



‘What a beauty,’ Annette whispered, her smile and eyes wide, her long, cherry-nailed hands caressing Pansy’s large, rubberised and ringed cock.



Poor Pansy squealed and bounced, tears of infinite frustration trickled down her rouged cheeks.



Christina laughed cruelly and added her own caresses to a very maddened Pansy. ‘Yes, I think you’ve got the size, but I’ve got the quality.’



She then turned to me and began teasing my own hard, angry and hungry cock. I nearly collapsed under the strain of such immediate and astonishing pleasure and a very high-pitched squeal of desperate sex need exploded from beneath the fat dummy gag.



‘Yes, babikins, it’s been such a long, long time since you were allowed relief. You’re half mad because of it. A few more days and your balls will explode!’



She tickled my rubber-sealed balls and I wiggled helplessly and moaned furiously.



‘But first things first. Let’s see how you both manage giving us pleasure. Then we’ll think about reciprocating.’



We were forced to our knees and found ourselves facing their own considerable sexes. It was clear what we were to do next!



‘Take the stockings off and suck,’ Christina whispered, her voice hoarse with her own sex fury.



My shaking hands, freed from the mittens for the first time in weeks, stretched out towards the lovely, nylon-sheathed sex of this gorgeous she-male. The top of the stocking had been pulled down tight over her bulging balls and as I gingerly began to ease the sheath over these angry orbs, a moan of deep and desperate pleasure slipped from Christina’s soft, scarlet lips. I knelt forward and very gently rolled the delicate black nylon stocking back along the hard, hot length of her considerable sex and then carefully pulled it free, a moment that inspired a very loud wail of sissy pleasure. As Pansy also removed Annette’s teasing stocking, the red-headed maid squealed her own dark, dainty delight, and soon we were both facing the naked, violently erect sexes, our eyes wild and wide, our lips glistening, our sissy hearts beating with a deeply arousing trepidation.



‘Suck!’ Christina snapped, her voice hard and soft, her desperation a crystalline solid rammed hard into the very centre of her sweet sissy soul.



But I didn’t suck. Instead, I leant forward and kissed the inflated purple head of Christina’s circumcised cock. She screamed her acceptance of this more subtle approach and the scented taste of her hot sissy flesh now mingled in my mouth with the tang of Mistress Helen.



Emboldened, I took her sex in my hands and began to lick its long, sizzling shaft and her fat balls. She squirmed and wiggled, moaned and squealed. I delighted in her response, in the ease of giving pleasure, in the sudden sense of real control. She was totally at my mercy.



Then I finally relented and guided her cock deep into my mouth. Almost immediately she began to thrust forward, to pump her sex against the back of my throat. I grasped her thighs, felt her hot skin through scented, sheer nylon. She cried my name, moaning ‘please, Shelly’, over and over like some strange Zen mantra that would open the doors of sex perception. But what ultimately opened were doors holding back a fierce, hot lava of thick semen; and as she erupted into my mouth, an ear-splitting scream of joy echoed around the nursery, a scream that was quickly accompanied by a strangely stifled cry of pleasure from the lovely Annette. And as the pretty maids filled us with their cum, we fought to drink every drop with a giddy sissy gratitude.



Having fed so heartily on Christina, I slipped her still rampant sex from my mouth and gently licked the last sticky drops of cum from its throbbing purple helmet. She moaned her appreciation and then stepped backwards, her balance precarious, her eyes closed, a serene smile resting on her beautiful face. Annette too stepped back and looked down at Pansy with a new-found respect.



Once the two maids had pulled themselves together, we were helped to our feet and made to lay face down over the edge of the cot. Hands were soon between our thighs and pushing our legs apart.



‘That really was quite wonderful, Shelly and Pansy,’ Christina said, her disembodied voice filled with a sensual bliss. ‘What fun we’re going to have over the next six weeks. But now it’s time to test the effect of your vibrators.’



I turned my face to the right and found myself gazing into Pansy’s wide, furiously aroused eyes. She smiled at me briefly and then a slight moan of pleasure slipped from her mouth. Within seconds I too was moaning, as the hands between my legs began to work free the long, teasing vibrator that had been my permanent companion over the last few weeks. And as the vibrator was pulled from my arse, I knew that we were both about to be penetrated from behind by the maids’ impressive cocks, the strong, sexy taste of which was now filling our sissy mouths, and my heart began to pound with an aroused anticipation.



Given that both the maids had only just come, I was very impressed when the hard tip of Christina’s cock pressed against the rim of my arse and then began slowly to ease its way inside me. Indeed, given hints made over the last two weeks, it seemed that part of the physical transformation I was soon to undergo would include an alteration in my body chemistry that would increase significantly the levels of my own sexual performance!



A sense of strange and very beautiful fulfilment spread across my body as Christina gently entered me. To be penetrated in this deeply feminine and submissive manner, to be taken, seemed so very natural, so perfect. Here, I was truly losing my virginity, and as she pushed harder and deeper, I squealed with the pleasure of a teenage girl experiencing the joys of intercourse for the first time.



Soon, the gorgeous maid was deep inside me and pumping with a slow, teasing rhythm, the fat head of her sex pushing with an expert pressure against the outer limits of the flexibility that had been created by the vibrator. It felt like I was being split open, but in a strangely pleasurable way. And as her labours intensified, so did my moans of excitement. Pansy soon joined in and after a few minutes the room was filled with a positive symphony of sissy cries of helpless pleasure. As the rhythm increased, I felt a hand press against my back. I was being held down to facilitate maximum penetration! Our faces squashed against the mattress, our eyes locked together, Pansy and I discovered the incredible and very powerful joys of anal sex in a most intimate and excitingly shared manner.



Then, with another ear-splitting scream, Christina exploded inside me. A deep-rooted, wet hotness filled my tunnel of love and I gasped with a blissful shock, my own still tightly restrained and ringed cock pressing hard into the edge of the mattress. Then Annette’s cries of orgasm were added to Christina’s, and after a few seconds the maids removed their rigid members from our now spunk-filled arses.



I listened to their feline panting and awaited the next amazement while staring into Pansy’s stunned eyes.



Then hands were once again upon us, and we were being pulled back to our feet. I felt Christina’s semen run down my thigh and a shiver of sensual degradation shot down my sissy spine. We were turned around to face our she-male mistresses. Both were flushed and smiling. At Annette’s small, perfectly formed feet, a few inches from her pink-painted toenails, was a leather satchel. The red-headed beauty leant down and pulled out a number of lengths of pink rubber cording.



‘It’s time to get you ready for bed, girls,’ Christina purred.



I looked at her with sad, betrayed eyes. It seemed we were not, after all, to be given the much-needed pleasure of sexual release.



‘Oh don’t worry, babikins,’ she said, smiling cruelly at me. ‘We haven’t finished with you yet. You’ve been so good to us, it would be too mean not to reciprocate.’



I smiled weakily and she laughed. Annette handed Christina some of the lengths of cording, and then the two maids began, yet again, to tie us up.



Within a few minutes, our arms were lashed behind our backs at the wrists and elbows, and our legs were secured with equal force at our knees and ankles. Then two pairs of panties were taken by Christina from the bag and held teasingly before us.



‘A little present from Aunt Jane and Ms Hartley,’ the gorgeous she-male teased. ‘Open wide.’



The soiled panties were then rammed into our mouths and quickly sealed in place with thick strips of silver masking tape. Bound and gagged, the sweet taste of our first and ultimate mistresses filling our sissy mouths, we were then made to hop back to the cot, our rubberised and ringed cocks bouncing absurdly and desperately before us. Once by the bed, we were turned again. Now Annette produced two familiar pink rubber sleep sack-style body stockings, very much like the tight, teasing sacks we had been trapped within virtually each night at my aunt’s house. Like them, there was only one leg, but these also had no arms and positioned in the middle of each sack was a darker pink, lace-frilled hole, very much like the fiendish body stockings that had inspired a previous night of sissy sexual adventure.



The sacks were slipped over our feet and pulled up our tethered, silken legs. It very quickly became apparent that the sacks were in fact made from a finer version of the rubber-like Senso, and our bodies were soon being subjected to the incredible sexual impact of this ultimate fetish fabric.



Soon, the bags were up over our long-suffering sexes and our stomachs, then up around our shoulders and pulled tight around our necks. And as soon as the bags were positioned, they began to tighten, a strange, fast contraction that completely immobilised our already tightly bound forms and left us squealing fearfully into our soft, fat and inescapable panty gags.



‘Don’t worry, girls,’ Christina teased. ‘It’s just a new form of Senso, one that moulds itself to the contours of the body and maximises the impact of the material’s effect on the skin.’



Then, to our joint horror, they slipped their elegant maid’s hands inside the holes and began searching for our tightly restrained sexes.



We wiggled and squealed and they laughed. Christina grasped my cock and hauled it through the hole, along with my bulging, crimson balls. Annette quickly did the same to poor Pansy. Still laughing, the maids then sat us down on the edge of the rubber mattress and set about lying us out onto our backs. Given the way our arms were bound, this was particularly uncomfortable, and also had the effect of jutting our sexes forward into the air very provocatively.



Exposed, helpless, so terribly frustrated, lying side by side, awaiting the next strange humiliation, our eyes followed the maids as they took up position on either side of the bed, Annette by Pansy, Christina by me.



It was then that things took a decidedly pleasant turn. For as soon as they were standing over us, the maids leant forward and began releasing the metal rings that so uncomfortably restrained our rubber-imprisoned sexes. We screamed uselessly into our panty gags and bucked furiously.



‘Keep still!’ Christina shouted. ‘Or we’ll leave you here like this for the rest of the night.’



We tried to remain calm, but it was so very difficult, especially once the cock rings had all been removed and the maids began to ease the soft, constantly teasing Senso restrainers free, slipping them over our painfully bulging balls and then rolling them up our sex inflamed and rock-hard cocks.



When the restrainers were pulled free there were further helpless squeals of sissy agony and ecstasy and our cocks, sealed in Senso rubber for two weeks, reared up like wild stallions freed from the terrible bondage of the saddle.



‘Dear me,’ Christina teased. ‘What a couple of whoppers.’



Tears of a cosmically desperate need flooded from our eyes. We tossed our heads angrily. Then the maids leant directly over our cocks, used thumb and forefinger to steady them and then slowly slipped the desperate monsters into their warm, wet mouths. We squealed and bucked. I cried out a strange, expertly muffled version of Christina’s name. She teased my long-imprisoned cock in her mouth, using her tongue like a brilliant, wicked sex toy. Then she very slowly and quite deliberately set up an incredibly arousing rhythm, her head bobbing, her eyes closed, her large breasts bouncing against my rubberised thigh. Never had I experienced such perfect, expert teasing, never had I felt such a desperate and total love. Never had I…The coming was vast and terrible; an earthquake orgasm that sent a seismic shudder of joy crashing across my cocooned sissy form. A million silver stars exploded before my wild, wide, shocked eyes. I released the most insanely high-pitched squeal of angry delight into the fat panty gag. I felt every muscle in my body tighten and then loosen and my heart pound towards breaking point. And the river of cum was a relentless, high-powered jet of sex lava which the gorgeous, angel-eyed Christina drank down with a deep and desperate enthusiasm, draining me, sucking the sexual agonies of the past two weeks from my body like a strange she-male shaman.



Then relief, a huge tidal wave of utter relief washed over me; a satisfaction and a joy beyond words.



Pansy had also erupted and was now sharing my profound bliss.



The maids, smiling broadly, stepped back and wiped their mouths.



‘What sweet-tasting cum you have, Shelly,’ Christina whispered. ‘It will be such a pleasure to milk you every night. And, of course, to be milked by you.’



I looked at her with an adoring, helpless longing and she blew me a kiss.



Yet this was not yet the end of our sex exercises. Pacified and tightly bound and gagged, we quickly found ourselves being teased back to erection by our she-male captors, and within a few minutes were once again rock hard. Yet this time there was to be no release. Instead, as soon as we were suitably aroused, the maids took up the stockings that had sheathed their own hard, angry cocks and gently pulled them over our wet, rigid shafts. The ecstasy of so-soft nylon on warm, sexually excited flesh was a terrible, delightful torment. We began a song of sissy excitement. But this was stopped abruptly as Christina took up a fat roll of masking tape and Annette manipulated Pansy’s body so that we were soon lying on our sides facing each other. Then, to our astonishment, Christina positioned herself so that she could lean forward and begin to wrap our two cocks very tightly together using the roll of tape! This had the effect of pulling us very tightly together at a very intimate and deeply exciting level. Now we were hardly able to move and any movement we did manage had the incredible effect of causing us to slowly masturbate each other!



‘There, all snug,’ Christina whispered, stepping back to admire her work. ‘We’ll leave you now, and come back first thing in the morning.’



Her eyes filled me with a terrible sex need once again and as I fought to look up at her, I could see that Annette was gently caressing her long, hard sex. I knew they would be spending the night together, and I was so awfully jealous.



‘Oh, and one other thing,’ the tall, beautiful sissy maid said, ‘if you should come, the spunk will be collected from the stockings and put into a bottle of milk. This will then be fed to you in the morning. You will also be given a final enema by Miss Blakemore. And a very hard spanking, of course.’



Her words, uttered in her harshest, cruellest voice were merely tools to ensure the thing we would most assuredly be punished for, and she knew it, and we knew it.



Then they left, laughing, caressing each other. We faced each other and beheld mutual looks of truly awesome excitement in each other’s wide sissy eyes. Then, suddenly, the light was flicked off and all we could do was wiggle and squeal in absolute blackness, remembering the expert milking we had received and preparing ourselves for the first of many mutually induced orgasms that were to punctuate the long and lovely night to follow, the night before we entered the next stage of our training in this wonderfully bizarre sissy academy, and which was very surely only the beginning of an amazing, epic and endlessly kinky adventure.





To Be Continued
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