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    Elliot hoped that he wouldn’t meet any of his acquaintances on his way to the library, and he was lucky in that respect. He was very self conscious in his chastity device. It was even difficult to watch his usual pornography in between visitors because the swelling of his cock was all the more noticeable. The improvised replacement for the missing book was still as he had left it the day before. As She had left it. No one said anything. Surely it would be noticed eventually? 
 
      
 
    It did seem to take an age for the morning to go by, and he was feeling very tired by the time Miss Alberts came in. The sight of her made him start. The old arrogance and pity for her was gone. He was terrified that she might notice the bulge in his trousers, but her wide lipsticked smile was just the same as always. He found that he could hardly summon up a smile in reply, he just nodded and fled. He had considered avoiding his usual coffee circle, but decided against it in the end, wanting everything to seem as usual as possible.  
 
      
 
    They were in their usual places in the little cafe and if they noticed something odd about Elliot as he came in, they didn’t let on. They were actually far too busy being about their usual game, he realised, as he sat down. It was a relief to be seated, and have the table hide his crotch. He had been very conscious of it as he approached the table. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’ll be doing bugger all,” said Tom, the gardener, “bloody stupid. If ya want to give to charity, give to charity, on the quiet, like. Why all this ‘look at me’ tomfoolery?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on,” said James, laughing, “get into the spirit of it. Make a fool of yourself for a good cause. It’ll be fun!” 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing then?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, me and my classmates are dressing up as the Prime Minister and doing a ‘Borris Dance’.” 
 
      
 
    “Kuh!” Said Tom, unimpressed. “Bring back birching.” 
 
      
 
    “That should be good,” said Desmond, the Stockbroker, “the Borris Dance, I mean, not the birching.” 
 
      
 
    The gardener shook his head and they all looked at Elliot. He realised with a flare of panic that it was his turn to play. 
 
      
 
    “You doing anything for the fundraiser, Elliot?” Asked Desmond, in the suddenly awkward silence. 
 
      
 
    “No…” he repled with a nervous laugh. “Lot of rubbish.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re right there,” said Tom, nodding. 
 
      
 
    “I mean, it’s the indignity of it.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment, the waitress put the tea down for them on the table and they waited for her to finish. 
 
      
 
    “Well, the boss has always liked it,” said Desmond. “Miss Templeton. Full of all sorts of new ideas. We’ll have to watch our step. I think there’s a ‘Black History Lecture’ going to be put on in the entrance hall shortly. It is rather an uncomfortable truth about the people who built this house.” 
 
      
 
    “Winchester Cathedral was largely funded by the proceeds of prostitution in London,” said Elliot, glad to have found something to come back with, trumping the other man’s history aside. History was often something that they used to try and outdo each other.  “No one cares about that now when they look at the building.” 
 
      
 
    “You doing anything, Desmond?” Asked James, trying to get the conversation back round to something he felt superior to the others about. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I expect the kids will probably want to rope me into something,” chuckled the stockbroker, playing the doting father and successful family man. “They normally do.” 
 
      
 
    None of the other men had children. Desmond smiled slightly as he took a sip of his tea. 
 
      
 
    “No one ever upstages Miss Alberts, anyway,” said the gardener with a sudden chuckle. 
 
      
 
    Desmond laughed at that. 
 
      
 
    “The old lady? What does she do? The naked okey-cokey?” Asked James. 
 
      
 
    “Worse than that,” said Desmond, “she gets herself up as a seventy year old tart and kisses anyone that won’t pay up.” 
 
      
 
    “Be glad she doesn’t get to take you back to that old people’s home she stays at for a gangbang!” 
 
      
 
    They all guffawed at that, even Elliot, though his was a bit forced. Trying to imagine Miss Alberts in any sort of sexy get up was impossible to imagine. It was just the sort of raucous, chaotic fun that he absolutely loathed and ran a mile from every time. In his present nervous state, he was doubly repelled by it. 
 
      
 
    He was very relieved that none of his normal acquaintances appeared to notice anything different about him. The waitress seemed to look at him in a pointed way, but that was probably because She was still annoyed after his making her wipe the table clean the other day. 
 
      
 
    Everything else went pretty much to form that morning, with him presiding in the library and dealing with the occasional early visitor. He was momentarily nervous again when Miss Alberts came in, but if she noticed the bulge in his trousers, she didn’t say anything. He tried to imagine her dressed as a tart and had to stop himself laughing. 
 
      
 
    When Elliot finally got back to the house in the early afternoon, he half expected to see the strange man still inside, but to his relief, the place was empty, with little sign that there had been any interference at all. That was if you didn’t count the cameras in the corners of each room. They were quite unobtrusive, Elliot had to admit, but they utterly changed the whole feel of the house. What sort of place had cameras everywhere that tracked your every move? A prison, or asylum? It was no longer his house, or didn’t feel like it anyway. She had invaded his PC, and now she had invaded her house. 
 
      
 
    There was a beep on his phone. 
 
      
 
    Aw, don’t look so glum, pet. Smile, you’re on camera. LOL. 
 
      
 
    His head snapped round at the lens in the corner of the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    PC. Now. 
 
      
 
    He went upstairs in a sort of daze, noticing that there was a camera at the landing watching him come up. He walked a bit straighter, as if he were on parade. 
 
      
 
    The skype call was already connected, of course.  
 
      
 
    “Strip to your collar and kneel, slave.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot obeyed. He was glad to get out of the formless male garments and kneel just with the collar and chastity device, like putting off ugliness. 
 
      
 
    She smirked on the screen as he knelt there before her, his eyes vulnerable and full of submissive pleasure. They went so wide those adoring eyes, so much like a little puppy, so trusting and appealing. 
 
      
 
    “I have a task for you, slave,” she said in her warm, breathy voice. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress,” intoned Elliot automatically. 
 
      
 
    “You are going to take a bath in a moment, and when you emerge, you are going to be totally without body hair. Totally shaven smooth. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    He gaped at Her for just a split second. 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes, Goddess,” he blurted out, frowning. 
 
      
 
    “Get to it, then.” 
 
      
 
    The screen went blank. 
 
      
 
    Elliot processed this new direction in his mind. She clearly didn’t like hairy men. He was not especially hirsute, but there was definitely the shadow of masculine hair all over him. Surely it would be enough to trim it all with the beard trimmer that he thought was somewhere about after an ill fated attempt at facial hair a year or so ago? 
 
      
 
    He decided that he would need to do the first trim with the beard trimmer anyway, even if he was then going on to use a razor for the rest. 
 
      
 
    When it came to it, he used the razor in the bath as she had instructed and removed all his body hair. It felt very odd, but not exactly unpleasant. 
 
      
 
    When he had done so, he called his Goddess again. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” she said, making him do a slow twirl for Her and nodding approvingly at the result. “Now open the bottom drawer of that cabinet to your left.” 
 
      
 
    He frowned at that. He just kept some old blankets in there. But when he pulled the drawer towards him, he saw that it had been reorganised entirely. Where there had been folded, monochrome wool, now there was something else. Some things else.  
 
      
 
    Things with a definite female character. 
 
      
 
    His stomach gave a sudden lurch. 
 
      
 
    “Put on the bra,” she said. 
 
      
 
    He looked towards an article that had the requisite strapping, pearly white and beautifully chased with a flowery, lacy pattern. 
 
      
 
    Then he looked back at Her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not really into….” 
 
      
 
    “NOW!!” She snapped, her black eyes sparking fire. 
 
      
 
    He realised that he was going to have to humour her. He took up the delicate, elasticated garment and opened it out, wondering how he was going to put it on. 
 
      
 
    She let out a hiss of annoyance. 
 
      
 
    “Work it out. There’s a suspender belt and stockings in there, too. When you’re ready, send me a text.” 
 
      
 
    With that She signed off and the screen went blank. 
 
      
 
    Elliot had never really wondered what it would be like to wear a suspender belt and bra, but there was some perverse curiosity about them of course, being such quintessentially sexual garments.  
 
      
 
    He managed to open the bra properly and put his arms through the straps, but it took him a while to manage the hook and eye fastening at his back. There was a bank of two of them, in three neat rows and he got them askew the first time, but managed it on the second. He found that he hadn’t needed to stretch the material too far and guessed that it had been purchased for him. And delivered by that man, he thought, with a shudder.  
 
      
 
    Wearing the bra was a very odd feeling, but he found that it did have some sort of submissive electricity about it. Possibly because it was She who had ordered him into it, or whether it was fundamentally a submissive garment, fastening at the back, strappy and restrictive. 
 
      
 
    The suspender belt also fastened at the back, and it was really unthinkable that it could fasten anywhere else. By the time he stretched it round his waist, his prick was becoming uncomfortably hard, which was a bit worrying. Was he turning into a sissy? There was no disobeying Her though, and the quicker he got into the stockings the easier it would be. 
 
      
 
    It took him a while to get the hang of the fastening at the end of the suspender drops. Quite clever, he thought, as he finally cracked it. The act of fastening suspender drops to lacy white stocking tops was an incredibly sexy motif, and surely it was this association that was causing his prick to swell and throb in its cage, not the sweet tension of the elastic as he walked experimentally to and fro. He even accentuated the swing of his hips as he went like a street slut, and giggled at himself. 
 
      
 
    Then he hit the call button of the Skype. 
 
      
 
    She was there again almost immediately and got him to model the underwear in front of Her. 
 
      
 
    “You look nice,” She said, with a smirk. “There’s some false tits in the drawer, too. Put them in the cups.” 
 
      
 
    He hesitated just for a split second. He had thought the underwear experience had really gone far enough, but he found that he dared not actually say anything to Her. He went to the drawer and opened a box that contained two silicon breast forms. They were cold to his skin, but soon warmed up once he had put them in the cups. All at once there was a weight and a bounce at his chest, and tension in the elastic that moved and pulled with his slightest movements. Was this how if felt to have breasts? It did seem to make some essential difference somehow, and his posture changed to accommodate them. 
 
      
 
    “There,” she said, approvingly. “You’re going to be my beautiful little slut. My locked little sissy.” 
 
      
 
    It was very strange, but this gave him a thrill of pleasure. He wouldn’t have said he had an exhibitionist bone in his body, but he found himself pushing his silicon breasts up a little but by arching his back, and moving his waist slightly to one side with his hand on his hip. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it, Ellie,” She laughed. “You are getting into it already, aren’t you?” 
 
      
 
    Elliot jumped at the feminine form of his name. 
 
      
 
    “Now go to the box again. There should be a nice plug for that sissy pussy.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot wondered at himself as he readily obeyed. Was there some link fundamentally between the submissive pleasure of abasing himself before Her, and the enforced taking on of a feminine, sexualised role? He found it unexpectedly exciting to be put into lingerie and the thought of being penetrated by a plug, where he had expected disgust and abhorrence, there was anticipation and curiosity. This was especially so because the plug seemed to have a charging lead with it, as well as a jar of lube. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said, with a thin smile, “now push down on the button at the end till it wakes up.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot did so and he jumped as the plug vibrated once and a red light came up on the button. 
 
      
 
    She made him download an app on his phone which connected wirelessly with the plug by bluetooth. Then he had to set up ‘Remote Access’ for Her to login. 
 
      
 
    “Lube it up and put it in your pussy,” she said, as She set things up at Her end. 
 
      
 
    Elliot did so, smearing the gel over the black rubber of the plug and then putting some over his asshole. It made him jump a little as his fingers touched is anus. He hadn’t expected it to be so sensitive.  
 
      
 
    “Get on all fours, like a bitch.” 
 
      
 
    It was almost as though the bra and suspenders in league with Her. They were happy to kneel and go on all fours, made for it, the sweet tension of the drops moving forwards to expose his ass, the bra cups keeping the silicone forms tight to his chest, seeming to have stuck to his skin somehow. 
 
      
 
    Cautiously, he pushed the narrow point of the plug against his sphincter. It was painful and he stopped. 
 
      
 
    “Put it in, I said, cretin,” She snapped impatiently. “I haven’t got all day.” 
 
      
 
    He applied more pressure, but still his sphincter resisted. 
 
      
 
    “Relax and take it in, slut,” she said, more softly, “want it inside you.” 
 
      
 
    He let his ass relax, realising that he was clenched tight, and as he did so, the suspenders seemed to smile and encourage him, making him feel deliciously dirty as the plug parted the outer ring of his sphincter, making him gasp. A little more pressure and it slid suddenly inside him all the way. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, whore,” She said, with a giggle, as the splayed, curvy end of the plug slid into the crack of his ass, and his anal muscles gripped it tight. “That’s better, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he breathed, his eyes closed against the overwhelming sensations of invasion, penetration and submission that flooded through him. 
 
      
 
    “Arrrrgh!” He blurted, as the plug in his ass suddenly came to life with a violent burst of vibrations. 
 
      
 
    She laughed evilly at that, a snickering, giggly sound that went right through him. 
 
      
 
    “Technical innovations are so fascinating, don’t you agree?” 
 
      
 
    With that She shocked his ass again with another burst of powerful vibrations. 
 
      
 
    He was amazed at the force of it. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, you can vary the power,” she went on, and sent a much gentler ripple of force through his ass, stimulating him in a very pleasant and unexpectedly arousing way. Mmmm, isn’t that nice? Deep in Your sissy pussy.” 
 
      
 
    She laughed again at his wide eyes and trembling body. 
 
    “Now, we’re going to see a little film together, Ellie. Something educational.” 
 
      
 
    He gazed up as She worked the mouse and brought up a pornographic clip entitled “Sissy Mind Trainer.” 
 
      
 
    The very idea of ‘mind training’ was a turn on, even if he didn’t yet believe he could really get too interested in sissyfication. The plug buzzed on in his ass, though and it made him feel slightly giddy. 
 
      
 
    Elliot had to admit that the clip was arresting. The narrator was an incredible Domme in latex, and her voice was irresistible. The screen split into two halves, one of a woman’s pussy, the other a man’s cock, a perfect, erect, glistening cock. He found himself looking at the cock. Probably because he was afraid of it, he rationalised in the back of his mind. Like a snake would command attention against the frail beauty of a butterfly, because only one of them was dangerous. 
 
      
 
    You’d only be sorry if I took away the cock, wouldn’t you sissy?  
 
      
 
    He said ‘no’ internally, but when the cock did disappear, he did unaccountably feel empty. The woman in latex laughed and then restored the cock, taking away the pussy. He felt the buzzing getting louder in his ass as She increased the power, and he groaned at the sudden waves of pleasure. The cock fixated his attention as the woman in the video laughed again, taking it into her hand and teasing precum out, smearing it over the helmet. 
 
      
 
    You want it in Your mouth, don’t you, sissy?” 
 
      
 
    He tried to reply, but there was only a strangled gasp. What a ‘yes’ or a ‘no’ he had tried to say? An unbearable tension built up at his crotch, the plug going even higher. 
 
      
 
    Open your mouth….. 
 
      
 
    NOOOO!!!! 
 
      
 
    YESSSSSSS…… 
 
      
 
    And suddenly, the lights went off in his head and Elliot was brought to a shuddering, unbelievably intense climax, crying out with the force of it, cum spurting painfully through the steel end of the chastity device, again and again while he gasped and moaned. 
 
      
 
    The film was stopped and there was only Her laughter now. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh, the fabled ‘sissygasm’,” she was saying, putting her hand to her giggling mouth, the black nails gleaming, “you’ve orgasmed to anal, pet. To an ass invasion. You know what that means?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” said Elliot, unable to take it in. He was feeling utterly exhausted. All that incredible energy had gone, and he felt profoundly empty inside. 
 
      
 
    “It means you’re a faggot.” 
 
      
 
    “No,” he repeated, stupidly. He felt betrayed. As though he had been led far away from his home by promises of pleasure, only for it all to be taken suddenly away, and the cynical truth exposed. He had a premonition then that this was the future for him, in spite of all the incredible pleasure, he would an empty vessel, drained of everything by Her. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fucking hell, yes,” she said, laughing again. “A pathetic, cock hungry little fag. And I’m going to treat you like one.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at her in despair. Surely it couldn't be true? But he had cum to the sight of a cock. That magnificent, cum smeared head, just waiting for a mouth, his mouth, or his pussy…. 
 
      
 
    “What is your name, faggot?” She asked, with dangerous mildness. 
 
      
 
    He looked at her, his mouth working. He felt utterly exhausted and hardly very aroused, but he knew the answer that she wanted to hear. 
 
      
 
    “Better not get it wrong.” 
 
      
 
    It was almost as though it were the bra and suspender belt that formed the words for him as he moved in them, and they with him, holding him in that tender, secure, elastic embrace, which had begun to feel nice again…. 
 
      
 
    “E-Ellie,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl,” she said, her black eyes glittering. 
 
      
 
    He basked in Her approval. 
 
      
 
    “Now, you will find that your underwear has been entirely disposed of, and something much more suitable put there in its place. You are a pantie wearer now, Ellie. You have come far today, and we don’t want to take any backward steps, do we?” 
 
      
 
    “No, Goddess.” 
 
      
 
    “No, Goddess,” She echoed, with that sadistic curl of Her lip. “Now, turn to the camera, sissy.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at Her questioningly for a split second, but obeyed almost before he knew what he was doing. 
 
      
 
    “Now say My name is Ellie and I want to suck cock.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot whimpered a little at this, hesitating. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, sissy. Confession is good for the soul. Say it!” 
 
      
 
    He did so, in a quavering, girly voice. As he said it, his prick began to swell again in the cock cage, as if to underline the truth of it. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl,” She said, with a dirty cackle. “We already know that you like it up your ass pussy.” 
 
      
 
    He closed his eyes and groaned. Had all of that really happened? 
 
      
 
    “Now, that will be all for now, Ellie. Watch the sissy clips a few times; they are good for you. There is a nightdress in there for sleeping in. If you are really keen, you can sleep in your collar, too, though don’t have it too tight. I’ll contact You in the morning.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Goddess.” 
 
      
 
    And with that, She was gone again. 
 
      
 
    Elliot let out a long breath. He was incredibly tired. He didn’t know what he had done exactly to expend so much energy, but he felt as though he had run a marathon.  
 
      
 
    His mind whirled round and round, trying to find patterns, shapes, familiar, comprehensible progressions, but everything was confused, new, dangerous, unpredictable. He didn’t really understand what he had done, what had been done to him, what difference it was going to make, but he knew somehow that it had been a profound afternoon. 
 
      
 
    He got slowly to his feet, and the underwear moved with him, the suspender drops tightening and easing with every shift of his body. The bra, too, gave and pulled as he moved, though remaining like a second, beautiful, lacy skin. His prick stirred again in the cage. It was all so strange. He had to try and return to the familiar certainties of his ordinary life, to give up this strange dream and wake back into reality.  
 
      
 
    He picked up his trousers and held them out. They were so shapeless and neutral. So colourless and plain. He looked back down at his lacy stockings, the sheer material of the suspender belt and the tight elastic of the drops. He decided he wasn’t going to take them off, and stepped gingerly into his trousers. Likewise the bra stayed on, his shirt going over the top of it, and even the silicon forms had to stay, making twin mounds in the loose material. What did it matter? No one would see him. 
 
      
 
    He went downstairs with a new, peculiar gait, a combination somehow of how he had always moved, and the new, body conscious and feminine step dictated be the underwear underneath. The chastity device moved slightly under his trousers, making him step unevenly, favouring the side of the cock cage. 
 
      
 
    When he sat down in his faithful armchair, he did not fall into it with a thump as he normally would do. He lowered himself gracefully, and had to stop himself crossing his legs. 
 
      
 
    Somehow he couldn’t relax like that. He seemed to need to remain poised, watchful of how is body was angled, conscious of himself in a way that was utterly foreign to him. He was beginning to think like a woman, he thought, knowing that every last detail of their physical position and dress would be open to interpretation, taken as a signal of their readiness or not for sexual activity, or amorous play. 
 
      
 
    It was ridiculous as he was on his own, but the weight of the silicon breasts were a constant reminder that he needed to be careful. Elliot began to understand why a lot of females chose a relaxing spa weekend away from men to unwind rather than do something more energetic. It wasn’t just the stresses of work that they needed to recuperate from, it was the weight of managing their physical power of attractiveness, the constant anxiety about the effects of their femininity on all men.  
 
      
 
    He needed to remove the underwear at once, but he knew that he would have to at least keep the panties, and his cock cage was going nowhere. He whimpered a little. No way out. The fastenings were at his back, out of reach.  Both literally and metaphorically. 
 
      
 
    He managed to eat a little. He normally had a big steak and chips on a Saturday, but he somehow could not stomach all that fat and the bloated feeling that he always got. He made himself a small bowl of pasta and even that he could only half finish. Did he want to make himself slimmer all of a sudden? He had never really worried about his weight before. 
 
      
 
    After he had eaten, he found that he was utterly exhausted and went straight to bed. His mind refused to think about any of it any further. He had heard about ‘hitting the wall’, but had never experienced it before. It was simply overload, and bed was the only place for him. When he got to his bedroom, he was surprised to see a pink nightie laid out ready. That fellow really had been very thorough, he thought.  
 
      
 
    The lacy pink material was so nice against his smooth skin as he put it on. He let out a deep sigh as the feminine feelings flowed through him, he fell asleep in a sweet, soft, sensual bliss. 
 
      
 
    To his own surprise, he actually slept very well. Perhaps it was because his head had just given up thinking. Yesterday he had gone to bed in great consternation. That night, he had been exhausted and thought of nothing.  
 
      
 
    Elliot generally woke up tired. The previous day he had woken up disturbed, and without sleep, but normally he slept well, but without much benefit upon waking. He wasn’t a greatly motivated person, and the day had little appeal to him mostly. Usually he had to climb through a fog of weariness, and wandered around in a daze for the first half an hour. 
 
      
 
    That morning, it was different. For a start, the sissy garment that he woke up  in was so imbued with cheeky energy and outrageous glamour that weariness was impossible. 
 
      
 
    The day was chock full of possibilities. Granted that most of them were rather frightening, but still, it was excitement that he felt, and his heart pumped his blood round more vigorously than normal. He checked his phone. Nothing from Her yet, but he knew that She would contact him. The knowledge gave him a shuddering thrill. The day was a meaningless fog till She might appear and give it shape. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the bra and suspenders draped over the arm of his little bedroom chair. The sight of them was so inspiring. He crossed over and sat down there, but he did not grab them and put them on all at once. Just the way they hung there was so different to anything else. All clothes were just shapeless, dead things until you put them on, but it was so different with lingerie. They had an identity all of their own. He looked at them as you might a deadly insect, beautiful and gleaming, afraid but yet fascinated and unable about look away. The sheer material seemed to shine in the poor light, and the elastic drops hung down like snake heads, full of brooding menace. 
 
      
 
    He reached out slowly with a trembling hand and took up the delicate fabric of the belt and lifted it from the chair. The smooth feel of it in his hand communicated a sense of wondrous perfection as he opened it and held it up before him. The way that the belt curved away from the centre, down towards the first elastic drops, then curved upwards again towards the arch that led on to those of the rear, then curving again to meet at the elegant, hook and eye clasp. It was work of living, irrefutable art, decorated by lacy panels and floral edging. The fact that this incredible garment had anything at all to do with him was beyond belief. That he was supposed to wear it….. 
 
      
 
    But there was no keeping it off his body. Even without Her encouragement, there had been a deep connection made yesterday. He had been so reluctant to take it off and wearing it again was foremost on his mind that morning. He had no idea that smooth skin and the feel and lines of the lingerie would have anything like that effect. Of course it was bound up with Her. It was She who had associated pleasure specifically with the garments. He realised that She could have chosen any submissive guise for him, and it would have been intensely erotic and leave a deep, indelible imprint. 
 
      
 
    He slipped the sissy nightdress over his head and put it carefully on the bed. Completely naked, he took up the suspender belt and stretched it round his waist with a slight gasp. With a momentary fumble, he hooked it at his back, and the fastening held it fast around his waist. It would not look right till he had attached the drops to the stockings, and he wasted no time doing that, eager to feel the elastic tension and slutty feel of the drops as they pulled and released with his movements. Next came the bra, with the fillers, and he giggled at the feel of it, the exquisite poise and balance of it. He walked up and down the hall, accentuating the roll of his bottom, and wondered when the simple act of walking had ever been so marvellous and magical. 
 
      
 
    When there was the distinct ‘ping’ of incoming Skype call from the box room and he sashayed in, smiling. There no need for the order to kneel and make his obeisance. Kneeling in suspenders felt especially good, the rear drops straining in a classic whore’s pose, ass up, and he felt tears suddenly prick his eyes, it was so exquisite. 
 
      
 
    “Already dressed like a whore, I see,” She sniggered. “What a good girl.” 
 
      
 
    Her praise made him feel so good that the tears swelled in his eyes, bulged for a moment, and then ran down his face. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhhh tears,” She said, “my favourite. Come closer to the camera, slave. Let me see.” 
 
      
 
    He obeyed and She studied him intently. There was adoration there, with a hint of despair and fear in the depths. She smiled. It was always so good to see how profoundly She affected a slave, no matter how many times it happened. Slaves wept mostly in the early stages of training, until the despair turned to acceptance, and the eyes went vacant and obedient. That She liked to see, too, of course, but the breaking in never ceased to give Her a particular joy. 
 
      
 
    “Now, slut,” she said, in a more businesslike tone, “we popped Your ass cherry yesterday. It will be Your whore’s mouth today.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you have Your butt plug installed?” 
 
      
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    She made an impatient hiss. 
 
      
 
    He got up with alacrity and wasted no time in smearing lube on it and inserting it in his ass. 
 
      
 
    “That plug stays in unless I say different, slut. At night as well as during the day. I might get bored when I can’t sleep and you won’t be able to sleep either, I assure You. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “And I can buzz your ass when it is time to appear on Skype. Much more fun than texting!” 
 
      
 
    He whimpered a little at this. 
 
      
 
    “Now open the right hand drawer of that dresser and see was your thoughtful Owner has provided for you.” 
 
      
 
    He did do and saw rather what he expected to see in the circumstances, a dildo, of he thought about average size, with a sucker cup by the balls. Even though he had expected it, the sight was still somehow a shock. He knew that only girls had dildoes. Girls and faggots. The knowledge made his stomach lurch. He had seen them of course in a thousand and one porn flicks, but to actually touch one, and do anything with it was strangely wicked and thrilling.   
 
      
 
    “It’s not going to bite you,” said his Mistress, testily, “bring it over here.” 
 
      
 
    No, it’s not going to bite me, thought Elliot, as he lifted it out. It will do something far more profound than that. It’s going to fuck my mind. 
 
      
 
    “Push the sucker of the dildo on the wall where I can get a good view. Waist height, of course, just like you were kneeling to real cock, giving head on Your knees like the whore you are.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot, or Ellie, knew what was coming as he fixed the dildo to the wall. Maybe it was the idea of giving head in his suspenders and bra, with smooth body kneeling before a prick that made it erotic for him, or it could have been simply the blissful feeling of obeying Her instructions and a desire to please Her, but he hardly cared. Suddenly as She made him lick and kiss it, telling him what a whore he was, he desperately wanted to take it into his mouth.  
 
      
 
    “It takes practice to get it right, slut,” she said, watching him, “but don’t worry, you’ll get plenty of that.” 
 
      
 
    She made him take it into his mouth and keep is teeth away, then take it right to the back of his throat, making him gag. All the while he tried please, to be a good little cocksucking whore while She laughed and told him was a faggot he was.  
 
      
 
    Presently, She started the vibrating plug in his ass and that with the slight friction in the cock tube began to bring him inevitably toward orgasm. Shrill voices yelled warnings in his head, but it only made him moan and love it more, till suddenly he was jerking powerfully in ecstasy, the dildo in his mouth. 
 
      
 
    She laughed as the cum tried to spurt out of his prick, but could only dribble from the confines of his chastity cage. 
 
      
 
    “What a good girl.” 
 
      
 
    He groaned a useless denial, once again feeling empty and lost for a moment. He knew that the inheritance of such pleasure was dust and ashes, that sexual ecstasies were transient and treacherous, that his utter ruin would inevitably come, but he only groaned in despair, unable to confront Her with these truths, shaven and feminised, and caged. Soon he felt the first tingling beginnings of returning desire, resurgent submission filling the emptiness with diabolic energy, and he was completely Hers again. 
 
      
 
    “Now, Ellie,” she said, smiling Her thin, malicious smile, “you are going to go early into Hensford House today and ask to see Miss Temple. With the plug in, naturally.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at Her surprised. He had never really had much to do with the woman who ran the operation at the house. She had always given him the impression that she wasn’t very impressed with him when they had met. She was always impeccably dressed, with country casual clothes and designer wellies that seemed to make her more beautiful the muddier they got. She had that sort of bone structure and naturally blonde hair that never looked anything more than extremely pretty.  
 
      
 
    “M-Miss Temple?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I think you ought to be doing something for charity at the fundraiser this weekend, Ellie. You aren’t a stuffed shirt selfish stick in the mud now, dear. You are up for anything.” 
 
      
 
    “Well…” 
 
      
 
    Eillot didn’t feel at all like volunteering to do anything. It was demeaning. 
 
      
 
    “I think you ought to give those poor girls a break in the cafe, and they can be the ones to be waited on hand and foot for once. And all the proceeds that day can go to charity.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no…” 
 
      
 
    “Ellie!!”  
 
      
 
    He jumped. 
 
      
 
    “It might sound like a fucking suggestion or request, but it really isn’t.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot quailed at the hard black of her eyes. He was suddenly made aware again of the fact that he was locked into chastity, wearing a collar, and dressed in slutty lingerie. Hardly a position of power to deny anyone anything. 
 
      
 
    “Understood, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. You will explain the idea to her this morning. You will also explain that if anyone puts up £500, you will do it in a maid’s dress.” 
 
      
 
    The idea was so shocking that Elliot couldn’t speak. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on, Ell,” she laughed. “It will be fun. You could wear your nice bra and suspenders underneath and be proper serving girl. No one would have to know.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot wouldn’t have believed that he could ever have had the remotest interest in doing such a thing, but the thought of wearing a maid’s dress and his sexy underwear out of doors was suddenly very seductive. Didn’t he hate having to put on male clothes now? 
 
      
 
    “It will be fun, Ellie, and you’ll be making a real contribution to the fundraising effort. Shake off those old shackles, dear, and have a laugh!” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t suppose anyone will want to see me in a maid’s dress as much as all that anyway,” he said, suddenly feeling a bit down about that, “five hundred pounds is a lot of cash.” 
 
      
 
    Oh, well, we’ll see,” she laughed. “We’ll have a bit of a promotional effort for you. Don’t forget the plug.” 
 
      
 
    With that She was gone again. 
 
      
 
    Elliot had only just started getting used to wearing the chastity device. Parts of his cock and balls had become raw and he found it quite painful at that moment just walking. She had told him that the skin would toughen up in a few days. Now he was having to try and keep the plug installed as well? He thought about begging for some sort of slow down. It was all happening so incredibly fast. It was only yesterday morning that he had been just plain Elliot Bonham, semi retired and firmly middle class accountant. 
 
      
 
    Now he was seemingly enslaved and locked into chastity, with a plugged ass pussy, shaven and transformed, mentally as well physically. Had She seen this potential in him, or could She have done this to any man? Maybe he might ask Her. He felt as if he had been given an entirely new perspective on life. How many times had he seen it on one of these nature programs, the male giving itself to the female in the act of courtship? The male exhausting itself in a desperate chemical frenzy. He had heard a male orgasm being called ‘The Little Death’. Was there in every man the deep hidden but extremely powerful need to give himself up to a Female? To surrender? Certainly the chemistry was there in Elliot, and She had known how to summon it. She had known. She was like a sorceress who had discovered an ancient, long forgotten spell, suppressed by a succession of patriarchal societies, preaching a very male-centred, anti sex message. Was the whole thrust of that religious teaching merely a huge, institutionalised attempt to deny this essential magic that Women had deep inside them, to prevent them using it to enslave men? 
 
      
 
    If so, it was being rediscovered. The male barriers of fear and desperation were coming down, weakened as their religion of flight and denial had weakened, and Females were finding their power again. Not as a new dogma, or another religious construction, but as a true, essential force. 
 
      
 
    And how they laughed to see it working, to feel their strength after centuries of suppression. To rise after so long sealed in a stone coffin, breaking through the runes of sleep and concealment, stirring the stone lid aside and waking like an Evil Queen of ancient Egypt, unnamed by history, but known by the male psyche, feared on a subconscious level by every man, known in dreams and fantasies, and impossible to resist. The Eater of Men’s Souls. 
 
      
 
    The woman who had weaved this ancient spell over him clearly enjoyed doing it, revelled in it. It gave Her pleasure to subjugate men. To awaken in them the need to serve Her, give themselves to Her, to claim their souls as their Goddess and Queen. To see them caught in Her enchantments, vulnerable, adoring, helplessly entwined and held by their own deep bliss and fulfilment. The amazement and surprise. They hadn’t known that the feelings existed. But She had. They became creatures of arousal before Her, lit up by sensual, submissive bliss. Oh, they were fixated and caught by it, but also emptied by it, eaten by it, consumed by it. Thoughts, emotions, ego, memory, character, will, ambition, all were lost, eaten, consumed, leaving just a servile, adoring, zombie-like shell behind. 
 
      
 
    Sitting there after She had gone, and alone with the ordinary world, he knew that something fundamental had indeed been lost. She had drained something out of him. Eaten something of immense value. Call it a soul, perhaps. He had never been a man of strong emotions, but now he felt the lack of feelings, the utter emptiness inside him. The yawning space where a heart full of humour, sparkle and love should be. Everything that had made him who he was, every memory and attachment seemed no longer to have any meaning. His mind was empty, his opinions and thoughts an irrelevance. He had surrendered them all to Her. Only Her commands mattered. 
 
      
 
    He shook his head at this thought and whimpered a little, but even as he did so the blissful energy of submission to Her came back, hardening his caged cock so that it pressed against its little steel restraint. It was as though his psyche came up against the bars of a cage without doors. No escape.  
 
      
 
    Even if for some reason She decided to release him from Her service, the submissive energy had been awoken in him, and he would only have to find another Dominatrix to serve in order to find that deep pleasure and purpose again. There would never be any escape. By leaving him, he would not get his personality back, his soul, his ego. She had taken that, and left him with an aching void inside. 
 
      
 
    Putting these thoughts to one side, he considered the more practical and immediate problem of how he was going to fulfil the tasks that his Owner had given him to do. 
 
      
 
    The idea of meeting with Miss Temple and suggesting a crossdressing fun event for charity filled him with embarrassment and dread, but he knew that he was going to have to do it. Did a small part of him find it exciting? It was certainly mostly terrifying. 
 
      
 
    He managed to down some cereal for breakfast, wearing only his dressing gown. It was a big white fleecy affair and is felt nice against his smooth skin. He did not put on any male clothes, remaining in his stockings and bra. They felt nice, he had to admit, and he was fast becoming used to them. They were all part of the trap, he knew, but god, or goddess, they felt good. He found himself wondering what it would feel like to wear a maid’s dress…. 
 
      
 
    He did have to put on some male clothes eventually however when it was time to go to Hensford House. It was the first time he had both the chastity device and the butt plug installed in his ass, and he walked very gingerly to his car. The rubber crosspiece of the plug fitted nicely into the crack of his backside, so when he sat down, it was not painful, if a little uncomfortable. 
 
      
 
    He did not enjoy the drive as he normally would do, relishing the power and freedom of the big engine and sleek lines of his car. Power and freedom were no longer very relevant to him, indeed they did not exist. 
 
      
 
    He walked up to Miss Temple’s office in the administrative wing of the house like a condemned man, which might be very appropriate, he thought, as he approached her door and knocked. It had been the old stables, and he always thought he could smell a lingering aroma of leather and straw and the earthy residue of kept animals. Miss Temple rode horses. He had never seen her do so, but it was an unquestionable fact in his mind that she must do. 
 
      
 
    “Elliot,” she said, with a pleasant smile, not getting up from her desk, as he came in. It was such a beautiful, natural smile that there was no room for thinking about protocol and posturing. 
 
      
 
    “M-Miss Temple,” he said, trying to sound jovial. 
 
      
 
    “Sammantha, please,” she laughed, with a slight frown. 
 
      
 
    He realised that he had not called her ‘Miss Temple’ before. 
 
      
 
    “Er, yes,” he stumbled, actually conscious of the lock and plug, so say nothing of the underwear underneath. It made him feel so pathetic. Still it did remind him of what he had come for. 
 
      
 
    “It’s the charity day, on Saturday,” he continued, with a lopsided expression that looked more like a leer than a smile. “I had an idea.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes?” Said Miss Temple eagerly, her brown eyes lighting up. 
 
      
 
    He swallowed, his expression becoming even more sickly. 
 
      
 
    “I thought I might do a stint in the cafe, serving you know, to help out.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, what a wonderful idea,” she enthused. “Yes, and all the proceeds for the time you’re there could go towards the pot!” 
 
      
 
    “I thought it would be a nice gesture.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” she said, nodding, “it certainly is that.” She seemed to muse a little and looked at him curiously. “I thought…” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he said quickly, “I have been a bit cynical about such things before.” 
 
      
 
    “What changed your mind?” She seemed genuinely interested. 
 
      
 
    Elliot thought for a moment, nonplussed.  
 
      
 
    “Sometimes you see things through new eyes,” he muttered, rather unconvincingly. 
 
      
 
    “Well, good,” she said, with a bright smile. “I’ll let the kitchen staff know about it, and perhaps you might stop by and just familiarise yourself. I don’t know if you’ve done any of that sort of work before. Perhaps when you were a student?” 
 
      
 
    “Er…no,” he stammered. 
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s not difficult,” she said reassuringly. “There are a couple of days before Saturday, and it’s only for charity after all. Everyone will no doubt be expecting you to get it wrong.” 
 
      
 
    He could tell that she was uncomfortable under that cheerful facade. It didn’t add up somehow, and they both knew it. Still there was even more that had to be said. Had to be said. 
 
      
 
    “And,” he said, with a leer that might have been intended for a smile, “maybe I could do something more.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes?” 
 
      
 
    She said it brightly, but the strain of masking her perplexity was obvious in her wary eyes and taut features. 
 
      
 
    “If someone put up £500 I’d dress up a bit for the part.” 
 
      
 
    “Dress up?” 
 
      
 
    He swallowed. 
 
      
 
    “Be a bit of maid, you know….with the uniform…” He trailed off, his voice squeezed into a squeak. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhhh!!!!” 
 
      
 
    Miss Temple giggled at that and put her hand up to her mouth. She didn’t know whether she laughed just to fill the awkwardness, or because she thought it was funny, or whether it was out of approval for the lift that the gesture might give the charity effort, which was very close to her heart. 
 
      
 
    “Why, that’s so generous of you,” she went on, recovering somewhat. “Are you sure about this, Elliot? 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think anyone would pay hundreds of pounds to see me dressed as a maid anyway,” he said, with a nervous laugh. “But it might be fun if they do. And it would be a real help for the Peruvian Mules.” 
 
      
 
    “Donkeys, Elliot,” she corrected, “but that is certainly true.” 
 
      
 
    She thought about it for a moment longer. What harm could there be in it? 
 
      
 
    “All right, I’ll certainly put it out there that you are going to help out at the cafe for charity anyway, and also mention the fact that you are offering to do it as a sort of panto maid if there is sufficient interest of at least £500. If you’re sure.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it will be fun!” Said Elliot weakly. 
 
      
 
    “Of course. That’s what it's all about. I’ll mention it to the kitchen staff and maybe you could pop round there after your shift today and see what’s involved. Best leave it till after the lunch hour rush.” 
 
      
 
    “Right,” he said, his heart sinking. He knew that he was not the most popular there. “I’ll go and have a coffee while I’m still being served!” 
 
      
 
    They shared an uncomfortable laugh and Elliot went out. 
 
      
 
    When Elliot sat down with his usual acquaintances, he was trembling with the after shock of what he had just signed up to with Miss Temple. 
 
      
 
    “Are you all right, old boy?” 
 
      
 
    “Fine,” said Elliot, grimacing at Desmond the stockbroker. “Just a touch of something.” 
 
      
 
    He jumped as he felt the plug in his ass give the briefest throb. 
 
      
 
    They were all looking at him. 
 
      
 
    The waitress came over in her Victorian maid’s get up and stood ready to take their order. Elliot glanced at her then looked away as he found himself staring right at her. She seemed pleased with herself for some reason. Surely she couldn’t have already heard that he was going to wait on tables that weekend? No doubt they would all love that. He got the distinct impression that the two girls didn’t really like him very much. All because he just tried to assist in keeping up standards. 
 
      
 
    Had he imagined the plug giving out that brief little burst? Surely not. Perhaps it was just some sort of malfunction. It was conceivable that She was in remote control of it and just set it off out of pure spite but she couldn’t possibly have a camera. 
 
      
 
    The girl took their order and went back towards the serving area. Elliot followed her as she stepped away, trying not to make it too obvious. She did rather have an eye-catching behind and the modest Victorian maid’s dress actually added a certain fetishistic glamour. It gave him a start to think that he might actually be putting one of them on. The way he felt about it was complicated, which surprised him. 
 
      
 
    “Looks like you’d like a touch of something,” said Desmond, following his eye, and they all cackled, Elliot joining in uncomfortably. 
 
      
 
    “They probably enjoy getting ogled by dirty old men,” said James, sipping at his tea, his eyes twinkling. “Looking at what they can’t have.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” said Desmond, “you forgot that we’re rich old men. We can have anyone we want, eh, Elliot?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he agreed, uncomfortably, with false laugh that had the effect of stopping the flow of the conversation stone dead. 
 
      
 
    At that moment, the plug in his rectum let out another buzz that Elliot was sure must be audible. He started and took the phone out of his pocket, as if to imply that the buzzing noise must have come for that. Again the plug buzzed loudly. 
 
      
 
    “H-ave to take this,” he stammered and walked quickly out, his ass still letting out the strange vibrations. Elliot had the horrible impression that there was laughter behind him as he went, female laughter. 
 
      
 
    The three men looked at each other and raised their eyebrows. 
 
      
 
    “What’s gotten into him?” Asked Desmond, with a chuckle. 
 
      
 
    “Reckon he’s got a fancy woman,” said Tom, the gardener, with a dark look and nod. 
 
      
 
    James guffawed at that, while Desmond snorted disbelievingly. 
 
      
 
    “Might be Miss Alberts,” he said, and they all laughed. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elliot was shaking when he got clear of the cafe. The butt plug had at last stopped buzzing, but the shock of it was still with him 
 
      
 
    How had she known where he was? Or had it been just at random? He had received no warning at all. It had simply woken up and vibrated in his ass. It suddenly felt as though he was harbouring an alien in his body, a living thing that had intruded deep into his abdomen, and lodged there, powerful and malign. It was a very disturbing thought. It was only the connection with his Mistress that gave it any semblance of comprehensible purpose, and that was disturbing enough in itself. 
 
      
 
    As these thoughts went through his mind, his phone did buzz and let out a ‘ping’. 
 
      
 
    Enjoy your coffee, sissy? 
 
      
 
    Of course, he went for his coffee at the same time every morning, he thought, with some relief. It hadn’t been hard for her to time the ‘attack’ for the most embarrassing moment. 
 
      
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    She sent back a laughing face. 
 
      
 
    He saw that she had gone offline from the messenger, but still that didn’t make him feel much less exposed. She could shock him with the plug anytime She chose. It was all part of the way of the modern world that there was hardly anywhere without an internet connection, and that was all that She required. He wouldn’t put it past Her to be able to hack into the house security cameras and watch him as he went through to the hall, and then into his usual haunt of the library. 
 
      
 
    It was quite busy that morning, and Elliot was surprised at how he managed to slip back into the role of volunteer guide. He was noticeably a bit less sure of himself perhaps, but other than that, it was business as usual. He didn’t look at pornography on his phone so much, but that was because of the flow of people, and also the uncomfortably large bulge that his chastity device made whenever he was the remotest bit excited that way. 
 
      
 
    He only actually had one chance even to skim through his favourite videos towards coffee break and that was ill advised, seeing as how Miss Alberts came in and almost caught him at it. 
 
      
 
    She smiled, her wrinkled face smeared with ineffectual make up, and seemed to enjoy his embarrassment, which was very out of character for her. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, time for coffee already!” 
 
      
 
    Elliot was half a mind to avoid the cafeteria altogether, in case word of his charitable intentions had gotten around, but it was important to him for some reason he couldn’t fathom that he should try and maintain as ordinary a life as possible in the face of the recent seismic events. 
 
      
 
    Evidently, they hadn’t yet heard of it, and Elliot was grateful. He still sensed that there was something off about the conversation, but he affected not to notice. They stayed off the subject of the charity event altogether and instead held forth on the shortcomings of everyone from the Prime Minister down. 
 
      
 
    He tried to catch the eye of the waitresses as they came and went, thinking that he was going to have to break the ice with them at some stage. Miss Temple had said that he should meet with them and familiarise himself with his duties. He assumed that Miss Temple had said something to them, but if she had done, there was no evidence of it in terms of their attitude towards him, which remained disdainful and frosty. 
 
      
 
    Elliot left with the others and went back to the library to finish his shift. He decided to go home for lunch and then come back to the cafeteria after the busy midday period, just as Miss Temple had suggested. 
 
      
 
    He could hardly eat anything, he was so nervous. He felt as though he were losing weight, with all this stress and lack of appetite. He smiled as he wondered if it would improve his figure. 
 
      
 
    When he drove back to the carpark and walked to the cafeteria, he tried not to meet the eye of any of his acquaintances. It was odd that he was still there after lunch, and he didn’t want to enter into any long conversations. 
 
      
 
    He was relieved to see that the place was quite quiet and the two waitresses were chatting by the serving hatch. 
 
      
 
    He approached them with as much trepidation as if it were a nest of vipers, but he knew that he had to try and establish some sort of rapport. 
 
      
 
    Elliot had not been particular good at talking with females before the recent changes in his life, and the damage to his ego and self esteem that comes with wearing sissy underwear, having a plug installed in his ass and his cock caged in a chastity device made it a thousand times worse. 
 
      
 
    By contrast the two waitresses couldn’t have been more poised and self assured. 
 
      
 
    “Er…..I don’t suppose you’ve heard, but….” 
 
      
 
    They tittered at that and glanced at each other. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes,” said Judy, with flick of her blonde hair, her face suddenly becoming hard, “we know that you have been so incredibly generous as to offer to lower yourself to our level for a day as a charitable gesture.” 
 
      
 
    “Well…” 
 
      
 
    He knew that Judy was actually a talented student set for her second year reading chemistry at Oxford, so he could understand why it felt a little demeaning for her. 
 
      
 
    “And apparently you want to dress as a maid.” 
 
      
 
    Sandra, the other waitress, who was looking more at waitressing as a career, laughed out loud at that, putting her hand in front of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t say that,” mumbled Elliot, feeling extremely uncomfortable, “I just said I would do it for £500, to help raise cash for the charity.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, the money has already been put up.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    Judy sighed. 
 
      
 
    “Clean your ears out. I said the money has already been put up. So we’d better be getting busy hadn’t we? It’s already Thursday.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” said Elliot, feeling a bit overwhelmed. He hadn’t really expected anyone to pledge the cash. 
 
      
 
    “You didn’t think of how a maid’s dress was going to be made that quickly, did you? How someone is going to have to work all night?” 
 
      
 
    Elliot stared at her. 
 
      
 
    “Well…” 
 
      
 
    He had just assumed that he would squeeze into an old one of theirs or something if it came to it, or maybe on reflection he hadn’t really considered it at all.  
 
      
 
    Judy let out an impatient hiss. 
 
      
 
    “Go and stand in the stores room out of the way,” she said, pointing to her left. “You’ll be seen to in a minute.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot meekly obeyed without a moment’s hesitation, feeling like a naughty schoolboy, and walked in the direction of her pointed finger, into the little room where they kept the dry stores for the cafe, tins, bottles and packets all in neat rows. 
 
      
 
    “Have a good look round,” said Sandra, with a smile that was hard to read, “you will need to know where everything is.” 
 
      
 
    “Right,” he said, with as bright and confident a smile as he could manage, but it was a pathetic effort.  
 
      
 
    He was left alone as the girls went to serve customers in the cafe. 
 
      
 
    Elliot sighed. Everything was strange. That he should be in the store room was wrong, that he should be ordered about by the waitresses was wrong, that he needed to memorise the contents of the stores cupboard was wrong. They were still going to be there on Saturday, just with him as a bit of a help. Surely it was all a bit too much of an effort just for one day? It was only a bit of fun. They were taking it all a bit too seriously. 
 
    Presently he heard a familiar, wheedling, uneven voice approaching the door. 
 
      
 
    “It’s no trouble, dear, really no trouble.” 
 
      
 
    Just as his mind recognised it, the woman herself appeared, armed with a tape measure. 
 
      
 
    Miss Alberts. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” he said stupidly, frowning. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, dear,” she said, I her usual slightly obsequious way, “I’ll just need to take a few measurements.” 
 
      
 
    “Right.” 
 
      
 
    He didn’t know what else to say. 
 
      
 
    “I do all the dresses,” she went on, conversationally, “keeps me occupied, you know.  
 
      
 
    “I see.” 
 
      
 
    “I must say it’s marvellous what you’re doing for those poor donkeys, Mr Bonham. Stand still now.” 
 
      
 
    “There’s really no need to go to this sort of trouble, Miss Alberts,” he mumbled. “It’s only for a day, after all.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” she said dismissively, “many are fine dresses I have made that were only for a day.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but that was probably for someone who was worth it.” 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhhh, everyone is worth a good dress, duckie. It’s how they’re appreciated mostly. I think you are going to really appreciate it once you put it on.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s only a bit of fun,” he said confused. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” she said, briskly, straightening up, noting down the last of the required measurements in a little notebook. “That’s all I need.” She examined the numbers for a moment. “Just as well I like a challenge.” 
 
      
 
    With that she went out with a last wrinkly smile. 
 
      
 
    Elliot wondered what he should do next. He really didn’t know. He remembered the last thing that Judy had said, to stay out of the way. He thought about his Mistress and wondered what She would tell him to do if She was there. Why was he wondering what the last female command had been? Why couldn’t he make up his own mind what to do, as he had always done before? 
 
      
 
    As he was pondering this point, Judy popped her head round the doorway. 
 
      
 
    “Ketchup,” she snapped. 
 
      
 
    Elliot stared at her. 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    “I said ketchup.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” 
 
      
 
    He looked around desperately, and as luck would have it, his eye fell on a shelf-full of miscellaneous sauces, with the ketchup right at the front. He stepped over swiftly and took a bottle with hands that shook, and handed it to her. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t thank him, just took it rather roughly from his hand and disappeared quickly back into the serving area. 
 
      
 
    Elliot shook his head. But there was no time to think. No time to sit down and wonder about things. He had become accustomed to time passing slowly and struggling to find things to do, ways to fill it. The volunteering in the house was just such a tactic. Now he was suddenly in a world were there was no time to do anything but desperately try to keep up. He felt a pang of sympathy for the waitresses. He hadn’t realised that they were under such pressure. 
 
      
 
    He went round the stockroom and desperately tried to commit it all to memory. He saw that there was some organisation behind the way things were stored, and knew at least roughly where to start every time Judy or Sandra darted in and demanded something. They didn’t ask politely, and Elliot did not think it strange. There was a tremendous rush all the time, after all, and it wasn’t the place for easy pleasantries.  
 
      
 
    At one point Elliot felt as though he needed to go to the toilet and was silently directed to the adjoining lavatory. He went inside and took down his trousers quickly. He was just manoeuvring his plug to take it out when a great release of gas bubbled past is, relieving the feeling of being full completely. He realised that he didn’t really need to poop at all, it had just been wind trapped by the plug. It had sounded really prolonged and loud, but fortunately there didn’t seem to be anyone else in the toilet. 
 
      
 
    When it got quieter, Judy called him into the serving area and went through the system with him. It seemed fairly straightforward. You took the order on a notepad along with the table number, and that was then torn off and given to the kitchen staff. When the meal was cooked it came through with the table number again, and you delivered it to the customer. 
 
      
 
    She said it all quite rapidly, with little patience, but Elliot was used to numbers and systems and it was not difficult for him to understand. It was more difficult to get the hang of carrying more than two plates together. He was not a clumsy person however, and he managed it tolerably well after a while walking to and fro in the stockroom while fetching and carrying for the girls. 
 
      
 
    “It’s only a bit of fun for charity,” said Elliot, when it all seemed to be getting a bit too serious at one point, but Judy just shot him a hard glance at that. “We’re done here today. Be here for eight.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot might have enquired about that, seeing as how they didn’t open before ten, but he realised that there would need to be some preparations made, and anyway, Judy had proven herself to be best obeyed rather than questioned. 
 
      
 
    When he finally got back to his car to drive home, he realised that he was very hungry and very tired. He hadn’t even thought about lunch, and now it was three in the afternoon. 
 
      
 
    He got a sausage roll at the filling station and munched it as he went. He was eating out of sequence. It all felt wrong. He had taken some sort of wrong turn and was lost in the woods. The world looked the same, but it seemed like an alien landscape. 
 
      
 
    He couldn’t even take any comfort in his own home anymore. It had become somebody else’s. Cameras watched his every move. Lidless eyes with malign intent. And it turned him on. His own body was betraying him, hardening in his cage. And he kept hearing Her nickering, sadistic laugh every time the despair rose in him along with the submissive pleasure. 
 
      
 
    He feared Her but ached for Her to summon him to appear before Her, ached for that intensity of submission and worship. It amazed him how quickly he had become addicted to it, how he craved for it so intensely.  
 
      
 
    Everything else seemed to have lost its meaning. He might normally have gone out for a walk in the fine weather, and found solace and poise in the unchanging landscape and winding, unhurried river, but they didn’t appeal to him at all now. There was nothing of Her in them. 
 
      
 
    He went upstairs and stripped down to his sissy underwear. He felt better once he had divested himself of all that shapeless, horrible masculinity. He put on his strappy shoes and wig and walked with exaggerated hip sway down the landing, giggling to himself. 
 
      
 
    His phone beeped and he went across to look. 
 
      
 
    Good girl. Now fill your holes. 
 
      
 
    He felt a glow of pleasure at Her praise and proceeded to practice with his dildo, both sucking on it and letting it fill his ass. The chastity device enhanced this pleasure, but stopped him from getting near an orgasm, which he knew was exactly its purpose. It felt so good when he just gave himself up to it, lived it, let it fill his soul. 
 
      
 
    His phone beeped again. 
 
      
 
    LOL. Good girl. 
 
      
 
    He was just digesting this information when there came the sound of the front door opening downstairs. 
 
      
 
    He froze, terrified, as he heard he sound of steps coming down the hall and then come up the stairs. He simply couldn’t function. He knew that he had to get out of his female things in double quick time, but somehow he just stood there. It came into his head that it was a burglar, but this just made him more afraid. 
 
      
 
    As a figure appeared, head then broad shoulders, then squat, powerful physique, Elliot was a little relieved to see that he recognised him as the man who had installed the cameras and left him the box of sissy goodies. 
 
      
 
    Even so, he thought about trying to conceal himself, darting into the box room where he kept the computer. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t bother, slut,” he growled, as he came up and stood in the doorway.  
 
      
 
    Elliot felt very vulnerable in his female lingerie, unsteady on his heels. As he straightened up there was along with his terror a delicious, transgressive pleasure in feeling the pull and clinging pressure of the underwear and the poise of the heels as a male looked on. 
 
      
 
    “Nice,” he said, briskly. “You’re turning me on.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot glowed at that, where he was sure that he should have been disgusted.  
 
      
 
    “Come here, bitch.” 
 
      
 
    He was sure that the shoes dictated it. It wasn’t his own will that made him step so sensually over to the man, nor his own impulse that made him want to reach out and rub the man’s prick through his trousers. That wasn’t necessary, he was undoing his fly and doing the job himself. 
 
      
 
    Elliot watched, fascinated, as he worked his prick out of his trousers and kneaded it into full hardness, drawing back the foreskin to reveal a throbbing, shiny cockhead. His own smaller prick hardened painfully in his cockcage. 
 
      
 
    He found himself kneeling and licking his lips. He didn’t know the man from Adam, didn’t even know his name, but what did that matter? He was a cock to be sucked. He thought that he would have had a lot more resistance to break through, need a lot more persuasion and pressure, but truth was he was excited by his new role, the first time he had been so for twenty stale, accounting book years. His overriding desire was not to make sense of anything, or philosophise about different forms of motivation, but simply to do a good job. To be a good whore and pleasure him. He had been so pleased to have turned a man on, now he wanted to show that he could do the rest. He knew that his Goddess was probably watching, almost certainly watching, and he wanted to perform well for Her.  
 
      
 
    He licked and worshipped and teased the head, grasped it and wanked it slowly. He enjoyed every grunt of pleasure, every indrawn breath from the man as his tongue found that intense place behind the glans and worked it, or took his helmet right into his mouth for a moment, sucking and caressing it. 
 
      
 
    He did not resist as the man grasped his head and forced his cock right into his mouth and to the back of his throat. He gasped and struggled for a moment, glad for the practice he had done. Then the man began to fuck his mouth, back and forth, making it difficult for Elliot to get his breath. He had enjoyed the initial teasing of the man’s prick, but this he was not enjoying at all. Nevertheless, he stuck to it, knowing that the man was loving it, knowing that it was not his place to be enjoying anything; that it was the man’s pleasure that counted. After what felt like an eternity of being fucked the man grabbed his head in a vice like grip and came in powerful spurts down his throat. Elliot gagged and reared back, coughing, choking on cum and the man let him slip off his prick. 
 
      
 
    Elliot couldn’t work out why he put his hand in front of his lipsticked mouth to ensure that none of the man’s semen was lost as he struggled to recover.  
 
      
 
    “Swallow it,” he said, as Elliot opened his mouth for some reason and showed him the milky gloop on his tongue. 
 
      
 
    Elliot did so, with a moan of pleasure. It was his first load. He had turned the man on, and he had brought him off. Now he was going to swallow his cum. It was sheer sissy heaven. 
 
      
 
    “Clean me.” 
 
      
 
    He eagerly teased the last drops of cum from the man’s semi limp prick, and cleaned the head, holding the foreskin back to expose it while he worked. 
 
      
 
    “Slut,” he said, with a chuckle and then slapped him away. 
 
    The man put his prick back in his trousers, and with one more amused glance he turned away to go back downstairs. 
 
      
 
    “Stay as you are,” he said, as he disappeared. 
 
      
 
    Elliot was happy with that. He wasn’t looking forward to getting back into his male clothes. He walked up and down the hall, giggling at the feeling of rolling his hips and pouting, the taste of cum in his mouth. He simply didn’t want to wash his mouth out. It seemed impossible to him that he could be doing so, mere days after he would never of imagined anything of the kind. It couldn’t be that She had trained him for this exactly, rather that She had made him discover it, more or less fully formed. This incredible resource of pleasure and excitement buried deep, but only needing the right conditions to burst into life. Only needed Her to made him submit for it to send out dark shoots and sprout at impossible speed inside him, pushing everything else out of the way, dark tendrils going to the uttermost limits of his psyche, choking off his old life, transforming him from within. 
 
      
 
    He looked up at the camera and wondered if she had indeed been watching. 
 
      
 
    His phone beeped. 
 
      
 
    Good whore. 
 
      
 
    Elliot already felt a beautiful glow of satisfaction with the taste of cum in his mouth, but that lit another, more profound fire in him. He had pleased his Owner! 
 
      
 
    He heard banging and scraping from down below and he assumed that the man, whose name he also did not know, was making some more alterations to his home. 
 
      
 
    It was a problem for him after a while however because he did not know what to do next. There was the afternoon and evening still to go and none of his usual pastimes really appealed to him. They nearly all entailed putting on male clothes for one thing, and that thought really disgusted him. It was like a butterfly threatened with putting his old caterpillar skin on again, just as it was enjoying its new wings. He heard Her cackling laughter again in his head, as this analogy occurred to him. 
 
      
 
    After a while, he sat down on his computer chair and began to sulk a bit. He still sat upright and poised, with his stockinged legs nicely together, and he spun seductively on the chair, but there was no getting around it, he was getting a bit bored. He hoped for the thousandth time that the man would come up again and let him suck him off or take his ass cherry. 
 
      
 
    When he heard footsteps, he did get up excitedly, therefore, but the man did not come towards him with that steely, fixed glare that denoted sexual focus, but instead merely gestured for Elliot to follow him. 
 
      
 
    He went to the bathroom and bent him over the bath, standing over him and putting his weight so Elliot couldn’t move. Then there was the sound of an electric trimmer. 
 
      
 
    “W-what?” 
 
      
 
    But the man did not hesitate, merely starting cutting his already short hair right back to his scalp, letting the hairs fall in the bath. When that was done, he gathered up the fuzz, and then straddled him again, this time running water. 
 
      
 
    “NO!” Said Elliot as he saw the razor in the man’s hand. 
 
      
 
    “Best keep still,” grated the man, “don’t want any blood.” 
 
      
 
    He trembled as the razor scraped over his scalp, leaving him entirely bald. The man dried his head with a towel and stepped back, a grin of amused satisfaction on his unpleasant face. 
 
      
 
    “Face the cam,” he ordered, pointing. 
 
      
 
    Elliot did so, feeling very vulnerable and odd, the passing of the air over his head very different. He knew that She would be watching. There was no other reason for him to require him to do so. 
 
      
 
    The man put talcum powder on his newly exposed skin and then got something that looked like a small latex bag, opened a zipper at the back. A single lock of blonde hair protruded from the very top, hanging down a foot or two. 
 
      
 
    “Your new face,” he said, with a sneer. 
 
      
 
    Elliots eyes went wide as he forced the latex over his face, and pulled the zipper down, stretching it taut across his cheeks and chin, compressing his nose a little. He adjusted it slightly and it fitted cosily enough. He couldn’t resist touching it with his fingers. That liberty was abruptly taken away as his arms were pulled behind him and his wrist snapped into a pair of handcuffs. 
 
      
 
    The man fitted the collar back next, slipping the end of the hood’s zipper through the padlock, locking it all in place. Then the chain lead was snapped back on. He was pulled to his feet and led downstairs. 
 
      
 
    Elliot giggled quietly again at the new, unsteady way that he had to negotiate the stairs in his heels. Those shoes made everything different. Without his arms to help his balance, it was doubly difficult. 
 
      
 
    When he got down to the hall, he was surprised to see that there was quite a lot of cleaning gear and various boxes piled to one side. Stuff that had been in the generous sized broom cupboard under the stairs. The sloping topped door to that space was open, with the light evidently on inside. 
 
      
 
    The man brusquely motioned for him to enter. Bemused, Elliot looked inside. The only thing he saw was that another security camera had been fitted there. He wondering if She was watching him at that moment. There was no way to tell. Was he going to be kept in the broom cupboard? He found it vaguely exciting, but somewhat sinister. The man pushed him firmly deeper in and it was then that Elliot saw that the square end of the little space to his left had been entirely filled by something that looked exactly like a steel cage, with the front section that was swung open invitingly. The bottom was lined with thin, black rubber cushioning. To his surprised the walls of the space had been lined with mirrors on each side to the level of the top of the cage. 
 
      
 
    “No,” he said, involuntarily, but there was no denying the excitement in him now, the need to crawl into that cage. 
 
      
 
    The man chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “In, bitch.” 
 
      
 
    He sank to his knees and worked himself inside as best he could. It wasn’t easy without being able to use his hands, and the man quickly lost patience, shoving him inside with his foot. Elliot whimpered as he sprawled on his face, working himself awkwardly into a sitting position as the door clicked shut behind him. 
 
      
 
    “The lock works on a bluetooth link, slut,” said the man, “you can address the camera and beg the Goddess for toilet breaks.” 
 
      
 
    With that he went out and shut the door of the cupboard behind him. 
 
      
 
    Elliot whimpered as the door closed. He had left the light on, but he was sure that was because She wanted to watch his first time in the cage. Wanted to see his expression, ideally wanted to see him cry, he knew. Wanted to see despair and adoration in that exquisite mixture that she loved to see. But actually he was very elated to be locked into that little prison. It certainly took the stress out of wondering what he was going to be doing that afternoon. That decision had rather been taken away from him. 
 
      
 
    He had to admit that he was now quite a sexy sight as he looked at himself in the mirror, even if he wasn’t very shapely. His features were just shiny black, with openings for mouth and eyes, and the blonde ‘top tail’ hung seductively down across his neck, down to the straps of his bra. It looked like someone else entirely, he thought, with a shudder of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    The man came in again abruptly and slid a large steel dog bowl into the cage about three quarters full of water. It went through a horizontal gap at the bottom that did not require the cage door to open. Then he went out again without even giving him more than an amused, disdainful glance. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t have his phone, or even any way to tell the time. He didn’t know what was going to happen next. How long would he be shut in with his wrists locked at his back. He heard the front door close and wondered if the man had gone away, and if so, how long. 
 
      
 
    The mirrors gave him no opportunity to pretend that none of this was happening. He loved looking at himself, seeing the hooded and subjugated creature that he had become, a slave confined in a cage. Even his face had been removed, human features replaced by the featureless, gleaming latex. 
 
      
 
    He luxuriated in the feeling of confinement and transformation, but as the minutes went by, he began to get uncomfortable and shifted his position. He couldn’t stretch out fully unless he pushed his feet through the bars, and that felt faintly ridiculous and didn’t look very sexy in the mirrors. 
 
      
 
    He thought about needing the toilet eventually and inevitably, with the thought, he felt the first feeling of fullness in his bladder. It was difficult to say whether he was close to passing poo, since his plug complicated that feeling. It often seemed that he needed to go, only for gas to escape in a fetid rush when he pulled the plug to one side, and the feeling subsided. 
 
      
 
    With his arms chained behind him, he couldn’t even try the door of the cage to test the lock but he had no doubt that it was completely secure. A light winked on it every now and again to indicate that it was functioning. 
 
      
 
    Slowly the blissful feeling that the entrapment initially gave him began to subside and he started to get bored and uncomfortable despite the pleasure of wearing the lingerie, collar and manacles. It was all right as a temporary pleasure, but it soon became tedious when he was not aroused. He wondered how long he was supposed to stay like that. He imagined that it wouldn’t be very comfortable for sleeping. The bars were all right to lean back against for a while, but soon they made his back sore and he kept having to adjust his position. He couldn’t lie on his side because of the position of his arms. 
 
      
 
    He knelt in front of the water bowl and slowly bent down. There was no other possible way for him to drink but to lap it up like a dog. He could hear Her cruel chuckle in his head as he did so, and he wondered if that were the point of the manacles. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, he did speak towards the camera, if only to ask how long he was going to be kept in the cage, but there was no response.  
 
      
 
    He gave up after a while and pictured himself reclining comfortably in his armchair reading something of historical interest as he might have done on previous afternoons. All of a sudden, his admittedly less exciting, but more peaceful and easy life seemed incredibly desirable and wholesome. Despite the passionate pleasures and ecstasy of recent events, they seemed frightening and demonic, too, like being at a funfair or circus, gouts of fire going up, yells and screams half in fear, half in delight. All of sudden, Elliot wanted to go back to his former home, to leave the dangerous energy of the funfair, to get off the weird carousel and return to what he knew and trusted. 
 
      
 
    Perhaps if he said to Her that the fun had dried up, that it had been an incredible blast but things had gotten about as far as they could go, surely She would recognise that he had to rebalance his life, back towards his normal habits? 
 
      
 
    He felt homesick, even within the bounds of his own house, because it did not feel like home anymore. He felt tears sting his eyes. All the repressed and ignored associations of his normal life welled up suddenly and he felt them stream down his face. 
 
      
 
    “Move closer to the camera, slut.” 
 
      
 
    He jumped at the crackling slightly unearthly voice. It had plainly come from the little intercom built into the camera. He turned towards it. 
 
      
 
    “Closer, pet.” 
 
      
 
    He did so, snivelling. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm….…closer…” 
 
      
 
    He knew at that moment, that there was absolutely no chance of obtaining any mercy from Her. Tears and suffering of Her slaves just turned Her on, gave Her pleasure. 
 
      
 
    As that knowledge penetrated, the pleasure rose in him again, mingling with the tears, submissive bliss, and he was suddenly incredibly grateful to Her for not caring about his former self, nor the health of his ego, the remnant of his masculine independence. 
 
      
 
    She laughed that evil nickering cackle again. 
 
      
 
    “What a pleasing little slut you are fast becoming, Ellie.” 
 
      
 
    Again the rush of pleasure easily overriding his negative feelings. 
 
      
 
    “H-how long are you going to keep me in the cage, Mistress?” 
 
      
 
    “How long do you want to be kept in my cage, dearie?” 
 
      
 
    The question took him by surprise. He never thought that he was going to be given a choice. He hesitated, but with the submissive energy going through him, magnified by the restrictive bars and the power of Her presence, there was only one, true thing to say: 
 
      
 
    “Forever, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    She laughed again. 
 
      
 
    “Of course you do. Better get comfortable then.” 
 
      
 
    There was a click, and the intercom went dead. 
 
      
 
    He whimpered a little. He had meant to beg to be released, for mercy, for some room for his normal self to breathe, but when it had come to it, he had begged her for ‘forever’ and She had laughed. He felt like weeping again. 
 
      
 
    So the long hours wore on, by turns despairing and full of pleasure, boredom and discomfort, failed attempts at sleep, but always securely locked, and watched by the dispassionate camera. The mirrors tracked his every moment, as if to confirm, magnify and celebrate the least evidence of who he now was, and who he was going to be. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, he had to beg to be allowed out to urinate, and that three times before the lock clicked open. He was surprised to see that the cage door swung open by itself, by means of some sort of powered hinge. He worked his way out on his knees, and staggered to his feet, nearly falling without his arms to steady him, gasping for breath. staggered a little on his feet as he stood up in the cupboard and went out into the hall.  
 
      
 
    He knew that he was being watched and did not linger, but went straight to the downstairs loo next to the back door. It all felt very strange, but he had to squat on the seat and let the water flow through his cock cage no matter what. His bladder was crying out for release. He didn’t need to use his hands as the weight of the cockcage directed the flow straight down. 
 
      
 
    Once he had managed that, he went back to the cupboard under the stairs and a part of him was distressed to find how much of a relief it was to crawl back in the cage and have the door click shut behind him. It was perhaps something to do with having all his options removed again. Inside the cage, where he had no choices, he felt free of the burden of having to think and decide anything. He could just leave the deciding and the choices to someone else. His Goddess. His role was simply to obey. Again, a great welling up of gratefulness came, and split tears down his face. It felt so good to belong to Her, and give everything up to Her, every atom of his psyche and soul and heart and mind. He felt Her approval radiating down, heard her laugh again as She drank in his worship of Her. 
 
      
 
    After a while, he heard the outer door go, and wondered in a panic who it might be, but after a certain amount of bustle from the kitchen, the man entered the small space again with another bowl, this one evidently full of food. It smelt quite appetising, but the brown lumps bore all too close a resemblance to dog food, he thought, as it was slide inside the cage through the low opening. 
 
      
 
    He looked up questioningly, but the man was already gone. 
 
      
 
    He looked back at the bowl. He was quite hungry. He bent down like an animal and sniffed at it. There was no heat rising from it. Straight out of a tin, he thought with a whimper. It was dogfood. He had read somewhere that dogfood was quite safe for humans, if poor quality. 
 
      
 
    He could not use his hands, being handcuffed behind him, so he had to use his mouth and suck the food up, using his tongue to help. It tasted all right, and he managed a couple of mouthfuls. He was sure that She was watching, and no doubt laughing. 
 
      
 
    It struck him that he was going to lose weight quite quickly if this was going to go on for any time. He had wanted to lose the sagging belly for ages and never managed it. 
 
      
 
    Just as in prison, he supposed, the highlights of being caged were mealtimes and sexual opportunities. There was absolutely nothing else to do. The cold light never changed. There was no passing of time. He often watched himself in the mirror, looking at the gleaming black latex that had deleted his features, just leaving him with a mouth, eyes and nose. The single blonde pony tail that protruded from the top. The collar and bra, suspender girdle and stockings. Heeled shoes. It all seemed completely like somebody else, but She wanted him to confront his new self, he knew, and accept it as who he now was.  
 
      
 
    After a while, the man came back and removed the half eaten food bowl. His handcuffs were removed from behind his back, but then locked again in front of his chest, then connected by short chains to the rings on his collar. He had no idea why this was done, as the man said nothing, but at least he could lie down now and rest a little. 
 
      
 
    One more lavatory break, which the man allowed him, for he seemed to be able to hear the intercom too, and then the light was switched off. 
 
      
 
    “Goodnight slut,” he said, with a grating chuckle, and then he was gone. 
 
      
 
    Elliot woke up in a very poor state after a sleepless, uncomfortable, nightmarish time in the cage overnight. 
 
      
 
    He was very far from being at all turned on by any of his clothes, his hood, his situation or anything else. He only knew that he was in considerable pain and discomfort, and his overriding thought was that he needed to get out of this madness at the first opportunity and never look back. 
 
      
 
    However, his ability to put anything of this into action was of course very restricted. The only line of communication he had with anything was the intercom on the camera, and even in his very depressed state he hesitated to use it, or at least was undecided about what line to take. Physically, he was nicely trapped. His wrist chains resisted all his efforts to force apart, and the cage was obviously far too strongly made for him to be able to make the slightest impression on it. When he put his weight against the door, it did not budge in the slightest. 
 
      
 
    “Good Morning, Ellie,” came a familiar voice, low and mocking. 
 
      
 
    He looked up at the camera, unconsciously straightening himself on his knees, as if to attention. 
 
      
 
    “Good Morning, Mistress,” he heard himself say. All his determination to break out of his present predicament didn’t exactly melt away, but there seemed to be no point in provoking Her unnecessarily. He still had to think of a strategy. 
 
      
 
    “How are you feeling after the first night in your new cage?” 
 
      
 
    The way She said it sounded so wickedly depraved that he found that it gave him a slight submissive tingle. 
 
      
 
    “Awful,” he said, honestly. “I ache everywhere.” 
 
      
 
    She laughed at that, making the submissive glow extend and start to climb up his spine in a tingling stream. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, dearie,” she said. “It’s very new to you. Now, forget your aches and pains. What an exciting day we have in store. A nice wholesome day of charitable work.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot had almost forgotten about it, the experience of being in the cage had been so all encompassing. Somehow, subliminally, he had assumed he wouldn’t be doing it. He didn’t have any hair for one thing. How could he go out in public? The man had shaven his scalp smooth. 
 
      
 
    “My h-head,” he mumbled, confused. “I haven’t got any hair.” 
 
      
 
    It all sounded so unlikely. How could he have no hair? He shook his head, as if to clear it. 
 
      
 
    “Never heard of a wig? Now, Grunt will be along in a minute.” 
 
      
 
    With that, She signed off, and left Elliot wondering with a frown why he would want a wig when his had hair in the first place, even if it had been thinning. He shifted his position painfully, trying to get some life back in his limbs. Pins and needles affected him for a while and he gasped a little as the circulation returned. 
 
      
 
    ‘Grunt’ soon appeared. It was somewhat of a relief to know the man’s name for some reason, even if it wasn’t really his proper name. Isn’t it always good to be able to name something? Halfway towards dealing with it. A mischievous thought came to him that he had sucked the cock of a man without even knowing his name, which was a properly slutty thing to do. 
 
      
 
    As if the man could divine his thoughts, he undid his fly and took his cock out. 
 
      
 
    “Morning glory,” he said, with a slight smile that didn’t reach his dead, vacant blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    Elliot had had the distinct impression over the last day or so that he was a passenger in a strangely autonomous vehicle of a body that did the strangest things without any reference to himself. This was again true as he found himself licking his lips and moving towards the gap in the bars where ‘Grunt’ pushed his hardening prick inside the cage. 
 
      
 
    He felt his head being grasped and suddenly his mouth was full of him. 
 
      
 
    “Ride it, whore.” 
 
      
 
    And Elliot did so, with obvious relish. One of the few perks of prison life, he found himself remembering, sexual opportunities.  
 
      
 
    A little while ago, Elliot’s old self had been full of determination to return to his former life and escape this strange degradation, but now he found himself once again embracing his captivity with a fulness and enthusiasm that was hardly believable. 
 
      
 
    It was not long before Grunt pulled himself out and spurted cum all over Elliots latex face and into his mouth, gasping a little with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    He licked and swallowed, and cleaned the head of the man’s still engorged penis, till he replaced it in his trousers and pulled up the fly. 
 
      
 
    He took his phone out of his pocket, tapped a couple of times, and the cage lock gave, and the door swung open. Grunt then snapped the chain lead back onto Elliott’s collar and jerked on it to indicate that he should crawl out. He did so and then stood up, again in obedience to a jerk on the chain.  
 
      
 
    He was taken to the bathroom, where he was stripped of everything apart from the chastity device, including the hood and plug, and thrust into a stinging hot shower. 
 
      
 
    It was such a sweet, blessed relief. The water cleansed and soothed him to the point where he felt tears come. It was suddenly as it always had been. It was as though he were just having a normal shower. Perhaps he had just dreamt it all? 
 
      
 
    The chastity device put paid to any thoughts on that score, however, as soon he started to soap himself down and slough off the grime. His razor was in the soap dish too, and he scraped away his facial stubble. He thought about trying to do his head, too, but decided against it. There was no need anyway, as it felt completely smooth. The rest of his body, too, was devoid of hair. The thought gave him a little giddy rush of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    He dried himself carefully, and then washed out his mouth of cum, and brushed his teeth. 
 
      
 
    On the little table in the bathroom were laid out new lingerie for him to put on, including the silicon bra fillers. It was black and very fetching, and he had to admit that he was very relieved that he was not going to have to wear his male clothes, at least for the moment. He put them on, with somewhat better efficiency than he had the first time yesterday. 
 
      
 
    He stepped into his heeled shoes, and looked round for the latex hood, but it wasn’t there. He couldn’t decide if he were happy or sad about that. On the one hand it was very character effacing and degrading, but it was also something to hide behind, something strangely addictive and comforting, a layer of defence between himself and the world. At least his collar was waiting for him, and he buckled it about his neck without a second thought. 
 
      
 
    He stepped out into the hall and Grunt snapped on his lead. With a slight grin curling at the corner of his mouth, he led him towards the main bedroom upstairs. Elliot enjoyed the feeling of going upstairs in his lingerie and heels, accentuating the roll of his ass as he went. When was going upstairs ever a pleasure? 
 
      
 
    Grunt opened the door and trust him inside, almost making him stumble on his heels. 
 
      
 
    The first thing that struck him was the odd, flowery smell, but then the visuals hit him. He had a precise memory of his own bedroom, but it did not accord at all with what he encountered. Gone was the slightly musty, clinical unused atmosphere. It had all gone pastel pink and white. And standing there with her hands on her hips was the natural expression of the floral, overdone, perfume laden backdrop: Miss Alberts, in her Victorian finery. 
 
      
 
    He was so shocked he didn’t even have time to be embarrassed. 
 
      
 
    She smiled that lipstick, toothy smile just the same however, and her heavy mascara eyes crinkled up with benign amusement. 
 
      
 
    “Oooooh! You do look lovely, dear,” she crooned, clasping her old, be-ringed hands together, pearl bangles shaking. 
 
      
 
    Elliot continued to just stand there, shocked. 
 
      
 
    “Surprised to see me?” 
 
      
 
    She laughed and pressed a button on her phone. At once, the plug in his ass began to buzz. 
 
      
 
    “It was me all the time, dear.” 
 
      
 
    “How?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head as if to clear it. 
 
      
 
    “I had a very interesting conversation with someone,” she said, with a broad smile. Someone very inspiring indeed.” 
 
      
 
    His heart sank. He knew exactly who that person was.  
 
      
 
    “She turns negative into positive, yearnings into reality, and boredom into pleasure.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he agreed, automatically, without thinking. 
 
      
 
    She laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. And she has given you into my care.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at her, trying to process it. 
 
      
 
    “And what an absolute treasure you are!” 
 
      
 
    Her compliment gave him an unexpected glow. He felt absurdly grateful to her as she went round behind him and continued to crow over his appearance, even if he remembered that mostly people considered her gone slightly soft in the head. 
 
      
 
    “Now, first a slip and petticoat before we try on the dress, dear.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot did not resist as she passed a slip over his head and then made him step into a petticoat. They felt nice. 
 
      
 
    “Lovely,” she commented, smiling again. “I never had a daughter, of course, but I did have a wonderful niece to bring up and I do so miss her. Ellie, you are called, I believe, aren’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Well….”  
 
      
 
    Niece? 
 
      
 
    He felt as if he had to put her right on this at once. The woman had plainly got a completely wrong slant on the matter. 
 
      
 
    “She was such a sweet girl and taught me so much about pleasure.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    Miss Alberts sniggered at his shock. 
 
      
 
    “Amazed are we? Young girls know so much more about it now than we did. So much more.” 
 
      
 
    That was certainly true, he thought. Even so, the thought of being made into old woman’s niece reborn was too weird and creepy a thought, as though he were suddenly in a horror film where some sort of mad, deranged family arrangement had led to unspeakable crimes. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not actually your niece though, Miss Alberts,” he said, as gently as he could. 
 
      
 
    He gasped in pain as she slapped him hard. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes had suddenly gone as hard as agates, and her mouth was a thin, firm line. He recalled from somewhere that she had once been a headmistress. He had never believed it before, but he believed it then. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll not stand for any nonsense, Ellie, do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    He stared at her and quailed as she reached to one side and picked up a wicked looking cane. 
 
      
 
    “I know how to deal with disobedient girls. Do you need to feel this now, Ellie? I wonder. It might be beneficial.” 
 
      
 
    He suddenly felt extremely vulnerable in his lingerie and petticoats, as if the clothes themselves had robbed him of all means of resistance. Surely he should be getting firm about it himself and standing on his dignity, but he stood now on slutty high heels, and that was a different psychological situation altogether. 
 
      
 
    “No, please…” he blurted, taking a step back. 
 
      
 
    The corner of her mouth turned up slightly, though her eyes remained steady and hard. 
 
      
 
    “See you don’t then, Ellie.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes….Miss Alberts.” 
 
      
 
    “Now,” she said, brushing the tense atmosphere away with a gesture and a brilliant smile, “it’s time to see if the dress fits!! 
 
      
 
    She went to the bed and Elliot saw that a maid’s dress had been laid out there, similar to the ones that the waitress’s wore. 
 
      
 
    She helped him step into it and adjusted it here and there. It did seem to fit him very well.  
 
      
 
    Then she sat him down at a dressing table that had not been there before and did his make up and wig. 
 
      
 
    There was a full length mirror in the corner and he was amazed at how his appearance was completely transformed. He almost giggled. Miss Alberts pronounced herself very pleased and invited Grunt in to give his opinion. He didn’t actually say anything, just nodded his approval and gave Elliot a leering, hungry look. 
 
      
 
    Miss Alberts checked her watch.  
 
      
 
    “Time to go!” She said, brightly. 
 
      
 
    Elliot gulped. It was the first time he would be presenting anything of his new self to the world, and he was suddenly very grateful for Miss Alberts and even Grunt, for being there with him. 
 
      
 
    They arrived in Elliot’s car, driven by Grunt, before the cafe was due to open. 
 
    
“Now go on in, dearie,” said Miss Alberts, as they dropped him off by the cafe. “Everything will be fine!” 
 
      
 
    The waitresses laughed when they saw him but there was something delighted in the sound, and there was approval in their eyes, and he felt as though he was much more acceptable to them in that guise, even if they still spoke to him quite abruptly. 
 
      
 
    There was some embarrassment, but some warmth, too, that hadn’t been there before. 
 
      
 
    Miss Temple came in a few minutes later and approached him with a bright smile. 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad you confided in Miss Alberts, Elliot, or ‘Ellie’ as I suppose you would like to be known now?” 
 
      
 
    She giggled at that, her eyes bright. 
 
      
 
    “Er….” Said Elliot, confused. 
 
      
 
    “About you wanting to, you know, express who you really are.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he said, weakly, trying not to look too out of his depth. 
 
      
 
    “I knew there was more to it,” she said, breathlessly, “when you came to see me. I realise that you didn’t know me well enough to confide your true feelings. A shame, but I understand it. Now, don’t worry about a thing, Ellie! You’ll be fine! Now, I must dash. So many things to organise today.” 
 
      
 
    She gave him a brilliant smile and went off with a very jaunty step. Elliot realised that she must think she was doing something for the transgender minority. The idea of having a transgender waiter/ress was like a dream come true. How much more up to date could a cafe be? That was why the girls were a bit more sympathetic, perhaps. He felt badly that they were responding to a lie though. Or were they? Was he a transgender? He thought about the pleasure he had recently got from dressing and acting like a whore and it gave him pause. Wasn’t he disappointed at the thought of going back into male clothes? 
 
      
 
    His reverie at Miss Temples departure was gently interrupted by Judy who reminded him that it was nearly opening time. 
 
      
 
    He was surprised that his former dinner companions stayed away. It was the moment he had been dreading, but it never arrived. He had no time to think about it as the morning coffee rush came. He was still somewhat in awe of the girls, and didn’t say a great deal, but there wasn’t much time for chit chat anyway. It was a weekend, and a charity weekend to boot, and the morning was very busy. He made the inevitable mistakes, but actually acquitted himself quite well. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t till he was in the car again afterwards, heading for home with Grunt driving, that he realised that his friends were as uncomfortable as he about it. If he had been the pantomime dame, they could have had a great laugh and joke about it, but once the word had reached them that he was genuinely making a beginning at crossing the gender divide, they stayed away. He was sure that they were profoundly disgusted. 
 
      
 
    However, they were about the only ones who felt that way. Everyone else seemed quite happy with the situation, and Elliot did make a difference for charity that day. 
 
      
 
    And he certainly made a difference for himself. It might have only been one day, and in special circumstances, but to express his new-found pleasure in embracing his submissive side so publicly and for it to be acceptable to so many was incredibly affirmatory and encouraging. 
 
      
 
    Miss Alberts was very complimentary and pleased with his efforts, twittering away at how fetching he looked in his uniform and how well he had done serving tables as Grunt drove them back to the house. 
 
      
 
    Elliot fairly glowed with the compliments. Grunt was characteristically silent, though he uttered his usual guttural monosyllables presumably in agreement occasionally. He found to his surprise that he had no resentment that he was not driving his own car anymore. It had been formerly one of his chief pleasures, but it was much more pleasant to be powerless, being driven, being taken. 
 
      
 
    When they got back to the house, he was relieved to find that he was not immediately going to be made to take off his maid’s dress. Indeed it turned out to be the entirely appropriate attire as Miss Alberts remained in the house and used him exactly for that purpose.  
 
      
 
    She was patient with him, but she expected him to get it right the second time. It took three attempts to get her tea right, and she made him bend over the raised his skirt and petticoat to expose his shaven bottom after the failed second. 
 
      
 
    She swung the cane with ruthless efficiency. 
 
      
 
    The agony was unbelievable. 
 
      
 
    If he hadn’t concentrated before, he certainly did after that. He was tired, but there was no time for rest. 
 
      
 
    “There is a lot for you to learn, Ellie,” she said, “both as a slut and as a maid, but you will learn fast at both.” She tapped the cane into the palm of her hand as she spoke, emphasising the point quite eloquently. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Miss Alberts.” 
 
      
 
    His voice was beginning to go up in pitch and become more feminine, and he hardly recognised the sound. 
 
      
 
    She smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Miss Alberts did the cooking, but Elliot did all the fetching and carrying, and had to take careful note of Miss Albert’s culinary methods, too. Evidently, he would be required to produce a meal eventually. He did not expect to sit with Miss Alberts and Grunt, and so it proved. He knew that his would be later in the cage, from the bowl. Grunt actually did not sit with Miss Alberts either, but knelt in a collar beside her table, begging for scraps. This seemed perfectly natural to Elliot, understanding that it was only females that ruled in his Owner’s world. 
 
      
 
    Later that evening, the door went and she had to go and answer it. It was Judy, the waitress from Hensford, who gave him a disdainful smile, with Sandra just behind, her eyebrows raised and eyes laughing. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, girls,” said Miss Alberts, later on in the sitting room, “I learned all of this so late, but you have a lifetime of fun and advantage before you.” 
 
      
 
    “Starting tonight,” said Judy, with a wicked grin. “I have been in contact with the Owner. A very specific procedure.” She looked at Elliot and crooked a finger.  
 
      
 
    “Ah,” said Miss Alberts, smiling in anticipation, “carry on then.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot obeyed with dread in his heart and blood pumping nervously round his body. 
 
      
 
    Judy smiled at him thinly. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I’m told that you like enforced ass widening. Gaping holes that are stretched to the point they can’t close anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “W-well…” said Elliot, going pale. 
 
      
 
    Judy reached into her bag and took out a huge conical red plug and smiled thinly. 
 
      
 
    “After this, you’ll have to stay plugged just to stop your guts dropping out.” 
 
      
 
    They both giggled as Elliot whimpered in useless protest. He remembered the fascinated pleasure he had taken in seeing epic anal stretching on a porn video, the way in which he had sought out the biggest, most destroyed asses. Now he was going to be one of them. 
 
      
 
    “No,” he begged. 
 
      
 
    They both laughed again. 
 
      
 
    “You know you want it, Ellie. Get on all fours.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot obeyed and flinched as his dress and petticoats were lifted up and settled over his back, then his panties pulled down. 
 
      
 
    He felt a hand grip the plug in his ass and firmly pull it out, a fart following it. 
 
      
 
    “Ewwww…” 
 
      
 
    “Covered in brown…” 
 
      
 
    They all laughed and made disgusted sounds while Elliot whimpered in humiliation. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’ve an idea, Ju,” said Sandra. She moved round in front of him and put the evil smelling plug in front of his face, smiling broadly. 
 
      
 
    “This could do with a wipe,” she said, mimicking Elliot’s former patronising tones at the cafe. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” said Judy, in the same arrogant voice, “it’s just not acceptable.” 
 
      
 
    They all laughed at his horrified expression. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm, that’s it, slave,” said Sandra, coldly, as he began to lick. “Eat shit.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading this book. If you have enjoyed it (and I do trust that you have), then a positive review/rating on Amazon would be so much appreciated. 
 
      
 
    Cruella 
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