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HOUSE-TRAINED

The Home Make-Over Job

(and a very rigorous selection process)

Frankie desperately wants this job, to become the perfect, personal assistant and constant companion, to the beautiful and

successful businesswoman, Katrina.

There are only two or three problems with that :-

	Frankie is male. 

	Katrina Nolan despises males. 

	She, specifically, expected only young ladies to apply. 



How can the pair resolve this fundamental issue?

The advert wasn’t specific about the job description. And so, Frankie bowls along for an interview, expecting the application process to be a level field of play. When he discovers that the job is intended for a female, and when businesswoman, Katrina Nolan, discovers Frankie is a “he” and not the “she” expected, there seems little point in continuing the interview.

But Katrina must detect something in Frankie that tells her she might just be able to mould him into the “Girl Friday” she’s looking for. It certainly didn’t take much persuading for him to slip into that green, satin gown, that he so readily agreed to try on.

And when Frankie discovers the job in question entails far more dedicated service to the boss than was initially suggested, the stage is set for another erotic tale of female domination and of forced feminization, sissy dressing and strict, sissy bondage, from the mind of Paulette Peril.

Soon, Frankie will become Francesca and find himself transformed by his strong-willed, female boss, into the female companion and employee of her dreams. He becomes she, and she will quickly learn that her main role is to fulfil all of Mistress Katrina’s desires.

This could turn out to be the “interview from hell”, for Frankie, unless he accepts his new role and applies himself, fully, to the job in hand. In which case, it could be more like Francesca’s “stairway to heaven”.

It turns out, Francesca will do pretty much anything, to secure her dream job.

It’s another Paulette Peril story, so you know what to expect! A lot of dressing up . . . and a lot of Paulette Perilous situations for our she-male heroine to overcome.

This is a fictional story, of more than 86,000 words, and taking perhaps four or even more hours, to read. It contains adult themes of a fantasy nature, intended for broad-minded, adult readers, only. PLEASE DO NOT READ if this material is likely to offend.

Extract from later on, in the full-story :-

As I stood, my back pressed to cold metal, I watched as she went to her end store cupboards and wardrobes. She went, once again, to the smaller cupboard with the slanting access that followed the attic room’s ceiling line and she fished out a mountain of material from the back of one shelf.

I was curious to see exactly what she was recovering from the depths of her extensive collections, but she was just too far away.

It was only as she deposited the mound of satin and silk onto the end of the bed, just feet from where I was attached, to the floor-to-ceiling metal stanchion, that I could see they were all ladies’ scarves. There were two dozen, or more, of them. All shapes and all sizes, some square, some long and narrow, all lengths and all colours. Some were highly patterned, some were a singular colour. All looked gloriously soft, and silken, and satiny and glossy, and I could only begin to imagine how they would look, once I was bound up in them, from the pointed toes of my glorious, high leather boots, to the very top of my smooth, latex-encased head.

She approached me with the first scarf, a patterned rectangle, of pinks and violets and greens and yellows. A wondrous, florid pattern, embossed on a soft, flouncy rectangle of satin.

“Open wide!” she commanded, and I whimpered as I opened my lips, as wide as the tight, rubber masking allowed.

As she approached, twisting the scarf into an effective cleave gag, I pleaded, “Must I be gagged? Can’t I have my mouth and lips free? Please, Mistress Katrina. Please.”

She scoffed at the very thought of me setting her rules.

“I’m sorry my dear, Francesca,” she mocked, “I’ve a lot to do in a short space of time and I can’t be worrying about what you might be up to. I’m sorry to tell you, but not any part of you can be left free, for the next hour or two. It’s still early, and I think a little while spent just concentrating on your balance, in those darling boots, will stand you in very good stead for any future deportment tasks, I set you. So, be a very good girl, stop the complaining and open wide, or Mistress Katrina will be upset. And I don’t think you’d like me when I’m not happy.”

I couldn’t resist her and the idea of tasting the silken material in my mouth, excited me. I opened wide, as wide as I could.

She quickly inserted the middle section of material into the accepting lips and reached behind me, her leathered body pressing to mine, as she expertly, tied a tight knot, at the back of my latex masking, to hold the gag taut and firm.

She went back to her now divided pile of satins and silks and selected another shiny weapon. And then teased it into a long narrow strip again, as she walked, deliberately and purposefully, towards me.

“Just the beginning,” she gloated, “I’m not going to stop until we’ve used every scarf on you. And your entire, beautiful, sissy body is covered in my silk scarves. Now, press back and stand up as straight as you can.”

I pressed back to the pole, and she aided me by stooping down and encouraging my heeled feet back, until the backs of my calves pressed to the hard surface. Then she took the scarf and took it around my twinned, booted ankles, and from them she passed the ends around the post and crossed them and then went around both legs and post a second time, before tying another expert knot.

She stood back and checked my elevation. Then weighed up the situation, in her cool, calculated fashion, and selected an extra-long length of satin scarfing, to pin me at my slender waist, pushing my middle right back to the post and putting sufficient force into the binding, to make me gasp through my silken mouth-filling, as she forced my pretty, leather skirt to flounce up at the front, exposing my cased penis, as it bobbed upward from the tops of my perilously high boots.

Satisfied that my legs and waistline were firmly secured, the next scarf, and the next, and the next, were taken behind me and used to bind my already chained arms, tight in a cocoon of gloss satin, that not only forced the gloved arms together, but also went forward and around the pole, from back to front where they crossed, and returned to the rear, before being tied off each time, until my full length of arm was covered in the glossy bindings, and both arms were tied elaborately to the metal, making for a most uncomfortable, stern and upright posture, which put incredible strain on my poor calf muscles, as I balanced on those dastardly twin peaks of super-heel.

Of course, I was pinned so tight to the immovable pole, that there was absolutely no danger of me toppling from my sky-high perches. No, this was more of an endurance test, to see if I could learn to cope with the stretched muscles in my lower legs, which would be necessary to allow me to spend long, long hours, in the ultra-high heels she planned for me to wear.

It was going to be a most effective test.

I pleaded with my eyes and grunted through my scarf gag, for some mercy, but this just inflamed her and made her more determined to subjugate me. The next scarf was brought to my eyes and she informed me she didn’t want to look at my pretty, blue pools, pleading for her to cease, whilst she had a job to do.

As the soft material covered my eyes, she must have known that I could still see glimpses of her as she hovered around me and she quickly resolved that issue, by spreading a large, silken square of material over my entire, latex-covered face, and pulling it in all around my head, before tying off the four corners behind, making a satin hood atop of my latex mask.

She returned to the head again. Another scarf, over the enclosing square, and over my already gagged lips, pulled all that gorgeous, glossy, shiny satin into my lower face, and yet another, silken length over my blinded eyes, pulled in any slack above.

Even then she wasn’t finished, as another large square floated down over the existing coverings and she tied that off in similar fashion and then took two more, extra-long scarves, to cover mouth and eyes for a fifth time, but on this occasion, took the ends of both around the pole and tied my scarved head back to the uninviting, cold, harsh metal, that now pressed to my ankles, my arms, my waist, and my poor, silk-encased head.

I panicked, initially, thinking that breathing would become an issue with so many layers of scarfing over my face. Surprisingly, it wasn’t. Not at all! Strangely, I found, even with five layers of satin, covering mouth and eyes, that it was easy to breathe, perhaps even easier than the morning’s tribulations, when I’d suffered that awesome, rubber gag.

She must have known it too, because, although intent on mummifying my poor, tortured body, completely, she had no intention of doing it any lasting harm and she always seemed to know what the limitations to all her actions were.

Sometime soon, when our relationship becomes more permanent, she will provide me with instructions and safe words and actions, so that I may communicate with her, whatever my circumstance, if there is a problem. But I can honestly tell you, she is so expert, and so circumspect, about everything she imposes upon me, that I’ve never once felt I needed to use any words or signals, nor have I ever felt close to being endangered.

It is so important, to have that trust in a person.

Even this time, as scarf after scarf, now bound my entire length of booted legs back to the pole, and then larger and longer scarves, worked around my torso, the feeling was one of pleasure. Of course, I won’t pretend it was comfortable. I struggled to move a single inch of arm or leg, once a dozen, or more, scarves had been employed to secure them, but the overall feeling was of loss of all control, loss of all responsibility. And with that came a feeling of blissful isolation from a cruel world. And a feeling of utter dependence upon the person doing this, to me. I was transported to a place where no decisions were mine to make and so I bore no responsibility for any occurrences.

And that is exactly why I love my Mistress so much. She takes everything from me. And reduces me to a mere object, who can now only look inward and think, highly pleasurable thoughts, whilst all exterior obstacles to that pleasure, have been removed. Eradicated.

I’m all hers. And, in a strange, peculiar way, she is also, ALL MINE! As she depends upon me to provide her with the pleasure this gives her.

And so, as ever more scarves, cocooned and mummified my inert body, my mind now concentrated inwards, upon me. My feelings, my pleasure, my excitement, my wants, and my desires!

And I loved it. Even the inability to move meant I could do nothing about the minor aches and pains, other than suffer them silently and so, within my satin cocoon, I dreamed of a life that might be filled with such erotic adventures.

I don’t know how many scarves she used. I had become remote from the whole binding process by this point and was having a kind of out-of-body experience on my own.

I do know that I was jerked back to reality, when I felt her press her warm body to mine and tell me she was finished and I could remain this way, for anything up to two hours, whilst she busied herself elsewhere.

It was a delicious thought, and one she left me with, as I felt her again kiss my covered lips, under their multiple layers of satins and silks, and I heard the faint sounds of her departure, as she went off to do her duties.

Now read the full story . . . . .

HOUSE-TRAINED

The Home Make-Over Job

(and a very rigorous selection process)


PROLOGUE

I said, “Stretch those fingers! Now!”

The words escaped me. I was still coming to terms with the brutal manner in which she had pulled in that last wrist strap, extra tight. But for the scant protection, offered me by my soft, leather arm coatings, the pain would have been considerable.

Now, I jerked at my bonds as she whipped me hard across the tiny area of bare flesh, that was the ONLY flesh below my waistline, that was visible. Just an inch, or three, of naked thigh, was displayed between the top of the lush, red leather boots that stretched up my legs and nestled into my crotch and the lower hem of the raised up, wine red, satin waterfall skirt, that fell to floor length behind, but was cut to raise up at the front, to just a couple of inches below my encased penis. In my horizontal position, this front had lifted even higher, and displayed my caged penis, as well as the very top of the striking, red boots.

My mistress loved to see me in this skirt because the sound of the heavy satin, rustling and crackling as it did, added to her excitement AND the design of it allowed easy access to my exposed manhood.

I loved it for the exact same reasons and for the feeling of sheer feminine elegance it gave me, as I walked in it and the heavy, gloss-satin material brushed, teasingly, against my booted legs.

The sudden, burning pain, as the heavy, leather crop struck at this sole patch of exposed flesh, concentrated my mind and I tried hard to obey and stretch out my left hand, as far as the wrist strap allowed. I stared straight up, into the sheer, inescapable blackness of my padded leather hood, and I bit hard on the pear-shaped rubber gag that filled my lips, as I felt my Mistress fumble at the tiny straps which she was now employing to bind each of my four, out-stretched fingers, to the same metal frame that my entire upper body had already been so closely secured to.

I took some comfort from the thin padding of the narrow bondage bench, that lay under my actual, upper torso, but my arms were pinned out and stretched to their very limit, by the heavy leather straps that bound each arm at three, distinct points up their colossal, gloved length.

“Thank god, for leather,” I thought to myself, as each of these tiny straps dug into each of four left fingers, until the only possible movement I had left at that side, was the ability to flex my unsecured thumb.

I sensed the movement, as she crossed around the framework to which I was being welded and I anticipated the duplicate order being delivered, and so stretched my right hand out, as I felt her begin to repeat her binding actions, on that side.

The narrow padding on which I lay, was sufficient to support my upper body, but the surrounding open-mesh, metal work to which all my strappings were attached, was harsh and uncomfortable, as my covered flesh, at arms and at legs, were pressed to it.

This open, lattice-work border of harsh metal, an elaborate extension to the small, narrow, padded bench, provided multiple fixing points and it meant that I could be strapped, or taped, or rope-bound, in virtually any position that my Mistress desired, but it also meant that my stay in these particular restraints, was destined to be uncomfortable.

Again, I felt her working at each of my fingers, until each was held in the firm grip, of the narrow, short leather strap, that attached it to its own little piece of metalwork.

As she buckled off the last of them, I understood what another thorough job she had done in immobilizing my upper body, so completely. I took the opportunity, before she went to work on my thigh-booted legs, to flex my body and my lower limbs, and test the thoroughness of the strapping she had already applied.

And, of course, it was thorough! I would expect nothing less.

My satin-corseted torso, was held flat to the faux-leather padding, by three, long , black real-leather straps, that went under the frame, under my scant protective pad, and buckled off tight, together, on top. One across my upper chest, above my false breast forms, one below these artificial domes, and a third, extra tight one, across my already constricted waist, where the fabulous satin corset met the beautiful waterfall skirt.

My Mistress had taken care to ensure that the skirt was spread right down to my ankles, underneath me, but was raised up at the front, sufficiently, to give her an unrestricted view of the limpness that was my penis, as it snuggled into my crotch and flapped, reduced to an almost lifeless form, by the strict confines of its cage, against the red leather tops of my spectacular and wondrously high boots.

Each arm was extended out, as though in a crucifix position, to either side, and to their very limit. Each was held there by a set of four broad, but shorter, matching, leather straps that crushed each gloved limb and held it fast to the mesh of metalwork, beneath. One strap, at the very top of each of my gloved arms, held the ultra-long, leather glove, right into my armpit, ensuring the revered coverings did not slip down my arms. Another strap above and below the elbow joints, rendered those joints completely useless, and the fourth, and tightest, pair of straps, the ones she had just attended to, held my wrists awkwardly tight, to their metal bondage frame. Beyond that, my four, strapped fingers, were already feeling numb as those, tiny, final straps bit into the leather-covered digits.

I heard another instruction shouted, to facilitate me hearing it, through the thickness of the padded leather hooding. I understood that my legs were to be pinned together, this time, in a neat, straight line, down from my restrained waist and I obliged, as best I could, to obey the loudly barked order and bring both limbs in, tight together.

My Mistress likes straight lines and she loves symmetry. It’s become, almost, her hallmark. That, and the over-indulgence in security, she insists upon, each time she restrains me for her pleasure.

Every time she binds me, I know, instinctively, that whatever she does to my left side, she will copy, in mirror image, on my right. She will use the exact same strap and buckle it to the exact same notch, or she will employ the exact same length, of the exact same thickness, of the exact same colour of cord and tie each with the exact same, fanciful knot, in the exact, mirror-image location. She is fastidious about it and takes time to ensure every binding is done properly and to her fullest satisfaction.

I also know that, however far I stretch my limbs, or however straight I try to get my legs, it will never be quite good enough for her. She always expects more, and I try to please, or suffer the consequences of failing.

And so it was, today. I had already suffered one sharp thwack of her riding crop, for not extending my fingers quite to her liking. Now, I felt her force my legs even closer together, as she played at the first of four leather straps, matching those above, of course, that she intended to use to mould them together into one long column of leather-encased redness and then, eventually, to strap that column to the metalwork below.

The ankle strap comes first and she pulls with all her might to get my column of booted flesh as straight and as stretched, as is possible. I know she will come back to this strap and stretch it, and tighten it, even further, once she has secured my other leg bindings.

This is just put in a temporary “holding” pattern, for now, keeping my legs together, so that she can work at my thighs and my other two leg straps without fear of me moving.

Sure enough, as soon as the twin ankles are secured to each other, she drops them to lie, unattached for now, to the metal. I feel her splay out the bottom of my satin skirts, so they too add a little protection, against the cruel frame to which, soon, my booted legs will be fixed.

I smile to myself. She always concerns herself with the aesthetics of her bondage efforts. She’ll make certain my skirt, and indeed all my body, is displayed to best advantage and that all is neat and tidy before she will consider me properly restrained.

Satisfied, for now, that the skirt is smoothed out beneath me, she moves up to the very tops of my boots and can’t stop herself from giving my caged penis, a playful, little jiggle, which brings a kind of smile to my stretched lips, before she gets to the serious business of restraining my upper legs.

I hear her laugh as she plays at the plastic-encased penis. It amuses her to see it imprisoned. Today, she has chosen a rigid, red, opaque plastic casing to restrain it. I know this will remain in place for some time, until she is ready to release it and allow me to savour my ultimate reward.

For now, though, I must just try not to get aroused, as she lifts my legs slightly and slides one end of the strap under them, nestled between my leather boot tops and the folds of my sissy skirt, beneath.

She has employed the longest of the four leg straps that she has prepared and, once she has slid sufficient under my thighs, she drops the legs again and then yanks hard at each end of the sturdy strap to bring my trapped thighs close, before buckling them overly-tight and then dropping them down again, to press once more, to the hard, cold steel below the scant padding supporting my upper body.

I bite onto the hard rubber gagging, again, as I thank the heavens that my legs are entirely cased in a protective layering of red, leather booting and this softens the harshness of the contraption to which I am slowly, but surely, being fixed.

She takes the buckle of my thigh strap up one more notch than is comfortable, as she did with the wrists, and she mocks as she hears me draw breath, under my suffocating head-casing. She knows she is being cruel. She also knows that is what I expect and it is my reason for being here. Although I may pretend to resist, she knows that, deep down, this is an act, an act of mock defiance, employed by me to make her even more determined to defeat me and to subjugate me.

I want to be treated as a worthless, feminised sissy-doll. I am hers to do with as she desires and I count myself blessed that I met this all-powerful woman who knows exactly what she wants, and delivers exactly what I also desire.

Now, the last two leg straps are easy. Again, each time, she raises my conjoined limbs to play each strap under them and atop the ruffled, red satin of my fussy skirts, so as not to interfere with them. I have little resistance to offer, as my ankles and thighs are held together, tight, and these last two leg straps are buckled off, just as securely as the others, within moments.

Predictably, after laying my legs flat to their surface, she returns to the ankle strap and makes one final adjustment to that, pulling my booted leg column closer together still, as she struggles to bring the buckle in by just one more, seemingly impossible, notch. She grunts a little, as she forces the strap tighter and, finally, she wins the battle, buckling this shorter strap off ultra-tight, as I had fore-cast she would.

She never disappoints!

I know that now, she’ll make final adjustment to the folds of rich, red satin skirting, to make sure it looks the prettiest it can, before she employs three longer, wider straps over my entire lower body to hold it firmly to the frame. These have already been stretched out from side to side of the metal frame, and then threaded through the gaps at the outer edges of the metalwork and I have been laid over them in my fine satin and leather, feminine frills. Now it is time to secure each pair of ends together, to press my feminised lower body, close to the frame, just as she did with my upper body, before.

I chew at the rubber between my lips and filling my mouth, as she heaves at each strap and I feel the pressure on my legs as they are forced to the metal. I find it comforting to have something to bite on.

She pays no heed. All her attention will be on ensuring that not an inch of movement is available to me. It is the only way she will be satisfied and, strangely, it is what I crave, too.

At last, these longer bindings have also been connected and she will take a minute, now, to admire her handiwork. She usually does at this point, before continuing on her mission and going beyond anything reasonable, to add to my discomfort.

She must surely be pleased. I have tested my bonds, already, and no movement of upper torso, and now of lower body, is at all possible. Four broad straps hold my legs together. Four straps hold each of my arms down. Four tiny straps hold the fingers on each hand to their metal prison. And six long lengths of unforgiving leather strap, hold body and legs down to the sturdy frame.

She makes a satisfied chortle to herself before leaving me for a moment to fetch the final items she needs, from her bottomless supplies.

My head, although severely hooded, is the only part of my entire body where I have, still, a degree of movement. I know this is a temporary blip and one she will, certainly, seek to correct.

She raises the leather encased head a fraction to place something under my neck. As she fiddles and fusses to buckle it over the neckline of my punishment hood, I realise it is the padded posture collar she favours, when full immobilization is her aim. She pulls at it and I find my head, involuntarily, forced slightly back and up, as the collar’s inflexibility and inner steel-boning, widens the space between chest and head, forcing my neck into a wider, backward arc.

This would be uncomfortable enough, but I know she still has not finished.

The first of three, final straps, will pass over the fitted collar and force my arched neck back to the framework. The padding on the posture collar will ensure that the process is effective but not too painful.

It takes her a little while to fit this strap, as she is careful to ensure that my airway is fully protected and that there is no possible chance of any compression against the neck. The strap is intended to immobilize, but only to the point where breathing remains entirely possible, and unrestricted.

Once this strap has been carefully fitted, she is less considerate with the last two straps. One goes over the padded mouthpiece of the hood. I open my lips wider to accommodate all of the rubber pear gag, as the strap forces it ever deeper into my mouth. If any small sound was audible before, now there will be none. My lips are completely “sealed”, as they say.

I adjust to the new and uncomfortable head position, as I feel the third, and very last strap passing over the padded eye-section of my hooded head.

This is buckled almost “loosely” compared to those biting into my arms and legs and those securing my body to its metal contrivance. She knows I cannot move my head from side to side or up or down. The posture collar and the first two head-straps have ensured that. The final strap over my already-blinded eyes is more to add to the aesthetics of the scene, again, as well as to my overall feeling of sheer, feminized helplessness.

For, utterly helpless I am. I try to move an arm, a leg, or even to slightly shuffle my head. All movement has been taken from me. I have two thumbs that are left unsecured. But they are of no use to me. Every other moving part of my body, has been very effectively disabled.

Later, she will use me just as she pleases. Just as she always does. For now, she will be satisfied with the digital video recording, she will have made of my unfolding predicament and my ensuing torment. As well as keeping the film record of the whole process, she’ll take several still photos from multiple angles and then she’ll watch me for a while, before leaving me to my fate.

Sometime, from now, maybe some hours, she will return and enjoy playing and tormenting my bound body. She’ll tease me and stroke at my feminine gloves and my erotic, thigh-high boots. She’ll caress my girly, satin corseted body, and play at the frills of my glorious, ruffled, satin skirts.

If I’m lucky, she’ll finally release my tormented penis from its cage and allow it to express its gratitude for the freedom she has permitted it. If I’m lucky!

If not, she’ll keep me caged until she has gratified herself and spent all her sexual energy. And I shall remain frustrated and will have to wait until another time, another day, another ordeal, to finally enjoy the spoils of my Mistress’s labours.

I hear the faint click of the camera.

I feel her hands stroking at the leather and satin that adorns my body. I feel her press her face close to my hooded head and whisper something.

I don’t know what has been said.

And then I feel the kisses as she licks and plays at the leather hooding and strapping over my eyes and mouth.

And then, she has gone. All is silent. And dark. And I am left alone and unmoving. Unable to see, to hear, to feel, even to taste. The rubber gag is now pressed so close and tight into my mouth, I cannot even lick at it, for some little comfort.

All I can do, is lie completely still, await her return, and allow my thoughts to take over, as I try to come to terms with my situation and as I consider how I find myself in such dire straits.

It has been only 6 weeks or so, since I met her. But it has, without any doubt, been the most significant and, dare I say, the most interesting and most exciting 6 weeks of my life and, in moments of extreme discomfort, such as this, I wonder why on earth I ever allowed this bizarre circumstance to become the norm.

“Being frank, I’d prefer to be Francesca.”

a quote by F.J. 2021

My name is Francesca. Well, at least, that’s my name NOW. I used to be Frankie, but that changed, along with the rest of my life, just six weeks ago. Now, I am Francesca . . . . and I hope I shall, forever more, remain her.

That’s what my boss decided to call me. I work for a very powerful lady, or so she seems to me. She is called Katrina Nolan. She calls me her “Girl Friday” but, in reality, I’m actually her “Girl Anything-She-Wants-Me-to-Be”.

My job description is a little vague. Occasionally, it includes some minor office work. Sometimes, I cook for us both. I keep all our beautiful clothes in lovely condition. But mostly, I’m here to keep Katrina’s stress levels low and to make her happy.

I do anything she needs, at any time, day or night. And mostly, what she needs is for me to be her constant companion, to look nice, to dress and behave, very sexily, and allow her to use me, in any way, her slightly, twisted mind desires. That usually involves me in some pretty arduous work-outs, and some rather, erotic games.

I think it is, possibly, the very best job in the entire world. And this is the story of how I got the position . . . . .


Chapter 1

Just over six weeks previously . . . . .

I’m 26 years of age. I do remember that much from my former existence! I’ve always been unsettled and not knowing what I truly wanted from life.

I’ve had one or two relationships with girls but nothing that has ever lasted, or even that has ever meant much to me. I was always shy of girls and took little interest in females, except for knowing I did like the look of them and of many of the clothes, that some of them wore!

I guess I’ve always been a loner and that feeling was compounded when my parents, to whom I’d been close, both passed away, four years back, and within just a few weeks of each other. Since then, I’d struggled to cope on my own and to hold down a series of lack-lustre jobs, that neither interested me nor paid very well. I had no other family, not close family, anyway. And I never had entertained many friends.

So, it was with some desperation that I applied for a strangely worded job, as a “home-help” and “special personal companion” to an older woman.

I say older, but, in fact, I was surprised to find the woman in question was probably only in her early forties and, even then, looked much, much younger and fresher-faced than I expected of someone that age.

Actually, I don’t know who was the more surprised, me at her young and attractive appearance, or her, on seeing that a young male had applied for the position she was advertising.

Wednesday of that first week, late afternoon . . . . .

“You’re a man!” she had cried, as she answered the door on which I had nervously knocked. Our only communication had been via email and I guess my name Frankie, and my email address (fran95@ etc etc), had not given too much away. Certainly, there were no initial questions asked about gender, nor had I provided any personal details that would disclose whether I was either male or female.

“The last time I checked, I was!” I tried to raise a little smile with my crass response but it seemed to irritate her, more than amuse.

“But the position is a live-in one. I need a very special person, a close, personal assistant to help with household chores and with some of my business issues. I didn’t expect any males to apply.  You called yourself Frankie . . . . and then Fran in your email address!” she had, quite correctly, asserted.

“I’m sorry,” I stuttered, now embarrassed at my impertinence for assuming I might make a half-decent household assistant. It was the live-in aspect, rather than the actual job description, that had encouraged me to apply, and, on seeing the sizeable detached and private house to which my application had brought me, I’d figured this was a huge improvement on the pathetic, tiny, one-bed flat, I presently rented.

“My name is Frankie. And Frank95 wasn’t available so I used Fran for my email. And if the advert had specified, only women were to apply, I wouldn’t have wasted your time,” I uttered.

“Well! I don’t suppose you’re allowed to put “only female applicants” these days. But I would have thought it obvious that it was directed towards a female,” she barked, clearly not happy with my intrusion.

And then, as though regretting her dismissal of me, she added, “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be rude. I suppose you’re here now. You’d best come in and we can chat. But I really think this is a job more suited for a woman.”

“Look,” I stammered, “I don’t want to waste your time. If you’ve already made your mind up that you want a woman, I think we’d both be disappointed. I mean, I can do most things, I think, that a woman can do. I’d even offer to wear a dress to work if I thought it would get me the job. But, as you’ve rightly pointed out, under this cheerful smile and these drab, male clothes, I am a mere bloke!” and I gave her possibly the limpest smile I’d ever committed to, as I turned to go.

“Wait!” she barked, as I retreated down the pathway, “I don’t wish to be rude, especially after you’ve come all this way. It’s the other side of Stockport you live, isn’t it. How did you get here?”

I turned and smiled a little more positively, “Bus. Well two buses, actually. And, yes, it took me an hour or more. But I do understand. You wanted a female!” And again, I turned to leave.

There was a moment’s silence and I had almost reached her impressive front gates, by the time she spoke. “What do you think you’ll look like in a dress?” she queried.

I laughed, as I turned once again. “I don’t know. Pretty good, I imagine. Though I’m not certain I can walk in heels.”

“All it takes is a little practise, and I bet you could master them,” she smiled, and then added, “If you perfected walking in heels and looked alright in a dress, I think you’d possibly stand a better chance of getting the job. Look, I’ve been extremely rude and I apologise. Come on in, have a cup of tea for your troubles, and let’s just discuss it. At least, I can offer you that, for your inconvenience. And maybe let you have a practise in a pair of my heels. What size do you take?”

Her forthrightness intrigued me. And, clearly, she had a sense of humour, though I couldn’t have guessed how wicked that was, at this point. I wanted a job. I needed a home and I found this woman attractive, in a way I’d never found a girl of similar age to myself, in any way appealing.

“Well, I’m a size 7 in shoes and possibly, err, I don’t know, maybe a 12 in dresses.” I joked.

“Perfect. So am I. Come in and we’ll see what I’ve got that will fit you.”

And she stood aside and beckoned for me, her naïve, teeny sized 12, unsuspecting fly, to step into her spider’s parlour.

And that was the start of an incredible journey into feminisation and sissification and bondage and servitude, and general kinkiness, that I still can’t quite believe I have made.

True to her word, she seated me in her expansive lounge and scurried off to make a cup of tea. I even got a plate of chocolate biscuits, with a warning that I mustn’t eat too many and risk spoiling my size 12 figure.

“So, what do you think equips you to be a household assistant?” she enquired, “You said you can do anything a woman can do. But I bet you don’t knit! What are your particular, specialist, female skills?”

“Well, no, I definitely can’t knit. If that’s a requisite, I’m not your girl! But I can cook. I keep a clean house, I do all my own washing and ironing and even sewing on buttons, and things like that. I make beds. I shop for myself and, occasionally, for an elderly neighbour. I walk this old lady’s dog a couple of times a week, as well, and I am fastidious about personal cleanliness.” I told her, “But, I’m sorry, you are correct, I can’t knit!”.

“Oh! Quite the little housemaid. Very admirable,” she laughed, clearly more comfortable about my presence, “But unfortunately, I don’t have a dog. I get most of my shopping delivered and I enjoy cooking myself. So, that’s half your skills redundant. What else have you got to entice me to hire you?”

Well, of course I wasn’t at all clear what the job entailed and so I tried to steer the conversation back to what she needed, so that I could counter that with my answers.

“Well, I’m looking for a very flexible, working relationship, with someone who will do pretty much anything that is asked of them,” she replied.

“I can do that,” I retorted cheerily.

“I need someone definitely to do the washing and ironing,” she continued, “And to run any little errands, cook occasionally, and pretty much be available when I need them, that’s why it’s a live-in position. I work from home, mostly, and sometimes I neglect myself, because work’s so damned busy. And, most of all, I want a companion. Someone to cheer me up, when I’m down. Someone to chat to, when I’m lonely. You know, a bit of everything. A general dogsbody, really, I suppose!”

“I can do all that!” I chirped, grinning my boyish grin and trying to impress with my friendliness.

“How would you feel about ironing my smalls?” she asked, rather earnestly.

“I can do that!” I grinned, my face reddening slightly, at the thought.

“Well, you are a funny one. You’ve offered to wear a dress, learn to walk in heels and now, you’ll take care of my smalls and be here to care for my personal welfare, will you?” she laughed.

“I’ll do anything you want if I can get a job. I’m pretty desperate,” I replied, not knowing just how demanding this boss was going to turn out to be.

“Well, I don’t know about pretty desperate, but you’re pretty, for a young man, that’s for sure! So, let’s see if you fit the bill. Why don’t we start with the dress?” she surprised me with the mixed compliment and with her straight talk. “I’ll get you one. And a pair of shoes. Size 12 for the dress, Size 7 shoes, is that what you said? And let’s take it from there, shall we?”

And before I could reply, in my jokey fashion, which had seemed to be winning her over, she had, to my utter surprise and shock, risen and departed the room.

I was a bit confused as I sat there and wondered where this was leading.

She returned a few minutes later. She had two items draped over her arm and a pair of heels in her hand. “Long or short?” she barked.

“What do you mean?” I asked, wondering what the hell was happening.

“Long dress or short? Which do you prefer? It’s an easy question. What are your legs like?” she was clearly impatient and not in a mood for any more idle chatter.

“Errmm! I was joking. I thought we were joking?” I uttered, “About the dress. I just want a job.”

“I’m not, it’s far too serious a matter to joke about! I want someone in a dress, to be my companion!” she continued, “You said you’d wear a dress, if it got you the job. So, please don’t waste my time. Long or short?”

“Ermm, well, err, long then, I suppose,” I conceded.

“Lovely, then take this green one and these shoes and go in the dining room, next door. Take off your clothes and put these on. I want to see you in them.”

I hesitated, and her smile turned to a look of determination, “Well? Go on. Now!”

I hesitantly took the proffered dress and then the shoes and I stood, idiot-like, in the middle of the lounge, still thinking it a horrible joke, until she steered me to the door and pointed me to the next door on the left, “In there. And take everything off. Call me when you’re ready. I’ll come and zip you up.”

With that she ushered me off, clutching onto the emerald green, silken dress, and the mustard yellow pair of shoes with, thankfully, only a 2-inch, or possibly 3-inch, heel.

I scurried into the adjoining room, uncertain of exactly what the hell I was doing, even to contemplate stripping off my male clothes. At the same time, the power of this strange woman and the forthright way in which she’d persuaded me to go this far, intrigued and, dare I say it, EXCITED me.

I fumbled at my shoes and socks before casting them off. And then, remembering how I’d told her I was a very neat and tidy person, I stuffed the socks into the shoes and lined them up, neatly together, under a nearby dining chair.

Then I took off my lightweight sweater and the short-sleeved polo shirt, I wore underneath. And then I stood there, bare-footed and bare-chested, whilst I contemplated the situation and decided whether to take that next, decisive step.

But a voice said to me, “To hell with it! Go for it and see what happens.”   . . . and so I did.

I quickly fumbled at the trouser belt and waist-button, and discarded the trousers, aware that somewhere above me, there was some movement. She, “who must be obeyed”, had taken herself upstairs. I knew not why. But I listened for just a moment, till I heard her descending the open wooden staircase I had spotted on my way into the home.

I neatly folded the jumper, the shirt and the trousers and placed them on the same chair under which my shoes resided. Then, I left my briefs on and hesitantly picked up the dress.

I hadn’t studied it, previously, but now I did.

It was light in weight, and it was made of a beautiful, rich, emerald green satin, lined inside with an even lighter weight, of neutral satin lining. I looked at the label and it didn’t seem to be an expensive one. It was polyester, rather than the silk I’d first thought.

There were no sleeves, just broad straps, 3 or 4 inches wide, to go over the shoulders, a swooped cowl-neck and it flared slightly from the waist to spread out to the floor below. It was an elegant evening gown, made of sleek, slinky material, and I held it, trembling as I did, to my near-naked body to see if it came close to fitting. It was going to be quite tight, but it had a certain stretch to the fabric, and it was certainly long enough. I was neither tall nor very large, in stature. I suppose, for a male, I’m actually what you might describe as quite “petite”.

I undid the rear zip and held the glossy fabric aloft and then I let it drop, I felt a thrill as the soft clothing floated down and caressed my bare flesh as it fell.

I eased it past my waistline, which was my only “stand-out” point on its travels, and then the fabric swished and swashed its way downward, past my slightly erecting manhood, as it tumbled to the ground.

I trembled in anticipation, as I smoothed down the material and felt it cling to my body. I was aware of a small erection, developing mid-ships, and patted it down and adjusted my underpants to try and hide it.

Then I summoned the courage, walked to the door, opened it and leaning out, shouted that I was ready.

I didn't have long to wait. The lounge door was ajar. And soon my nemesis appeared at the open doorway into the dining room.

“Oh! My God. You look fabulous,” she laughed, as she surveyed the scene. “It fits you almost perfectly, though you need to lose a bit of weight there,” and she pointed to my slight pregnancy bulge, of which I was aware.

Then, as her eyes took in the entire picture, “Turn around, let me get the zip up, for you,” she trilled, as she looked me up and down and grinned from ear-to-ear. “Goodness, it could have been made for you,” she remarked, as I stood there, slightly embarrassed that it could possibly look this good.

She came behind me, as I did a half-turn away and she wrestled with the zip, which brought the top of the dress in, quite tight, to my chest, the looseness of the cowl neck, allowing some give.

“Turn around,” she commanded, once the zip had been raised, “And let me look at you, properly.”

She admired the fit of the dress and, I have to say, I was quite taken with it, too. Unaware, that I was stroking and smoothing down, the soft, gloss fabric, and admiring the way the hem of the skirt floated at my ankles, as I gently swayed back and forth, I was jerked back to reality, when she said, “Oh! And I can see you like it, too.”

And then, she boomed, “Are you wearing your under-pants?”

I looked sheepish, as I had deliberately left them on.

“I told you to take everything off. And when I tell you to do something, I expect it to be done. To the letter. If you’re even in the running to work for me. Understand?”

I nodded and my face must have been flushed red.

“Now, be a good girl, and do as your told. Get them off!” she ordered.

I hoisted up the delicate skirts of my silken evening gown and pulled at the offending briefs, beneath. As they came off and my frock descended back to floor level, I was instantly aware that my erection had moved on, apace. I turned away to try and hide the growing bulge and to try impressing her by folding the pants neatly and placing them with my other male vestiges.

She must have noticed, as she commented, “Well, at least you are neat and tidy. Just as you told me. That’s the attitude I expect, from anyone who serves me. Good. Now, turn back to me.” As I did, the bulge in the dress was the thing that immediately drew her attention. “Oh, I say! Are you a little excited? Does wearing a dress, thrill you? Perhaps you are the girl for the job, after all? Now, I think you need to see if you can squeeze into those shoes.”

And she stood, just a foot or so away from me, her arms folded, as I bent down and swooped up the slip-on, low-heeled court shoes.

“I think you’d better sit,” she helpfully suggested, as she pulled out a second chair from under the glass-topped table.

I did as I was told, certain I didn’t wish to offend again, after the slight misunderstanding about my underwear and, as I sat, I tried to quell the rising bump, that was now proving embarrassing.

It has to be said the shoes were quite a tight fit and she later confided they were a narrow 6, rather than a 7, but surprisingly, my feet, bare of any socks, did slot in and even felt reasonably comfortable.

“Well,” she continued, “They look nice, the colour, against that green. But let’s see if you can walk in them. They’ve the lowest heel I could find. I have some larger shoes but with higher heels. I thought that would be cruel, for a first time! I can see you like it, but I assume it is the first time, you’ve worn female clothes?”

I asserted it was, by nodding emphatically.

“But will it be the last, now you’ve tried it?” she added, with a sardonic grin. “I somehow doubt it. Once you’ve given in to temptation!!! Now, try walking over there.”

I did, and it was easier than I had imagined it to be.

“Now, back to me.”

I turned, a little awkwardly and then did as she commanded.

“Well, not bad at all. In fact, almost a natural. Lead off and go back to the lounge, next door. I want to test something.”

I did as she demanded and I set off, finding the shoes easier to contend with than I had anticipated, my satin skirts swishing and swirling, at my heeled feet.

There was a slight clip-clop of my baby heels, against wooden flooring, as I walked down the short length of hallway to the open, lounge doorway and my full-length skirts, made a subtle rustling noise, as the long A-line skirt, descended to the wide, oval hem of crisp satin, which swashed against my bare legs.

I loved the feel of it. I could feel a thrill as each step pushed the silken, inner lining, to rub at my bare penis and the sensation sent a signal of eroticism to my tuned-in brain.

I liked the feel of being under her command too and I couldn’t help myself. It was a feeling I’d never experienced before and a sexual thrill I’d not anticipated. I should have felt embarrassed, but my new-found friend seemed to take it all in her stride and her confidence made me feel as though we weren’t, in any way, doing anything “abnormal”. It seemed perfectly acceptable and alright.

As I entered the lounge, I felt her following close behind me, her breathing seemed a little faster and heavier, than normal, signalling that seeing me dressed this way was also exciting her. Or, just maybe, it was the knowledge she had of what was to happen next, that was turning her on.

“Stop there and stand still! I want to try something.” she ordered when I was well into the larger living room.

She had stopped at the doorway, as we entered, and now reached to the sideboard or cabinet sited against the wall, to the left of the door as we entered the room and she picked up something that rattled and clunked a little, as she lifted it clear of the surface.

I turned to see her approach me with two large, open leather cuffs, joined by a substantially heavy, but short chain of metal links.

“Stand still, I want to try these on you. It should make you take shorter steps. Which is exactly what a young lady needs to learn to do.”

I watched, fascinated, as she knelt before me, almost as though she were the one in supplication, and slowly raised the low hem of my frock.

I felt the first ankle cuff go around my left leg, just above the shoe and she struggled, a little, to keep my long, flowing skirts, from interfering with her ensuring that the cuff was buckled tight. But, as would become clear, this woman was skilled in such things and determined against any adversity and, despite being hampered by my flowing skirt, the cuff was buckled tight, and the excess strapping slotted through the retaining, metal ring, in no time.

As I shifted position, the weight of the cuff plus its linking chain felt substantial and the chain clanked heavily against itself as she took up the other loop of black leather and began the process of securing my right ankle, in the same fashion.

I don’t know why I didn’t resist. I can’t say what thoughts were going through my mind. It was all a bit of a blur, as I was carried away by the eroticism of what was happening. I’d had so little experience of girls and none whatever of a commanding, older woman, that I allowed myself to be manipulated. The dress. The shoes. The walk of shame. And now the metal and leather fetters. It all happened almost in a detached way. It was almost as though I was a casual, curious observer, watching it all happen to someone else.

“There! That’s much better. Now, we can really see how you cope,” she said, as she raised herself back to my eye-level and looked into my eyes, intently, as though attempting to read my mind, “How do they feel?”

I answered quite honestly, “They feel okay. Quite comfortable, really. A bit heavy.” I said, surprised myself that I didn’t even think to question what was happening, or why.

“Good. That’s very good. I’m glad you find them comfortable. That’s one of the very top priorities for anyone getting a job as my special assistant. They would have to find these comfortable. They’re going to be wearing them a lot.” Again, she looked at me intently, waiting, I suspect, for an alarmed reaction. I’m not sure whether mine, was the one she anticipated?

I must have seemed to take that comment in my stride and accepted that this woman could, basically, do whatever she so desired and I would not resist her because she turned away to fetch something else, before I had uttered any response.

She had picked up another pair of cuffs, slightly smaller and with a shorter and less heavy linking chain, from the same, door-side location and turned back to me.

“So, let’s see you walk in those. You’ll have to take smaller steps, remember.”

What was a man, dressed in a satin gown and in heeled shoes, to do? Of course, I did as was expected of me, and tested my shackles and found that the length of my step was immediately governed by the short 10-inch or so, of chain fixed between my two ankles.

At her bidding, I walked the length of the lounge and back, and she made me do it again and she obviously liked what she saw.

“Excellent. Now, turn around and put your arms behind your back,” she demanded, as I returned to base camp.

Again, I made no suggestion of resistance or rebellion. I did exactly as she bade me and this compliance was greeted with a “Good girl. That’s a very good girl. You are very obedient and well-behaved. I’ll say that, for you! I like that in a young lady!”

I felt the first cuff attach to my right wrist and then the two limbs drawn together as she buckled the second cuff to its partner.

“Now, let’s see you do your walk, again. There and back. Twice.” She asked almost politely, now that she had taken her game thus far and had received no complaints.

This time the walk was a little more ungainly, as I couldn’t use my arms to counterweigh any slight disruption of balance, from below. I took it slowly and surely, as I thrilled at this turn of events. The heels were truly no problem. The diminutive steps forced upon me by the ankle hobble was a bigger threat. And that, added to the effective disabling of my arms, made me super-cautious, as I took the ten or so small steps one way, turned awkwardly, and then “raced” back to my starting point in front of her, at a snail’s pace.

She nodded approvingly, spurring me to greater achievements and I did a little sashay, as I turned the second time and repeated the journey.

“Oh, my goodness. That looks just lovely, Frankie,” she uttered, as she placed both hands on my bare shoulders. “I meant to ask you, what is Frankie short for? I’d assumed you were a girl when I saw that name “Fran” on your email. You’re not a Fran at all, are you?”

“My name’s Frank,” I told her, thinking it obvious, “But I never really liked it. I got it sort of lengthened to Frankie.”

“Ahhh! You see, I thought you were a Fran or a Francis, or even a Francine, or a Francesca. Now, there’s a nice name. Francesca? I think I’d like a Francesca to come working for me. Rather than a Frank. What do you think?”

Again, she looked into my blue eyes with her piercingly deep, brown pools, and tried to guess, what she thought I was thinking. And being perfectly honest, about it, I think she probably guessed correctly.

“Would you like to be my Little Girl Friday, Francesca, and work for me? Would you like to become a pretty little Francesca?” she purred, running her hand up my satin dress and brushing her fingers against my penis, as she passed by.

I had to avert my eyes. “Err! I’m not sure.” I blurted, not knowing what else to say.

“Well, of course you’re not! And I’m not sure either. So, I’ll tell you what. You practise your walk and that cute little turn you did and I’ll just get a couple more things and set up a little test for you. To see if you truly can do anything a special assistant might need to do. How about that?”

She turned and exited with a purposeful stride as I watched her leave, my jaw dropping to the ground. I liked the sound of another “little test”.

I watched, utterly captivated by her, as she went first left from the lounge, and then a few minutes later, passed the lounge doorway again and went up the staircase to the right.

“I’ll just be a minute, Francesca,” she called from halfway up the stairs, “Don’t run away, now. Be a good girl. Keep practising your prissy walk.”

I looked down the length of my body at the satin gown clinging to my slender frame. I swept up the skirts of the lush gown with my disabled hands, from the back, to admire first the mustard-yellow shoes and then lifted them further to look at the gleaming, black leather cuffs, circling each white ankle.

“Is this really happening?” I thought, to myself. It was certainly the weirdest job interview I’d ever attended . . . and I did have some, considerable experience, in that area.

I heard her returning above and that prompted me into action. I dropped my skirts back to the floor and I walked the walk, again.

“Very good,” she remarked, casually, as she re-entered. “Now stand before me and raise your head.”

I saw her drop something to rest back on the sideboard, as she lifted a black, leather collar with a leash attached and approached me.

“Raise your head, my darling girl. I just want to try this on you!” she said, calmly.

I met her half-way and I looked up, to the low ceiling, as she approached holding what appeared to be a kind of dog-collar with a leash attached. She stood before me her eyes fixed on mine and went to put the collar around my slim neck and allowed the leash to drop and dangle, in front, as she saw to buckling the two ends behind my head.

“There, my little pet, bitch. Much better. Is that comfortable for you?” she enquired.

I nodded and felt the stiffer leather of the collar chafe a little, as I moved my head.

“Now, let’s walk you up and down a bit and make sure that you’ve really mastered that lovely dress and those smart shoes and then we can start your little test. See if you are allowed to proceed to the next stage of our little interview.”

With that, she tugged at my newly installed collar and leash and set off, with the lead held aloft in one hand, walking back and forth, as though displaying a prize poodle at Crufts.

For a few minutes, maybe 5 minutes in all, we did this ridiculous walk up and down, she anxious to speed me up, if I lagged at all, by giving a sharp tug on my leash and then, finally, she seemed satisfied.

“Well, I think my pet little girl has done really well. How do you feel, Francesca?”

What could I possibly say? I’d not complained to this point about any treatment I’d received, so I said what I knew she wanted to hear, “I like it. I like the dress very much.”

“Well, that’s good. That’s a really positive start. I like the dress too. And I’m really starting to like the idea of you wearing it. Would you like to wear it for longer?” she purred.

I hesitated. Perhaps just a second too long.

She jerked at my leash and pulled my face close to hers. “Not sure? We can stop now, if you like? And send pretty Francesca home. Without a job. Would you prefer that?” she looked intently for my reaction and waited for my response.

“No! I’d like to wear the dress for longer.” I meekly replied.

“How much longer would you like to wear it? For how long would you like to be my little sissy Francesca?” she demanded to know.

“As long as you’d like me to wear it,” I said. “I’d like to wear it for as long it pleases you.”

“Well, I have to tell you, if you come to work for me, it will please me to see you in dresses, like this one, all the time. Permanently. I like to see my employee properly attired. And I don’t like the drab clothes you men are obliged to wear. Not at all! So, there you have it. If, and I haven’t decided yet, but IF I offer you a job, there will be certain conditions attached, which might shock you. Are you certain you still want a job working for me?” she waited, curious to hear my response. And she stared at me, implacably, as though defying me to question any decision she might make.

For my part, this was really, now, turning me on and I wanted it to continue. I simply said, “Yes, I’m certain. I still want this job. I would happily work for you.”

That seemed to please her and she yanked at my lead as she led me to the doorway and down the hallway, past the dining room where my drab clothes were piled, and into large kitchen diner, running the near width of the back of the property.

Set up, in the open space beyond the kitchen island and the dining area, was an erected ironing board. She led me to it and then tied the end of my leather leash to the metalwork, at one end of the board, where a hot iron might rest. Then she went and sourced the iron and half filled it with some water poured from the kettle.

She returned to where I stood staring curiously, at my surrounds, and at the implement now placed before me. She plugged the iron in, off to my right, and then fished in a laundry basket and took out 4 pairs of satin knickers.

“Iron these,” she simply said, “And we’ll see if you’re capable.”

I stared at her and then I jiggled my arms to demonstrate that they were still bound together, behind me.

“Oh! Of course. How silly of me. You can’t possibly do it like that, can you?” she laughed.

I wanted to laugh along with her and try to lighten this moment, but she distracted me by unlinking one chain and telling me to fetch my arms to the front. Now, I had one cuff attached solo, and one with a 5 or 6-inch, length of chain and a metal end clasp, dangling loose.

Imagine my surprise as she took up both hands, in front, and linked the chain back to the lonesome cuff.

“There. That’s made it easier. Now see if you can iron them. With your hands like that.” She defied me to question her judgement.

I tested the distance apart I was able to hold my linked wrists. Then I hesitantly picked up the warming iron and, very cautiously, picked up the first pair of pink satin knickers.

“That’s the steam button, there.” She helpfully advised.

And then she sat and watched as I struggled for the next quarter of an hour, to successfully iron the few creases from the freshly laundered pairs of knickers, without burning them, without dropping the iron, or without scalding myself on the hot-plate of the dangerous weapon I wielded.

“This isn’t easy,” I dared to mute, at the halfway point. Two pairs of quite well ironed knickers stood as testament to my endeavours.

“I never said the job I offered was easy. The successful applicant is going to have to learn a whole new range of skills, and ironing and moving around whilst cuffed, like that, are just two of them. Say anytime, if you think I’m demanding too much of my employee, and we can terminate the interview, return you to your own clothes and see you on your way. Of course, I’d prefer you to stay, but it’s really not a problem! Whatever you decide!”

That worked and I returned to my task, being diligent to apply iron to satin, and not to my twin hand.

After 15 minutes, of intensive concentration and no wounds to show, the four pairs stood, creaseless, in a little neat pile and she unplugged the iron and laid it to rest, upended, to cool off on the kitchen island.

She picked up the four pairs of briefs and studied them and said, finally, “I’m satisfied. I think we can proceed to the next part of the interview. And then, obviously, I’ll have to collate all our results and decide whether little Francesca is up to the job or not. Sound fair enough?”

It did sound fair enough, if what I’d condescended to so far was okay, I couldn’t imagine the “next stage” of the process being any worse. I nodded, “Yes, please. I’d like to continue the interview.”

“Good. Wait there and don’t pull at that leash. You’ll send the board flying and I would be very angry.” And she exited the kitchen and left me stood there, like a hobbled horse, lashed to a picket fence.

She was gone mere seconds, clearly keen to move on to the next phase of her master plan and, as she approached me, at my work-station, she held the limp piece of leather out, in her hand, as she covered the short distance from door to ironing board and captive audience.

“Now, don’t be alarmed but I’m going to pop this on you, so we can venture a bit further into the house. It’s just an innocent, little, half-face hood. I just am a little cautious about inviting a complete stranger, nice as she might be, into my home. Surely, you can understand that? So, this is just a little precaution, for my protection. Are you alright with that?” she informed, and questioned, as she presented the limp piece of leatherwork to my face.

I must have instantly recoiled and I received a sharp smack from the flat of her hand to my thinly veiled rump, for my reaction.

“If you’re going to be silly about a little thing like this, I don’t think pretty Francesca is going to fit in here, at all. Now, be a good little girl and lower your head as I demanded,” those final words were accentuated and delivered as an order to be obeyed, with an implied threat, if disobeyed.

I relented and I did as she had ordered, the leather collar biting a little as I tilted my head forward and she forced the leather hooding over my head and down over my eyes and my nose.

It was surprisingly soft and pliant and the structure of it left my mouth entirely free, but effectively covered my eyes so that my sight was disabled and the soft material covered my pert nose, so that I took in the scent of the leather, as I breathed through the two adequate breathing holes, set below the formed, stitched nose-piece.

Of course, it was strange not to resist, but no stranger, I guess, than obediently popping on a satin gown or uncomplainingly, ironing a strange woman’s undergarments, whilst bound at hand and foot.

I felt her fiddle at the back of my head and bring down an internal zip that drew the tight hood into my features. Then, as a second line of defence, she pulled at the strong cotton lacing, that criss-crossed the full-length, of the rear of the hood, from the crown of my head, all the way down to where it met my pet-collar. Only at the front, was the hood formed to cover the top two thirds of my head, but leave my mouth, and chin, open and free.

As the rear lacing tightened, I realised what a snug fit, like my gown, and like my shoes, this particular garment was going to be and I breathed in the heavy scent of leather, as she attended to tying off the excess lacing at the nape of my neck.

It seemed she was eventually satisfied with her tight lacing, as I felt her turn me, undo the leash from the ironing board and then tug gently to encourage me to follow, the way she was about to go.

It helped that my hands, although still joined, were now in front and I was able to use them to feel ahead of me, as I fought to combat my instant and utter loss of sight.

We must have turned right from the lounge and then forward only a few paces and a turn to the left, before she stopped at the foot of the stairs.

“Now, Francesca dear, take it very, very easy. We’re going upstairs, to my boudoir, for the rest of this interview. Only take it slow and I shall hold your hands, to help guide you. We don’t want you falling down the stairs, do we? Another skill for you to master. There’s just so much for a young lady to learn!”

And off we set, one small step at a time, for a man, one giant leap for a man in a long dress, kitten heels, and hobbled, wrist-cuffed and blinded.

The ascent was quite alarming. I had never attempted a flight of stairs with my eyes closed, before! But we made it and, given what was soon to happen next, that alarming ascent was soon forgotten, as we reached My Lady’s boudoir.

I felt the change from open tread stairway to carpeted landing and then, across a threshold, and into a plusher, carpeted bedroom, as we passed through the doorway into the Master (or rather, the Mistress) bedroom.

I was hauled a few more steps before our caravan stopped and I was urged to turn.

“Now, just take a step backward,” I heard, under my muffling head-covering.

I stepped, gingerly, backward, guided by her hand as she placed me in the position she desired and then my backward journey was terminated, as my back pressed against a cold, wooden pillar.

“Stand there and don’t move, not an inch,” she commanded, as I felt the leash dangle loose over my bound wrists and the wood press into my exposed back.

I heard her move away and I was certain I heard a drawer open. I heard rustling as she sought the items she required, for this next test of my suitability, and I heard the drawer close again.

And then she was back to me and releasing the leash from the leather collar by unclipping the end from the collar’s central D-ring.

I heard the sound of the leash abandoned somewhere off to my left, and I felt her fuss and fiddle with my wrist cuffs, once more.

And then, as the short chain fell away and my arms were released, I heard her tell me to put my hands behind me. I struggled to obey, but they met hard wood, as I attempted to comply. I finally forced them further back and beyond the obstacle and I realised I was pushed back against a hard, squared, wooden post.

As soon as my arms were virtually touching behind the wooden pillar, I felt her tease the short length of rope through each metal ring on each cuff and then tie that same rope in a tight knot, forcing the two links together. Not satisfied this was secure enough, she took the two ends of the same rope, now knotted through the metal rings, and passed it around my bare wrists. Twice.

And then in another display of commanding professionalism, she tied the rope in a double knot ensuring wrists and cuffs were securely locked as one.

“Are you happy for me to continue with this little obedience test, Francesca?” she asked, a cruel lint in her voice.

I nodded my consent, though I’m not certain she really needed my permission! I was so intrigued to see where this was leading.

“Good. The correct response. Stand right back, with the back of your legs pressed to the wood, darling, little girl,” she trilled as she forced me back so that I was rigid against the unyielding, wooden bed-post.

She stooped before me and pressed my heeled and cuffed feet back to the foot of the bedpost. And then, a second length of rope went around my ankles and back to the post, without even bothering to remove the cuffs or the chain that had, by now, kept them connected for the best part of an hour.

I felt the silken cord she was tying, bite into my flesh just above the leather cuffing, as my assailant tied another swift set of knots to ensure my feet remained fastened to their pillory.

I was held fast by two short cords and my torment might have ended then, but, as I have since come to learn, there is no such thing as “too much” where my Mistress is concerned. Unless I am bound by multiple straps, or miles of tape or, as in this case, metres of rope, she will not be entirely satisfied.

And so, I gasped as she passed a long length of the exact same cord around my neck and took both ends behind the wooden post, crossed them and then brought the two ends back, on opposite sides, and passed them under my armpits, over my shoulders, and then back around the post.

She continued this crossing of ropes back and forth, down the entire upper body until I felt my elegant gown of satin, forced into my body-frame and I was encircled four, maybe five times, with each circumventing of rope being pulled taut, to remove any possible sign of any slack.

Finally, she tied the two ends off just below my waist and just above my erect cock, that was reacting to the thrill it was experiencing, as my sense of sheer helplessness increased.

Still not content, my captor now started at my feet and worked a criss-crossing of the same kind of strong cord up my legs, going behind the pillar with each criss-crossing, and then back and forth, until she had bound my legs tightly, in another four, or five, crosses of expert ropework.

This binding stopped at my upper thighs, just below my cock, and I couldn’t help but wonder what my poor trapped male rod, must have looked like, as it jerked around, within the confines of the compressed satin dress, so tightly now secured to my body, all the way above, as well as all the way below, my crotch area.

The flourish of activity stopped then and there was a brief respite, as she cleared away any unwanted mess and surveyed her handiwork.

And then I felt her move in close to my hooded head and speak loudly enough for me to hear, under the muffling hood, but low enough to sound ultra-seductive.

“Now, my pretty little girl, it’s time for your interview. We’re going to play 20 questions. And I don’t want any leakage, whatever, from this until we’ve finished, do you understand?” as she uttered those last words, her right hand grabbed at my erect penis, nestled in its comforting bed of satin and she took a firm grip.

“How are you enjoying your interview, so far?” she queried, as her hand worked at my satin-shrouded penis.

I groaned at the firmness of the grip she had on my manhood, as well as at the sheer senselessness of the question. She could surely feel how much I was enjoying it?

“I think you actually like being a little girly, don’t you?” Again, the question was accompanied by a skilled working up the length of my bulging shaft, by her strong hand. My penis reacted and told her all she needed to know.

“You see, I have some very special needs which I thought could only be satisfied by a female assistant. But I’m beginning to think I misjudged you and your credentials. Would you like to be my special little girlfriend, Francesca?”

The question and the right hand gripping my male rod, worked in rhythm with each other and I wanted to scream my desire to be anything she wanted me to be.

“Yes. Yes. Let me be your special little girl. Please?” I managed before that gave way to more aroused groaning, from under my blinding hood.

“So, I need to know a bit more about my little girl before we can say she’s suitable. What about your family? Where do they think you are, at this moment?”

The hand continued to work on me, as I considered my answer.

“I don’t have any family,” I managed, in between the grunts of approval for the way she was handling the interview.

“How about your girlfriend?” she enquired, as the hand massaged my flesh.

“I don’t have a girlfriend,” I uttered.

“Surely not a boyfriend? You don’t like men do you, Francesca?” she asked, with some disdain.

“No! I don’t!” I blurted, with some indignation. I wanted to tell her I liked her and what she was doing to me, but I couldn’t. I was far too distracted.

“What about friends? Do they know you’re here?”

“I – I – I – don’t have many friends. Not around here. No-one knows I’m here. No-one at all!” I squealed, as her hand spelt out her words and my body, tightly fixed to its wooden post, gyrated as much as the restraining ropes allowed.

“So, you could simply disappear off the face of the earth and no-one would know?” she continued.

Strangely, at no point, had I felt at all afraid of this woman and, although this question might have sent others into utter apoplexy and fear for their own safety, I instinctively knew this was no more than an elaborate, kinky game . . . . and one I was fast coming to enjoy.

“No-one! No-one, at all!” I confirmed.

“So, I could keep you here as my own, little, sissy slave, doing my washing and my housework, and ironing my panties, and keeping you dressed in lovely, little, satin frocks, and tied and hooded and serving me, and no-one would be bothered?” she persisted, her hand movement becoming more rigorous as her questions became more erotically sinister.

“No. No-one would miss me. No-one at all,” I replied through gritted teeth, knowing I couldn’t take much more of this.

“Are you working at the moment?” she quested.

“No. That’s why I really, really need this job,” I assured her, through gritted teeth.

“And what would you do for me if I take you on as my special assistant? What could you do to please me?” she elaborated.

“Anything! Whatever you wanted me to do,” I screamed, and sounding sincere because, at this moment, I would have run down a crowded shopping mall, in nothing but bra and panties, declaring my love for everything kinky, if this attention to my manhood would continue.

“Well, I might need you to lick my body, or to wash me, or just to lie next to me, completely bound from head to foot and dressed in a little girly dress. Would you do all that for me?”

“Yes. Anything . . . . I’d do . . . .” but my words trailed off, as my moment came . . . . and I came with it!

I simply couldn’t hold it any longer and her manipulative skills, both spoken and manual, were such that she had driven me to the edge, and I had now passed over that edge and into a different reality.

I felt her pull away as the flood of sperm ejected. But it had nowhere to go! Then I heard a tut-tut, as the mess spilled all over the front of the satin gown I wore. And then I heard a little triumphant laugh as she considered it to be “Mission Accomplished”. And then her hand resumed its rhythmic massaging, but more gently this time, as she ensured every last drop had been spilled.

“Oh dear me! Francesca has messed up her lovely dress,” she mused, “Little Francesca is a naughty girl. What have you got to say for yourself? I think my little girl will have to be punished for making such a horrible mess of such a pretty dress.”

I simply groaned, as she slowly brought me back down to earth. Then, finally, I said, “I’m sorry I’ve messed up your dress. I couldn’t help it.”

It sounded pathetic and I knew it, but what else could I say, in the circumstances?

“Well, it’s not my dress, as it happens. It belonged to my last employee. And it will wash. In fact, it might be one of the first important jobs for my new house-girl. But that’s for later. I think you need to relax for a bit. Take a bit of time to contemplate your future. Would you like that?”

I nodded, “Yes, please. I need to just rest.” I uttered through clenched teeth, as I felt the spread of dampness below.

“Oh, I never said rest. I said “Relax!” And contemplate. Wait there.”

I sensed her leave me through the blackness that was my world. But, just as quickly, she returned.

“Open wide!”

I obliged, expecting a drink of water, or some such succour.

A hard ball of rubber was pressed to my lips and I felt her tug at the ends of the attached strapping, as she took these behind my wooden post and buckled them hurriedly together, forcing my head back, tight, to the wooden structure behind me.

Whilst I still reacted from this intrusion and gagged at the huge ball, set firmly between my lips, I felt her working behind my head and I realised she was tying my forehead back to the wooden structure.

“Aarrghhh! Stopppp!” I tried to say but it came out as a very bad, impression, of a very poor, ventriloquist’s, very cheap and very inept dummy.

I felt more pressure on my neck, as another loop of rope passed through the ring at the front of my doggy-collar and was tied back behind the post.

And then there was silence. Utter silence, as I struggled to comprehend

I listened for her, but there was nothing. I didn’t know it, but she was taking photos of my predicament, on a virtually silent, digital camera that, I was to later learn, she would always keep close to hand.

Then I felt the movement behind me, as she lay on the bed and viewed me from the rear, whilst slowly satisfying herself with the same hand that she had used to such good effect, upon me.

And I stood there, held rigid, as the realization that a woman I’d only met an hour or two before, was performing a sex act on herself, aroused at the sight of my bound, and feminized form, hooded, gagged and firmly, immovably, inescapably fixed to the foot of her four-poster bed.


Chapter 2

Three days later, Saturday, mid- to late-afternoon . . . . .

“Well, I didn’t really expect to see my darling, Francesca, again. I was certain you wouldn’t dare return after your last experience. Or did it pique your curiosity, just a little?” she laughed, almost mockingly, as she stood at her open door.

My curiosity had been more than “piqued” at our first encounter and, in truth, it had not once occurred to me in the 72 hours since our first meeting, that I wouldn’t return. I’d thought of nothing else for the past three days and this wasn’t the warm welcome I had expected.

“I wanted to see you again,” I murmured, “I wondered if you had made a decision about the job you were advertising?”

“You mean you’re still interested? You’d like to know more about it?” she towered over me, as I stood one step down from the impressive doorway into this House of Wonderment. “Well, Frankie, I have to tell you I’ve seen three other applicants this week, all of them girls, beside my little Francesca. Two of them didn’t get past the first stage of the interview and I was happy to send them on their way, so it’s really come down to the only two suitable candidates. And I’m very pleased to inform you, you’re still one of them! Perhaps you had better come in and we can discuss it, more openly. Does anyone know you’re here?”

I shook my head, “I told you, I haven’t anyone to tell. No-one is interested.”

It sounded pathetic, to admit I had no friends. I hoped she didn’t see it that way.

“And where are you supposed to be after this?” she enquired, “Where are you off to, tonight?”

“Nowhere, I haven’t any plans for tonight,” I replied, in all honesty. It had been a long time since any of my Saturday nights had held anything exciting.

“So, I have pretty Francesca all to myself, do I? Well, why doesn’t she come in and we can talk business,” she purred, excitedly.

She stood to one side and beckoned for me to pass her. As I did, she spoke softly, “Go into the lounge, you know where it is, and take off all those ridiculous clothes. I’ve left Francesca a robe in there, just in case she turned up! And I’m glad she did. Put it on and come back out to me. I’ll be waiting in the kitchen. And I do mean all your clothes.”

I learned my lesson, last time. And it was happening again, just as I had hoped it might. My penis reacted almost instantly to the command to shed myself of my male clothing. I was certain this demanding Mistress had plans for me.

I didn’t hesitate for a moment, this time around. I barely stopped to arrange my clothes neatly, I was that keen to find out what was in store for “pretty little Francesca”.

Within three minutes, I had draped the short, satin robe around me, tied the silken belt around my waist and was treading, barefoot, to find her.

I walked meekly into the kitchen and she was stood by the kitchen island, a cup of tea in one hand, a lighted cigarette in the other.

“My weakness, my afternoon cuppa with a ciggie.” She said. “I only smoke very mild ones and around three a day. But I couldn’t give them up altogether. Do you smoke?”

I shook my head. She appeared relieved.

“Very sensible, it’s a disgusting habit. I wish I hadn’t started but at least I’ve got it under control. A cup of tea, then?” she enquired.

“Yes, please,” I answered, “That would be lovely.”

“I tell you what would be lovely, dear,” she responded, “Would be two things. Firstly, undo your robe, open it up, and then cross it the other way and tie it to the left side, would you? It rather looks like you’re wearing it the male way and I simply can’t have that in this house. Not ever. If you hadn’t realised, I detest men. You’re lucky I allow you in, at all. And then, when you’ve dressed yourself properly, like a lady, sit down and tell me a bit more about yourself. There’s a dear!”

A little stunned by the frankness, I altered the robe and crossed it to the left before re-tying the silken band that was its belt.

She watched me intently, commenting, after I’d finished, “I don’t expect you to know these things, but there are two little ties inside, to help you get the correct shape. And then, you can pass the belt through the belt loop on the left there, before tying it, so it doesn’t slip around. Come here and I’ll show you. You really do have a great deal to learn if you are to make a worthy slave-girl.”

I stood before her, like a young pupil being confronted by a cruel headmistress, and she fiddled to undo the belt that I had just secured.

As she opened the robe, she looked down at my little peeny which was reacting to her correcting me and she smiled, “I see Francesca’s already a little excited. She really is going to have to learn to keep that thing under control. That’s if she wants to live here.” She pointedly tapped the end of the offending penis, on its tip as she called it “that thing”.

Then, as though showing me how to tie my shoelaces, she showed me the two thin straps within the inners of my silken robe, that tied together to fix it to my body. She tied these off and said, “There, that will keep it closed, now we loop it over this way, to the lady’s left, and pop the belt through this left loop, like this, and then we can tie the belt. And it will stay put without slipping round.”

I remembered my mother talking to me in that fashion, when I was about five, and trying on my first school uniform.

Once I was adjusted, to her complete satisfaction, she ushered me to a high stool pulled up to the breakfast bar, that separated the working end of the large room from the formal dining area.

And then she said, “Well, go on. Tell me a bit about yourself.” As she poured hot tea from a quaint teapot, into a large mug, with cats on.

I’ve never been a great one for just spouting about myself and I sat there, feeling rather reluctant, until she pressed me with specific questions. And then I was off. I talked about my life for the past few years, since leaving college, with a worse than useless qualification. I talked about the loss of both parents from serious illness, within weeks of each other, and how much that had knocked me. And I talked about my numerous efforts to get remunerative work to keep me in the sad little apartment I rented.

And she listened. Gone was the demanding matriarch and here was a pleasant and, might I add, very attractive, older woman actually taking an interest in me. And I gained confidence with each re-assuring nod and smile, she proffered.

And then the crunch question.

“And why have you come back today?” she asked, in her old, blunt, but welcome fashion.

“Because you asked me to,” I replied, my confidence dashed.

“Well, I suggested you come back to see what decision I’d made, but I didn’t really expect to see you again. Not after your ordeals on Wednesday,” she said.

“Well, it wasn’t an ordeal . . . .” I stammered, “I enjoyed it. The things you did to me. I enjoyed them.”

“Which bit, in particular, did you like . . . wearing the dress, walking in the shoes? Or was it the hood and the tying up? Which bits did you like?” she pressed me for an answer.

“Look, I liked it all,” I replied sheepishly, “I’ve never, ever, worn ladies’ clothes before. I haven’t. Honest. And I liked the feeling it gave me. And all of it. I liked everything. All of it. The hood. The ball in my mouth. Everything.”

“And what if I told you that I liked everything, too? And what if I told you a condition of you working here was that you did everything, and anything, I ask you to do? Anything, like that? And more. Without question?”

“I’d do it. I need a job. I like this house. I like you . . . I . . . .” my voice trailed off as I said those last words quietly, almost indistinctly.

“Well, here’s the situation,” she said, understanding my nervousness, “I haven’t made my mind up yet. I really want a girl here. In fact, I thought only girls would apply. Good god, I thought YOU were a girl! I don’t feel comfortable with men. I told you, I detest them. I had a bad experience a few years ago and I’ve never let a man near me since. If, and it’s still a big IF, if I offer you a job there will be conditions, that you might find, shall we say, off-putting.”

“I’m sorry to hear you don’t like men. Someday if you want, you can talk to me about it,” I responded, trying to show empathy, that I could be a listening companion as well, since my record in the sexual relationship stakes, was not impressive.

She laughed, almost mockingly, “Someday, I can talk to you, can I? Maybe my dear, maybe? One day I may feel like talking to someone about it. But I shan’t be confiding in a man, I can tell you that. Now about these conditions . . .”

“You want me dressed in female clothes?” I asked already knowing what some of her conditions were going to be. But to hell with it, that’s entirely the reason I’d come back!

She seemed a little disarmed that I could openly say what she was trying to tell me. “Er! Yes, as a matter of fact, I do. If you were to take a job here, if ANY male were to take a job here it would be because I saw them as more female, than man.”

“And you think I am? More female than male?” I was intrigued as to why she even thought I might qualify as a candidate.

“I think you might be. You enjoyed wearing the dress, didn’t you? I could tell. It was very obvious!”

“Actually, I did. More than you’ll know. I’d never worn a dress before. It felt good. Very good!” I reassured her.

“So, if you worked for me, I’d want to take it a stage further. I’d want to feminize you, Frankie. I’d want to make you look, and act, and walk, and talk, like a female. At least, I want to see if that’s possible. It’s going to take work and a lot of patience, but I’m willing to take this a bit further, and to give you a trial run. And then . . . .” her words trailed again.

“And then you want to tie me up and dominate me? Is that what you’re trying to say?” I said, not sounding at all shocked. I’d practised the line, endlessly, these past days.

I thought, to hell with it, what have I got to lose? Wednesday was the best day of my life. Ever. And I’d had nothing exciting to look forward too, for as long as I could remember. If this woman saw something in me, she could bring out, I was ready to let her.

“I need to be in charge. It’s as simple as that,” she informed me.

I looked earnest, encouraging her to talk about the issue which was the only obstacle stopping her offering me this job.

She relaxed and continued, “I don’t know why. It’s something that’s developed and gotten stronger over the years. I thought I wanted another woman to dominate. But I’ve got to tell you, the other day taught me, YOU taught me, that maybe, what I really need is to take out all my aggression on a man. But a certain kind of man.”

“Me? Or one like me. That doesn’t mind being dressed up? Dressed as a woman? Is that what you want? Someone to boss about and to act out your fantasies?” I was doing my very best to help her out, here!

“I want someone who will do whatever I want them to do. Short and simple. I had someone, a girl, who did that, until a few months ago. Well, nearly a year. She was perfect, but she left. To go off with a man. A man I’d introduced her to! They always leave, eventually, don’t they? It’s taken me this long to decide I need someone else who I can trust, in my life. The only good thing is, she left every single thing, every item of clothing, everything I ever bought her . . . and a lot more, stuff, we shared, besides. I need someone to take her place. It was her dress you wore and that you kindly washed, last time!” her mind seemed to drift, at this point, as though deeply missing the girl she spoke of.

“Well, I can tell you,” I seized my opportunity, “I’m your man! Or your girl! That is, I would like to try and be your companion. I’d like to be your Francesca.”

She smiled at me and showed her soft side, “That’s sweet. And I do think we should just push this a little further, as I said. But I’m not making any promises. This is a whole new idea. A very bizarre idea! I have to give it some thought. But I appreciate your offer. And we’ll see what the rest of today brings, shall we? I have some things prepared upstairs, just in case you came back. And here you are. Shame to waste an opportunity. And you might want to change your mind, yet. Drink your tea.”

I must have slurped my tea down, quicker than was good for me. And she laughed to see me so keen to obey her instruction.

“Now, first off, I’ve a new collar for you,” she smiled, as she produced a wider version of the neckwear, she’d introduced me to, three days previously. “A lovely pink one for my pretty girl, today.”

It was, indeed, pink, a deep shade of hot pink, and so was the leash she attached to it. It went well with the robe I wore. Then she bid me stand and place my hands behind my back. I did and felt the cold touch of steel against my wrists, as she clicked a cute pair of pink, metal handcuffs, around each wrist.

“Now, follow me, and watch your step on the stairs.” And off we went, her leading, and me only too happy, to follow.

The stairs were easier this time. Although my hands were joined behind, I wore no shoes and my ankles were not cuffed. Nor was I blinded, and the tight hold she kept on the leash, reassured me, as we made our way, slowly, up the open tread stairs.

As we entered her bedroom, I saw again, the giant four-poster and my mind flashed back to the episode where I had been tied, so tightly, to the left-hand bottom post. I rather hoped for some more of the same today.

But it was clear she had more elaborate plans, for me.

On the bed, were laid a host of items of clothing. She rushed me past them too quickly to discern exactly what was there, but it was all in black and white, and all frills and froth. The glimpse I got, was sufficient to set me off and I felt my cock react to the stimulus.

Ahead of me, was a long dressing table with a mirror and all manner of womanly things arrayed along its glass top. In front of it, to one side, was the normal dressing stool that matched the wood of the glass-topped, table. But dragged into place, in front of the mirror, was a sturdy, leather office chair.

It was the swivel type and it had substantial leather-padded arms and a high back, A real, executive, office chair.

She steered me to it, by way of my pink collar and leash, and positioned me to one side. I could see the ropes dangling over each arm and I spotted the roll of ominous black tape, on the dressing table, immediately in front, accompanied by a pair of office scissors.

“I’m going to uncuff your hands,” she informed, “And I want you sat, legs apart, arms on the rests, fingers out flat. Understand?”

I nodded. This was already exciting me, and I was well into my role, in this bizarre game of eroticism.

I felt the left cuff release and then the right, and I willingly sank into the depths, of the luxurious, leather chair.

She immediately pulled the first pair of ropes from under my right arm and, draping one around her neck, she dropped my leash into my lap and began to expertly tie the other rope around my right wrist.

I offered no resistance and concentrated on keeping my arm tight to the rest and my fingers out straight, precisely as instructed.

Then she stooped and took my bare ankle back to one side of the metal column of the chair and raising it up, began to lash it to the metalwork underneath the seat. I wasn’t in the most comfortable of positions, with my leg doubled up under me, but I didn’t complain. She was testing my fortitude, remember. And I was resolute, determined to be as resilient and as courageous, as she desired.

She came around the opposite side and I pressed my left arm hard to the padding without further instruction, as she repeated the action there.

The left leg, went the same way as my right and I was aware that my short robe was now draping open and not doing a good job of hiding my male credentials.

As soon as both wrists and both legs were fixed, she took up the roll of black tape and started to peel the end from the roll. Then, instructing me to spread my fingers, she began to tape over my downturned palm, then up over my bound wrist and, again, down over the back of my hand, to cover my knuckles in the plastic tape that seemed to stick to itself. Once she’d done one hand, she went to the other and then, with a third length of tape, started taping back to my elbow, ensuring my entire, lower arm was fixed, firmly, to the armrest. I watched, bemused but excited, as she returned to the first arm and went up to the elbow on that side.

Now, apart from the very ends of my fingers, I had no movement in either limb.

“Head back!” she ordered, and she took a fifth end of tape and began to secure me, at the neck and over my lovely pink collar, to the high back of the seat, taking the tape around and around, four or five times, until my upper body was pressed back to the rear of my bondage chair.

She relaxed then, as though secure in the knowledge I was hers, to do with as she pleased, once more. I certainly wasn’t going anywhere, and I sensed that was the reason for the over-zealous use of rope and tape. She wanted to possess me and know, for certain, that I couldn’t leave her. Like her last partner, perhaps. For my part . . . I had absolutely no intention of being anywhere, but in this moment.

“Now, let’s see if we can make you look something like the woman of my dreams,” she said, a wry grin across her face, as she picked up the first of her several weapons of mass transformation.

She commented herself on how smooth my skin was and on my lack of facial hair. Well, I had shaved just before leaving for here, but it was true, I did have a baby, soft skin, and any hair I grew on face or body was very fine, very fair and extremely soft. I could never sport a beard, or even a passable moustache. I needed to shave every couple of days, and you might not notice, even if I skipped another day!

She smoothed some glook all over my face. I had no idea what, but it gave me some colour to my pale skin, as I watched it applied across my whole face.

Then I followed instruction after instruction, I did this with my eyes and that with my lips, as she worked away at each, in turn. She showed me how to turn my eyes, widen my eyelids and pout my mouth, as she attended to my cheeks, and then my eyes and then my lips. Each time, tut-tutting and adapting, until she was half-satisfied she’d got the effect she wanted.

She worked without speaking. An intense look told me I was wise to keep quiet, too. When there did seem a natural break in the frenetic activity, I chanced to tell her, she was very good.

“I’ve had a lot of practice. I always did Sally’s make-up, with her in the chair like this, just the same,” she said, wistfully.

“Do you know,” I ventured to say, “I don’t even know your name!” It was true, apart from replying to Ms. Nolan, from the advert, I had no idea what this wonderful woman was called.

“Well,” she hesitated a second, then, “Let’s not get too familiar just yet. You can call me “Mistress” for now. I think that would be appropriate. Another time, maybe, I’ll tell you how to properly address me, or I might make up a suitable Mistress Name for myself.”

I smiled and I looked at the transformation to my features that had already taken place, “Well, Mistress, I’m very pleased to meet you. My name is Francesca.”

That seemed to please her, she smiled, and she renewed her efforts, as we continued in silent, unspoken understanding, of each other.

And I studied her beautiful, mature features as her long, dark hair brushed against my flesh, as she worked around me.

She really was stunning and I wanted to lean and kiss her cheek as she brushed near me. But, of course, I didn’t. Well, I couldn’t. My taped neck, prevented it. “Let’s not get too familiar!” had been her wise words, and I patiently sat and thrilled at the attention I was receiving, as Francesca took proper shape, before my eyes.

“There! Good enough for now. Another time, I’ll do it better. But I think for the purposes of this experiment, that will do.” And she stood back and admired her craft.

“Another time?” That sounds promising, I thought to myself.

“Now, I want to do your nails. See how you cope with them. Just the fingers today. I won’t be seeing your feet, in any case.”

And she spent the next 15 minutes or so, carefully glue-ing a full set of painted nails, covered in like a white lacquer, with broad, black, diagonal stripe, over my stumpy male finger-ends.

The nails fascinated me and I understood why she’d taped my hands down so flat, so that she had a fixed surface to work at and wouldn’t be disturbed by my fidgeting.

The feeling of being entirely at this woman’s mercy, appealed to me more than any sexual feeling I’ve experienced. I could have happily sat in that bound chair position for several hours, though my legs were now starting to ache a little, from their unusual, fixed position under my seat.

Thankfully, the legs were released as soon as the last nail was applied to my right hand. And then she spun my bondage chair around, so that I faced away from the mirror and into the natural light entering the large bedroom, through the double windows at the adjoining wall, opposite the door we’d entered.

“Well, you’ll do,” she said, after a close examination, “As I said, I can improve on that, but it’ll take me two or three sessions to get you right. Let’s see if you last that long.”

“I hope so, Mistress,” I uttered, “I really hope so.”

“We’ll see,” was all she commented, as she started to unwrap the tape that had held my head back to the chair.

Soon I was loose and I flexed my arms, stretched my legs, and admired my new nails. They felt strange and I was hoping that ironing a pair of knickers, or four, wasn’t on my job list.

“Right, let’s get our Francesca dressed. I think you’ll like the outfit I’ve chosen for you. It’s near new, like all of Sally’s things. She barely wore things more than twice and, bit by bit, I’ve had everything washed, most of it, professionally cleaned.” Again, the wistful look crossed her face, that told me she missed her Sally, a lot.

I was dragged up by my leash which was still attached to the collar that had been underlying my neck tape.

I was almost relieved to stand, feeling a little cramp in my legs from the unnatural position they’d been forced to assume for an extended period.

“Take the robe off!” she demanded. “Now!”

I dropped the robe at my feet. I was embarrassed to stand there, completely naked, before this Goddess. “This Goddess” seemed quite unconcerned and took no notice of my erecting penis swaying pendulously, in tribute, before her.

I stood, trembling with some trepidation, as I now saw the array of clothing, laid out for my benefit. I needed someone to pinch me. Was I really going to wear all that black and white froth of ultra-feminine attire?

The first item she picked up was one that I was not familiar with, at first hand, but have since come to see as an essential part of almost all the outfits I now model.

It was a black satin corset, with traditional busk fastening down the front, an hour-glass shape, steel boned support, formed breast cups, and with strong, rear lacing, in a heavy cotton cord. Around the edge of the seductive garment was a border of ruffled white satin, both top and bottom. It was like the old bodices from the old black and white TV westerns I’d enjoyed as a child. I’d admired them on the saloon girls when I was a youngster. I never, in my wildest, had ever dreamed I’d ever see one, let alone wear one!

She picked it up and held it before me, then she undid the fastenings that ran the length of the front and opened the sensual garment out.

I gasped as she encircled my naked body, and she smiled her knowing smile, as she saw my reaction.

“Oh! You like this, don’t you? This will take in that bump you’re carrying at the front. You really need to get rid of that, you know. It’s not pretty!” she could always put me in my place, with just a few cruel words. She still does. And I have learned to love her for it.

I gasped, as the already tight garment, began to be taken in, at the back. The front fastenings had already brought it into my body and, at one point, she’d loosened off the laces to accommodate that ugly bump! I was clearly a little larger than the Sally, she so longed for!

Now, she worked in earnest, to pull in the laces, from bottom up and from top down.

At one point, she ceased pulling and went back to her pile of goodies and took up two breast enhancers. They looked like two raw chicken fillets, a pale pink in colour and roughly the same size and shape as a plump fillet. Apparently, they were the best thing she had to replicate a female breast, and she now popped one in each of the corset’s formed cups, before returning to pull in the foundation garment, ever tighter.

As the laces met in the centre of my back, roughly on my waistline, and at the point where my little bulge had so offended my mistress, she gave an extra hard tug at both sets of cording. This completely took the wind from my sails and I gasped as the boned garment adjusted my excess fat, both up to add to my top weight, and down to increase my hip size, slightly.

She gave another tug, which took me less by surprise and I probably lost another instant inch, on top of the two or three inches, she had already dispensed with.

“Sorry, dear,” she stated, with little sincerity, “But we really do need to trim that waist of yours a little. You’ll feel a lot better in yourself, once you regulate your breathing, again.”

I struggled to come to terms with the constricting force against my stomach, pushing my diaphragm up and making breathing uncomfortable. But, as she gave one final tug and then tied off the bunch of lacing, she assured me the corset would adjust and warm and ease, a little. I had to be patient!

Even as she ordered me to sit on the edge of her giant four-poster, and picked up the shimmery, black, gloss stockings, I felt the discomfort around my middle dissipating and calmed my breathing, taking shallower breaths.

The stockings were rolled up my legs, one by one, and fastened to the three suspenders located around the bottom edge on each side of the corset. I’d barely noticed them dangling there, I had been so taken with the erotic foundation-wear. As each glossy tube was stretched and smoothed up my legs, I felt another thrill of excitement course through my body.

She must have sensed how excited the feeling was making me and slapped down my rising penis.

“We’ll soon put a stop to that,” she declared, rather ominously. “Stand up!”

I stood and the natural stretch of the silken stockings, meant they adjusted to my new posture.

She reached again for yet another fanciful item from the slowly diminishing pile on the bed. And then she waved a pair of shiny, black briefs under my nose.

“Smell!” she instructed, and I took a deep breath through my nostrils as she pressed the panties to my face.

“Latex. Do you like?” she asked, as she stooped and directed me to raise one leg at a time, to accommodate the strange new item.

The smell was quite unique, and it lingered for a while after she’d lowered them. I nodded, in assertion that I liked. And I caught another whiff of the fascinating material, as she pulled the stretchy pair, slowly up my stockinged legs.

Without any fuss and with no show of any embarrassment, she picked up my entire male toolkit, in one hand, as she worked the latex panties over them with the other, and then scooped them, balls and all, into the pocket of black, stretchy latex, which quickly enveloped them and held them in a tight, neat parcel and out of harm’s way.

“I forbid you to come,” she directed, “But if you do, those pants will hold any emissions for the rest of the evening and you’ll find it most unpleasant, to sit in. But don’t you dare spoil your frock. One drop of anything on this and you’ll be punished. Understand?”

I nodded. I understood, and I watched in wonderment, as she raised up the “frock” I was going to wear this night.

It, like everything on the bed, was in black and white. This was clearly tonight’s theme. It was a short, flouncy, satin dress of the sort, perhaps, more fitting for a little girl’s first communion, than a man’s first proper introduction to cross-dressing.

I could see the column of small, white, pearl-like buttons that ran down the back to just below the waistline. I took in the black satin, high neckline, to which the buttons ascended. It had an underlaying ruffle of white satin which would tickle at the wearer’s chin. I also clocked the short, puffed sleeves that would cap over the shoulders, and end in another ruff of white satin, halfway between shoulder and elbow.

The entire upper bodice was in black satin and looked as though it would fit quite snugly, whilst the lower half of the frock was a wonder to behold. From the pinched in waistline, it splayed out at an amazing 45-degree angle, supported upon a sea of white, short petticoats, of stiffer, white netting, and lining satin that forced it out, like a ballerina’s tu-tu.

Around the bottom of this wild, circle of hem, was another ruffled inch, or so, of the white, satin bordering. And to top off this confection of femininity, a broad, white, satin sash, acted as a belt, separating the tight upper half, from the fanciful frills below. It was clear that this wide sash of pristine satin would tie off in an elaborate, prissy, sissy bow at the back of the waistline, concealing the last of the exquisite column of white, pearl buttons.

I swooned as she lifted the dress in front of me and lingered there, long enough for me to fully comprehend that I was to be forced into it.

I say “forced” but, in truth, I was anxious to be locked into it and sealed up tight, so that I couldn’t escape.

She’d very sensibly undone the entire line of buttons and so it was up and over my head and floating downward, with a wonderful swishing noise, in no time. It glided over my made-up face, and shimmied down, over my satin corset, which offered little resistance. I had raised my arms and, as she inserted each into the waiting puff sleeves, I felt a wonderful sensation of being suffocated within the folds of this wondrous dress, as the satin bodice pressed to my face.

Then, my arms were into the adequate armholes and the frock continued its downward journey, until it bobbed up and down, on its froth of netting and the ruffled, high collar, tickled at my throat.

She quickly unbuckled the pink collar which had remained in place throughout my dressing, thus far. And she discarded this and its leash, on the bed behind me. Then she twirled me around and began to pull in the upper bodice, as she began the buttoning process that would lock me into my pretty frock for the rest of the evening.

She worked quickly, from bottom to top, and I was sealed within, almost before I had got accustomed to the movement of my full skirts, as they bobbled up and down, with each minute movement.

As she buttoned the final three pearls up to the top of the high neckline, I realised just what a snug fit this was but also, what an incredibly erotic piece of workmanship had been created. I’d never seen a dress like it and yet it fitted me like it had been made for me.

She struggled with the final button and it added, a little, to my discomfort from the corset, as it gripped my throat, so tightly, in its silken embrace.

She didn’t hesitate to remind me that she was boss and I was her clothes’ horse, as she brought the two ends of the wide satin sash, together, behind my back and tied a huge, sissy bow, pulling the ribbon in, as firmly as possible, so the outline of the under-corset, pressed to the satin of my frock.

“Now, let’s see how you look.”

She took my hand and walked me to the full-length mirror, set in the doors of the vast wardrobe, fitted along most of one wall.

I stared at the figure before me, hardly able to believe that I was seeing a reflection of my own self. The picture before me was of a pretty, slim, attractive young female, with a passable bust, a drawn in waist and her slim hips disguised by the outrageous froth of satin and net skirting, that bobbed up and down, just above the knees. Below the knee, the silken stockings glistened as they caught the light, and above the ruffled neckline of the stunning frock, the made-up face, concealed the true identity of the novice, sissy-male, beneath. But the hairstyle was a dead, giveaway!

My face must have registered both awe at the frock and the make-up, but it was tinged with disappointment that my short, male haircut, gave me more of a tomboy look, than of a truly feminine girl.

“If you’re worried about the hair, don’t!” she simply said, “I’m going to fix that.”

In that case, I assured her, everything was perfect. I loved it. The look, the feel, the glamour, the girlishness. Everything. I knew, in that moment, I had discovered a new side of me and one I needed to explore, completely.

I looked back again at the vision of sissy loveliness and could have kissed both it and its creator. But she was too intent on completing my look, to allow me to fully embrace this significant, and life-changing, moment.

“Boots, now!” she deemed, “And then the wig. And then a few last refinements and you’re good to go.”

I hadn’t even spotted the twin boots nestling half under the bed, at the side where I’d been dressed. She pulled them out and I ogled the beautiful, heeled, ankle boots, in black satin, that zipped up the rear, but also laced up the front from toe, to top, with a half-inch wide length of white satin ribbon, that added another element of feminine frills, to an already glamorous boot.

“Now, these are actually a size 7,” she informed me, “Again, they’re almost unworn. I think I got Sally into this outfit, once only. They should fit you, perfectly. Sit.”

And I sat, speechless, on the edge of the bed again, as she brought the right boot to my stockinged foot and urged me to press my gloss-covered toes, into the well of the footwear.

My foot slid in easily and I realised that these would, like the dress, fit as though made for me. She quickly made sure my foot was pressed fully into the boot and then reached behind and zipped the boot up, fully to behind my calf. Then she adjusted the satin ribbon at the front, ensuring it was criss-crossed, neatly, up the front from toe to ankle-top, before tying another fussy bow.

The left followed, and I was forced to my feet and told to do a length or two of the vast, opulent bedroom to ensure I could walk. The heels were about 3 inches, but there was a small platform sole also, which took the height down, sufficiently, to make walking possible.

“Good! Not bad, at all. When you’ve worn those for the evening you’ll be well used to short heels. Wait until I put you into some proper boots, with some decent heels. Then you’re really going to have to concentrate.”

There it was again. “Wait until . . .” Another clue that my delicious ordeal might continue beyond this moment. I so hoped it would. Last. Forever.

I found the boots more comfortable than the shoes from 3 days previous. They offered more support and somehow, made walking easier. And they looked gorgeous!

“Now, sit back at the dressing table and let’s sort that hair. Can’t have you going off half-cocked, so to speak!”

I sat and admired my reflection, again. The black and white ruffle around my neck added to the attractive make-up job she had done.

And then came the wig.

It was a very dark, brown, almost black, bob-style wig that fell to caress the collar of my glamorous frock, and framed my female face, just perfectly.

“One of my own wigs,” she said, “Of course, if you remain here, I’ll get you a collection of your own but I don’t think we need worry about that just yet, do you?”

I wished we could! That would really cement my position here, if she started spending hard cash on me!

She brushed the wig into shape, with a few flirts of a pink-handled hairbrush, and then looked over my shoulder, at the vision of loveliness, reflected in the mirror.

“Well, I have to tell you, Francesca, you look even better than I’d hoped. I think, with a bit more work, we could make a real woman out of you. What say you?”

I couldn’t say anything, except, “It’s lovely. It’s all lovely.” And I uttered those words, in some disbelief, several times, until she interrupted me.

“So, you like being my little, pretty doll, Francesca, do you?”

“I do. I love it. I adore it. I do.” I think I was in a dream. Even to this day, 6 weeks later, I feel the same. It’s a dream, that I don’t want to wake from.

“We’ll see,” is all she replied, laughing, rather callously, at my sheer enthusiasm for my glam make-over, “We’ll see if you feel the same tomorrow morning.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, “Tomorrow morning?” Did I hear her correctly?

“Well, I’ve not gone to all this trouble for just an hour of your company. Delightful as it may be. You’re staying here tonight. Not a problem with that, is there? You told me you had nowhere to be, tonight.”

I couldn’t believe it. I assured her, more than once, there was no problem. None, whatsoever.

“Good. Then let’s get you ready to do your next test. Stand up.”

I stood and she took up two long black sheathes, from the almost extinct pile on the bed.

“Arms out, straight!” she commanded.

The latex gloves were a problem. They had to be threaded over my false, black and white nails, and then eased up each arm, in degrees. The supple latex, of course, stretched to fit, but the rubber offered resistance against my skin and I was glad I had near-hairless arms that made their fitting, somewhat less traumatic.

They were fingerless, with my whole palm fitting into the open end of the extra-long sheath, my fancy nails, extended out, beyond, and there was a smaller aperture through which my thumbs poked, at each glove end.

They were designed to show off my lovely false nails but to enclose my pale flesh all the way from the knuckles of each hand, up and even under, the short sleeves of my satin frock, so that only my thumb and fancy fingertips, displayed beyond the blackness of the shiny latex.

Not waiting for any reaction to this, My Mistress scooped up the first of two sets, of white leather cuffs, that were the only thing, apart from a small bundle of white, that now remained, of the pile that had initially, occupied nearly half of the bed.

She slipped the first cuff around my left wrist, as I obeyed her order to keep my arms out front. The cuff was buckled tight and compressed the latex sheath beneath, to encompass my slender wrist.

The right cuff went on, similarly tight, and a length of silvery chain, spanned a distance of around 8-inches, between the two cuffed wrists.

Then she picked up the white bundle and pressed it to my nose again. More latex. The smell is so delicious! And so distinctive.

She draped the apron, for that’s what it was, a white latex apron, around my constricted waist and tied it behind, just below the huge, sissy bow of my satin frock.

“Now,” she said, scooping up the last pair of white, leather cuffs, and their joining chain from the bed, leaving my pink collar and leather leash, where they had been discarded, “Let’s get you downstairs and then we can secure your legs. Don’t want any accidents, getting down the stairs, do we?”

So, this was my test? To be paraded, in wrist and ankle cuffs, again. But, this time, in a far more fanciful and elaborate costume, than I had even imagined existed.

The passage down the stairs was easy. Much easier than I remember my first experience of upward travel, in cuffs and chains, to be.

The boots were a perfect fit and gave me all the support I needed. The heels were manageable and I guess the practise from the previous evening had prepared me, more than I had realised.

I loved the swish of my satin and net skirts and petticoats, as I took each, careful step. I loved her holding my bound wrists, with a firm grip on their latex covering, as we descended, her in front, me always a step behind.

I even liked the feel of the bob-style wig, caressing my cheeks and playing at my collared neck.

I just loved it all and I knew I was going to enjoy the evening, whatever plans she had for me. For us!

We made it to the kitchen without mishap and she led me to the large kitchen island, upon which was one large casserole pan and a covered tray of somethings!

She deposited me there and then stooped to cuff both ankles. She buckled these larger cuffs of white leather, above the bows she had created with my ribbon laces.

This chain was longer than the one connecting my wrists. That made sense, if I was to be able to take any steps at all.

She had me test the length of chain and I walked around the island, taking the small, mincing steps, my chains allowed.

She seemed satisfied. And so, she uncovered the tray of prepared vegetables and seasonings and flavourings. She then went to the fridge and produced a bowl of cubed beef. She took the stopper from a half full bottle of red wine and she opened a recipe book, at a marked page.

“There,” she happily enthused, “I’ve done all the prepping. There’s the recipe. Make my dinner! You’ll need a few extra things, and there’s soured cream in the fridge, when you’re ready for it. Just ask, if there’s anything you want.”

I must have stood open-mouthed, for just a second too long. “Well? Don’t stand there gawping at me, girl. You said you can cook. So, go ahead and cook! See what a job you make of a beef casserole, in a rich red wine and cream sauce. I’ve kept it simple, all in the one pot. I’ll show you how to operate the oven when you’re ready. The large pan there is suitable for the hob, as well. It should take an hour and a half. And I’ll be right here, in case you need anything.”

She went to sit at the breakfast bar, on one of the high stools I had occupied earlier. She had a glass ready and another bottle of red wine already breathing.

I raised my hands, to indicate my handicap. I might as well not have bothered.

“What?” she asked, oblivious to my plight.

“It’s going to be really difficult, with my hands chained,” I said, “May I take these off? It’ll be a lot easier. I’ll be much quicker.”

“I don’t want it to be easy. And I’m not bothered if it takes longer, we’ve got all evening,” she stated, “I want to watch you cook with your hands and feet chained. That’s the very least I expect of my special assistant. If you aren’t up to the job, we’ll find out, won’t we? And any more complaints, and I’ll tape up those lovely lips of yours, tight shut. Alright?”

And she turned to attend to her wine, without a glimmer of sympathy.

Okay! This was going to be a challenge. And so, I thought I must rise to it. In fact, I lowered my hands and I quickly checked the contents of my latex pants, under the acres of frills, and assured myself that I was “rising” to the occasion. Albeit, the compression of the latex, was keeping my arousal under strict guard.

After about 15 minutes, on seeing I was making a really game effort to cope with my bonds and produce her a gourmet meal, she must have recanted and she offered me a glass of the fine red wine that she was sipping.

I accepted willingly. Even though I’m not really a wine drinker. I told her so, but she seemed disinterested. “Well, if you’re with me, it’s wine, or gin and tonic, or cocktails. I don’t have beer, or much else, in the house and it’s not becoming of a lady to drink beer, in any case. So, would you like a glass of this? Or nothing?”

I accepted the glass of wine, and I noted that I received half the measure she’d given herself!

And we proceeded in near silence, as I followed the recipe to the letter and she assisted with the oven, once the beef and all, had been part-cooked on the hob.

“Ummm! Already smells good,” she complimented, as I was ready to place the pot in the oven for the hour or so, it needed to braise.

And then, “Well done. Let’s hope it tastes as good as it smells. Come and sit here and talk to me!” and she patted the stool opposite her.

I tentatively made my way to her, glass grasped between bound hands and, placing the precious vessel, upon the high breakfast bar, I eased myself up onto the high stool and perched there, sipping slowly at the meagre wine remaining.

She half-filled the glass again, and then filled her own to the very top.

And we engaged in a “normal” conversation about past jobs, holidays, places I’d visited in the UK, abroad. Everything, really, under the sun, for the best part of 70 minutes, whilst the oven did its job and a pleasant smell of casseroled beef, filled the air.

I had to add some cream to the mix for the last 10 minutes and, as soon as I had done, she took control of the oven, turned it off, left the pan within to finish, and steered me to the next door, dining room.

With my ankles still linked, she instructed me to place my arms out straight and she took off the wrist chain from both cuffs. “Now, arms behind you!” she barked, as she picked up a much shorter, linking clasp, that now brought my two, latex-gloved hands, really close together.

My eyes bulged open as she took up the large, opened sheath of leather, which I later discovered was called an arm-binder, and she gradually pulled the open sheath up my conjoined arms, until it enveloped them, right up to the fancy, white, satin frills of my pretty frock.

I groaned, as she pulled the sheath the last few inches. I groaned even more, as she began to raise the zip, drawing the open sides together and, with them, forcing my locked arms into the tight V of leather formed, as the zip reached its zenith.

She leaned over my shoulder and purred into my ear, “Shhh! Pretty thing. All part of the experience. And you’re going to find it very difficult to eat if I have to hood you and gag you!”

That did the trick and I accepted my further discomfort without any complaint.

She buckled the straps that passed over my shoulders and then back under my armpits, together at the back of the binder. Then she crossed the shorter straps that pulled the binder, and the enclosed arms, even closer in and buckled one side to its receiving buckle. Three of these supplemented the sturdy zip and my arms were entirely, and effectively, immobilized.

“Now, your seat at the table,” she leered, as she steered me to one of the pulled out medium-backed dining chairs, already prepared for my arrival. “Planning is everything,” they say, and this evening’s entertainment had been planned to the smallest detail.

As I sat down, she hoisted my pinned arms, up, and over the back of the chair. She had calculated, precisely, that the arms and their binder would fit to the height, of the back, once I was seated upright. I strongly suspect, she had done this operation, before!

Then she took the length of cord that had rested over the back and teased it through the metal ring at the base of my binder and she took both ends down and under the frame of the chair, where she struggled a little, to tie them to the woodwork.

Another length, longer this time, went twice around my satin-encased bustline, to pin me back to the chair and unseen hands fashioned a tight knotting behind, to hold me firm.

Then my legs, still cuffed and chained, were tied, one to each leg of the wooden furniture, extending the chain to its full length, as my legs stretched apart.

“There!” she announced, “All done and ready to enjoy a pleasant meal. Now, my little pet, let’s hope your cooking looks good enough to eat. Just as you do.”

I wasn’t entirely sure how I was supposed to enjoy a pleasant meal, trussed, like I was, tighter than the proverbial Christmas turkey.

She assured me she would help. And the thought of being fed and waited upon, as I sat trussed in my satin, and latex, and leather finery, appealed hugely.

Let me say, this was the first of many, “interesting” meals, I’ve had the good fortune to share with my Mistress.

I guess the food I’d so carefully prepared, was served around 7.30pm. and in between helping herself, and feeding me, both food and wine, and the steady, matter-of-fact chatter that accompanied the meal, meant it was near to 9.30pm. when the empty plates were, finally, cleared.

“My goodness. What a clever little lady, you are, Francesca. That was delicious. And you look so delightful. I’m going to prepare your sleeping arrangements, now. So, I just have to fit this, whilst I leave you for a bit. Are you quite comfortable? Don’t need the toilet, or anything?”

I was okay but told her I would definitely need a toilet before too long.

“Well, can you last an hour, or so?”

I nodded. I didn’t have any waterwork problems, but I was experiencing some strange feelings below.

“Well, I’m just letting you wear this. Something else you’ll need to get used to,” and, as she spoke, she went a picked up an unseen item, from the dining sideboard. “I insist on my little girl focussing on what’s important and I know of no better way!”

The black, leather hood was pulled down, over my wigged head, careful not to disturb the neat bob, I wore. She carefully guided it down, over my eyes, and down past my nose. It was only then I realised there was a flexible rubber protrusion inside the hood and now descending past my nostrils. I heard her say “Open wide!” but it was all a blur, as I jerked against my bindings and felt the rubber penis-shaped gag, press to my resisting lips.

“I said, OPEN WIDE!” she insisted, in a much louder, and more demanding voice, and I groaned as she forced the rubber to my mouth.

I resisted until a third, threatening command, assured me she was determined to get her way and I slowly opened my pursed lips, as first the rounded end and, gradually, the whole shaft of the rubber dildo, entered my mouth.

“My! My! What a fuss!” she blurted, “That won’t do, at all. My little girl will learn to accept anything she is offered. Or she goes home. Now, bite on that whilst we get this laced up, tight. And I was going to leave you for one hour. Now, I have decided it will be nearer to two. And don’t you dare make a mess of your clothes. Understand?”

I nodded a feeble nod and moaned a feeble moan, as I felt her working at the rear lacing and the all-enveloping hood, of soft, pliant, face-gripping leather, attached itself to my girly features.

As she laced, she chatted away, about how I’d learn to love my hoods. I didn’t believe her, then. I do now. There is not a day, and barely a night, when I don’t taste a gag in my mouth and a hood over my face. And she was right, it certainly focusses a girl’s thoughts.

I felt her tie the top of my hooded head back to the chair, in between where my leather-bound arms passed over the back. I wasn’t aware of the light being extinguished, as my blackness was total, in any case.

I was fully aware, however, that I was, now, alone in a strange home, in strange clothes, bound tight to a chair and with virtually every sense, extinguished.

It was heavenly!

The smell of the fine leather permeated my air.

I breathed slowly, but steadily, through the adequate breathing holes below my nostrils. With each breath, I took in the scent of the leather covering my head. It was simply delicious.

I bit down on the penis filling my mouth. It gave me some comfort, in my abject solitude. I tasted the rubber that pressed to my tongue, preventing all sound.

I heard the faint rustle of my satin frock, as I tried to shift position and prevent the onset of any muscular numbness, from my prolonged inertia.

I tried to visualise the picture of the pretty, satin-clad and booted female, that had stared back at me from the mirror, some hours earlier.

I tested my bonds, at my arms, at my feet and at my head. I was entirely at her mercy.

Of course, I had no idea that she looked in on me, several times, during my ordeal. Obviously, to see I was okay and not writhing too much or doing myself any harm. But also, to admire the look of a feminized male, bound so completely and so utterly vanquished. And to take some pictures of me. Just for the record!

She needed to see me this way. I would come to understand exactly why she needed to see me this way, restrained, encased, hooded and gagged. And I would learn to love the ritual binding and domination, as much as she did. For tonight, I was determined to prove that I could tolerate any torment she wished to visit upon my feminized form.

And I dreamed of her releasing me and taking me to bed, dressed as I was, and us rewarding each other for our day’s toils.

And somewhere, in amongst all those thoughts, I was thankful that the latex pants, under my superb frock, were pressing hard into my cock and stopping me from spoiling any of the exquisite clothing, with any undesirable leakages.

Saturday, shortly after 11.00pm. . . . .

I lost all sense of time. It seemed an eternity, before I felt her head nuzzled into my hooded bonce.

It was probably near to the two hours she had threatened. It felt an age, much longer than that.

“Is Francesca getting a taste for what her job involves, now?” she purred, as she stroked at the leather, finding my nose and then pressing the mouth area, so the penis gag sank, just a fraction deeper into my accepting mouth.

I uttered a muted, “Gesh, I am.” That sounded, not at all, to the exterior of the hooding.

“Because this is how she’ll be spending a lot of her time. When she’s not ironing my smalls or washing her, own, frilly girly clothing. Does she understand that?”

“Gesh, she does.” I tried to tell her. Yes, I now understood fully what she required of her “special assistant”. I did have a certain sympathy for Sally, who had deserted her, as well as for the other two candidates, who must have run a mile, at the first mention of these special services.

But I told myself, I was made of stronger stuff. For me, this and the episode three days prior, were the most exhilarating experiences I’d ever had. I wasn’t going to run anywhere, not even if I hadn’t been, so expertly, bound. If this was a taste of what was to be, I was hungry for more.

The rope binding my hooded head back to the chair back-rest, came loose first and offered some relief. Then the rope holding my body back was unfastened and my two legs were also released.

It took a while longer to undo the rope pinning my leather armbinder over the rear of the chair but, when that was loosened, I slumped forward, involuntarily, just to assume a different position and take the strain off those aching parts.

I felt her rub at my arms and my legs. But she made no effort to release the binder, or the leg chain, or to take off my head encasement. She still had plans for me, and they didn’t include any concept of freedom!

After a few minutes of vigorous massage, I felt much better and attempted to relay the fact to my captor. She seemed to understand my mumbled gurgles, and I was hauled to my feet, my leg irons clanking together, as I shuffled upright.

“Now, we’re going to try and get you upstairs, just as you are. I need my little girly slave to concentrate and take it one careful, step, at a time. I’ll be behind you, to make sure you don’t fall. You’ve done this twice now, so I think we can manage.” Her words were faint but her intentions were clear and I shuffled along as she first led me to the foot of the wooden stairs, and then went behind me to support and encourage me, up them.

I felt strong hands, gripping my bound and encased arms and another half-pushing, half-supporting, my rump.

We made it. Quite easily. I was afraid I was getting too good at this and might prove indispensable!

I was also mightily relieved when, after our labours, I knew we were back at base camp, in her boudoir and I was being steered towards her bed.

“I geed the goo!” I pleaded. “I geally geed to go.” I was now desperate to relieve myself and wondered how she’d cope with this emergency?

I needn’t have concerned myself. She diverted towards the en-suite and I was stopped short of the toilet, whilst she made adjustments to the seat, and then lifted my skirts to run my latex panties, down my stockinged legs.

“Right, Francesca, listen to me,” she spoke loudly now, so I would hear her concise instructions, “I’m going to lower you onto the toilet and you must sit and do whatever you need. If it’s a wee, be a darling, will you, and try to point downwards. If it’s a #2, we should be okay. I’ll wipe you, when you’re finished. I’ll be here, all the time. Take it easy.”

“What sterling service!” I thought to myself. I’m really unaccustomed to being watched, whilst sat on a toilet, dressed as a girl and replete with leather hood.

And she was going to wipe me clean, as well! I was heartened that I knew I only required a penny spend. But full credit to her for offering!

It was a joyous relief to spend a penny . . . and not spill a drop. I’m guessing it was a relief to her, also.

She checked I was dry everywhere and wiped off any excess with a doubled sheet of loo-roll, before re-instating the latex panties and resuming normal service.

And soon we lay, side by side, upon the bed. It was blissful after my previous two hours.

I shan’t go into too much detail, as we shared a private moment. She, I guess, must have changed from her normal clothes, into her nightwear. There seemed very little, in the way of clothing, between me and her, as she held me close and worked her magic on both herself and on me.

I did my best to help her reach some satisfaction, but there’s not a lot a girl can do, with her legs in chains and her arms bound up in a leather bag. I promised myself, I’d make amends when I was free and given the opportunity.

Anyway, she wasn’t worried. I could tell she enjoyed her release, as much as I loved mine. I think having a living, breathing, albeit, bound, gagged and hooded “female-ish” person at her side, for the first time in many months, was sufficient to excite her.

And me? I’d been waiting about 6 hours for this moment, so there was no stopping me. When the moment came, it came in a torrent.


Chapter 3

Saturday night, Sunday morning, . . . . .

I slept fitfully that night. With my arms still sealed in the leather armbinder and my legs held tight together, now, in the second leather sheath that she had strapped around them. I was not at ease and simply could not find a position that suited me. As a result, I drifted in and out, of sleep, throughout the early hours and I tossed and turned, just as much as my bonds would allow, throughout the best part of the night.

I must have finally fallen asleep, through sheer tiredness, in the early hours of the morning, perhaps around 4am. or 5am., only to wake around 7:00am, to find my Mistress snuggled into my body.

From the sounds she was making and the way she was holding me and pressing her body into mine, I soon realized that she was, once again, pleasuring herself. And I was content to let her do so, more than happy that she found the sight and feel of me sufficiently appealing, to want to.

I pretended to be asleep, whilst I lay there feeling her press her body, ever tighter, to mine and I listened as her breathing became heavier and faster.

I sensed that soon, she was about to climax, and I determined that only when she had done so, would I officially let her know I had awoken.

For 10 more minutes, she caressed my satin-clad body, with her free hand whilst using her other, to bring herself to a near silent, secret climax, beside me.

I waited until her grip on me had relaxed and she had rolled away to calm herself, before doing my best impersonation of a sweet innocent, awakening.

I murmured into the satin sleep-hood still encircling my head and I shifted position to let her know I was coming back to consciousness.

“Is my sweet Francesca awake?” she purred, as she turned toward me and placed a hand gently onto my side and flirting with my satin frock. “Wakey, wakey, little girl. We’ve a busy day ahead of us.” And I continued my act of slowly coming around as I felt her reach for the buckles, that had held my leg binder fast, all through the long night.

Gradually, I felt the stricture around my legs, loosen off, and then she was up and at the foot of the bed, pulling the boned, leg straightener down and off me and I felt a huge relief as I regained the movement below.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I muttered, through the folds of satin loosely enveloping my face. I was so glad she had replaced the leather hood, with this far more easy, and relaxed, head-covering.

“If you roll over, I’ll take the arm-binder off as well,” she promised, “And then you can relax a little and enjoy a bit of freedom and some food before we begin today’s activities.”

I turned to put my back to her, with some difficulty, and she set to work to loosen the three straps across my sheathed arms then reached across and unbuckled the two main straps that held the sack to my shoulders, before slowly unzipping the sturdy zip down its full length and carefully peeling the leather bag down and then completely off my gloved arms.

I sighed, with considerable relief, as I was able to flex my arms and ease the extreme discomfort they had experienced. Although still cuffed together, behind me, it gave me a huge degree of freedom and much more than I’d had for the past twelve hours.

I languished in my new-found ability to move my legs and separate my elbows.

She covered me over again with the lightweight duvet and allowed me to enjoy the moments of relative freedom, in calm serenity. Her one hand held me tenderly around the waist, as I once more turned to her side.

After assuming that position for a few minutes, she asked me how I was feeling.

“I didn’t sleep too well, Mistress,” I admitted, “But that was only because everything is so new and strange. I feel okay. Thank you.”

“Well, your frock is looking a bit crumpled,” she laughed, “I think another one of your jobs, this week, will be to wash and iron it.”

“This week, Mistress? Am I not going home?” I asked eager not to show too much over-enthusiasm, for the idea of a prolonged stay.

“Not yet, no. Do you like being Francesca?” she quietly quizzed.

“Very much. I like it a lot.” I freely admitted.

“So, you’ll stay here for a while longer?” she asked. As if she needed to!

“For as long as you want me to stay, Mistress. As long as you want,” I assured her, a smile breaking across my face, unseen by her, behind my satin hood.

“Good. I’ve decided to give Francesca an opportunity to impress. I’m keeping you here for the week. On trial, you understand. If you displease me, I shan’t hesitate to send you home. Now rest a while and then we can decide how to best continue your training.” And she turned away from me.

“Mistress?” I uttered, “I would love to stay here but I need to check the flat. I may have left food out and heating on and things. I was only expecting to be away for a few hours. And I have an appointment, this week, at the job-centre. I have to go each week or they will stop my payments.”

“What day is your appointment?” she asked.

“Friday. Afternoon.” I replied.

“Right. Well, I can drive you to your flat, tonight, after dark, to see if everything is okay. Though you definitely don’t need anything from there. I have all we need here. And Friday is a way off, yet. Let’s face that when we get there. I have things to do, too, during the week. I’ve still got a business to run. The good thing is, working for myself, I can take time off when I need, to see to you.  So, let me worry about the timetable. You just have to concentrate on pleasing me, for the next few days!” her soft, but authoritative voice, reassured me and I rested my satin-hooded head which I pressed to the soft pillow, as I accepted her offer to relax.

A whole week of being Francesca, and under this woman’s spell? I really needed someone to pinch me and tell me I wasn’t dreaming.

Eventually, and almost to my disappointment, she unbuckled the last of my restraints and removed the white leather cuffs from either wrist.

“Be a darling, would you? And make us both a cup of tea?” she asked. “You’ve seen where everything is, the tea is in the tin caddy, by the kettle, clean mugs are on the mug tree. Spoon in the left-hand drawer under the kitchen island. And the milk is in the fridge, obviously. There’s a good girl. You’ll soon learn where everything is kept. And don’t be long. Oh, and I don’t use sugar, really, so there are sweeteners in the cupboard above the kettle, if you need them. I take mine without any, just milk.”

And I set off, no pretty bootees, they’d been discarded for bed, but still wearing the gloss black stockings and the wondrous, if slightly creased, satin frock, and the shoulder-length latex gloves, that had all been a part of the new me, for the past 15 hours or more.

The tea was appreciated. Another Brownie point scored!

And we talked, as we sipped our warm tea, as though the events of the previous several hours had not happened and with no obvious embarrassment, as I contended with my stiff petticoats rising up, awkwardly, each time I shifted my sitting-up position on the vast bed-top.

She seemed invigorated and relaxed and that re-assured me and put me at my ease.

There followed a glorious stripping of my sissy frock and then my wig was removed and I was given a quick lesson in taking my make-up off, before I enjoyed a free half hour to shower and do whatever I needed. I was given her lady razor to shave, if needed. But, as I’ve said, my hair growth is very slow. I gave it a quick once-over, but it seemed to make little difference. I’m beginning to think, maybe it’s true, that I’m endowed with more female hormones than male?

I came out of the en-suite, with a large, fluffy, pink towel wrapped around me and she handed me a new silken robe, this one full-length and green satin, with a large, colourful, pattern of flowers spread across front and back.

“There are some slippers there for you, too,” she pointed to a lovely matching pair of green, fluffy, feathery, slip-on mules, that she had lain by the bed.

“Now, whilst Francesca gets some yoghurt and fruit ready, I’m going to enjoy a bath,” she said, “Fruits are in a bowl, or there’s some in the fridge. And there’s a big tub of mango and passion-fruit yoghurt on the door shelf of the fridge. Bowls are in one of the cupboards. Explore and discover! I’ll be down in twenty minutes.”

And off she skipped to the en-suite which housed a jet-pool bath, as well as the large, walk-in shower, I’d enjoyed.

I trod my way down the stairs, more carefree, than on my previous travails up and down the wooden treads, whilst either bound or blinded, or both.

I took the time to weigh up the downstairs, at a more leisurely pace than I’d done previously, checking on the lounge and looking back into the dining room, where the hot seat I’d occupied the previous evening, was still there with several lengths of white silken cord, draped over the arms and the backrest. I checked the door under the stairs, opposite the dining room door. It was a large, downstairs cloaks and w.c., with a small washbasin, and some hanging ladies’ coats or jackets, on hooks. And then I sauntered into the large backroom, running across the entire rear of the sizeable dwelling and with which I was more intimately acquainted, having spent an hour and a half or more, cooking in there, and also having had a little nosey around when producing this morning’s cuppa.

The door was pretty much central to the room, the half to the left of it extending back behind the formal dining room and providing a small dining table as well as a seating area, with a side cupboard or welsh-dresser and a neat, double seater sofa, with an impressive set of trifold doors out to the outside patio area.

A kitchen bar, with four high swivel bar stools, divided the room into its two constituent halves and was almost opposite, but a little to the left, of the doorway into the kitchen. It dissected the room about 40/60 and the 60% “working half” of the kitchen had a large cooking island in the middle, last night’s workstation, and a range of units as well as a double sink, set under a large window. The window looked out to the rear garden, to the left, and then there was a full range of floor and wall units, with dishwasher and large fridge/freezer, in between them to the right hand, end wall. Off to the very right, was a doorway, into a small, narrow utility room with washer and dryer and another deep Belfast sink, as well as a side door out to the side pathway.

This was a sizeable house and, as I was to find later this same day, it contained a few secrets of its own.

I looked out at the rear garden, admiring the neatness and complete privacy. It wasn’t overlooked at all. Immediately out from the rear of the house was a raised, open stonework terrace, containing summer furniture and folded parasol. Beyond the low wall of this terrace, steps led down to the lower garden. A neat, broken stone pathway wended its way around the entire lower part, with a lawn set and neatly trimmed, in the middle, in a vaguely, oval shape, and borders around the three sides, beyond the pathway.

At the far end of the garden were a line of tall trees, screening the house from any prying eyes and, in one corner, was a small pond with a mock waterfall, that constantly took water up, from the tiny pond and then deposited that same water back below, tumbling over the fake stone rocks, as it descended. In the other corner, was a neat, detached, summerhouse, all glass fronted and with prim curtains, drawn at this time, and hiding what lay within.

Everything was kept neat and tidy and I found it hard to believe this amazing woman had the time to run a home business and keep such a large property, and grounds, so well-maintained.

“Perhaps,” I mused to myself, “Perhaps it was the “special assistant’s” job to maintain home and garden!”

And then, not to disappoint my prospective employer, I set to at my task in hand, searching out banana, mango, peach and grapes, as well as the requested tub of yoghurt, to produce a wondrously impressive pair of bowls of mixed fruit and passion-fruit yoghurt, for Ms. Nolan.

I only finished my preparations in time for the door to open and in walked my lovely lady, her long, dark hair, still wet from her bathing, her face completely natural, her smooth, pink skin, enveloped in a similar robe to the one I wore, except for the colour, and her feet pressed into pink furry mules, matching the extravagant flowery, pink robe, that fell to her feet and swept the floor as she strode in, like a magnificent, fairy-tale, other-worldly creature.

She surveyed the scene of destruction of skin from peeled mango, peach stone, banana skin and bits of grape vine. And tut-tutted, half-jokingly. And then she saw my worthy efforts and swept up her bowl and spoon, saying, “Umm! Very impressive! Find everything okay?”

“Yes! No problem,” I answered, “Would you like another tea with that? Or there’s juice in the fridge? Cranberry, I think.”

“Ha! You have been making yourself, at home,” she laughed, “I’ll have a small cranberry juice, please. You help yourself to whatever.”

I took down two glasses from the overhead glass-fronted cupboard which held the wine and the gin and the cocktail glasses and I poured two small juices, taking them to her, as she now sat seductively, legs crossed, robe falling open, upon the first of the high bar stools.

“May I join you, Mistress?” I teased, moderately confident that, once again, I’d managed to impress, as I retrieved my own breakfast-bowl.

“Please do!” she smirked, “I like that you’ve remembered your manners and address me properly.” And she grinned as she ate a very adequate offering.

“Katrina!” she suddenly said, “My name is Katrina. It’s spelt with a K. K-A-T-R-I-N-A. You may call me Mistress, or Mistress Katrina. Whichever you prefer.”

Progress indeed! Now I had a name. Mistress Katrina Nolan. I thanked her, being sure to deliver her full title. “Thank you, Mistress Katrina, it’s my pleasure to serve you.”

That made her laugh, and I felt I’d definitely turned a corner this past 15 hours, or so. And we ate, in silent but mutual admiration, of each other.

As she finished her fruit and sipped at her juice, she eyed me up, “You haven’t asked me much about myself,” she said, finally, “I might take that to mean you’re not interested. I might be offended!”

“Not at all. Believe me, I’m very interested. But I’m sure you’ll tell me as much as you want me to know. You said we had a week. To get to know one another.” I responded.

“I said I’ll allow you to remain here for the week unless you disappoint me. So far, you haven’t. I’m very impressed. That was a lovely breakfast. And you can make a decent cup of tea. Any other hidden talents?”

“I could help you pleasure yourself,” I suggested, taking a big gamble but wanting her to know I was willing to try to add to her pleasure.

She looked unimpressed, and yet not shocked, annoyed, or taken aback, at all, “I’ll let you know if your services are ever required,” she smirked, “In the meantime, I suggest you concentrate on being the very best, little, sissy girl, you can be. I’ll be the one to let you know if, and when, any other behaviour is appropriate, or desired.”

Well, that was me told!

“And as soon as you’re finished, we can get started on today’s lesson. Pretty Francesca needs to learn a lot, in a very short time. I’m devoting myself to you, today and tomorrow. After that, I’m back to earning my salary. I’m going to be quite busy and you’ll be left to your own devices, a lot of the time. Also, you need to be aware, a dear lady comes in and cleans all downstairs and the main bedroom, and en-suite, each Tuesday. And a gardener comes every Wednesday. You’ll have to be kept out of sight, when they’re here. Ken, the gardener, doesn’t come in the house. But I don’t want either one seeing you. Understand?” she seemed quite earnest.

I nodded that I understood. Fully. And that answered my earlier question, to myself, about the neat home and tidy garden.

“Other than that, we shouldn’t be disturbed. But I do have to spend several hours a day in my office. I’ll give you a list of jobs to do and show you everything you’ll need. And when your services aren’t required, we can make sure you’re tucked away, somewhere, and hidden out of harm’s way, can’t we?” she concluded, with a hint of the other, less innocent plans, she had for her “pretty Francesca”.

We sipped the last of our cranberry juice and she instructed me to rise and follow her. We left the glasses and bowls in the wash bowl and made our way back up the stairs.

“I’m showing you somewhere no man has ever been,” she said, mysteriously, as we ascended, her leading, me following, “Apart from the ones who built it and fitted it out. And they’re both buried under the patio! In fact, the only other person to share this room, was Sally. You’re very privileged.”

Although, I’m certain she was joking about the builders, she spoke without a hint of humour.

I was intrigued, as we re-entered her bedroom and made our way along the line of built-in wardrobes. The final door, at the end of the line of wardrobes, was a false door, operated with a hidden latch, and she opened it to reveal a hidden staircase, leading upward.

A light flickered on and we ascended these carpeted steps up to another door. She turned the key that was in the lock, and opened to reveal her secret play-room.

She stood aside to let me pass her and enter the room, fully. It was set in the roof of the house and covered almost the full floor area of the ground, and first floor rooms, below. The walls sloped away, to left and right, as we looked down the length of eave space, and natural light entered by way of the dormer windows, set in the slanting roof.

Down at one end of the space, 5 or more metres to my left, was a small doorway, leading, I would later discover, to a functional en-suite with toilet basin and shower. Next to it was a large built-in wardrobe. And down both sides, following the line of the roof, and set into the eaves, were two rows of cupboards, built into the eaves to be used as storage space. This still left a sizeable area of floor-space, and at the far end, some 8 or so metres away from where we stood, was a double bed. And on the way to the bed, were several items of play equipment, that made me buzz with excitement, as I explored this hidden gem of a den.

It was both a bedroom, and a storage area, and a modern dungeon, or torture chamber, or brothel, or a combination of all three!

I can’t describe to you all the wonders this room contained, but I quickly took in the heavy, swivel bondage chair fitted to the floor, on the left side. Opposite this, to the other side of the central walkway, was a padded bench, with metal ringed fixing points along each side and at top and bottom. Beyond this, a metal pole was fixed, with large, heavy bolts, both to the floor and to the ceiling above. It looked solid and glinted in the light as it rose, like a silvery totem, to the roof.

Beyond the bondage chair, was a wooden framework, a large rectangular shape, not unlike a free-standing door-frame. This, like the metal pole, was bolted top and bottom and stood rigid. And, like the padded bench, it had numerous, ringed fixing points, around the two sides and the top and bottom edges of the frame.

I understood, immediately, what the pieces were for, but was aghast to find such bizarre equipment in a seemingly neat, and quite ordinary, suburban home.

“Wow! You do take this seriously, don’t you?” was all I managed, after a full survey of the space.

She nodded, “Yes, I do. Very seriously. It’s my hobby. What can I tell you? It’s the one thing I indulge myself in. It’s about the only thing I spend money on. And Sally and I shared very many happy hours here. At least, I thought they were happy times,” she said, wistfully. “Does it frighten you? Do I frighten you?” she asked, looking for my reaction.

“No! It doesn’t frighten me. And you don’t frighten me. You intrigue me. You excite me. But you certainly don’t frighten me. I’d like to find out more about this “hobby” of yours,” I fixed my eyes upon my gorgeous Mistress Katrina, as I spoke, so she would know I was not lying.

“And so, you shall, my pet. So you shall,” she assured me with an ominous air, “We’re going to be spending a good part of today, up here. Go and look in the wardrobe. Have a little explore. But, please, don’t touch the clothes. I’m going to be busy for a few minutes. I need to get a few things ready.”

And she set off to the storage cupboards, at the left-hand side, as I wended back down the centre of the room, towards the imposing built-in wardrobe.

I tentatively slid back the door on one side and marvelled at the treasure trove, within.

There were neat ranks of hanging clothes, of every colour and description and I could see they extended into the next area. I obeyed my instructions, and let my eyes do the exploring. My first impression was, that it was a very feminine collection, of ultra-erotic clothes. There was a lot of black in there. There was a lot of red. But these concentrations of red and black were punctuated with several, bright, some almost, too bright, garments in yellows, greens, pinks and purples, with the occasional white piece thrown in, for good measure. It was a kaleidoscope of all that is sensual. And there was more of it in the next door, compartment. Under the hanging frocks, and skirts, and tops and corsets, for that’s what these were, there were ranks of shoes, boots, both high and low, and all manner of footwear. Seemingly, the colours matched those above. I could see the shoes and boots were in double rows, with the heeled shoes and ankle boots along the front and, hidden back behind the row of garments, taller boots, including some exceptionally tall pairs, were half hidden behind the hanging clothes.

I closed that door and slid the adjoining door back towards me. The erotic display continued, unabated. Although under strict instructions “NOT TO TOUCH”, I allowed myself a little stroke along this second line of clothes to identify the feel of satin, leather and latex, as I ran my fingers, along the line. The sight, the smell and the stolen feel, excited me beyond words. I knew, immediately, that this was Sally’s wardrobe of outfits. I hoped, this would soon become my source of clothing. Everything looked like it was new. Certainly, it was all really well-looked after and some were definitely unworn.

More boots and shoes, lined up below the outfits, so carefully arrayed to match the colours and textures and fabrics above.

Sloping away to the far side, was one, last, smaller door. This didn’t slide, like the previous two entries, but it hinged open and I peeked inside to see a column of neat shelves, diminishing in width, as they followed the sloping roof-line upwards. On each shelf were neatly folded knickers, stockings, tights possibly, I couldn’t exactly tell. And there was a whole shelf of gloves! There were a lot of pairs of gloves and, heeding my Mistress’s instructions, I didn’t dare sift through them. Some of these numerous items were in packets, some were loose, but it was a veritable Aladdin’s cave of sensual wear, an erotic store of all the accessories needed, to go with the main clothing.

What was Sally thinking of? To turn her back on this wealth of erotica? And I vowed that Francesca, if given the opportunity, would never walk away.

I bid farewell, to the smaller, storage robe and retraced my steps, as I opened the two sliding doors, one more time and, even at a conservative estimate, guessed there must be three or four thousand pounds worth of clothing, at least, on show. Possibly, considerably more, given that half of the booty, was hidden behind the folds of other clothing and that the footwear, particularly, looked as though much had been sourced from over-priced, fetish suppliers.

I slid the last door closed and popped my head around the door at the end. It led, behind the fitted robes into a small but adequate en-suite and I guessed that was for the use of anyone lucky enough to spend some hours, in this wondrous, little secret hideaway.

I returned to the wooden frame, where Mistress Katrina had busied herself.

“Where did you get all of this?” I asked, sweeping my hand down the line of modern torture equipment, “And all those clothes and boots?”

“Did you like them, the clothes?” she asked, smiling, “It’s the culmination of a year, or two, of collecting. My business is to connect wealthy people with items of value they want, usually vintage jewellery, gold, silver, gem-stones, antique furniture, ancient artefacts, that sort of thing. I’m what I like to call “a facilitator”. I spend my days, browsing auction sites and clearances, all over the globe. I’ve a list of wealthy clients and what they collect and I match the clients to specific items I find, that are for sale. And, along the way, I’ve found a very rich seam of suppliers of made-to-measure erotica, that suits my tastes. So, whenever I’m bored, trying to please my clients, I stray to one of those and make another purchase. Most of the items are designed to fit over a small range of sizes, so I knew, if I bought a particular thing, it would look good on Sally, or even, equally as good on me. I was a little bigger than her, like you are, but everything there fits me, as well as it fitted her. The leather and latex have some stretch, anyway. The satin dresses and frocks are deliberately made with some leeway. The shoes are all between a 6 and an 8. The boots have to be the bigger fit, particularly the really high ones, so they should be fine, for our little, petite Francesca. But we may struggle to get her into some of the shoes. We’ll see. I intend trying her in some different outfits, each day. We’ll see how far we can get through the entire wardrobe, shall we?”

It felt like all my birthdays had come at once. I was looking forward to this week. Any thoughts of displeasing my Mistress Katrina, were dispelled. I was going to be a model sissy!  Model in my behaviour, and model, for her extensive wardrobe. A model, in every way her imagination allowed!

“Now, robe off and place it neatly on the bed, please,” she instructed, “We have a lot to do and I can only give you my full attention today and tomorrow. Tuesday, I have several client communications, there are two international auctions, taking place, and also Mrs. Winstone, the cleaning lady I told you about, comes in. So, let’s get to it.”

I did as she bid, although still embarrassed to show my male body, in all its (lack of) splendour. I discarded the robe and folded it neatly and placed it at the foot of the bed. Like the bed, in the main bedroom below us, this one had an upright post, at each corner, like a four-poster, but it had no canopy, or roof! There must be a name for that kind of bed. I’ve seen them before, but the title escapes me.

I sidled back to where my Mistress stood, alongside the bolted wooden frame. I tried to hide my male embarrassment, shielding it with my hands as I approached her.

She was not impressed. “Don’t be silly,” she rebuked, knocking my hands away, “We have to come to terms with it being there, no point in being in denial. You’re a man! We just have to find some elaborate ways of disguising the fact. And we need to either conceal that unfortunate impediment, or we have to render it useless. We’ll deal with that, almost immediately! Now, stand before me.”

I stood, timidly, before her. I was rather confused, as I’d expected the previous day’s make-up, which she’d helped me remove earlier, before my thorough shower, to be replaced today. She, clearly, had other plans.

“I don’t have time to do your face, today. I’ll do a proper job, tomorrow. Today, you can wear this.” And she produced a limp little sack of rubber, pale and off-white, not quite flesh-coloured, but a close approximation. Another, from her extensive collection of face coverings.

“It’s a latex mask,” she informed, though I’d come to that conclusion myself. I must be a quick learner! “I think you’ll find it interesting. And it will save us a good deal of time. Look!”

She held the mask, provocatively, before my eyes and opened out the sack of pliant latex, for me to see the design. There were two large, eye-holes and a gap where the mouth would show. Either side of these, though, were metal fasteners, ready to receive metal poppers. The nose was formed into the approximate shape of a nose and there were two small perforations below this little mound of rubber, to sit beneath the nostrils. So, breathing was going to be possible! That much was a relief.

On the cheeks, there was a bit of blue and rouge colouring, offset against the paler, ivory white background. I could tell they were like a pair of rouged, dolly cheeks that you might find on the face of a vintage, porcelain doll.

“You don’t quite understand, do you?” she laughed, “It’s your face, for the day! All will soon become clear. Head down to me.”

I obliged and lowered my head, in supplication. She stretched at the latex sack and gradually forced it down, over my short hair, and down, over my brow, over my eyes and then lower still, as my entire face gradually was encased within the flexible sac of rubber. The smell, to which I’d now begun to become accustomed, overwhelmed me, as the rubber clung to my face, my cheeks and my nose.

She pulled and strained at the little sac, which had grown to accommodate my face, but now wanted to cling to it, at every possible point. A little give there, a little alteration here, and, slowly, but surely, the mask took on a life almost of its own, as my eyes slotted in, behind the open eye aperture, and my own, pale red lips, filled the gap where the mouth part of the mask had been left open.

She seemed satisfied with the positioning she had achieved and ordered me to turn. I did a little pirouette and she worked the rear zip down bringing the clutching, clinging, gripping latex, even tighter into my face, forcing my own eyes and lashes and brows to pop out and show through the dual apertures above, and my lips to pout out, through the one aperture below. My nose nestled into its own little formed cup of latex, and I found breathing, at this point, very easy. Air circulated readily via the two perforations below my nostrils and up, as well, through the mouth opening.

“There! Looking good! Now, when I team it with these, you’ll look divine.”

She left me for a moment to reach for the two accessories, that would complete my look. Then when she had them in her grasp, she twirled me round to face her again, and showed me the devilish blindfold and gag, that would fix to the outside of the mask.

The eyepiece had a beautiful set of dolly eyes, bright blue and large, staring out from below an extravagant set of eyelashes, formed of black latex and glued to project from the eyes, which, themselves, appeared to be made of coloured latex stuck to the ivory base of the blindfold, to give a very realistic 3D effect. Above the eyes and the fancy lashes, two thin pencil lines of glued latex, represented the eye-brows.

I realised, of course, once my own eyes were disabled, I would give the appearance of being that wide-eyed, vintage, porcelain doll, myself.

The mouthpiece was a similarly, fiendish device. It too, would connect by metal popper studs to the mask proper, and represented upon it were a pair of lush, red, full lips. But behind the mouthpiece, was a projection, that looked a little like the gum-shields you wear for contact sports. I used to have one when we were forced to play rugby, at school. It looked just like that, as I remember, except this shield was designed to slot over top, and bottom, teeth, in one. It would be taken into the mouth and separate the lips but then press against the tongue and the wearer’s upper and lower rows of teeth would fit into the harder, moulded shields to keep the piece in position.

The wearer would be effectively silenced but with their own lips connected, via this shield, to the lush latex, outer lips, any actual mouth or lip movements would be reflected on the outer surface of the mask. It would give a surreal, doll-like effect to the wearer, transformed, so easily, into a doe-eyed, lush and full-lipped baby-doll version, of themselves. But, of course, the wearer would be completely blinded, and silenced, by the two effective accessories. It was fiendishly simple, and brilliantly conceived, and I was just sorry I wouldn’t be permitted to see the final result.

“But they’re for later. I want you be able to see everything I do to you, first . . . and then we’ll give you your finished face!” she gloated, as she replaced the two pieces, from whence they’d come, and picked up another strange piece of equipment.

“This, I only ordered Thursday. This and a couple of others. Just in case you re-appeared. I thought I’d best be ready for you. Now, we can lock that nasty little penis away, where it won’t give us any trouble.”

And, as she spoke, she fumbled with the contraption and appeared to break it into four distinct parts.

I had never seen a cock-cage before. I’d certainly never dreamt of wearing one and I had no idea what to expect, as she set to fit the composite parts, around my poor male-flesh, and reconstruct the four separated sections of torturous apparatus, back into one whole.

“Now, this is new for me, too. So I suggest you stand still, otherwise I’ll trap something and it will hurt,” she suggested, and I was open to the suggestion, as she took the large hinged circle of silicon in one hand, popped the other 3 mystery pieces into her robe’s cavernous pocket and then, with very little finesse, grabbed my ball-sac, with her other hand!

She struggled to connect the two hinged halves of the ring, and I struggled to accept it, and between us, we made a bit of a song and dance about it! Eventually, she managed it and had my entire sac, circumvented by the soft, flexible silicon. Holding it in place with her left hand, she retrieved the next piece, the plastic linking rod, and carefully threaded it through the two square-cut holes, that she had lined up in the two hinged parts.

Now came the trickier parts of her quest, as she held those sections together AND attempted to thread my semi-erect penis, into the short, closed tube, of harder silicon that was designed to take an entirely flaccid three or four inches of flesh and muscle. She tut-tutted, and I groaned as, at first, the penis refused to co-operate, but, with a lot of persuasion, she finally got the length of rod to match the length of tube, and she smiled a triumphal smile, as the connecting rod slotted through the corresponding hole, on the upper, outer edge of the casing.

It was now relatively easy to hold all that in place, as she slotted the tiny shank of the miniature padlock, through the tiny hole, at the very end of the connecting rod that had threaded through its 3 square holes, ensuring that it was all held fast and all four pieces were re-united, as one.

“Well, that’s a lot of fuss!” she declared, “So it can stay there until I’m ready to remove it. So, no erection for you, this morning.”

The full significance, of my new attachment, now came home to me. Of course, it was a chastity device, with a design of some cunning. With my penis trapped within a finite length of resistant silicon plastic, there was no way it could express itself. The mere thought, concerned me greatly and I viewed my cruel Mistress, through an entirely different lens, for denying me my “human conjugal rights”!

“Right! Arms out towards me. And stand still.” My mind was wandering and I, clearly, wasn’t paying enough attention. I must have been stressing about the new attachment, but the sharply barked orders, focussed my attention back onto my Mistress Katrina.

She retreated to the small pile of goodies, she had located to one side of the frame and came back with a pair of black, leather, wrist cuffs. Taking my left arm first, she encircled my slender wrist with the width of heavy leather and buckled it tight, so it squeezed at my flesh. My reward for allowing my focus to drop. I winced, slightly, at the pressure on my arm. The cuff felt a weight and I saw that a large, chrome metal ring, projected to the outside of the cuff, opposite where the buckle was fastened, one notch too tight, for comfort.

She quickly arranged the other cuff around my right wrist, adjusted the overlap of leather and buckled that to the exact same notch, as the first.

“Now, stand in the frame,” she persuaded my naked form to turn, walk the required step, or two, towards the wooden frame and then turned me back to face her, as she guided me backwards, until I stood, arms at each side, within the centre of the frame.

I saw, immediately, the 5 metal ring fastenings, along the broader bottom threshold of the frame. One was dead centre, two more were set about 9 inches either side of the centre ring, and the last pair were another 9 inches or so, beyond those, but not quite to the corners of the four-foot wide framework.

“Feet to those first pair of rings, out to each side,” she commanded, and I shuffled to spread my legs, the black, silicon cock-cage, dangling, ridiculously, between my spread legs.

She quickly took up two lengths of silken cord, showing a brilliant clean white, against the black of the wooden contraption I occupied. Very quickly, and with obvious skill, she tied my left ankle to the left-hand ring, and then retreated to the right one, and tied a matching knot, to secure my two legs, around 18 inches apart.

Then she sought out two more ropes, longer this time, and threaded the first through my right wrist cuff’s metal ring, and the other through the corresponding ring, on the left cuff.

“Right, bring up your left arm, slowly,” she instructed, and she took up the two loose ends on the left, climbed onto a small, portable, 3-step stool, and took the two rope ends up and out, to the ring fastening which was set at the furthest, top left corner of the frame. There were similar fastenings at intervals down the inside, left edge of the frame, as well as matching ones down the right, and there were 5 more rings descending from the horizontal beam, across the top. I understood, of course, this frame could be used to bind someone in virtually any desired, standing position, and by utilising just as few, or as many, of the 20 or more fastening points, as desired.

Today, I was to be spread-eagled, in an erect position, forming a neat, human X-shape, in the midst, of the black-painted wood. I was just thankful my feet had not been taken to the two extreme rings, 3-foot apart. Already, I was feeling the strain at my groin, from the unnatural position I occupied.

She was now atop her step and had threaded one end of my rope one way through the ring, and the other through from the opposite side, so they crossed. Now, she quickly took up all the slack and hoisted my left arm up and out, and taut, whilst she tied off the rope ends, together and then around the edge of the frame, for good measure.

She descended, weighed up the position, nodded to herself, in a self-congratulatory fashion, and then, kicking the small mobile step across to the opposite side, and scooping up the rope ends at my right cuff, she carefully matched the distance and hauled up the right arm, to form an exact, symmetrical body shape, centred within this outsized picture-frame.

And she tied this rope off in the exact same style as the first, through the rings, then ends together and then a final elaborate knot, around the frame itself.

And I was displayed and held, helpless to resist any ordeal she decided to visit upon my exposed body.

“Now, you can just stand there and stew a little, whilst I sort out this morning’s outfit for my little girl,” she gloated, as she sidled down, towards the far wardrobe.

My frame was set at an oblique angle, pointing down the length of the vast attic room, and I watched her access the right-hand wardrobe, via its mirrored sliding door and then root amongst the row of spectacular garments, hanging there.

She obviously found the treasure she was seeking, as she pulled out two hangers, from the line of twenty or more, and placed them carefully, at her feet.

Then she pushed to the back of the wardrobe space, behind the neat rows of hanging clothes, and fished out two enormous columns of leather boot.

She placed those with the two items, already sourced, and went to the smaller side storage area and dived into the third shelf down, that contained the neat piles of paired gloves. She bought out a pair, checked the colour in the light, and closed the hinged door, her mission accomplished.

She raised up the clothes on hangers, then the giant pair of boots and brought all 6 items, slowly down the central aisle, deliberately taking her time, to allow me to speculate and then confirm, what it was she carried.

As she drew close, I could see all the garments were in a rich, deep, purple colour of leather, all matching, and all looking glorious.

As she laid them down, near my trussed feet, I saw the long, long gloves, matching precisely, to the colour of the high, high boots, that stood erect, like two straight, stiff sentries on duty. And beside these were the purple leather corset and short, flared skirt, in the same magnificent, purple leather.

I was already over-excited, but was constantly reminded that my poor, trapped penis, was not allowed to join in any riotous celebrations and the frustration, as it pressed to the confines of its silicon case, made me emit a low groan of utter sexual tension.

“Be patient, my pet,” stated my Mistress, as she went to her original pile of items and picked up a gloss, black strip of toughened leather and two more lengths of the white cord, “First, we need to make you a bit more comfortable.”

She reached up with the leather she was about to attach to me and I saw it was a broad collar, wider in the centre than at its two ends. A buckle at one extreme, paired to the notched strap at the other, and 3 large metal rings, set centrally and to each side of the collar, glinted and gleamed in the light, cast from the overhead spots, supplementing the natural light, from the skylight windows, that punctuated the sloped roof space above me.

I gasped, as she encircled my throat with the collar, and I felt the hard leather press to my delicate flesh. She reached up and behind me, to bring the two ends together and this forced my head up and at a slight angle as the broad leather front of the posture collar, extended my neck and pressed up, under my chin.

Instead of looking straight ahead, I now peered up ahead of me and into the roof space at the other side of the room.

I almost didn’t notice that she’d finished installing the collar and was now lacing her two ropes, through the two side rings.

As she took one out, horizontally and then up a little, to the most convenient fastening point, I realized my head was to be locked in this slightly awkward upward location and tied at either side to this damnable framework, which already held me fast.

She wasted no time in tying that side, the same way she’d secured my arms. And then she transferred back to the other side and, making sure my head was fixed, central and directly forward, tied off the final rope.

Now, my latex encased bonce peered ahead and up and I realised my captor was centre-ing the little step, directly in front of me.

I groaned and tested my bonds. All six ropes that held me, had been tied so professionally, that there was no give to speak of and I trembled slightly, as she mounted the first step of the three available to her, and stared direct into my eyes.

“There, now we can begin, properly, and get Francesca all dolled up and ready for her morning’s exercise,” she beamed a large, wicked grin, as she raised up the mouthpiece to my latex hood and purred, “Now open those lovely lips, my pretty girl, and take your dummy!”

She pressed the gagging rubber insert between my resisting lips and gradually forced me to take it. Once the rubber flange was in, I found it pressed to my tongue and held that down, whilst I could now close my teeth around it and rest top and bottom rows into the neat, silicon gum-shield grooves, that were designed for just that purpose.

If I groaned, as the gag went in, all sound was deadened as the gag filled my mouth and my teeth pressed to their upper and lower grooves.

As she pressed hard against my encased flesh, to secure the rubber mouthpiece to the actual mask, by way of the fasteners, at each side of the mouth aperture, I groaned again, but no proper sound emitted. I was silenced, so my Mistress could continue her work, in perfect and unadulterated peace and quiet.

She picked up the corset and took it from its hanger. I struggled to see exactly what she was doing, as my eyeline was now set at an upward angle of around 45 degrees from the horizontal and I had to settle for fleeting glimpses of the top of her head, as she moved around and behind me. But, at least, I wasn’t blindfolded. Yet!

I felt her push the satin-lined, leather corset to my bare flesh and I was aware of her fumbling in front of me, to secure the neat column of busk fasteners, down the front of the leather garment. I shuddered as the cold of the lining touched my sensitive flesh and I trembled at the realisation that a new and utterly erotic sissification of my body, was now proceeding.

With the front busks fastened and the loosened corset hanging limply against my body, she began the laborious, and oft uncomfortable procedure of tightening the laces, just as she had with my satin corset, the previous day. But this was a much sterner affair and the boned leather, weighed heavily against my body, as she gradually brought it into compress and constrict and alter my body mass, to push my unwanted flesh both up and down, as the laces were tightened from top downward, and from bottom upward, until they would meet somewhere around the middle, and force my fat and muscle and flesh, into the perfect hour-glass shape she was working towards.

Part way through the process, and whilst I was still coming to terms with the strength of force being applied to my figure, she stopped to insert the same breast enhancers, she had employed the day before, and she popped these into the low-cut cups of the purple leather creation, before continuing with the extreme lacing.

She worked quickly now, to press and form the last inches of available flesh into her desired location and then I felt her tying off the bundle of loose lace she had created, as I struggled to get my breath. With my head held high by the sturdy collar and my body trapped, and distorted, by the heavy corset, I had to shallow my breathing, which was already impeded by the gag inserted between my lips. I steadied myself, and concentrated on getting the breathing right, as I lost track of my Mistress’s whereabouts, for a fleeting moment, and concentrated solely on my predicament.

And then, thwack! I felt the riding crop swipe at my exposed buttock, as she tested to see if I was concentrating on the job in hand.

I “garrumphed” into my rubber gag, and my body flexed, as the shockwave ran through me.

And then a pause. Then thwack! And the other buttock took one for the team.

I moaned again and thrashed at my restraints but there was no give in any one of the 6 ropes and a little tear came to my eye, as I felt the sting on my flesh.

“Just testing,” she purred as she came around the front and cupped my chin in her hand. “Now, let’s get your pretty skirt on and then we can put you into your boots.”

I felt the micro, leather skater skirt, twirl around my waist and flap against the caged penis, that was struggling to wrestle its way out of its prison. And then she worked together, the little line of poppers down the front of the skirt, that held it to my corseted, constricted waist, and from where it flared out, down its 12 or 14 inch length, covering over the peculiar black silicon dangler at the front, and caressing the tops of my thighs, with the miniscule length of hanging, satin-lined leather.

I felt the lower edge of the heavier corset press into the upper reaches of my crotch, as the softer leather of the pretty skirt, tickled at the bare flesh below it.

Then came the boots. I was informed they were a size 8 and should fit snugly. “But they have quite a heel. I think more than 4 inches, maybe as much as 5 inches tall,” she muttered, as she started to untie the right leg from its holding point. “They are going to take some getting accustomed to, but that’s why you’re going to be wearing them for the whole day! Once you get used to these, you’ll be able to walk in any lower heels, much more easily. So, please be patient my darling, this will take a little while.”

My right leg was free, by now, and she left my left foot secured, whilst she unzipped the zip that ran down the inside of the boot, from below the knee, to the instep.

I felt her persuading my foot into the top of the boot though, of course, I had no sight of what was happening. She had laid out the colossal length of sleek, purple leather, along the floor and now my foot was teased into the open sheath. Once the journey had begun, she slowly threaded my whole foot and then my ankle and then up the full length of my limb, as she took up the excess leather and gradually pulled and eased the sensational column of leather, up my leg.

Despite my discomfort, it felt strangely thrilling, as the boot neared its end of journey and passed up beyond my knee joint and up and away, under the hem of the short, swinging, flared skirt, and into the very depths of my crotch, my Mistress’s hand, just touching at my caged penis, as she stretched the colossal column, up to its fullest extent.

Once it was properly installed, I heard and felt the zip go up and press the boot into my leg. Then, I felt my Mistress fuss a little at the tops of the boot and felt more pressure on my leg, as she adjusted the front line of purple lacing, that ran down the entire length of the magnificent boot and acted both as a decorative detail, as well as a supplementary fastening, to the zip she’d just closed.

Once satisfied, she quickly took my leg back out and re-secured it to the same ring from whence it had been released, ss she could turn her attention to my other leg.

Soon, and much quicker than she had forecast, both legs were adorned with their rich, purple encasements, and both were back, secured to the sturdy rings and splayed apart. I was glad they were tied! Without the ropes, I feared I might topple from the imposed new heights, I found myself at and I realised that the added inches had released the pressure from my upper body, as the ropes to my arms and neck, slackened off, slightly.

She realised it too and she adjusted the neck ropes to take up much of the slack, but only then untied one arm and removed the harsh, leather cuff, from that wrist. I wondered why, until I felt her begin to ease the first of the shoulder-length, leather gloves up the pale flesh of my right arm.

I would have been impressed, had I been able to see the glove. As it was, my head was still fixed in its upward pose and the neck cords, prevented me turning, to watch any of the proceedings.

The gloves were in the same soft leather as the skirt that now swished at the tops of my wondrously high, thigh boots. They clung to my flesh and made slow passage up the length of arm, until I felt her persuade each finger into each little finger casement, at which point I could feel the tops of the gloves resting into my armpits.

A short, concealed zip, at the wrist part of the glove, closed it off, as my fingers nestled into their leather compartments, and I could feel my false nails, which had been left intact, press to the ends of the glove fingers.

As soon as the glove was sealed shut, the wrist cuff went back on, but not pressed quite so hard this time, or at least, not so uncomfortable, now it had a cushion of leather between it and me!

And my right arm was taken back up, the step was re-mounted and the rope was tied back to the top ring, on the right-hand side of the frame.

The left glove proved annoyingly difficult to extend up the left arm and I was aware of the tut-tutting, going on at that side, as Mistress Katrina struggled to get it to behave.

Eventually, after some huffing and puffing, that arm was similarly sheathed in the expensive leather and, once more, roped to the frame. Now there was no slack in any of my bonds and I was stretched like a wall-hanging, staring upward to the far-side, exposed rafters, of my roof-space, torture chamber.

I was aware if her in front again. And then her eyes looked into mine, as she presented herself, in all her glory on the first step of the little step-ladder, she had located, at my spread-eagled feet.

“There. Almost all done. Now, I’m going to leave my pretty, sissy, Francesca to get used to standing in her high heels. I’ll be back in 30 minutes or so. If there’s anything you need, in the meantime, just shout, I’ll be close to hand,” and she smiled at me, as she and I, both knew that shouting was not an option, with my mouth stuffed to full, with its rubber filling. I mouthed something, by way of complaint, as best I could, and she laughed, as she saw the lip movement reflected in the red, rubber lips, on the mask, that moved in co-ordination with my own.

“Now, I’m just going to seal up those lovely eyes of yours and then I’m going to leave you to concentrate on your balance. When I come back, I’ll bring you a little refreshment and then we can start your training. We’ll have you walking, with proper posture, in those boots, in no time. See you in a little while my sweet.” She leant in, and she kissed me, lightly, on my rubber lips, before showing me the blindfold, with the cute, blue, dolly eyes and the fluttering latex lashes, before pressing the blinding rubber piece, to my face, evoking another squeal of muffled displeasure, as she pressed home each press stud, at each side of my temples.

The rubber piece, like every other item, fitted tight to the mask and deprived me of all light. I was entirely blinded and I groaned a low groan as I understood I was to remain here, in some discomfort, and with speech and sight deprived, and my breathing distorted by the layers of latex encasing my features.

I was intrigued to wonder what I must look like. My tight, leather corset, enforcing a feminine curve to my body. The tight waisted skirt, flapping over the tops of my mountainous, thigh-high leather boots. The extreme gloves extending up into my armpits and almost to the shoulders. My posture collar forcing me to hold my head, high and proud. And all of this topped off with my new, dolly latex face, peering out, as though all-seeing, with its excessive doe-eyed look, but in fact, completely sightless.

I did wonder if she had lingered to enjoy the sight and, unknown to me, she had, indeed, stopped at the doorway and looked longingly at the beautiful sight I presented. Then she went to relieve herself, in celebration of her considerable achievements, then to make herself a coffee, as an added reward and, finally, to squeeze her lovely figure into a tight, white, leather dress, and her slim legs into a pair of white, thigh high boots, before she would return to me and continue her proposed training schedule.

I altered my weight from side to side, as I stared into the blackness, that was my new, feminised world and I relied on my bonds to hold me upright, as I tested the limits of my movement, and I tasted the exquisite pleasure of wearing such structured clothing and such extreme boots.

I truly couldn’t wait to begin my first, proper lesson in female deportment and to learn to master walking, in these fabulous items of erotic footwear!

By the time my stunning Mistress Katrina, returned to the room, I felt I’d almost got the hang of standing in thigh boots endowed with extreme heels. I’d certainly struggled to come to terms with the awkward elevation and the strain on my calf tendons, as they were forced to adopt a perilous forward and downward arch to compensate for the additional inches of height on the sole of my foot.

I wasn’t aware that she had silently entered and stood and enjoyed the show, as I concentrated on my lofty position and tried shifting weight from one bound leg to the other. I wasn’t aware that she had snapped a few digital photos, to enjoy later. Nor that she was setting up the same camera, on a tripod, to film the forthcoming event.

She must have watched with some amusement, before she walked quietly up to me and shocked me by running her hand, from my booted knee up the inside of my right thigh, until it had reached the top of my magnificent boot, and then played with the flesh exposed there, whilst brushing against the dangling appendage that was my caged penis.

Her hand felt different now, perhaps because my sense of feel or touch, was accentuated, since my other senses had been so cruelly disabled. I knew there was a difference in the texture. She, like me, was wearing long leather gloves, up her arms. I didn’t know it, but she was an angelic vision in white leather. She had slipped into a skin-tight, sleeve-less, leather dress, that gripped tight to her impressive bosom, and just about hid her lush, pubic bush below, as it ended well above the knee. Her legs, like mine, were encased in sleek, thigh high boots, and her shoulder-length gloves were fingerless so that she had the important use of her fingers for any knot tying, or even untying, she might require.

And it was all in a stunning, sleek, white leather, making her appear far more innocent and virginal than she deserved to look.

She pressed her beautiful, leather-clad body to mine and purred into my latex covered ear, “My God, Francesca, I have to tell you, you look fabulous. And I see you’re getting used to those gorgeous boots, I’ve given you.”

I groaned into my rubber gagging, as all I wanted to do, was to hold her and kiss her, and pleasure her, and assure her that I was entirely hers, whilst we both thrilled at the look, and the feel, and the smell, of the fine leathers we both wore. Being restrained and caged below, was driving me crazy. And, of course, that was the whole point. You need a good deal of patience to get the best out of being a bondage devotee. That was the lesson I was going to learn, repeatedly, during these next few weeks.

“Does my pretty girl need a drink?” she asked, “I’ve brought you some water. Shall I take that horrible nasty gag out from those lovely lips of yours and feed you some, my pet?” and she licked at my rubber lips, as I felt the pressure upon my own, dry lips, behind.

I groaned again, in response. Yes, I needed some water. And yes, a deep, passionate kiss, with tongues, would be very much appreciated, too.

I felt her pull at one side of the attached mouthpiece and felt the relief as it fell away, and she hooked out the awful, mouth-filling gag, as I assisted as best, I was able.

And then she left the horrid attachment, gag and lips and all, dangling by its other fastening, as she raised a plastic bottle of water to my lips and I took a deep draught, of the welcome liquid.

She withdrew the bottle, allowed me to enjoy the feel of the cooling water, as it trickled down my throat and then offered me another sip. I took it gladly, and savoured the taste, as it seemed like a sweet nectar to me, after an hour of wearing that gag.

I took a smaller, third sip and indicated that was good, but enough.

And then she leant in and kissed me tenderly, on my very own lips, which I thoroughly appreciated, before re-inserting the rubber gag, and re-attaching the latex overlay to my rubber face mask.

I complained, as the ghastly flange went back in and the flap went back on, but my protests went unheard, or certainly unheeded. I was in despair, again. How could she be so deliciously unkind?

Seemingly, Mistress Katrina was re-energised by her refreshment break and now set to, with some urgency, to prepare me for departing my supporting wooden frame and for Miss Francesca to take her first tentative steps out, into the big, wide, new world, her Mistress had created.

“Clench your fist,” I heard barked at me, as I felt her working up at my left hand. I felt the bondage mitt being squeezed over my clenched fingers and then zipped shut, keeping my hand pressed into that unnatural clench, within the tight confines of the leather orb.

The right hand was similarly, held captive, and I wondered what the rest of her masterplan held for me?

She disappeared and quickly re-appeared and I felt something pressed to my neck and something being threaded through the large ring at the front of my posture collar.

There seemed some difficulty in connecting up the metal work I heard being worked around my neck, and I wondered what on earth was happening? And then I felt the ropes release that had held my collared neck to the bondage frame, all this time. As I turned my head, slightly, I knew immediately that it was impeded by whatever had been attached. I felt the weight and the added pressure, but still couldn’t figure out what was happening.

Then, part one of the installation completed, I felt her release the rope holding my right arm aloft and the hand fell to my side, still encapsulated within its smooth leather globe of bondage mitten.  I felt the cuff taken off, and then the mitt stretched down, and the cuff re-buckled to trap the short wrist part of the mitt, under it. And then that arm was raised, and I felt it, somehow, interfere with whatever had been attached to my collar and neck. More muffled clanking and clinking ensued and I felt a tightening above the wrist cuff, somewhere in that space between end of cuff, end of bondage mitt, and below my elbow. What the hell was occurring?

Too soon, I realised my arm was now fixed, to something, that was fixed to my collar, that held it to my neck. My cuffed wrist was raised aloft, my upper arm held out straight and my captive hand was on a level with my hooded face.

The action was repeated to the other side, the rope released, the cuff unbuckled, adjusted, re-buckled, and then caught within the same contraption.

And I was neck and wrist yoked in a new and fiendish device, which was, basically, two lengths of shaped and lightweight metal, which were now locked together around my collar, trapping my neck and my two wrists in one straight line, my bondage mitts standing proud, like two beacons, at either end of the metal yoke.

Now, it was my legs that felt the relief as they were released from their ropes, but also, I moaned to express some concern as I realised my sheathed limbs were now expected to function under their own steam and could no longer rely on my Mistress’s clever knots, to support them.

She helped me step down from the frame and I swayed, uneasily, as she held me safe and ensured I didn’t fall at the first hurdle.

“Balance yourself,” she urged, “Just get used to standing free on the heels and then we can get you walking in them. This is not going to be easy. But it’s very necessary and we’re going to practise until you can do it. Master these heels and you can just about wear all of my fabulous boots and shoes.”

That was sufficient encouragement and I vowed to defeat these terrible twin-peaks, as she held me there and I experimented with a little step on this heel and a little transfer of weight to that one.

Soon, I had understood how to balance myself and she felt confident enough to leave me for a moment and select a long, black leash, from her diminished resources.

She clipped it to the front ring on my collar and then stood back a couple of feet, playing out the leather lead, as she reversed.

Then I was urged to walk towards her. And I took my first, faltering steps, as I felt the tug on my leash.

“Good girl. That’s a very good, girl,” she praised, retreating again and urging me to follow.

Strangely, it was easier, in a way, with my eyes sealed shut. All my concentration was focussed on my weight and on transferring it, safely. I couldn’t see where I was going, I couldn’t complain at the difficulty, so all I could do, was obey.

It must have taken a half hour, to get me all the way to one end of the room, a few small steps at a time, and all the way back to our starting grid. But I did it, with a good deal of encouragement from my tutor.

“Right, now we’ll do that again, but without stopping,” she threatened, as she played out more line. “I’m watching you all the time but you’re doing well. Good girl.”

I felt like a good girl! I felt the praise was all, thoroughly well-deserved. I’d grown accustomed to my tight corset. I was aware of my short skirt. I adored the feel of the boots, elevated up my entire leg, and the gloves were offering me some very welcome protection, against the chafing of the metal yoke on my upraised arms.

I’d come a long way in one morning and the training must have continued for another hour, or more, as I battled the boots. And won!

Eventually, Mistress Katrina had played out 6 feet or more, of training leash, and now walked ahead of me with barely a backward glance, so certain was she of my ability, as we walked up and down the length of roof space, so many times, I lost count.

I’d no concept of time, passing. When there is no reference point it seems to stand still. But apparently, it was gone half past twelve by the time she decided we’d done enough.


Chapter 4

Sunday, early afternoon . . . . .

“Francesca, I’m very impressed,” she purred, as she un-snapped my leash and pressed her body to mine, “You are a clever little girl, my pet. I’m very proud of you. Now, you need a rest, and we both need some food.

So, sit!”

And she forced me backward and then supported me as she urged me to sit back. I hadn’t realised it, but our walking session had terminated by the bondage chair and it was to this particular piece of furniture she now pressed me.

I have to confess I was certainly ready for a rest. The whole experience had drained me and I was wallowing in some self-pity at the effort I’d had to expend to even begin to master the deportment training. But another bondage scenario wasn’t, truly, what I had in mind. A nice comfy bed with a nice cosy Mistress, would have suited me better and I moaned as I felt my thigh-booted legs taken, each to some kind of formed stirrup, and locked into it with two straps, one at the ankle, one just below the knee.

Once the legs were secured, she clearly felt safe enough to release the hateful metal yoke, first from each clenched fist and only then from my neck.

I heard it clatter as she placed it away from the chair and then I felt each arm brought down, laid down the length of each of the two armrests and, in similar fashion to the legs, each gloved arm was strapped at wrist and just below the elbow.

It all took just moments and I was relieved when she shed the now redundant wrist cuffs I’d worn all morning and then unzipped and peeled off the two leather globes that had been my bondage mitts. It was a relief to uncurl my tight clenched fist and relax my fingers, even if the rest of my arm was pinioned to the chair.

I think even my Cruel Mistress Katrina must have relented at this point. I was expecting more intense restraint and was a little surprised when she deemed me secure enough. She fiddled at my hood’s eye-piece and unsnapped one fastener, before peeling it away from my eyes and pulling it from the other fastener.

I blinked, as the first hint of light hit my eyes. They’d become accustomed to the intense darkness and I kept them shut for a minute or two, until I could open them gradually. As I did, I was aware that she was stood, quite patiently now, before me.

I blinked again, when I caught some view of what she was wearing. I’d no idea she’d changed from the glamorous dressing robe that I’d pictured her into the ultra-glamorous, white leather outfit, I now saw.

“Wow!” I wanted to say, but, of course, my mouth was still sealed.

“Now, you have made me very proud, young lady,” she smirked, “You’ve worked very hard this morning and I think we’ve made good progress. The idea of you working as my special assistant doesn’t seem half as remote, as it did a just those few days ago. I think you’ve got the makings of a perfect sissy slave-doll. And you carry that outfit, beautifully. So, I’m going to reward you with some food and some relaxation before we do anything else. All I want you to do, is sit back and rest. I’ll be back with some food and drink in about 20 minutes. Don’t go away!”

I saw her reach for something, at the side, and I got a better look at the fabulous, virginal white, dominatrix outfit she wore, before I heard a faint murmur and felt the beginnings of a movement, a stirring, beneath me. I was a little disconcerted until I realised my chair had begun to tilt. First the legs came up, each locked in their own padded channel, to around a 45-degree angle to the floor and then the seat itself tilted and took my body back at a similar angle, until I was rested back, almost horizontal, as if in a dentist’s chair, awaiting examination.

She bade me farewell, and left me in relative comfort, to contemplate my morning’s achievements.

Once more, I was staring up into the rafters, but from a different location and facing back down the room towards the bed and this morning’s, dressing frame. And I took the opportunity of some quiet contemplation time to ask myself if I really ought to be here? I wanted a job, for sure. But was this it? I had, by now, a pretty good sense of what life with this strange, kinky female might be like and I took these minutes, before she disturbed my solitude again, to consider my options.

I looked down at my raised feet and surveyed the strange scene, confronting me. The purple of the sleek leather boots, glinted in the light, as I struggled to follow them all the way up from where they contrasted against the black straps of leather securing them, and up and up as they enveloped my slender pins, until they disappeared from view, under the frills of my ruffled mini-skirt. They looked divine. And I loved the way they hugged my legs, sticking to them like a second skin.

I smiled, only inwardly, of course, as my mouth gag and clinging rubber-hood prevented me from eliciting a true smile, as I observed the little ruffled, leather skater skirt, bob and sway slightly, with my efforts to raise my body. It looked so damned cute and I could feel the silken touch of the leather, as it teased against my tiny area of naked flesh, nestled between the top of the divine boots and the bottom of the constraining, leather corset.

Even my corset caught the light, from time to time, and little flickers danced off the shiny surface with each tiny movement I made. It had warmed to my body and was now, really quite comfortable. I’d forgotten, in truth, I was wearing such a structured garment and had altered my breathing, as well as my posture, just as it was intended, to accommodate the restrictive, boned and laced piece of sheer erotica.

The gloves were heavenly. They fitted . . . . errmmm! Well, err, like a glove! The soft leather clung to my fingers and arms and they looked fabulous, reaching as they did, well up to my shoulders. I absolutely adored them.

I caught an occasional glimpse of my caged penis, still engaged in its own battle with the silicon casing that contained it. It wasn’t giving up without a fight, but this was a fight it could not win, and there was something, terribly thrilling and exciting and downright sexy, about having lost all control of it. It was at the mercy of my Mistress and, somehow, that felt right and proper. Just as things should be!

And I considered my face mask. I had to admit, I preferred the attention I had received the day before, when I got a full face of make-up and all the fuss and concentration that took, from Mistress Katrina. I loved her being so close to me, for so long, and smelling her unique scent and feeling her care and her caresses as she stroked her clever brush across my features. But, as a “ready-meal” kind of option, I didn’t mind the instant-face approach, too much. And, as I sucked on my rubber gag . . . .

. . . . it occurred to me, I didn’t want to be anywhere else but where I was right now !!!!!

How could I ever have considered any other option? This was no longer about a job. I couldn’t kid myself any further. We’d not even talked about money, terms and conditions, holidays, days off in lieu of the 24hr service, or any of the other services, she demanded.

No idiot, even this naive one, laced into female clothing, leather female clothing, and bound to a sadistic dentist’s chair, could kid themselves that this was a job to be envied, nor that it was going to be a walk in the park, with a golden handshake at the end and a guaranteed, gilded pension!

I was volunteering to be someone’s play-thing with strings, as well as ropes and chains, and hoods and gags, all attached!

And so, I weighed the alternatives, confronted my real life and decided, there and then, I was going to do whatever it took and suffer whatever ordeals I had to undergo, to attain the position she was offering.

I found myself asserting, “My mind is made up. This is it. Tell her. Let’s not beat about the bush. Take me. I’m yours! I gift myself, my entire being, to you, Mistress Katrina. With ribbons and bows on. (Preferably!)”

And then she returned. And I couldn’t tell her any of those things because all I could do was groan into my rubber mouth-filling and hope she understood.

Lunch was a very civilized affair. I was fed little bits of tuna sandwich, once the hateful gag had been detached and I had my mouth wiped with a little paper napkin and was treated to an occasional slurp of a small glass of white wine. Delicious!

She enjoyed feeding me. That was clear. She looked radiant and carefree and as though she’d re-established a purpose to her life. She treated me like the “little girl” she loved to refer to me, as. And I did my best to let her know the title was welcomed and appreciated.

“Do you know, my sweet, as I was down in the kitchen, just now, I looked out the window, and the day is lovely. The sun’s out, the birds are singing, and I feel good. I think we’ll have little walk in the garden this afternoon, see how you manage in your lovely boots, on a proper surface. And I thought, you can cook tonight, but we’d do something in the slow cooker, maybe? That way, we can set it going, I can drive you to yours, and we can check you’ve not left anything to spoil. What do you think?”

I must have looked disappointed. I didn’t want to end this fantastic day by returning to my dull apartment, in my own dull clothes. And I told her so.

“Oh! Perish the thought, my sweet pea!” she laughed, “As if I’d ever want to see you dressed as that drab old dreary, Frankie. No, you can stay like this. I like you just the way you are. I’m keeping you as Francesca, every minute you spend here. My pretty flamingo, Francesca.”

I gulped, loudly, in one of those spaces between eating and drinking.

“Like this? You mean exactly like this?” I checked by asking twice. And then, “I can’t be seen like this. People know me around there.”

“Well, why ever not? Of course, we have to make a few little changes but, yes, I’m going to take you out in those boots, if you pass this afternoon’s test and it’s a pity to take off that pretty little skirt. And I swear, those gloves and that corset are simply glued to you. I don’t think we could get them off, however hard we tried!” she was purring away, like a kitten and was, clearly, on a real buzz. You could tell that, as the idea had occurred to her, it had already become reality in her mind and the idea secretly excited me, as much as it was sexciting her.

“I’ll do a quick face make-up and then I’ve got the perfect thing to cover up those clothes, and if we meet anyone, they’ll think it’s just two girls, out for a stroll. No-one will recognise you, and they won’t even see you’ve got your hands tied behind you. It’ll be fine. Trust me. I’ll make it work.”

And I knew it would happen. I’ve learned since that all her ideas start as complete, fantastical notions, and then “she makes them happen”. I never under-estimate her capabilities and her determination. She told me early in our relationship, she was a facilitator. Perfect description . . . for the perfect woman!

“Anyway, you’ll have to get used to it. Being out in public. You needn’t think, if you work for me, that I’m keeping you hidden,” she continued, raising my hopes even higher that the idea of employing me, was steadily beginning to ferment, “What would be the point of investing all that training in you, to show you how to be a proper little lady, and then not show you off to people? No, if you work for me, you’ll dress in the finest clothes and you’ll be taken to the best restaurants. I shall devote a good deal of my spare time to showing you off, in public. Tonight, will be a good introduction. And, if you behave and pass the test, on our little trip tonight, I’ll take you shopping for an outfit tomorrow and we’ll go out to a little restaurant, I know, in the week.”

And that was that!

She had decided I was going to parade my sexy, leather outfit, tonight. And I didn’t doubt, for a moment, that was exactly what would transpire. The thought, both frightened and thrilled me, in equal measure.

The rest of our spartan meal passed without any further talk on the subject. I could tell it was already set in her mind and she was just thinking out the little details she needed to execute her plan.

And then I was allowed another period of rest from my travails, as she cleared away and told me she had a couple of important phone calls to make. She signed off with another airy, “Don’t go anywhere!” as she sailed out of sight, out the door and down the stairs, leaving me to imagine how tonight’s escapade would pan out.

I enjoyed the 30 minutes of peace and quiet and a chance to re-organise my thoughts, before she re-appeared.

She busied herself collecting a few necessaries, before announcing she was to release me from my chair.

“But another day, I’ll demonstrate what a clever little chair it is! And give you the full tour!” she threatened, before ordering me to hold my gloved arms out for her to re-introduce the hefty wrist cuffs and add a larger pair of matching leather-workings to my ankles.

“Now, we’ve got to get down these stairs and down the next lot, so I’m not putting any restraints on you, yet. Are you okay, going down in those boots?” she kindly asked, clearly concerned for my safety. I don’t suppose it would go well if she had to make the emergency call . . . . I tried to imagine the call . . . .

“Yes. I’ve got a man here. He’s just fallen down my stairs. He’s wearing purple leather boots, that disappear right up into his crotch, where he’s got a red raw penis, fighting against some kind of silicon prison guard. Oh, and he’s got a lovely leather mini-skirt on . . . . Yes, that’s right, a skirt . . . . and long, long gloves, and his wrists and ankles are manacled. (Pause) No! I’ve really no idea how he got into my house, or how I got into this white leather, dominatrix outfit that I’m wearing. But you’d better send an ambulance. It looks serious! Oh, and he’s wearing a girl’s face! Just thought you needed to know that, so you know which ward to send him to!”

I must have laughed and she asked me what was so funny.

“This is. All of it. It’s amazing. You’re amazing. And, yes, I’m fine thank you. I’ll be very careful, so long as I can see. And talk.” I replied, a smirk still painted on my face.

“Do you really think I’m amazing?” she asked, seemingly flattered.

“Utterly!” I nodded, “I think you’re beautiful,” I told her. And I meant it.

She blushed a little and looked away, “And I think Francesca is really quite beautiful, too,” I heard her confess.

I’m not certain I was meant to hear it.

And off we set.

She had gathered the bits she needed, and I was delighted that the doe-eyed blindfold and rubber-lipped mouth-piece, were both left abandoned where she had discarded them over lunch.

The afternoon session was fabulous. I had come on, in literal leaps and bounds from the morning’s lesson and I was enjoying the cling of the corset, the swing of my girly skirt, the clomp of my boots and the freshness of the air, as we negotiated the various hazards around the garden.

She had chained my wrists in front of me, held apart with a chain about 8 inches in length, giving me some arm movement and then she had taken another, longer chain, with a double clasp, up from right wrist via the large central ring in my posture collar and down to the opposite manacle. Effectively, my hands could move within a small radius, up, down, side to side, but it was limited by the length of the two chains, combined.

A longer chain connected my two ankle cuffs and she only installed this once we were out on the raised patio. My first task would be to negotiate the long sweep of stone steps, down to the pristine lawn and its surrounding pathway. But this was intended to be a pleasant introduction to the great outdoors and she didn’t rush me, at any point. She chatted away quite breezily, about the birds, and bees, and weather, and trees, as she encouraged me to test the limits of my leg and wrist irons.

It would, most certainly, have looked bizarre to any casual observer, but here, in the privacy of this incredible woman’s home and in her company, it felt “normal”. She had never, and would not ever, apologise for anything she forced me to do. And for my part, I was so taken with the whole concept of being dressed up, and guided and instructed, I felt a comfort, and a confidence that I’d not experienced since my early school days.

She was my teacher and I was her willing pupil and, together, we spent a glorious hour and a half, treading the pathway, slowly around and around, before we rested on two put-me-up chairs, in the open doorway of the summerhouse and my mentor went to fetch some cooling drinks.

“So, what are your ambitions? What do you want to want to do with your life?” she asked, as though truly interested, as we sipped at the drinks, mine held carefully between my cuffed, chained hands, and equipped with a straw to make handling it, easier.

“Well, if you’d asked me a day or three, ago, I’d have given a different answer,” I replied, “But, quite honestly, asking me now, I’d have to say I’d like to make Francesca real!”

“Haha! You’re just saying that so I’ll give you a job,” she laughed, “Flattery will get you nowhere, young lady.”

“No. I mean it,” I blustered, “I really do. Have I ever asked about money?” I pressed her.

“No, you haven’t!” she agreed.

“Have I complained about any of the working conditions? Which, you have to admit, are a bit restrictive!” I grinned.

“No, you haven’t.” she admitted, and she returned my grin.

“Have I complained about the staff uniform? Any of the uniforms?” I questioned.

“Do you like your uniforms, then?” she smirked, in repost.

“No, I don’t like them!” I said, putting in a dramatic pause, before adding, “I adore them. All of them.”

And we seemed to make a connection as she understood I was going along with whatever she desired, because I think my desires, which had obviously been kept, carefully, deeply, hidden away, but were now bubbling to the surface, were virtually the same as hers.

The conversation may have continued, but a sudden, light, autumnal shower, put a stop to our pleasant afternoon sojourn and we headed back to the safety of the house, my chains clanking as I sped along the pathway with assured grace and we made it indoors before the rain had spoiled our bodywork, too much.

“Right! Had enough to eat and drink?” she enquired of me, as she stooped to unlock the chains that had connected my ankle cuffs.

I nodded.

“Well, I’d hoped we could spend a bit more time outside, but “The Great British Weather” has put paid to that idea! I’ve decided I need to do a bit of work this afternoon, something cropped up from a phone call I took earlier. But it does mean I can steal an hour or two on Tuesday, if I get this little project sorted, and we can spend more time together, then. Maybe whilst Mrs. Winstone is here, cleaning? So, I think the best thing I can do for you, to make certain you’re absolutely confident in those boots, and used to them, before we skulk out tonight, for our little adventure, is take you back to my little den for your next task. And just allow you to get used to them. Leave you in peace and quiet, for a bit. And I’ll sort a recipe for tonight, get everything out you’ll need and then you can follow the recipe and pop it all in the slow-cooker. And then I’ll sort your face out and we’ll take a little trip to your end of town. How does that sound?” she purred, as now, she was undoing the chain connecting my wrist cuffs to collar and allowing my chained wrists to drop.

It sounded great, and I told her so. The reality was not to be that idyllic.

When we got back up to the hidden chamber, she clearly had developed another fiendish plot to test me.

I was walked to the pole, opposite the dressing frame I had occupied all those hours ago, and then backed up to it. She then teased me, as she unlinked one end of my wrist chains, instructed me to place my arms behind my back and then walked around the metal pole, to re-secure the chain to its cuff and effectively, and quite simply, bind me to the post.

That was the simple part. What was to transpire, was anything but simple and would prove to be one of my more arduous ordeals.

As I stood, my back pressed to cold metal, I watched as she went to her end store cupboards and wardrobes. She went, once again, to the smaller cupboard with the slanting access that followed the attic room’s ceiling line and she fished out a mountain of material from the back of one shelf.

I was curious to see exactly what she was recovering from the depths of her extensive collections, but she was just too far away.

It was only as she deposited the mound of satin and silk onto the end of the bed, just feet from where I was attached, to the floor-to-ceiling metal stanchion, that I could see they were all ladies’ scarves. There were two dozen, or more, of them. All shapes and all sizes, some square, some long and narrow, all lengths and all colours. Some were highly patterned, some were a singular colour. All looked gloriously soft, and silken, and satiny and glossy, and I could only begin to imagine how they would look, once I was bound up in them, from the pointed toes of my glorious, high, leather boots, to the very top of my smooth, latex-encased head.

She approached me with the first scarf, a patterned rectangle, of pinks and violets and greens and yellows. A wondrous, florid pattern, embossed on a soft, flouncy rectangle of satin.

“Open wide!” she commanded, and I whimpered as I opened my lips, as wide as the tight, rubber masking, allowed.

As she approached, twisting the scarf into an effective cleave gag, I pleaded, “Must I be gagged? Can’t I have my mouth and lips free? Please, Mistress Katrina. Please.”

She scoffed at the very thought of me setting her rules.

“I’m sorry my dear, Francesca,” she mocked, “I’ve a lot to do in a short space of time and I can’t be worrying about what you might be up to. I’m sorry to tell you, but not any part of you can be left free, for the next hour or two. It’s still early, and I think a little while spent just concentrating on your balance, in those darling boots, will stand you in very good stead for any future deportment tasks, I set you. So, be a very good girl, stop the complaining and open wide, or Mistress Katrina will be upset. And I don’t think you’d like me when I’m not happy.”

I couldn’t resist her and the idea of tasting the silken material in my mouth, excited me. I opened wide, as wide as I could.

She quickly inserted the middle section of material into the accepting lips and reached behind me, her leathered body pressing to mine, as she expertly, tied a tight knot, at the back of my latex masking, to hold the gag taut and firm.

She went back to her now divided pile of satins and silks and selected another shiny weapon. And then teased it into a long narrow strip again, as she walked, deliberately and purposefully, towards me.

“Just the beginning,” she gloated, “I’m not going to stop until we’ve used every scarf on you. And your entire, beautiful, sissy body is covered in my silk scarves. Now, press back and stand up as straight as you can.”

I pressed back to the pole, and she aided me by stooping down and encouraging my heeled feet back, until the backs of my calves pressed to the hard surface. Then she took the scarf and took it around my twinned, booted ankles, and from them she passed the ends around the post and crossed them and then went around both legs and post a second time, before tying another expert knot.

She stood back and checked my elevation. Then weighed up the situation, in her cool, calculated fashion, and selected an extra-long length of satin scarfing, to pin me at my slender waist, pushing my middle right back to the post and putting sufficient force into the binding, to make me gasp, through my silken mouth-filling, as she forced my pretty, leather skirt to flounce up at the front, exposing my cased penis, as it bobbed upward from the tops of my perilously high boots.

Satisfied that my legs and waistline were firmly secured, the next scarf, and the next, and the next, were taken behind me and used to bind my already chained arms, tight in a cocoon of gloss satin, that not only forced the gloved arms together, but also went forward and around the pole, from back to front where they crossed, and returned to the rear, before being tied off each time, until my full length of arm was covered in the glossy bindings, and both arms were tied elaborately to the metal, making for a most uncomfortable, stern and upright posture, which put incredible strain on my poor calf muscles, as I balanced on those dastardly twin peaks of super-heel.

Of course, I was pinned so tight to the immovable pole, that there was absolutely no danger of me toppling from my sky-high perches. No, this was more of an endurance test, to see if I could learn to cope with the stretched muscles in my lower legs, which would be necessary to allow me to spend long, long hours, in the ultra-high heels she planned for me to wear.

It was going to be a most effective test.

I pleaded with my eyes and grunted through my scarf gag, for some mercy, but this just inflamed her and made her more determined to subjugate me. The next scarf was brought to my eyes and she informed me she didn’t want to look at my pretty, blue pools, pleading for her to cease, whilst she had a job to do.

As the soft material covered my eyes, she must have known that I could still see glimpses of her as she hovered around me and she quickly resolved that issue, by spreading a large, silken square of material over my entire, latex-covered face, and pulling it in all around my head, before tying off the four corners behind, making a satin hood atop of my latex mask.

She returned to the head again. Another scarf, over the enclosing square, and over my already gagged lips, pulled all that gorgeous, glossy, shiny satin into my lower face, and yet another, silken length over my blinded eyes, pulled in any slack above.

Even then she wasn’t finished, as another large square floated down over the existing coverings and she tied that off in similar fashion and then took two more, extra-long scarves, to cover mouth and eyes for a fifth time, but on this occasion, took the ends of both around the pole and tied my scarved head back to the uninviting, cold, harsh metal, that now pressed to my ankles, my arms, my waist, and my poor, silk-encased head.

I panicked, initially, thinking that breathing would become an issue with so many layers, of scarfing, over my face. Surprisingly, it wasn’t. Not at all! Strangely, I found, even with five layers of satin, covering mouth and eyes, that it was easy to breathe, perhaps even easier than the morning’s tribulations, when I’d suffered that awesome, rubber gag.

She must have known it too, because, although intent on mummifying my poor, tortured body, completely, she had no intention of doing it any lasting harm and she always seemed to know what the limitations to all her actions were.

Sometime soon, when our relationship becomes more permanent, she will provide me with instructions and safe words and actions, so that I may communicate with her, whatever my circumstance, if there is a problem. But I can honestly tell you, she is so expert, and so circumspect, about everything she imposes upon me, that I’ve never once felt I needed to use any words or signals, nor have I ever felt close to being endangered.

It is so important, to have that trust in a person.

Even this time, as scarf after scarf, now bound my entire length of booted legs back to the pole, and then larger and longer, scarves, worked around my torso, the feeling was one of pleasure. Of course, I won’t pretend it was comfortable. I struggled to move a single inch of arm or leg, once a dozen, or more, scarves had been employed to secure them, but the overall feeling was of loss of all control, loss of all responsibility. And with that came a feeling of blissful isolation from a cruel world. And a feeling of utter dependence upon the person doing this, to me. I was transported to a place where no decisions were mine to make and so I bore no responsibility for any occurrences.

And that is exactly why I love my Mistress so much. She takes everything from me. And reduces me to a mere object, who can now only look inward and think, highly pleasurable thoughts, whilst all exterior obstacles to that pleasure, have been removed. Eradicated.

I’m all hers. And, in a strange, peculiar way, she is also, ALL MINE! As she depends upon me to provide her with the pleasure this gives her.

And so, as ever more scarves, cocooned and mummified my inert body, my mind now concentrated inwards, upon me. My feelings, my pleasure, my excitement, my wants, and my desires!

And I loved it. Even the inability to move meant I could do nothing about the minor aches and pains, other than suffer them silently and so, within my satin cocoon, I dreamed of a life that might be filled with such erotic adventures.

I don’t know how many scarves she used. I had become remote from the whole binding process by this point and was having a kind of out-of-body experience on my own.

I do know that I was jerked back to reality, when I felt her press her warm body to mine and tell me she was finished and I could remain this way, for anything up to two hours, whilst she busied herself elsewhere.

It was a delicious thought, and one she left me with, as I felt her again kiss my covered lips, under their multiple layers of satins and silks, and I heard the faint sounds of her departure, as she went off to do her duties.

It is my guess that she lingered again to look at the multicoloured, multi-textured, mummified human, pinned immovably to her metal pole, and then took a little time to enjoy her own moments of pleasure.

I know I was in ecstasy, for all but one disappointment.

She had not released my penis. I’d been allowed to go to the downstairs toilet when we returned from the garden. She’d left the door wide open so she could see me and insisted I sat on the seat like a lady, not straddle it like a stallion! And I’d discovered that the cruel, silicon casing had an outlet to allow the passage of urine.

But it still stopped my penis from expressing its delight at any of the pleasures visited upon my body, and now I wanted it free to rise to this dramatic occasion, but it couldn’t. It tried valiantly, but the constraints upon it were such that no amount of struggling gained it any leverage.

The sheer frustration of this, played against all those feelings of pleasant helplessness. In time, it would all become a part of the games we regularly play, and I would learn that patience has its own, remarkable rewards. But, in the novelty of these early situations that point was lost on me and I regretted the true expression of sexual gratification, I was being denied.

I wallowed in my intense state of frustrated arousal, for 90 minutes and was so lost in my erotic thought, I almost missed the climax of the ordeal.

Around 4 o’clock in the afternoon, my Mistress Katrina had either finished her 7 Herculean labours or had just become impatient. Whichever the case, she returned to our hideaway and entered stealthily and silently.

The first I knew of her being there, was when I felt hands wrestling at the scarves around the very tops of my sleek legwear. I felt one loosen, and then another, and thought my release was at hand.

Well! It was! But all my other bonds remained in situ, and it was this small area of flesh, under my loosened scarfing and under the leather skirting, that pressed to my crotch, where she was concentrating her attentions.

It perked me up to know I was, finally, receiving some attention and I held my breath, as I felt her hands grip at the obstruction around my cock, and then I heard little, welcoming sounds that indicated the impediment might soon be de-constructed.

She must have struggled with the tiny padlock in her haste to get at the precious jewels and favoured sceptre, within, but within seconds I could breathe again, this time an over-enthusiastic sigh of relief, causing my silken head covering to billow slightly, as the padlock responded and dropped away, and the three integral parts of the devilish chastity device, were quickly dismantled.

She wasted no time in discarding these and I heard the clunk and clack, as they fell to the floor.

Now, her gloved hand reached at my freed penis, and my freed penis rushed to greet her leather-covered fingers, as we embraced in a little dance of re-acquaintance, after being such a long time parted.

I was now breathing heavily, as she played a thrilling, trilling tune upon my instrument.

It felt so pleasant, the soft, silken leather of her glove, running up and down the length of my flute. And soon, what had been a tiny, penny-whistle for so long, in its cramped confines, had now put on a spurt and grown to feel like a pendulous oboe between my legs, as the two re-united friends, hand and penis, hugged and embraced each other.

Soon another “spurt”, would interrupt the enjoyment these two were sharing, but it was a fitting re-union and one, I’m certain we BOTH enjoyed, as the orchestrated piece reached a mighty crescendo and I sang a silent version of “Land of Hope and Glory”, or some such, fitting reprise, inside my satin-enclosed head.

She must have been, like any good conductor, ready for the climax of the piece and I felt all my enthusiastic emissions caught up in a soft hand-towel, she had considerately brought along to the concert, as I hummed the tune of “The Hallelujah Chorus . . .” to myself!

And then, as she carefully ensured any residue was cleared up, I felt her reaching out to me and kissing at my covered face, passionately, as she experienced her own, more dignified climax.

I think that was the very best moment of my entire life ever, up to that point. It’s been surpassed several times, since. But as I look back, I shall always remember those first encounters, with a profound pride and a revered smile, as they hold a special place in my heart.

As I stood, fixed rigidly to my pole, I could do nothing but relax into my multiple restraints, and let her work out her own form of pleasure as she smothered my satin scarfing with her abandoned kisses until it was wet with the moisture from her lips, as well as from her perspiration. And I think I knew, then, that there was a very good chance indeed, that I was going to get this job!

Of course, my Mistress wouldn’t allow me the relief of knowing it, until she was ready to tell me. And that would be after several more tests of my endurance. But I do think our relationship was cemented this day, and everything after it, was just a part of the bizarre rituals she liked to play.

I like to think I’d passed my audition, here and now, pinned to my unmoving metal fixture and my mummified body placed entirely at her mercy.

Gradually, the situation calmed and, after gripping me tight for a few more, romantic seconds, she finally let go and retreated from the scene of the crime.

She returned a few moments later, with a wet sponge and a refreshed hand towel, to dab at my diminishing appendage and ensure no little escaped droplets had damaged any of my exquisite clothing, or any of her exquisite bindings, or any of the surrounds.

It felt good, as she dabbed away, an unfamiliar tenderness to her touch, as she was careful to wash the entire shaft and closely inspect the environs.

And then I felt hands working at a multitude of knots, as she took her time, to relish the satisfaction of releasing me from my scarf bondage.

Untying me, took virtually as long as it had to secure me there and I had to be patient. But ultimately the last of the scarves fell away and I could see and speak and feel, once again.

And, as the cuffs fell from my wrists and she led me, treading now confidently upon my heels, but needing a rest, to lie down on the waiting bed, which was mercifully close at hand, we embraced each other in a beautiful interlude of tenderness and satisfaction that contrasted sharply with the tribulations I had suffered.

I said nothing, waiting for her lead. But she, too, was uncharacteristically quiet. And in the end, we lay there, in each other’s leathered arms, neither one of us speaking for around 15 minutes, almost dozing-off, in a blissful period of ultimate togetherness.

Then I did finally manage to tell her that she was amazing, that this was amazing and that, “ALL THAT JAZZ” just before, had been ultra-amazing.

And she responded, as she held my masked head in her gloved hands and kissed me for the first time, in a proper, passionate, tongues-and-all, teeth-clashing, smacker-oo of a kiss, upon my grateful lips.

And then we re-assumed our positions and lay still and quiet, for more minutes, just enjoying the companionship.


Chapter 5

Sunday, late afternoon . . . . .

After we’d lain there for the best part of half an hour, the mood changed, almost instantly, and we were back in full planning mode.

“Okay, enough lolling around,” announced Mistress Katrina, “You need to get to the bathroom, wash your face and down below, go to the toilet, whatever you need to do. Then I’m going to put a very quick face on you. And everything for dinner is out, the recipe book is there, and I’ve marked the page. It’s a very simple chicken and veg casserole, in the slow cooker. You go first to the bathroom. Then you can get started and I’ll have a shower, whilst you’re prepping the food. You’ll have to wait for your shower. I’m not taking you out of that fabulous outfit, until we’ve been to your flat. So, chop, chop! Off you go!”

And I went to move and follow my instructions.

“Stop!” she blasted. “Let me take off the mask and the gloves. Don’t want either of those spoiled.”

No, we certainly did not!

And I meekly returned for her to peel off each of the silky smooth, soft leather gloves, from each proffered arm. And then I did a little twirl at her side of the bed, as she reached up to unzip the latex hood that had glued itself to my features for the past seven hours, or so.

My face was red and flushed and relieved to feel the cool air on it, once more. I looked at my Mistress laying there, white leather dress, high, high, matching boots and gloves, and I wanted to throw myself at her, so our leather-clad bodies could weld together and fuse as one. But she was back in her business-like mood and playtime was, most definitely, over.

For now!

So, I showed a deal of self-restraint and wandered off to the en-suite in the bedroom below, to do my best to clean up the bits of me that were exposed.

I heard her busying herself as soon as I’d left the room. Well, she had made a lot of mess! And by the time I came out of the bathroom, flushed face washed, underarms freshened up, crotch laundered, she was back in the main bedroom and stripping off her fabulous outfit.

Soon, I was back in the make-up chair. This time, I was back in my floral robe, covering my corset and skirt, the erotic thigh boots, peeking out from the folds of the long robe and looking, really, quite incongruous.

But I wasn’t tied to the chair, this time. I was free and it felt liberating to sit there and enjoy the fifteen-minute quickie make-up session, as she plied her trade skilfully, and made a very passable effort of transforming my already, petite features, into a more-than acceptable image, of a pretty, young, blue-eyed, fresh-faced Francesca.

The same bob-style wig was perched back on my head, adjusted and fitted and brushed into shape, and I was told to dis-robe and make sure I wore an apron, whilst cooking, so as not to spoil the expensive leatherwork. And then I was, quite unceremoniously, dispatched down to the galley to prepare madame’s tea.

Well, the recipe was easy, and it involved a couple of bulky chicken fillets, which reminded me of my make-do boobs, as well as a selection of fresh veg I had to prep. Nothing beyond my capabilities, there.

I had to make a half-litre of stock and I perked that up with a little wine from the bottle of half-drunk white that was left re-corked, on the side.

And, by the time I’d got all that in the slow -cooker and set it on “high” to get it going, Mistress Katrina was appearing at the doorway to check my progress.

Sunday, early evening . . . . .

She looked stunning. She’d changed from the glorious, virgin white dominatrix get-up, to a more modest, but equally sexy, black leather pencil skirt, and a tucked in, high neck, red, satin “governess” blouse with long bell sleeves, ending in tight, buttoned cuffs.

On her feet, she wore sensible, black, low-heeled shoes. Of course, she was driving!

And in her hands, she carried a selection of items, most of which I could not identify, until she laid them down over the backs of the high stools and over the breakfast bar itself.

There were my lovely, purple leather, shoulder-length gauntlets.

There was a new pair of gloss, leather cuffs, unlike those I’d worn previously.

There were three, sturdy leather straps of differing lengths, in the same glossy black as the cuffs.

And there, making the most noise, as she carefully laid it over a stool back, was a long, latex cape or cloak, in a high-sheen black. I almost passed out when I saw it. Was I going to wear that? In public?

It rustled and bustled its way to the floor. I estimated it would easily reach to my ankles. And it had a full cloak-type, slouch hood, to pull up, and over, one’s wigged head. I knew, immediately, that this was the “cover-up” for my erotic costume that my mistress had promised me.

I gulped, audibly, considering it even more erotic than the leather it was supposed to be hiding!

“Is everything ready, food-wise?” she enquired, “And stop gawping! If the wind changes, you’ll be stuck like that.”

It’s true, my lower jaw was almost touching the ground!

“Yes!” I replied, meekly, “I’ve just got to give it 15 minutes to all heat up and then we can turn it to medium and we can leave it. How long do you think we’ll be?”

“Well, it’s about 30-minutes, drive. I’m going the quiet way, avoiding the town centre.” she said, checking her phone, “Ten minutes either end, getting you in and out the car. And how long do we need to spend there? About 20 minutes should do to check everything. Make sure there’s no rat, or cockroach infestations, or the heating’s not on and gas meter isn’t whizzing around like a spinning top! I’d say, we’ll be back in 2 hours. Two and a half, at the outside.”

She’d got it all worked out. I’d given her my address and she’d already planned a route. That was the person she was. The person she is. My Mistress Katrina.

“Okay, give this ten-minutes and we can go,” I asserted, lifting the lid on the cook-pot to observe the progress.

“Okay, I’ve got your keys, I assume these are they?” And she held a set of keys she’d clearly helped herself to, from my coat.

I nodded, rather glumly.

“Right, come here!” she demanded, “Gloves on and let’s get you ready. I can see to that. I think we’ll go straight to medium. It’s not going to take too much cooking, at all.”

I stood before her and she ordered the apron off. I discarded it and held out my arms, as directed.

Back went the gloves. I shuddered with the thrill, as the soft leather clung, once more, to my bare skin. They seemed easier to install this time and I admired them, with delight, as she smoothed them all the way up each arm.

“Okay. Hands together. We can’t have you going out half-dressed.”

I held my hands out, and slightly apart, knowing they were to be cuffed, again. But these cuffs were all in one piece and different to my others. As she buckled the first, circle of glossy leather, tight, I saw the second circle, was affixed to it directly, by two, small, rivet-like attachments. Unlike the others I’d worn, joined with varying lengths of chain, to allow some movement, these were designed to keep my wrists, tight together. I was glad she was securing them in front and not behind, as they would have forced my arms too far back for comfort, if sitting back on them in a car seat. She must have realised that, too.

The first cuff went on easily. The second cuff was more difficult, simply because of the design and the need to get my two gloved hands, almost clasped together, to bring the wrists so close. But of course, she managed it with her usual finesse, and I stood there testing the considerable loss of movement, now forced upon me.

Then she gathered up the fabulous, rustling, latex cape and she watched my face intently, as she brought it around my back and over my bare shoulders.

I was right. It reached to within an inch of the floor. And that was allowing for my near, 5-inches of heel. I’m certain Sally would have worn this, and it would have swept the floor, as she walked, probably bound, as I am now, and displayed for her Mistress. I felt almost jealous, that she, Sally, had experienced all this before me!

The cloak was held together at the neck and part way down the front to just below my false bust-line, by three strong, metal poppers, that shone brilliantly against the sheer black of the shiny, polished latex.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” I said, timorously, as the full circumstance of my outing became apparent.

“Can’t do what?” she demanded to know, “What is it you think you can’t do?”

“Go out. Like this. The leather and now this. A rubber cloak. People will see me.” I blurted.

“Well, let them see you.” she laughed, in her usual devil-may-care, fashion, “They’ll be jealous if they’ve got any degree of any kind of passion about them, at all. And, if I may remind you, young lady, I set the rules. You simply do as you’re told. If this is going to bother you, wait till you hear some of the other things I’ve got planned for us, this week!”

Once again, that did the trick. I’d gone this far along the route to this new lifestyle, I wasn’t going to falter now.

“We’ll look like two young, female friends, out for a laugh. Maybe going to a fancy-dress party? There are no thugs around your area, are there? No-one going to threaten us?”

I shook my head. It was a quiet area, once you’d got the other side of our small, semi-rural town.

“So, nothing to worry about. If need be, I’ll do any talking. I think your voice might be a bit of a giveaway, until you learn to moderate it more. So, just come along for the ride. And enjoy!”

She checked the poppers on the cloak and stood back to see how much it covered. She seemed satisfied.

Then she delved, into the folds of rubber, and checked my hand restraints and seemed happy with those. And she turned the cooker control to medium, looked around to see all else was satisfactory, and then scooped up her three lengths, of leather strapping and a small bag, plus her car keys, and I was urged ahead of her, as we proceeded to the door.

On the way she stopped to take a smart, black, leather jacket, from the downstairs cloakroom, which she threw over her shoulders and we were off.

The swirl of the heavy latex, around my booted ankles, was making my hitherto confident walking, a little more difficult, but I would soon come to terms with it. And I held my gloved hands, clasped in front of me as I tried to hold the latex cape closed, so as to hide all my undercarriage. It was only then, I realised. My penis was completely at liberty, too. Like my legs. Neither were secured! And it thrashed against the lush, short, soft leather skirt, as we walked out into the darkening, evening air, to where her smart car, a small suv-type BMW, was parked on the driveway.

She opened the front passenger door for me and urged me in, helping to pile my excess latex cloak in, under and around my legs. Then she stooped down and, pushing my booted ankles together, she secured them tight, by buckling the shortest of the three straps she held, around the twinned legs.

The longest of the three straps, held my upper legs together, just above the knee, and she struggled to get this under my legs, but not mixed up with the latex cape.

And then she took the medium-length strap of harsh leather, and slipped it through my conjoined wrists, and took it down and through the strap holding my thighs together, before buckling that off also, to make sure my hands rested well into my crotch and were held tight to the thigh strap.

Then she adjusted my seat-belt, and she threaded it over the cape and my upper body, and threw her small bag into the back seat, before getting in at the driver’s side. And we were on our way.

As we pulled out, I smiled a wry smile to myself and wondered if any of the other motorists on the roads tonight, would even begin to suspect that a male, dressed in outrageous boots and leather skirt, corset and gloves, and wrapped up in a long, rubber cloak, was sitting bound to her car-seat, just yards from them. And the thought of their blissful ignorance, thrilled me.

To be honest, the journey was fairly uneventful and there were not many other cars on the road, at just after 6pm on an autumnal, Sunday evening. I was kind of disappointed, feeling cheated of a potential audience!

She drove very carefully, probably aware that we definitely didn’t want any mishaps, on this particular journey. And we circumvented the main roads into the centre, taking a longer, but quieter route, to my end of town. As we got near, my heart-rate increased, and I was on the scout for potential witnesses to my plight, but there were few people around.

I told her where my actual block was and where best to park, still giving us a 100 metre, or more, walk to the block and up in the lift to the third floor and then a walk of shame past the front doors to four other apartments, till mine would be reached.

This was going to be “interesting”, and I steeled myself, as she pulled into a vacant space and stopped the engine.

“Right, my pet. Are you ready?” she grinned, as though this was enormous fun. I was delaying any decision, on that count.

“As I’ll ever be!” I declared and I took a deep, deep breath, to steady myself.

She checked there were no people in the immediate vicinity and came round to my side, slipping her jacket on properly, as she circled the car.

She released the three straps that had held me firm, but comfortably, for the journey and then, placing these inside the glove compartment, urged me to get out. I did a quick check too. No-one around, seemingly, so I felt good to go.

I was ultra-aware of the noise the cape made, as I raised myself from the sporty, bucket seat, and I looked around, anxiously. No-one. I stood erect and quickly adjusted the rubber covering, with my bound hands, to hold it in and tight closed.

And she lifted her bag from the back seats, locked the car, and then raised my cape’s latex hood, to cover my wig and most of my face. And then she took a firm hold of my gloved hands, with the one hand and put the other, reassuringly, around my shoulders, and we stepped off, click, clacking down the pavement in my thunderous, boot heels.

A small group of youngsters, meeting under a street-lamp, paid us scant attention. A dog-walker raised his hand to us, from the other side of the street and Mistress Katrina shouted a cheery, “Nice evening. Enjoy your walk.”

He thanked her, wished us a good evening, too, and took no more notice of us. And then we reached the block and accessed the first doorway. No-one in the building. So far.

We made it to the lift, and I just prayed we didn’t meet anyone, but old Mrs. Watson, whom I sometimes shopped for, was just coming into the block, probably after her Sunday Bingo session, and shouted for us to hold the lift.

And my Mistress did!

I gulped. And Mrs. Watson entered and pressed for the second floor, as we pressed for the third. We stood back, behind her. And I prayed.

She took little notice, probably too short-sighted to take in too much. But she asked if we were doing anything nice tonight?

“We’re on our way to a party. That’s why we’re a bit dressed up,” laughed Mistress Katrina, “Just calling for a friend.”

“Well, you enjoy yourselves, dears. And watch out for those men. Those ones that put things in your drinks and then take advantage. You girls can’t be too careful, these days.” said sweet old Mrs. Watson, as I held my head down and my cloak tight.

“Oh, we shall. Don’t you worry. We’ve learned not to trust men, haven’t we Francesca? We stick together, don’t we, us girls?” laughed my Mistress, as I grunted some half-intelligible response.

Thankfully, as I wished for the ground to swallow me up, the lift jerked to a halt and the doors opened and Mrs. Watson disappeared down her 2nd floor hallway.

“There. Easy. Not even a suspicion,” grinned my Mistress, as the doors closed on the pair of us and we continued to the next floor.

And then we were on the final lap as my apartment doorway, five doors down, now seemed within reach.

And we clip-clopped down the communal landing, as I breathed a sigh of relief, pointed to my doorway and, within seconds, we were safely in and no-one, not even dear Mrs. Watson from the floor below, was any the wiser.

She took down my over-sized, latex, cloak hood, and planted a big, soft, mushy-type kiss on my painted lips. “There. A piece of cake. Now, let’s have a good scout around. Check what you need to, and we can head back and enjoy a celebratory dinner.”

She followed me closely, as we moved from the tiny entrance hallway, into compact lounge, and through to the kitchen and micro-dining area. She was taking it all in, as I checked the fridge and the surfaces.

As I’d told her, I was, actually, a very neat person and, although small, my flat was decently kept. I’d not left any food out. There was a half-used bottle of milk in the fridge, which we disposed of. There was a quarter of a sliced loaf, we also threw into the waste bag. And there was a half-tin of sweetcorn from my last meal in the flat, which we also binned.

We wandered back though the lounge area, to the hallway and to the only bedroom. I had left that in a bit of a mess, as I’d tried several clothes on before plumping for those I’d worn to her home, the previous day. She seemed disinterested in that and forbade me from tidying them up, or even touching them.

“No, we don’t want anything to do with those,” she remarked, disdainfully, “No more men’s clothes for my little girly. Until she returns here. IF she ever returns here!”

That sounded promising! Again! I told myself not to get my hopes too high.

We checked the teeny-weeny bathroom where, if I’d had a cat, it would, most definitely, not have got swung! She suggested I might want my electric toothbrush, having used a spare, good ol’ fashioned, manual one of hers, the past two days. And she scooped it up for me, along with the charging cable. I also picked up my electric shaver and charger, and she seemed to think that a good idea and popped it into the same collecting bag.

Everything seemed in order and we tramped back through the lounge to the kitchen, where I went to the heating controls, and turned the boiler, from coming on for prolonged periods, to just a quick blast, morning and night, on the clock-timer.

She lingered in the lounge and perused my small CD collection.

“You like ABBA?” she asked, holding their greatest hits collection aloft, as I re-entered.

“To my shame, I do. Yes. Love them,” I acknowledged, “Always have.”

“Nothing to be ashamed of,” she retorted, “I love them too. I bet you like the blonde one?”

“Agnetha? Yes, I do actually,” I smiled.

“So do I! I’ve just had a wonderful idea,” she laughed, “We’ll dress up as them one day. Have you seen “Mama Mia” at all?” she asked.

“I’ve seen the film. It’s great,” I nodded.

“Well, one day, I’ll treat you. We’ll go and see the stage show. I’ll get us two Abba costumes, you be Agnetha. I’ll get you the wig, and I’ll be the other one . . .”

“Anna-Fried,” I informed her.

“Whatever. And we’ll dress up as them and wear thigh boots and I’ll take you to the theatre. How about that?”

I had to laugh. She was infectious, this crazy woman. So enthusiastic about all and everything and, once she had the seed of an idea, she would run with it until it had been nurtured, and had grown and blossomed, and become a reality.

I knew that if I remained in her company long enough, that one day, for certain, I would be wearing a long, blonde wig, a loose silken top, replete with a cat embossed on it, tied in at the waist, and long, white thigh boots. I just knew it. And we’d be there, in the audience, in a theatre, somewhere, singing and dancing to Dancing Queen.

She picked out two more of my CDs and said, “We’ll take these with us. To play in the car, when we go out. Make you feel at home. Need anything else?”

I was certain that we had checked everything and I shook my head, “I think that’s it. I just need to get the rubbish bag. There’s a bin on the way out. And we need to make sure the lights are out. Everything seems fine.”

“I’ll get the bin bag. Where’s the bin?” she enquired.

“Just as we go out, to the left. There’s a communal bin store. It can go in any. I’ll show you.” I offered.

“No, I’m afraid that won’t be possible. You see, I’ve a surprise for you.” she smirked.

She took the soft, leather hood from the bag, where she’d carefully placed my toothbrush, shaver, and now the CDs she’d selected.

And she dropped her bag and approached me, as she opened it out.

“You have to wear this for the journey back,” she simply stated, “It’ll be exciting! I know where I’m going, now. I’ll make sure everything is off and locked up.”

“What if there’s someone in the lift?” I pleaded, as she raised the limp, leather bagging, over my head.

“Well, let’s just hope there isn’t!”

And it was done. I opened my mouth to accept the integral pear-shaped wedge of rubber gag, as she drew the hood down over my face and instructed me to part my lips.

The hood was weird. I could see little pin-pricks of light, from the spotlights above us, as it closed over my eyes. There seemed no actual breathing holes but there was a myriad of tiny perforations, all over the face of the hood.

“Can you see, a little bit?” she asked, “It’s perforated, so you get a little glimpse of things. Cute isn’t it?” and she worked behind my head, to draw down the concealed zip under the criss-crossed lines of loose lacing that would soon bring the leather in, to conform to my face.

Five minutes of tightening, later, and the hood was firmly sealed to me.

My latex cape was drawn into my body, again, and the full cloak hood was brought up and arranged over my encased head to hide most of my, fully-hooded face.

She left me stood there then, for a few minutes, as she did a last check, collected the waste bag, and we headed for the door.

This time, I was aware even her heart was speeding up, as she opened the front door and checked the passageway. She even leant over the balcony to look to the floors, below and above. There seemed no movement. She was happy, and she pulled me out and switched off the last light, before locking the door, and taking my arms under their protective cloak of invisibility, she guided me down the walkway, clutching the waste bag and her own bag, as we walked tentatively, the seeming mile, to the lift.

I’ve never felt so frightened and yet, so alive with excitement, at the same time.

I couldn’t see. I couldn’t complain and I could barely hear. I was entirely under her control and I loved it.

I loved it, even more, that we didn’t meet anyone. Not in the lift, not as we exited the building and not as we delayed by the bin store, whilst she disposed of the bag of unwanted rubbish.

The kids were still hanging around, down the street, and we took a little detour to avoid getting too close.

We must have looked like a really, bizarre, lesbian couple, treading ever so carefully down the street, in a close hug.

We encountered no dog walker on this leg of the journey, and soon we were back to the car. I heard the click as she unlocked it and the flash of light, through my tiny peepholes.

This time I was steered into the back seat. She went to the front to recover the three straps she needed. And, making sure I presented a tidy picture, with all my shroud of latex gathered around me, she repeated the binding the exact same way she’d done at the start of our little adventure.

The booted legs were held tight at the ankles. The strap across the lower thighs kept my upper legs together, just above where my sumptuous boots disappeared into the footwell. The final strap attached my cuffed wrists almost right the way down into my crotch and connected to my knee strap. And the seat belt added one more layer of restraint, as I settled into the comfortable seat, and tasted the silencing rubber gag, in my mouth.

“There! Now enjoy the trip.” she purred, as she kissed my hooded face and resumed her position in the driving seat, as expedition leader.

It was a glorious two hours. Easily as exciting as any of my other experiences. When I was ungagged, I would tell her so and she would take that onboard and ensure we enjoyed many more such exploits. It was clear that she was wanting to display me publicly, and tomorrow another plan would hatch, involving shops, people, places and new, and exciting, experiences, to add to my growing portfolio of exciting experiences.

Sunday, mid-evening . . . . .

The journey back, for me, was even more thrilling than the one going.

I loved the soft hood that pressed to my made-up, girly features. Breathing was easy, despite the thickness of rubber between my lips, censoring all speech. And, despite being largely disabled, I caught little flashes of light and shade, as I enjoyed a surreal journey, with my legs and arms held fast, and the tiny holes in my hood allowing a bizarre kind of vision of things, as the car sped along lit but almost empty roads, back to the safety of the warm house and the nutritious meal awaiting us.

I was tired. And I was hungry, after all the excitement of the day, and I sat back, in the comfort and sanctity of the rear seat, hidden behind tinted windows, feeling at one with myself and forming an ever-deepening attachment, to my wonderful, Mistress.

And then I heard music. Muffled by my head encasement, but instantly recognizable. It was one of my favourite Abba tracks, “I Have a Dream”, playing from my CD!

It brought a smile to my hooded face. I don’t know about “having a dream”. I felt I was living a dream, and one I didn’t wish to wake from.

Lost in my own thoughts, the journey “home” ended far too quickly. I could have happily sat there for another hour, or more.

I heard the crunch of the rough stone, on her driveway, and the brake applied as the engine cut-off. Then her driver’s door opened, and she climbed, almost fully, into the rear passenger cabin, to see to my straps and release my arms from my knees, and then the two leg bindings.

I half expected the wrist cuffs to come off, and then my hood, but it was obvious she had other ideas.

She’d been working herself into quite a little sexual frenzy, whilst driving, and observing me, completely subjugated, in the back.

I felt her hands pull at me, impatiently, to haul me and my impressive length of rubber cloaking, from the car. And then we made the perilous, but, thankfully, short journey to the front door, up the broad entrance steps, and then over the threshold and into the warmth of the now familiar home.

Without stopping, I was led up the stairs, still hooded, still cloaked, in all my lavish latex cape, and directed towards the Mistress Bedroom.

I knew, roughly, where I was, as she twirled my body around and left me stood, blinded and confused, for just a few minutes. I heard the drawer opening and close. I knew, instinctively, she had retrieved some rope, from where she kept some at hand.

I was stood between the two massive oaken posts, at the foot-end of her huge bed. And I felt the rope passed through my cuffed wrists and then one end thrown up and over the horizontal bar across the top of the two bed-posts.

She quickly hauled at the rope and it took my cuffs, and with them my hands and arms, up and up. I felt them raised past my hooded head and then higher and higher still. Until I was almost on the tippy-toes of my towering boots.

Then it was tied off, and my hooded face was sandwiched between my two raised elbows, as I almost swung like a pendulum, between the two, sturdy poles.

I felt her tug at my right leg and stretch it out only around 8 inches, or so, but enough to put more strain on my suspended arms. And this was tied off to the foot of the bed, with one of her remaining two lengths of strong cord.

Without so much as a “by your leave”, she then pulled at the other leg, until it too, swept to the right and I dangled there, now with considerable pressure on both wrists, as she tied off that side to splay my legs a good 18-inches apart.

And then, she launched herself onto my suspended frame, clutching at the latex cape with one hand, getting her other hand inside it, and pinching at my body through its covering of leather corset, and micro-skirt. And, all the while, she was pinching and pulling at me, she was licking at my covered face and pressing her lips to my gagged mouth.

I heard the groans, as she rapidly worked herself into a royal frenzy, and she clawed at me, like a woman possessed. And all the time, her lips and tongue, licked and kissed at the soft leather that was tightly covering my face, and all I could see through my tiny peep-holes, were fleeting glimpses of her, caught and then dropped, by the light, as her face moved all over mine.

I moaned into my rubber pear-gag, as the force of her body on mine, and the strength of her clawing hands, pulling at my lightly protected flesh, began to take its toll on my weary body. It was impressive, but almost too passionate, for me to enjoy. I was aware that my penis had rapidly hardened and stiffened along its length. After all, it had been kept in a state of readiness, all day long! But this was about HER enjoyment and I could sense her sheer animal arousal, as she brought herself to an incredible climax, using my body as the stimulus.

I heard a low, almost anguished moan, as the moment arrived, and I felt a last tug at me and at my erotic clothing, before I knew she had reached her pinnacle.

And then, I heard a final groan, as her body relaxed and I just felt her almost fall into me and hold me tight for a minute or two, whilst the dust settled and she came back to Planet Earth.

I wanted to tell her I loved her and return the multitude of kisses she had showered upon me, but I couldn’t, of course. So, I did my best to support her limp body, as I wrestled with the pain from my arms, as they now, virtually supported the two of us.

We held that position for those minutes, before she too must have realised the ropes and cuffs were taking far too much strain, and I felt her pull away. Slowly.

Then I felt a tender kiss across my rubber-filled mouth and she was gone.

But I needn’t have worried. I almost saw, and definitely felt, her return as she came back from the en-suite with a handful of toilet paper, quickly peeled off the roll, and raised my pretty leather skirt to survey the scene below.

She saw I hadn’t made any mess. So, she decided to resolve that issue, and took a firm hold of the erect rod, presented to her. I moaned, as her expert hand, soothed my troubled manhood and she ran her fingers the full length, of the swollen member, applying just sufficient force to elicit another gasp from behind my hood.

It took no time at all, to bring me to the same state she had just enjoyed, and the handy mound of toilet tissue, ensured that no skirt, or boot-top, or latex cape was injured, in the making of this sensational drama.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the moment, as I filled the tissue, and I felt her other hand, stroke me down the side of my hooded face, as if to say, “That’s a good, little girl. Let it all out!”

And then a few swift licks of toilet paper, around the offending area and I slumped and let the rope and cuffs take the strain, as I was fit to drop.

She worked quickly then, to untie the ropes, above and below, unbuckle the cuffs, and remove the hood.

My face was flushed but the hardy make-up, was still apparently, virtually intact, and she adjusted my wig, which had skewed a little. And then she laughed.

“Well, that was nice!” she uttered, making the understatement of the day.

I wanted to tell her it was absolutely bl***y amazing. But frankly, I just didn’t have the energy and I just nodded.

And then, “You’ve worn me out!” I muttered, as she allowed me to sit on the edge of the bed.

“Well, I have to tell you, I’m very impressed, with my darling girl!” she smiled, “You’ve gone above and beyond, today. I think I shall have to mention you in despatches for your bravery and fortitude!”

And we both smirked. Yes, it had been an exceptional day, and I was certain that this “job”, was now within my grasp.


Chapter 6

Sunday, late evening . . . . .

“Now, I’m going to get you out of these things, as delicious as you look, and then we can enjoy a nice, relaxed meal,” she said, as she started to unhook my latex cape and reverently carry it back to hang in her own wardrobe. Then she worked at the boots. I was almost sorry to see them peeled off my legs. They’d almost become a part of me, these past 12 hours!

Then the gorgeous gloves had to go, and the corset was unlaced and the skirt was unpopped from its popper fastenings and swept away, and soon, my lovely, girly outfit, which I had adored so much, was all neatly stowed, ready for use another time, and I sat, exhausted but content, as I received my new instructions.

“Right, you need a shower, but we have to take the wig off and try to avoid washing your face. Just all the rest of you, particularly down there,” she ordered, pointing to my crotch, and to my now wrinkly little pinky, that was no longer, quite so perky. “That make-up will stay on if you get it a bit wet, so long as you don’t directly rub at it. And then, take your time, come back to me and I’ll touch up your face and put you in something a bit more relaxing, for the evening.”

As I rose to go, she patted my bottom and smiled, “That’s a good girl!” and then, “WIG!” and I stooped to allow her to remove my mop of feminine hair-do, before I trotted off to wash my tired body and inspect the little bruises where she’d pinched too hard, during our recent encounter.

I languished under the shower for a good 10 minutes, as I recounted the various episodes, we’d enjoyed during this arduous, and seemingly, endless day.

When I re-appeared, in the bedroom, wrapped in a large pink towel, to dry my refreshed body, she laughed at my efforts to wrap a smaller towel, turban-like, around my head.

“Come here, and I’ll show you how to put a turban on,” she smiled, “We’ll make a lady of you, yet!”

And, having adjusted my jaunty-angled towel, to properly befit “a lady”, she sat me down at the mirror and put a few renovations to the wrecked face, with minor flourishes of the mystical wands, from her magical make-up box.

I’d seen the clothes laid out on the bed when I’d re-appeared and now, I was excited to get into them and she wasted no time in fitting the black satin bra, around my chest, and filling the gaps, in the capacious cups, with the re-usable fillets of chicken, I’d worn earlier.

Then I had to step into a matching pair of small, black briefs, in the same sleek satin, and she pulled these up my legs and gave my penis a friendly tap, as she concealed it within the glossy panties.

I swooned, as the silken red gown, came down over my head, and rustled and tussled its way down my naked flesh. It felt glorious, especially after the harsher, leather corset, that I’d loved wearing all day, but was relieved was now consigned to the wardrobe.

The dress was a full-length, evening gown, very similar in style to the green I’d worn on my very first encounter with this fascinating woman. It weighed barely anything, compared to the clothing I’d modelled earlier, and it floated around my body, as I moved and twirled to aid its descent.

It was quite fitted around the top and pulled in nicely, as she raised the rear concealed zip. At the waist, it accommodated my little bulge, which had, mysteriously, made an unwelcome re-appearance, since we discarded the corset. And then the gloss, red satin flared out to a decent circle that skimmed the floor and tickled at my bare ankles. It was divine.

“I always think a young lady should dress for dinner. Don’t you?” she said, daring me to disagree.

I couldn’t disagree. I loved it. And I did a little sashay down the room, and a twirl at the end, to enjoy the first feeling of wearing it.

The material was lighter than that of the green dress and so, made less noise, and I glided, almost silently, back to my Mistress, to receive the last of my evening’s garb.

I slipped my feet, quite easily, this time, into a slightly smaller size, black shoe, than was perfect, but they had a peep toe, and only a small heel and so accommodated my feet, quite happily.

And then she brought up the long, black, satin evening gloves, and helped me ease each one up my arms, until they reached well beyond my elbows, and then she buttoned the three small, black, pearly buttons, set at each wrist.

I looked around to see any sign of restraints. There were none.

“Oh! Did you want to be tied, again?” she asked, matter-of-factly, spotting my disappointment.

I must have flushed red at the direct question, but I can’t deny I was a tad displeased. But I managed to shake my head and utter, “No! I’m happy, whatever my Mistress chooses!”

It was a lie. And she knew it.

“Most nights, I shall bind you to eat. I enjoy it too.” she affirmed, “But I really think you’ve had a tough day and have succeeded remarkably well. I think you’ve earned a rest, my pretty flamingo. Perhaps, I’ll make it up to you, later! Come bedtime!”

I had to be satisfied with that, and I stood still as she re-fitted and adjusted my bob hairstyle, and we set off for the evening’s meal, she still wearing the black, leather pencil skirt, that fitted her shapely form so nicely, and the sexy, red satin blouse, that was very nearly, the same colour as my beautiful gown.

She insisted on serving the food, which had now spent a good 4 hours, cooking away, almost imperceptibly, in the confines of the slow-cooker, pot.

And as we both tucked in, clearly ravenous, from our labours, we both let out a spontaneous “Mmmmmhhhh!!” as we tasted the first mouthful. It was delicious, and we both laughed at our echoed praise.

“Another success!” Mistress Katrina declared, “This is really good. You must have added something to the recipe?”

“Secret ingredient!” I confirmed, having added just a few spices from the rack, “I could tell you but then, I’m afraid, I’d have to kill you!”

And she laughed again, which really brought her face to life, and I looked at her admiringly, as she lowered her head, and concentrated on feeding herself, for the next few minutes. She really was beautiful, and I wanted to spend the rest of my life, as her sissy hand-maiden, or sex-slave, or whatever role she required of me.

The meal was relaxed as she’d promised, and we chatted quite easily, about almost nothing at all.

Occasionally, she made reference to the road trip we’d just experienced, and I took the opportunity to tell her I’d like to do a similar thing, again.

“Oh you will, my pretty. Believe me, you will!” she remarked, “In fact, I’m taking you shopping tomorrow. But you won’t be bound for that trip. That would be too obvious in daylight. But I’m buying you an outfit to wear to a restaurant. We’re going Tuesday night. Do you like Chinese food?”

I nodded. I love Chinese food.

“Good. I know a lovely place. Very tucked away and discreet. I’ll take you there. And then I may tie you for the journey. Alright?”

Anything was alright with me, and I told her so. She laughed again, quite unembarrassed, as she openly discussed the way she may treat me.

I liked that. It excited me. And we chatted around the subject for a while, as we ate the delicious chicken, and sipped, in a very ladylike manner, at the pleasant white wine she had opened.

It was a lovely, easy-going meal, and it helped, once more, to cement the bond I, at least, felt was developing between us.

We finished the meal off with two ready-made desserts, from the fridge. I was glad of that. I’m not sure that making desserts would be my forte!

And then we sat and listened to music, although not Abba this time, as we drank more wine and chatted freely about our likes and our dislikes and delved a little into politics. “At least,” I told myself, “She’ll know I can express myself. She’ll know I’m not, entirely thick!”

We even danced to one song. She dragged me up and then held me tight, as we smooched to a romantic number. I can’t even remember what it was, I was so taken with her holding me, her taking the lead like the man, of course, as I limped around the floor, slowly, slowly and sank my face into her high satin collar.

And, at the end of our smoochy dance, she even smooched me directly on the lips, and I returned the kiss and our tongues danced together, for a moment, before she pulled away and told me, it had been a long day, and we needed to get some sleep.

And, to my shock, it was well after 11pm, and we hastily cleared everything, filled the dishwasher, emptied the last of the wine, and I made a cup of tea for us each to take up to bed. Just like a married couple!

“You can do the dishes, tomorrow. I’ll show you how to work the washer. And you’ll need to carefully iron that green dress, you washed last week. And probably to wash that one, you’re wearing, if you’d like to wear it to bed?” she purred, as we ascended the stairs.

“May I?” I asked, surprised but delighted at the invitation. It truly was lovely, but I was surprised she’d allow me to wear it to sleep.

“You may, Francesca. It suits you, well. And I think you’ll look lovely tied up in it!”

So, that was the plan? Well, it was a relief, in many ways. I’d enjoyed the freedom, for a few hours, but I wanted to be needed by her, and I felt most needed when she dominated me, so I purred that it would be very pleasant to be bound in my red, satin gown, and we tramped to the room, with our cups of tea, to enjoy a blissful bed-time.

I went to discard the gloves, almost as soon as we entered the bed-chamber, as soon as my tea was safely stowed at what I considered my side of the bed, but I was swiftly rebuked.

“Don’t you dare,” she squealed, “What do you think you’re doing?”

“I’m taking them off so I can wash and things,” I said, in all innocence, “I can put them back on, afterwards, if you like.”

“I don’t like, at all!” she declared, “I don’t like that you make the decision, as to what you wear, and when. You don’t need a wash. That make-up is staying on and you had a shower before dinner. You’ll keep, as you are, till the morning. I’m not re-doing your make-up every two minutes. You can take the panties off. Then go and toilet yourself and clean your teeth. That will be sufficient for tonight. I’ll spray a spot of perfume on you, if I don’t find the odour of you, agreeable. Now, pants off. Sit on the toilet, like a good little girl! And then teeth, and straight back to me. I’ve put your electric toothbrush in there, on charge. Use that, tonight.”

That was me told off, and a demonstration if I needed one, of how quickly she could re-assert control over me, if I dared to think for myself.

I was alright with it. I’d thought she would have wanted me to wash and clean up and I am quite fastidious about personal hygiene, but if she wanted me as I was, that was fine with me.

I shed the satin panties, and I slunk off to the bathroom, determined, at least, to sponge my penis and make sure that part of me smelled sweet, in case she wanted to pay it any close-up attention!

She lay on the vast bed, and she had taken up her lap-top and was starting it up.

I slunk back, 10 minutes later. I’d done as commanded and had taken an extra minute, with tentative gloved hands, to sponge my crotch area and try to rid myself of any particular male odour.

She patted the mattress at the side of her, and said, “Come here, Francesca. I want to show you some clothes. And I want you to tell me, which you think are suitable for a nice evening out, at the theatre, say, or for a posh meal.”

So, I clambered up, onto the high bed and lay beside her, sipping at my cooling tea, as she drank hers and showed me a retail site, of ladies’ clothes.

I even found that exciting, as she explained she wanted me to say which I thought would suit ME!

It was easy. As she scrolled down the dresses, two immediately stood out. One was a mid-length, sleeveless, blue gown. It looked, to be made of, a heavy satiny silk material, and was actually made of a heavy, satin polyester, but looked much more expensive, than the marked cost. It wasn’t at all pricey, as I saw the catalogue price. It was on sale and reduced from £80, down to £50. It was a navy blue, base-colour, with a dramatic, embossed metallic, floral pattern, that stood out from the blue background, in a silvery fibre. The lining was in silver and the pattern of flowers was repeated within, but this time in reverse, with blue flowers on the silver lining. The hem dipped, quite drastically at the back, so where it was just below knee length, at the front, it fell to the calves and almost the ankles behind. I could imagine it feeling quite sensual, as the full skirt bobbed and swayed and the rear hem knocked at the backs of my calves.

“I like that. Very much.” I murmured. Not sure if she would approve.

“Well, I liked that too.” she confirmed, “I saw it earlier, when I looked and it struck me you’d look very nice in the blue, with your eyes and with the silver contrast. I’m just afraid the neckline may be too low for you.”

I looked and, yes, the neckline was a deep V, falling from the narrow shoulder straps. It showed the cleavage of the pretty model, displaying it.

“You’d have to try it on. And you’d have to wear a corset under it, to push up your false breasts.” she remarked, almost as through speaking to herself, “And you can’t show any cleavage, because you don’t have any. Yet! Pick another one.”

She continued scrolling and then I asked her to stop, as she arrived at another dress, this time in ivory satin, with a much higher neckline and short, chiffon sleeves. It, too, seemed quite body hugging. And it had a lovely pattern of pink and beige and grey flowers, in a striking design, across the whole of the dress. They contrasted, subtly, with the ivory background and, again, the girl modelling it looked quite sophisticated.

I liked the dress underneath it, too. Also, in ivory, a huge red, floral pattern, sweeping across the below-knee, gown. It had dropped shoulders, that kind of went straight across, in a line, above the bust, so not displaying any cleavage, as my first choice had. I was learning.

“That’s nice, too,” she agreed, “That’s called a Bardot-style neckline. A bit more practical for you, until we get you some proper breast-forms that I can disguise. Yes, I like all three of those. I’m taking you shopping for one, tomorrow. This company has a shop in the next town, only a 30-minute drive. You can try all three styles and we’ll get you two of them. Whichever looks best. Okay?”

I nodded, appreciatively. It was more than okay. The first dress was the most expensive, at £50. The two others much cheaper, at £35 for the first, and only £30 for the second, but both still, surprisingly, expensive-looking, as they’d been heavily reduced in the autumn sale. I was actually surprised at how reasonably priced they were, never before having looked at ladies’ clothes. And I was really excited about trying them on, but less sure as to how that was going to work, in practice! I guess, I’d just have to trust my teacher.

“Any others you like?” she queried, flicking down the pages of online sales.

But I assured her I was more than satisfied, if I could have any two of the three, I’d selected. I secretly hoped she could somehow disguise my male-form, to accommodate the first, metallic silver and blue satin dress. It was very elegant and just a little bit out-of-the-ordinary, and definitely my favourite. I could really see myself sashaying down the restaurant, or the theatre aisle, with a bit of a female swagger, as the circular hem knocked, teasingly, at the other customers’ legs.

“Good!” she said, “That’s tomorrow’s challenge. Have you finished your tea?”

I drained the last drops and popped my cup, a safe distance away, on the bedside table. I nodded, “Yes, thank you, Mistress!”

“Good. Then let’s get you comfortable for the night.” she gloated, springing from the bed to her convenient nearest drawer, which I now understood held all her emergency, stand-by, bondage gear.

She came around my side of the bed and ordered me to lie on my side, facing into the centre of the bed, and to put my arms behind me.

I did as she instructed, not too happy that my arms were to be tied behind. For an entire night?

I felt the cohesive bandage cross around and around my twin wrists, first.

“I’m using this as a padding. A bit of a cushion,” she explained, “I don’t want you getting rope-marks, especially since we’re shopping tomorrow!”

Very considerate, my Mistress Katrina!

She cut off the last of the cohesive bandage, with a pair of scissors and smoothed it all down, as it stuck to itself, and already created a firm restraint.

“And it will protect the gloves, too,” she helpfully informed.

Then she took an extra-long, length of rope and tied my wrists, even more tightly together with this, over the top of the protective bandaging. I could quite see how it stopped the abrasive rope from rubbing through the thin, satin gloving. I noted that there was a fair length of excess rope left dangling, after she’d tied the final wrist knot.

Then she persuaded my legs together and took up the roll of self-adhering bandage, again. Soon, they too were bandaged together and she was applying a second length of rope over the top of that protective layer, also.

“Now, for the clever bit,” she gloated, as she left excess rope dangling at my ankles, too. “I want you to bend your legs up, please, behind you.”

I struggled to do so, and she rolled me further to the centre of the bed, and then took charge, forcing my bound ankles up to almost behind my knees.

When she was satisfied, they weren’t in too cramped a position, she took the excess rope at my wrists, and brought the ends down to wrap them, several times, in and out and around, the already roped ankles.

“This is called a hog-tie,” she explained, like teaching elementary knots, to a boy-scout or, in my case, a girl-misguided, “That’s very American. It’s how the cowboys used to rope steer. Still see it at rodeos. So, you’re tied like a “hog”, if you’ll excuse my coarse tone. I’ll leave a bit of give, so you can move your arms and legs.”

I moaned, as I tested just how much give, she had allowed! “I’m not sure I can sleep like this,” I complained, hastily adding “Mistress!” in case I incurred her wrath.

“Of course, you can. Don’t be a wimp,” she demanded, “Another day, I’ll have to show you what a real, strict hog-tie feels like!”

Meanwhile, she was busy taking the ends of my ankle ropes up, and tying them, quite loosely, I must admit, around my gloved elbows. So, my wrists were taken down to meet my upraised ankles and my ankles, in turn, were connected to my elbows, which had been brought closer together, but didn’t cause me too much of a problem.

I lay there for a moment, getting the hang of just how limited my movement was. I took comfort from the protective gloves and from the added cushioning of bandage, at wrists and ankles. And, all the while, I felt the slinky, smooth satin, of my red evening gown, cling at my naked flesh and tickle my liberated penis, which I’d washed, so thoughtfully, and for such little reward.

Then she lay beside me again, her face directly in line with mine, her leather, pencil skirt, pressed into my doubled-up, torso. And she placed an arm around me, pulled me in, even closer, to her hot body, and then kissed me, gently at first, then with more passion, as the thought of me, so helpless, at her side, started the sexual magic working, all over again.

“You’ve been very, very sweet, today, my pet,” she purred, “And tomorrow, we’ll see how you behave yourself in public. Then, I think, it may be time to make a decision about your possible future. What say you, Francesca?” and she touched my lips, tenderly with hers, as she repeated my, now familiar, new name.

“I’d like that, very much, Mistress. So long as my future is here. With you.” I bravely stated, believing I had nothing to lose.

She laughed, almost cruelly, and gently reminded me that was her decision to make and not mine. And then she rose again from the bed, and I saw her pull another of her hood collection, from the drawer, below her assorted rope supplies.

“Time to get some sleep!” she stated, simply, as she pulled the soft, leather hood, down over my still-wigged head, and down and down, my face, obliterating the female features, she’d been so keen for me to retain.

I was grateful there was no mouth-gag, within this hood and, like my earlier one, it was made of the softest of leathers and with multiple perforations, so it dropped like a strange cage, over my head, with me still able to perceive flickers of light and shade, from the world outside.

This was fitted only with a zip, which pulled down, from the crown of my wigged female head, to the nape of my neck. And then I felt a soft, leather strap, go over the eyes, obliterating those welcome glimpses of my Mistress, and the re-assuring snatches of light.

A second strap buckled in back, to close off my mouth, though I could still make some reasonable attempts at speaking, if I needed to.

And then I felt an intense kiss, over that lower strap, sort of connecting my lips with hers, via two layers of silken, soft leather. And then she left me,  doubled-back on myself, blinded and partially muted, but breathing quite easily, to do all those things ladies do, in bathrooms, that seem to take them an age. I must admit, in the interim period whilst I awaited her return, I must have been so damned weary, from my day’s toils, that I dropped off.

Into a deep, satisfied, sleep.


Chapter 7

Early, Monday morning . . . . .

I must have been dead to the world for a good 4 hours. I wasn’t aware of her returning to the bed-chamber and stripping off her lovely leather skirt and her Mistress’s satin blouse.

I was oblivious to her sitting at the dressing table and stroking her long, dark hair, with her pink-handled brush.

I didn’t see her slip into the sensual, yellow, satin nightgown that fell to the floor.

I was unaware of her standing over my bound form, stroking the gloved arm closest to her that had been forced back behind me, and smiling to herself.

And I had no idea, she’d drawn back the bed-clothes, slipped into her side of the bed and then worked her way to mine and nestled into my warm, satin-clad body. My leather-hooded head, rested into her neck and bosom.

And I didn’t have any cognition of the comforting arm, stretch over my dormant figure, pull my upper body into hers, and then her falling asleep, in a completely relaxed and assured confidence that I’d still be there, right at her side, to greet her in the morning, unable to escape her clutches, even if the thought of any escape had crossed my mind.

Which, by the way, it had not!

We must have remained like that for several hours. I woke at one point and was aware of her hand clutching at my back, above where my elbows were drawn in by the rope, from my pulled back ankles. I shuffled, awkwardly, and moaned a little at the strain forced on my arms behind, but soon lapsed back into my slumbers.

It must have been 4am, or even later, when I awoke and could not get comfortable. By now, my arms, elbows and knees were all an ache, and I was finding the difficult position no longer bearable.

I moaned, a long, low groan, into my hood. The face was the only part of me that was at ease and quite relaxed, under the soft leather covering.

She stirred then and I tried, in words, to tell her, “I’m sorry, Mistress. My arms hurt. I don’t think I can remain like this any longer.”

She must have understood, whatever words, escaped the covering sack of leather, because she reacted to my pleas, in a surprisingly tender fashion.

I’d expected a rebuke and to be told to get on with it and suffer in silence, but she, too, must have understood the position was not amenable to a relaxed sleep.

She rose, with a flourish and came around to my side of the bed, easing the knots at my elbows and then undoing those that connected my wrists, to my bound ankles.

It was heavenly, to straighten my legs and it was heavenly to feel her massage both released arms and my aching lower limbs.

And then I felt the ropes release altogether from around my wrists, and I felt her cutting away at the cohesive bandage holding the gloved wrists behind me. And I was free. Well, at least the wrists were, and my legs were now straight and relaxed, although still held by rope and by bandage.

I felt her adjust the line of my body, carefully, and gently turning me to lie on my back, my freed arms at my sides, my tied ankles, to the bottom of the bed.

And then she took some fresh cohesive bandage and secured my gloved wrists in front of me. And the same length of rope, now twisted around, and around, the protective bandaging and, after she’d tied another of her expert knots, she took the loose ends up to the bed-head above and knotted them through the slatted woodwork, my hooded face trapped between the two upstretched arms.

Then I felt my legs massaged again and stretched downward and the rope securing them, was taken to the foot of the bed and a similar arrangement of knots was made through the open woodwork frame, there.

“There, my pet. That should be more comfortable for you. You’re a brave girl for lasting this long without complaining.” And she must have decided a reward was in order, because she lay back beside me and then rolled to my side and began to stroke at my slender, red-satin gowned frame, gently teasing at the fabric and tenderly picking at the sensitive skin, beneath.

As her hand movements became more vigorous, I felt a stirring, as I became aroused, once more, at the eroticism of my circumstances.

She must have sensed my breathing quicken and felt my heart-rate, accelerate, and she raised up the folds of silken gown swathing my legs, and began her upward search, for anything of interest that might lie within, the confines, of the soft, gloss material.

Her bare fingers, already warmed against my upper body, now met my reacting penis, stretching out to shake hands with her. I groaned as she took a firm hold, and the pair re-ignited their friendship.

I was overwhelmed by the sensations that immersed me. The feel of the satin gown covering my body. The warm, soft leather, encasing my head, but allowing free and easy breathing. The wondrous smell of the leather mixed with her perfume and body scent, engulfed me. And the feeling that I was completely helpless to resist her attentions. They all mingled to create a perfect storm, of sexual attraction and arousal, that took no time whatsoever, to express itself. It felt, almost, as though I was actually making love to her, as I jerked my crotch, as much as my bonds allowed, to rub my erection, hard, into her accepting hand.

My groans now mixed with hers, as she too felt the passion of the moment, as, in the dim light of the bedside lamp she had lit, she watched my clothed, bound body, jerk and rear to gain maximum benefit from her firm hand action.

She stopped her vigorous massaging, just for a moment. I groaned in frustration. I didn’t realise, but it was to raise my gown even higher, to avoid any imminent damage and to grab at a tissue from her bedside table in order to stem the inevitable flow, that was about to wash from me.

And then I came, in another glorious display of my sheer enjoyment of her domination of my frail, submissive, feminised body.

And, as I let off this latest volley of gunfire, my over-riding thought was, how much in debt, I already was to this wonderful creature.

I vowed, there and then, in amongst all the chaos my eruption had caused, that I would make it up to her ten-fold, when I was given the opportunity!

There was a bit of frantic, to-ing and fro-ing, as she collected most of my lava flow, in the inadequate tissue, and then rushed to get a warming, moistened sponge from the en-suite, to gather up any debris she’d missed with her first, sweeping attempt.

I moaned, from sheer ecstasy, as the warm sponge calmed my fiery erection and her soft voice purred into my hooded ears that it was alright and I should relax. She was in control!

I gathered that no damage had befallen the sacred, satin gown. Her prompt actions had prevented any mishap, and it was a few minutes later, that the red satin, once more, was pulled down to cover my bare legs, and my re-settled manhood, and the duvet cover was pulled up, to part cover my satin-shrouded figure, as we resumed our former position, our bodies part entwined, and we both fell back into a contented repose. 

And we slept through till morning, her encircling arm protecting me. My bound and clothed body, re-assuring her.


Chapter 8

Monday morning . . . . .

After the excitement of the early morning “wake-up call”, it was a bit of a disappointment to actually awake, around 9.00am., and find my Mistress had already got herself up, made a cup of tea for us both, and was now untying the ropes and bandages that had held me, hand and foot, through another 4 or 5 hours of restful sleep.

She then eased each satin glove off each numb arm, and massaged some life back into the aching muscles. Then her nimble fingers unstrapped the eye and mouth straps of my adorable hood and took the zip right back to the crown of the hood, before peeling that from my flushed face.

And then we sat up in bed, as though a married couple of some years standing, as she chatted away, feverishly, about all we had to do before our thrilling (for her!), shopping trip.

“That make-up has to come off. You need to shower, fully. And then I have to do a spectacular face, for your first public appearance. I’m going to try a different tone for you, this morning. And a longer wig. I was thinking about it. You’ll have to wear a corset, so we can get the body shape, as near as possible. And then we’ll try the breast enhancers, but I may have to pad you a bit more. If we can get your waistline in another inch, or two, it would help. And I need to see you walking more ladylike, if we’re going into shops. And how to sit properly. Oh! And I’m going to cover your neck, that Adam’s Apple is a bit of a giveaway. But I think we can pull it off.” she laughed, nervously, “If not, it’s not just you that will be left feeling a bit of a fool!”

And then she stopped to take a breath, before rattling off all the do’s and don’ts, that I must remember.

“And, whatever you do, don’t speak! Let me do the talking. There’s a wise old saying goes something, like, errmmm, “Better to remain silent and be thought a fool, rather than to speak and remove all doubt!” If you think, “Better to remain silent and be thought a MAN . . . .” Well, I’m sure you know what I’m getting at?”

I smiled and risked telling her to calm down. It was clear the idea of parading me, dressed as a woman, was really getting her quite keyed up. A mix of tension, fear of discovery, and the excitement at the thought of pulling it off, I guess.

I was just terrified of being outed, as a cross-dressing male, and having the police called out to a respectable establishment, for making such a disgraceful public exhibition!

We took off the make-up, which, once again, had stood up to a long evening and night’s pummelling. And then I languished in the hot shower until I heard her telling me to get a move on, as her make-up palette, awaited!

She took a long time over this day’s face, tut-tutting all the while, as she constantly wiped off a little and replaced it. And, most tellingly, she didn’t allow me to look in the mirror, as she toiled away, like a young artist creating her first, sale-able artwork, for public consumption.

Eventually she was satisfied, and she produced a much longer wig of hair, in a slightly lighter shade of brown than the dark bob I’d become accustomed to.

She placed it carefully on my head, having put a kind of thin net under it, to keep my own hair contained, and then she adjusted the angle and brushed at it, until she was entirely happy.

“There,” she announced, triumphantly, “I think Cinderella is ready to go to the ball!”

She took my hand and pulled me up from the make-up chair and led me to the full-length mirror, set in one of the wardrobe doors.

“Da-daah! What do you think?” she enquired, nervously, as if there was any suggestion that I was going to criticize her supreme efforts.

She needn’t have worried! The vision of feminine loveliness, staring back at me from the mirror, took my very breath away.

The make-up was immaculate and, although only dressed in a loose satin robe, and without a shred of my public clothing, I already felt more self-assured as my alter-ego, Francesca, than I had ever felt about plain old Frank.

“It’s beautiful,” I uttered, transfixed by the pretty face, smiling back at me, “It’s fantastic. You’re a magician!” I complimented.

She was embarrassed by my praise, in a way I’d never witnessed and her face blushed a little, as she busied herself tidying up the bombshell of mess we’d created on the dressing table surface.

“Well, now the hard work starts. We’ll have a spot of breakfast. Then I’m getting you into your clothes. And then we need to make sure you can conduct yourself, properly, in public. Walking. Sitting. Carrying a hand-bag. Accepting garments, etc. in fact, all those things, you’re going to have to do, in the shops, today. And then I’ll get myself ready and we’ll get off. We’ve a lot to do. I want to go to a couple of other shops, once we’ve decided on the dress, and get you some bits and bobs, to accessorize. And I’m going to get you another wig. And we need to find proper breast-forms, somewhere. Might have to go on-line for those? And . . . . .  Well! There are a dozen things to think of. And, if we get all the shopping done, and you’ve been a very good girl, I might take you for a celebratory late lunch and a glass of wine! How does that sound?”

It all sounded thrilling. My heart was already racing, and I knew that she was excited, just as much as I was.

My first lesson began, immediately we reached the kitchen.

“Right, sit there and cross your legs. Make sure your robe doesn’t come open. Now, up! And sit again. Gracefully! Do it again! Better. Cross your legs. I can see your male bits. Close your robe. And up. And sit! Right, and up again. Slowly, remember you’re a lady! Good. Now walk over to the island. Go round it. And back to your seat. And sit! And up! And do that little circuit, again. And sit!” she commanded, as she took a central position in the space between kitchen island and dining table, for her role as chief deportment coach.

“Not bad. It’s definitely, improving from the first time I saw you! That’s for sure. Now, we’ll have a spot of breakfast and then get you dressed and do all that again, with a bag in your hand. And heels on. I’ll have yoghurt and fruit, please. A few grapes and some banana, with the mango and passion fruit yoghurt,” she ordered, and then sat herself where I’d been seated just a moment earlier, as I set to, to prepare our healthy breakfast.

I was just slicing the two bananas to add to the bowls I’d set out, when she squealed, “Oh shit! I forgot about your nails! Why didn’t you say something?”

It sounded most uncharacteristic, and I knew she was nervous, and not as fully in control as she had always seemed.

Anyway, I thought that a little unfair to blame me for the nails, since I didn’t know I needed anything doing to my nails. I still wore the black and white nails from my Saturday experience, and to be fair, they’d been covered over nearly all the time, with either leather or satin gloves, almost since their installation.

“Why? What’s wrong with my nails?” I blustered, as she swept over to my side and grabbed my right hand.

“They’re the wrong colour!” she explained, “You’re wearing red and black. They just won’t look right. Not at all! I can either paint over them all red, or all black. Or I give you a little pair of lacy gloves to wear, so they won’t be seen? Lucky I realised.”

It seemed a small point to me, but it was clear that she had to consider every detail and my black and white stripes were going to annoy her.

We decided the easiest solution was to paint the false nails, all over in black. It may draw attention to my hands, but so would gloves and replacing the nails was too fraught. “They often break when you try to get them off,” she informed, “I’ll paint them black. And then we’ll replace them tomorrow, before you go to the restaurant!”

So, that was the first job, back up in the bedroom, after we’d eaten a hurried breakfast and consumed another cup of tea.

Then, she laid out the clothes I was to wear for the shopping trip and smoothed each article out, on the bed, as I surveyed them.

There was a black, satin corset, shorter in length to the one I’d worn previously.

“Just to take your tummy in!” she remarked, seeing me eye-ing it. “Not as long a line as the other one. It’ll slip over the waist of your skirt.”

The skirt was a red, leather, pencil skirt. And it excited me to think I’d be wearing it. Out. In public.

“One of mine!” she said, “We’re almost the same size. Nice isn’t it?”

I nodded. It was lovely and I couldn’t wait to see myself in it.

“The top is high-necked. I want to cover that male lump in your throat,” she quipped, “It’s a dead giveaway. This will keep it covered until we’re in the changing room.”

The top was black, glossy, polyester satin, with a remarkable sheen to the expensive-looking material. It had long, bell sleeves, that tightened at the cuffs and were held there with silver, metallic buttons, 3 at each cuff. The neck was high and frilled, at the top, where it would nestle under my chin and perform the required concealment of my Adam’s Apple. It would also be annoyingly tickle-ish, rising so high up my neck. The top was intended to be worn outside the waistband of the leather skirt, and it was slightly elasticated along that bottom hem, to keep the material held in to the skirt, and to hide the bottom of my waist-reducing corset.

Alongside these three items, were a pair of sheer, black gloss tights, a pair of black satin panties, and, on the floor, a pair of low-heeled, slip-on court shoes, with closed toes, in a shiny black, patent leather. It all looked deliciously feminine, and sophisticated, and I wanted her to dress me, there and then.

It also looked stylish and I thought, if I could carry this deception off, it couldn’t help but earn me several brownie points, to add to those I’d already earned!

The corset came first, as ever, and she pulled it in, extra-tight, at the waist-line, to emphasise my hips as much as possible. She then stuffed some wads of cotton-wool as well as the now-familiar, flesh-coloured enhancers, into the full cups, to form the very best breasts, she could achieve.

The bottom hemline, of the sexy garment, was a lot higher than the previous two corsets I’d worn and I saw this wasn’t intended to cover the hips or to suspend stockings from. It was more like a ¾-length, shorty basque, that still did a competent job of pushing my belly in and my manufactured bust, out.

I slipped my legs into the tights next and she helped me pull them up the entire length of my limbs, being careful not to snag the glossy, smooth material. I heaved them up till they dug into my crotch and nearly met the bottom line of the basque.

And then she produced the black, silicon cock cage, thoroughly sanitised since our last meeting, that I was to wear, to keep my penis under her strict control, so we gently lowered the tights sufficiently for her to install the hated device.

“There! That will stop you getting any awkward erections, at inconvenient times!” she stated, as the tiny metal padlock, clicked home and the poor trapped penis, hung there, dejectedly, in its dull, black, rubber-like casing.

So, that put an end to any arousal from that little chappie, as she re-instated the tights over the caged animal, and then ordered me to slip my feet into the satin pants that she held open for me, at floor level.

She swiftly slipped these up the legs, too, meeting no resistance between the sleek satin of the panties, and the glossy sheen of the tights, that made my legs, look so damned sexy. And, as they pulled over the tights and into my crotch, they further helped to conceal the hapless penis, nestled in its rubbery case.

And now it was time for the skirt. And I swooned, as I gently lifted one leg at a time to slip into the opened circle of leather, that she held so low.

The skirt rose up easily, too, helped by the low friction between its satin lining and my shiny, black tights. And I held my breath, as she did up the zip at the back and the red leather was drawn into my body, gripping me in its soft but secure sheath.

OMG – it felt so good! And the zip drew it right in to my waist, with the lower edge of corset just tipping over the tightened waistline. I thought it felt perfect. She was disappointed that my hips weren’t just a bit fuller, to fill the additional inch or two, either side, where the skirt bowed out, to accommodate a woman’s wider hipline.

“Oh, well,” she sighed, always not quite satisfied, “I guess that’s not too bad. The top will help cover some of that, and I’ve got a light coat for you to wear, which will help too.”

I was over the moon. She desired perfection. And, I had to admit, I wasn’t quite perfect as a woman. Yet!

But I really did feel, I was getting close! And I told her so!

“I know. You’re looking very good. And you are listening to me. Which I respect. But there’s still a way to go. And today is going to be a big test. For both of us. I want this to look perfect,” she told me.

“Can’t I do something to get bigger hips?” I queried, not knowing if hormone treatment or something, might work.

She didn’t seem too sure herself but said, “Let’s get the top on and the shoes and see how it all looks. And then you need to walk a bit. Get used to it. The skirt will stop you taking big, manly steps. That’s why I chose it. The hips will just have to do!”

And, as soon as the top came down and almost concealed the slight excess of red leather, at my hips, she seemed calmer and resigned to settling for second best.

I was right about the neck! It did tickle me, as the satin ruffle teased at my chin and proved a little distracting. But she was happy. My manly, lump-in-the-throat, was no longer visible, and no longer an irritation to her.

I slipped the shoes on and smiled to myself, as I was elevated by the two inches of heel. It was lucky I was short, as a man. I was now, pretty much, the perfect height for a slender woman. And the heels would be a doddle to walk in. Two inches? Ha! I laugh at two inches!

The journey down the stairway, was not at all intimidating and I passed my second, “Sit. Cross legs. Stand. Walk. Sit!” routine, with flying colours, I thought.

But she made me do it all ten times, at least. And carrying a black handbag, that I had to rest, ever-so-ladylike, in my lap at each command to “Sit!”.

“Now, open the bag and pretend to take out a phone,” she demanded.

“Now, blow your nose with this tissue!” she ordered.

“Now, hand me the purse, from inside.” she instructed.

“Now, watch me do it. And copy me and then, do it all again.” she commanded.

And we spent a good hour, virtually unlearning all the skills I’d taken as easy, and re-modelling them to fit her description of a fashionable, young sophisticate.

“Well. I think you’re just about ready!” she finally declared, as she told me to keep practising the walk and the sitting, whilst she got herself ready.

And I did. And I was still sashaying back and forth, loving the feel of the leather skirt, clinging to my glossy leg-wear, as I took the mincing steps, the tight skirt permitted.

I even spent extra time, pretending to powder my nose, and touch up my lipstick, as I filled the half-hour or so, she was gone.

I felt liberated as a woman and excited by my feminised body, in a way that being a male for the past 26 years, had never stimulated me. And I knew that this was my calling. Not to be a real woman. Not to have any kind of surgical procedure. I never contemplated that move. My bits were too precious to me. But to be a pretend lady. That seemed, to me, eminently more exciting, as only I, and my Mistress Katrina, would ever know the hidden truth.

Hopefully!

And it was in that frame of mind, that I greeted my Mistress, as she returned to the kitchen, all set to take me out on this, the adventure of my new lifetime.

She laughed at my antics, as she caught me stroking, and caressing, the red leather of my skirt, as I did an exaggerated sidle down my imaginary model walkway, to my imaginary army of fans.

“Quite the little lady now, aren’t you?” she joked, “Well, I’m convinced. Let’s hope your adoring public are, too! Come here.”

And she held open the lightweight, black coat, or rather jacket, with cape-like broad sleeves, for me to slip my arms into and add to the disguise and deception, by hiding my under-sized hips.

She always looked stunning, my Mistress. But, right now, she had taken on Goddess-like qualities for achieving such a remarkable transformation and I excitedly kissed her on her cheek as I told her I really like the body-fitting, heavily patterned, green and cream day dress, she wore.

She thanked me and accepted my cheeky kiss on her rouged cheek, and we laughed, just like the girls we proposed to be, as I picked up my handbag and we headed for the door.

The journey was quite exciting. I got to sit in the front of her posh vehicle and she chatted away, quite animatedly, as she chose the quieter route to the bigger town we were visiting. I couldn’t place where the shop, we were headed to, was located and when she told me near to the main station, I let my nerves get the better of me.

“Oh God,” I cried, “It’ll be so busy! It’s always busy round that area.”

She laughed and assured me that busy, was good. If it was quiet, I’d stand out more. “Busy” meant no-one would be focussing on me. And that calmed my nerves. And it did make sense. Getting lost in the crowds.

And then, she told me, all over again, and for maybe the third or fourth time, where we were going, what we were buying, and just how exciting it was all going to be.

And I promised to do my very best to please her, as we drew into the underground car park and Francesca took her first, tentative steps, into the proper world . . . . . . .


Chapter 9

Monday, early afternoon . . . . .

“Get up those stairs. Now! And wait for me in the bedroom!” the orders were almost blasted at me, as Mistress Katrina locked the front door and carried the multiple bags of shopping, into the lounge.

Soon, she appeared by my side, as I stood, desolate, in the middle of the bedroom, upset that I had so annoyed her.

She grabbed my arm and led me to the far wardrobe door, the hidden doorway to another world. Her secret world of torment and punishment.

“Up those stairs, you little minx, you madam!” she commanded, following immediately behind me and leaning in front to unlock the top door, that led to her personal torture chamber.

“And go down there and stand by the bed with your back to me. And don’t you dare say a word!”

I walked the long, lonely walk of shame down the 8m aisle, passing the various instruments of sexual pleasure, and displeasure, on either side of me, not knowing which was to be utilised today, but knowing I would soon be informed.

I stood there, a tear in my eye. The day had been so thrilling. And so successful. We’d found everything we set out to buy, and more besides. This woman had been so generous and so kind to me all day and I’d repaid that by acting selfishly and stupidly. I wanted to apologise, but I knew it would be pointless. She was determined to get her revenge, almost, it seemed, as though she’d planned for me to misbehave, so she could use an excuse to punish me. This “sexual game” had to play out, the way she desired, and I would accept whatever punishment she decided was warranted.

I heard frantic activity at one end of the room and then I forced myself to face the bed and dared not look, as she stomped down the attic room, her footsteps sounding loudly, even on the carpeted floor.

She took great pleasure in laying out the numerous items she had sorted from her seemingly endless supply of equipment. And, as I watched in horror, they lined up, on the bedding in front of me.

There was a little group of leather straps, that looked just like those I’d seen before. There was a wide leather panel gag, that had two straps to fasten it to a face, and then a further double strap, to fit over the crown of the head, and, inside the panel of sleek, black leather, was a short, but very stubby, penis-shaped gag, that looked so bulky, as though it would struggle to fit in between my lips. Next to that, was an enormous black, rubber dildo. And then a cute little, leather blindfold which seemed to comprise of two round discs of leather, padded on the inside, with soft, red faux fur, and threaded onto their own length of black, leather strapping. And beside that, there sat a grotesque looking leather hood, that appeared to be more, silvery rivets and metal, shiny D-rings, and straps and buckles and fastenings, than actual leather hood. And taking pride of place, beside all of the rest, was a slender, leather riding crop, the handle and shaft bound in red leather, and with a double flap of flexible, black rubber, sited at its business end.

“So, little Francesca, fancies a bit of cock, does she?” she accused. And I went to protest that it was just the thrill of the occasion, the make-up, the clothes, the excitement of being out, dressed as a woman, that had made me giddy and act so girlishly, in the pub. But she was in no mood to listen to any of my feeble excuses. She was on a mission and I realised that nothing I could say or do, would prevent her from exacting her kinky revenge upon me.

“Well, see how you like it inside you!” she blustered, indicating the two awesome-looking penis-shaped weapons, in her armoury. “That’s one to fill those pretty lips of Francesca’s, and I think she can guess for herself, where the other is going. Now stand there, don’t dare move, or touch a thing and wait for me. I need a couple of things from down in the bedroom. And then, I think, we are going to need plenty of good, strong rope.”

I heard her recede back to the doorway and then clip-clop, down the stairs. And I stood trembling, at the prospect of what was happening, or about to happen, to poor, little, flirty Francesca.

I admit, I had acted rashly, showing off to the two guys, at the bar. But I’d not intended any harm, by it. I was just so flattered that they’d found me attractive and I got a little carried away. It was all so innocent. And yet, here I was, already judged guilty, and now awaiting sentence.

It almost excited me, but it also frightened me, at the same time. It’s difficult to describe that feeling where you know you really want something, quite shocking, to happen but the uncertainty of what that may be, also unnerves you.

She returned in no time, and threw a tube of something onto the bed to join the other ranks of her, varied instruments of torture. Then I heard her go to the storage bays along the one side of the attic room. I knew, from previous experience, that was where she stored her ropes and straps and all other manner of restraints.

“I think red, will look perfect, against that black,” I heard her muttering, almost as though talking to herself. “Oh, and I have the perfect footwear for you!”

That sounded ominous, and I still stood, too scared to turn to her, as she dumped something, by the wooden frame, and then loudly, scuttled back, down the length of passage, to the far wardrobes.

I watched her line the pair of gloss, black, leather boots up, by the bed, and my jaw dropped as I witnessed the extreme length of heel, at the foot of the two, high, columns, of glinting leather.

Then she stood behind me and I felt her fidget at the concealed zip in the slimline, red leather pencil skirt, and the skirt was undone and drawn down my legs. I was disappointed. I had grown to love it over the past few hours and to have it taken from me, was hurtful. And now, without it shielding my lower body, I felt very vulnerable.

Then she instructed me to lift each foot, as she took the skirt away, and popped it onto the bed, and then returned, to my shuffling feet, to remove each shoe, which was unceremoniously dumped across the room. She then peeled the black, satin, panties off me and carefully took down the silken, sheer gloss tights, to reveal my silicon-encased penis, which was, desperately, wanting to react to this assault on my body but unable to, as it writhed within its rubbery confines.

“Now my pretty, little flirt,” she gloated, over my shoulder, “I’m going to take that cock-cage off you, and you can go and toilet yourself. Sitting only, mind you, like the sissy little girl, you are and then I want you to wash it thoroughly. And also wash inside yourself, here!” and she indicated exactly where with a finger that she, virtually, pushed up my butt-hole. And then she added, “And don’t dare get this blouse, or your corset, wet. And then back to me. Within 5 minutes, or I shall spank you. Hard!”

She wrestled with the small padlock, for just a moment or two, as I stood there, embarrassed, at the hands attacking my caged manhood. As soon as that was undone, all the component parts, of the rubbery-cased, chastity device, fell away, and my penis flapped wildly, in celebration of its new-found freedom.

She busied herself, preparing other unseen items, as I slinked off, to try to go to the toilet, knowing it may be my only opportunity for some time, and then to wash the two private areas, she had decreed needed purging.

“Good. All done? Properly, I hope?” she asked, rather abruptly, as I returned to her at the bed.

I nodded, my head hung low, in a show of contrition.

Then I began to speak. I wanted to say sorry. But I also wanted to know why my petty actions had so annoyed her.

I blurted out the first, few words of my unrehearsed speech, and I felt a stinging blow across my face, as she slapped me hard, with the flattened palm of her hand. To be honest, the sound of it was far worse than the actual blow, but the shock brought proper tears to my eyes.

“Cry all you like, young lady,” she mocked, “But, don’t you dare behave like that, when you’re with me, in public, when I have treated you so generously. If you want to make eyes at men, or at women, for that matter, you may do so, but you do it in your own time, when you’re wearing your own clothes and when you’ve done your own make-up. See how attractive they find you, then! But never, not ever, when you are with me!”

I went to speak again, but she silenced me, abruptly, with another sharp rebuke, and then picked up the square-ish panel of black leather, with the integral, rubber penis gag.

“Silence! When you’re a guest in my home, and accepting my hospitality, you’ll treat me, and yourself, with some respect. Now. I don’t want to hear another word. Open that mouth. Wide!” she demanded.

I struggled to accept the bulbous length of rubber. It wasn’t the length, rather the girth, that worried me and I gagged, as she pushed it home.

“Now, if you like, you can imagine this as belonging to the shorter of those two men, you were ogling, with his ugly, stubby little appendage,” she gloated, as she pulled the twin straps as tight as she possibly could, behind my head, and the panel of firm leather pushed to my lips and forced the rubber projection, deep inside my protesting mouth.

She buckled it off quickly and my poor, hitherto, beautiful, girly face, was distorted, as the straps and the harsh gag covered my red lips and bulged out my rosy cheeks.

“Now, bend over and lean on the bed,” she ordered, as she kicked at my legs, not too roughly, behind the knee, to enforce the instruction.

I leant forward and, still struggling to accommodate my mouth-filling, I bent to reach for the bed-edge, with my hands.

She came to the side of me and I fearfully watched, as she picked up the large, anal dildo and the tube of lubricant that she had recovered from her own bedside cabinet.

She took delight in spreading a generous helping of the clear, slippery substance, with the consistency of a thin toothpaste, onto the length of black, rubber shaft. And she did it right under my nose, so I could fully anticipate what was about to happen.

“Now, imagine this is the taller one of the two, the one leering at you, with his silly little beard, and with his long, ugly weeny,” she declared, as she went behind me and I felt her moist fingers, smear more of the clear gunk, around and just inside my anal passage.

I bit down, hard, on the rubber filling my mouth, as she forced the pointed end of the awful dildo to my butt. I wanted to squeal, with outrage, at this invasion of my most private parts, but I could not and made incongruous, sort of gurgling, groaning noises, as she worked at pressing home the rubber intruder, slowly but surely forcing it to enter my private domain.

The slick lubricant worked like a dream and her persistent pushing, and skilful manipulation with her other hand, soon paid dividends as the bulk of rubber, gradually and quite painlessly, after the initial shock, immersed itself into my dark, deep cavern.

I felt her give one final, delicate push, to ensure it was fully in and the bulkier end of it remained outside my outer sphincter muscle, so the piece could not penetrate any further and wasn’t lost within me, for all time!

“There. How do you like your men, now? Do they feel good?” she quested, as she encouraged me back upright, and I realised the unexpected intrusion, which was making itself at home, was not all that unpleasurable.

My eyes were still a bit teary, from the slap she’d given me, and I blubbered into my gag to let her know that I wasn’t over the moon!

“Oh! Is little Francesca upset? Doesn’t she like the attention she’s receiving, from her two male friends?” she quipped.

I shook my head.

“Well, there’s more to come,” she announced, as she picked up the metal penis-cage, she had prepared, whilst I’d been cleaning myself. “I knew this would come in handy. I ordered it at the same time as the kinder one, in silicon. I don’t think you’ll find this quite as comfortable, somehow!”

I really wanted to cry, when I understood that my poor penis was, once more, to be restrained and I protested, as loudly as my gag allowed, as she began to fit the hinged, metal ring, around my scrotum. It was much bulkier, and far heavier, than the black silicon one. I knew it was going to weigh heavily on my poor privates, and on my mind.

Of course, my complaints did me no good whatsoever, and the hateful contraption was soon installed and hung there, far more obtrusive than my previous cock-prison, dragging my limp penis down between my legs.

And then, to my surprise, she picked up the red, leather skirt, once more, and lowered the opened circle of leather to my feet, for me to step back inside.

“Oh, heaven!” I thought, as I lifted, first one foot and then the other, and she hauled the skirt up my legs, the feeling being delicious as the satin lining slipped against my now naked flesh.

She zipped it up, at the rear and I felt the still-warm leather, hug my lower body as she sat me on the edge of the bed, pushing my rear intruder, deeper into its orifice.

“Now, look at these!” she laughed, as she raised one of the two strange boots, to my face. “They’re called Ballet Boots. You see? They lace on really tight, right up to your knee, and just above the joint, in order to keep your leg straight. And look at these lovely heels! And you’ll be perched up, on these toes here, just like a little girly ballerina. I bet you’ve never worn anything like this before?”

It was true. I had never even seen any boot like it, let alone worn one and I gulped into my gag, as she twirled the incredible item under my nose.

The heel must have been 8-, or even 10-, inches long. And the actual foot, or bed of the boot, arched right down, almost perpendicular to the start of the heel, and descended at an alarming angle until it ended in a re-inforced, stubby toe, that would force the wearer to stand on-point, like a ballet dancer, as the incredible length of heel forced the foot into a steep, unnatural, downward sweep.

“You’re going to wear these for the next two or three hours!” she threatened, “And you’re going to wear this too, and then see if you find yourself quite as attractive and fanciable, to others, as you obviously seem to think you are.”

She held up the hood, in the other hand to the awesome boot, and gave it a twirl so I could see the multitude of fastenings that would keep the leather shell, tight to my head.

“It’s a punishment hood, meant for periods of contemplation. And I want you to have time, to contemplate your behaviour, this afternoon. And your lack of gratitude, for all you’ve been given. And, just maybe, it won’t happen again, when you’re out with me. I demand your full attention. All the time. Nothing less will do. Absolutely nothing less. You’re mine for as long as you stay with me. Mine alone! And I don’t intend sharing you with anyone. Understand?”

I nodded. I understood fully. And I would learn my lesson. The hard way.

The boots were just as uncomfortable as they looked. It took a good 15 minutes, to lace each one right up the front of my legs, from the lowest point above the stubby toe, where the laces started, and all the way up, criss-crossing, and passing through the long columns, of tiny metal D-rings, to the very top of the sleek, leather boots, that stopped just above the knee joint, making any future bending of the knee difficult, if not altogether impossible.

She tied off each, long, long lace, in a neat bow with a double knot, as though to emphasise their permanency, as my feet pointed almost vertically down, placing a strain on my front ankle part and the rear of my twin calves. And, at this point, I was still sat on the bed!

“There! All neat and tidy. Now, time to get you up. This should be fun!” she stated, as she took hold of my right wrist and grasped the satin sleeve of my slinky, black top.

It was not fun!

I can honestly tell you, it was the most weird and frightening experience, of all those weird and frightening experiences she had already introduced me to.

I swayed, perilously, on the points of my toes, and the points of the mountainous heels. I was sure I was going to fall flat forward, onto my panel-gagged mouth, and would have done so, if she hadn’t offered, firm, strong support.

I swayed back and forth, as I flailed my free arm, to wildly balance myself, as she held firm at the other. It took a good, few minutes, of standing on the spot, to even counter the tremendous height of heel and the sharp, forward incline, of my feet. And she stood patiently, knowing how much it must have distressed me, but cruelly enjoying the show of agitation as I fought to conquer the hideous footwear.

Eventually, she pulled at my one arm and encouraged me to take a step. I did, and the same, fearful dread of falling, engulfed me again.

I re-balanced, and she waited and, then I took another, and another, in quick succession, hoping the momentum might make my plight easier.

It didn’t, and I swayed, like a mighty pendulum, forward and back, as I grappled with the awesome disability, she had inflicted upon me.

I would say it took 15 minutes, to slowly, slowly, make the 3 or 4 metres, from bed, diagonally across the room, to the wooden frame, where she’d dressed me that first time. It was here, clearly, where I was destined, because, on my awkward, and terror-filled journey, I could see the pile of red rope and black leather, that awaited my arrival.

The journey took so much of my concentration, that I had forgotten, entirely, about the pendulous weight of metal around my locked-in penis, and I was even oblivious to the huge, rubber phallus, that was nestled up me and rubbing at me, trying to find my male G-spot, at each ponderous, perilous step, I took.

Eventually, we made it, and she took me around the back of the frame and then stood me, square in the centre of it, but leaning slightly to one side, which I could just reach with an out-stretched arm.

“Right! Get your balance and make sure you have hold of one side. I’ll be back,” she threatened, as she held me for a moment, checked I was balanced, and then returned to the bed to pick up the hood and the small heap of straps.

I looked around me and tried to take in all her hastily-made, but neatly executed, preparations.

I saw the four leather cuffs, in black, that I’d worn previously. I weighed up how many lengths of rope, in a soft, silken, red cotton, she had estimated she needed to restrain me to the frame. It seemed a very generous amount!

And then I espied the metal telescopic pole that rested against the side of the frame, with four pairs, of short leather straps, dangling along its length, and a circle of metal, forming a ring, at either end of its shining length.

She quickly returned to me aware that I was none too safe on my feet, and she held me again to re-assure me. She waited a few more moments, until confident, that I was, again, relatively balanced.

Then she picked up the leather restraint belt, and quickly buckled it around my pulled-in waist, but above where the skirt’s waistline started, crushing my silky top and the underlying corset, under its tight grasp.

Then she achieved a master-stroke of manipulation, by taking a length of red rope and threading it through one large metal D-ring, on the restraint belt, and taking that swiftly around the fastening point out at one side of the framework, in which I stood. She tied it off, temporarily, intending to neaten the process, once she had secured a rope to my other side. Of course, the belt was to help me balance, as I teetered on the edge of the precipice, created by my horrendous ballet heels.

I was grateful for the assistance and, as she went from one side to the other, and back to the first, to tighten off the ropes, I suddenly felt far more secure, in the knowledge my centre of gravity was supported by the skilfully tied ropes.

She checked each side again and even asked me if that felt safer. I nodded that it did.

“Good, then spread your arms out to each side, and hold on to each rope, for a moment.” And I did as she instructed, as she picked up the length of gleaming metal, that was propped against the right-hand, side, of the woodwork, to which I was now attached.

She came behind me, grasping the pole with one hand, the dangling straps and the metal clasps at either end, knocking against the metal of the pole. And she scooped up two wrist cuffs, from her pile of props, with her other hand.

From behind, she propped the pole against me, as she fitted each leather cuff, around my silken sleeves, where they narrowed from their bell sleeves and fitted into the wrists, and she buckled each one tight.

I was glad of the scant protection, offered by the long sleeves of my top, as the harsher leather, bit into the flesh that lay beneath their soft covering.

When each wrist was securely encircled, she took up the pole, adjusted its length by sliding one part out, from the other, until she had it lined up to meet my out-stretched wrists, and then locked it tight, at that length, employing the central wing nut.

She quickly brought it up to my out-stretched arms and clipped the doubled ended clasp, to the metal ring on my right wrist cuff. Then she went to the other end and clipped that clasp to my other cuff. I was now obliged to keep my arms held, straight out, horizontally, at either side, as the arm-stretcher, which is what the long pole was, ensured they remained in that position.

Now, it was an easy job to buckle one strap from the metal, around my arm, below the elbow, and the other strap, just above the elbow, so the metal was held to my arm at three points on my left. And the process was repeated at my right side, so that the pole was fitted across my upper back, and extending from one outstretched wrist, to the other.

At this point, I was forced to release my hold on the red rope that had offered some comfort, and I found myself, once more, fearing for my life, as my two stretched arms tried to act like a tight-rope walker’s balancing pole, and provide some, much-needed stability.

This was quickly solved, though. My Mistress had gathered up two shorter lengths of the ubiquitous, red rope and threading one piece through each of the end-rings on my arm-spreader, she tied these off to the side of the framework to securing points above the waist rope and my arms were soon held, completely straight out, now providing that extra level of security I so much needed.

Once she had achieved this, she returned to alter, again, the pair of the ropes from the waist restraint, and tighten these off so they, along with the arm ropes, now held me relatively still and safe.

After all the frenetic effort to get this far, she took a little, well-deserved rest, and took the time to admire my bodywork.

“How are we doing, pretty thing? Does that feel nice and secure?” she purred, as she stroked at my red skirt and pulled at my waist restraint to ensure there was no give in the taut ropes.

There was none. I was fixed to the spot. All my other bonds would add to the balance factor, but these four were doing their job, and all others, were more for her decorative, aesthetic purposes.

I moaned, a low, almost pleasurable moan, into my rubber gagging, in appreciation that she had got me safely sited.

She now attended to my legs and began by cuffing each ankle, with a larger version of the wrist cuffs, she’d endowed me with earlier.

Then she took up a short, leather strap and, persuading my two feet, together, which was a feat in itself, she strapped them tight, booted ankle to booted ankle, before roping them via the ankle cuffs, to the base of the frame I now decorated.

A second, longer strap held my legs together, just below the knee, and the firmness of the leather booting extending up, beyond the knee joint, ensured, these were held straight and now together, as one.

As she approached with the cute, padded, twin-circular blindfold and the hideous leather, punishment hood, she had briefly introduced me to, I knew this was to be the moment that I lost sight of my beautiful tormentor, and I enjoyed the final, farewell kiss she gave me, atop the leather panel, covering my lips, before I was plunged into my world of solitude and darkness.

The twin circles of leather were adjusted to press to my eyes, and the soft, faux-fur, padding inside them felt comfortable, as she adjusted the length of the strapping and then buckled it, centrally, behind my head. As she pulled the straps in, the circles of padded, soft leather conformed to fill my eye-sockets entirely, and the last, little chink of light, quickly disappeared, as the buckle was fastened off, behind my wigged head.

Then she attended to fitting my panel gag, more securely. She took up the double strap, that had dangled below my chin and took it over my wigged head, to meet the original strap, fastened around, holding the panel in place. Somehow, these joined up, an inverted V of twinned leather bindings, rising up each side of my nose, over the top of the padded blindfold, pressing the discs of leather closer to my eyes and then meeting at my forehead, before continuing the journey, over my auburn brown tresses. 

I was now aware of the leather hood descending and I took one, last, long, unhindered breath of air, as the hood descended from above, and I felt her hand coming up, from under the hood, to guide the front of it, carefully into place.

She had to do this because she needed to ensure the two rubber breathing tubes, were located, neatly, without any obstruction, under each nostril and then actually a fraction up each nasal passage, until they fitted, almost naturally, into each nasal orifice.

They were not uncomfortable, and I realised that each small tube led directly, through the leather of the hooding, to the outside surface, where they appeared as two tiny rubber projections, in the otherwise smooth, surface of leather.

I tested their efficacy and found breathing was not a problem. My initial panic subsided, as I realised, I could breathe quite normally. And Mistress Katrina allowed me an additional minute or two, to adjust to the new procedure, before attending to any lacing.

When she was satisfied that I was happy and breathing freely, she asked if I was alright, and I nodded, most reluctantly, that I was. Only then, did she set to, at the back of my head, to pull in the long lacing that ran from the crown, all the way down the back of the hood and to the base of the longline collar, which now covered the high, ruffled, satin collar, of my silky top.

The leather of the hood was beautifully soft and it fitted to the contours of my feminised face, and over the installed gag and blindfold, like a glove, as the lacing got lower and lower, and the leather tightened more and more around my head, pressing the gag further to my lips, and the cute blindfold closer to my eyes.

I felt it pull into my temples and then it tightened around my nose and nasal passages, which, strangely, made breathing even easier, as the rubber tubing up my nasal passages, pressed further into their recesses, and improved the passage of air.

And then I felt my chin, held in the firm grip of the shaped leather and finally, protected by the ruff of satin, I felt the collar of the strict hood, tighten around my throat, and then I knew, my head encasement was complete.

I moved my head from side to side, to detect even a hint of light. There was none. I was in pitch darkness, and even my hearing was now muffled, to the extent it was almost obliterated.

I felt little of the next stage of the hooding, as the numerous straps, were applied, adding to the feeling of supreme empowerment, that obviously turned my Mistress on, so strongly. I only know from studying the hood, since that first wearing how, exactly, it was so completely secured in place.

A first strap went around the collar and I felt it pulled in, and, presumably, buckled behind me, in the nape of my neck.

A second strap, went over the mouth gag I already wore, and pressed the stubby, rubber, penis gag, further into my lips.

A third strap, went across the eye-section, pulling any last millimetre of slack leather, into the face, and adding pressure to the blindfold, that was already so closely sited there.

And a fourth, and thankfully, final strap, came under my chin and up either side of my face and passed through a loop of leather, at each temple, before continuing the upward journey and passing under a large ring, set at the very top of the hood, where they met, and buckled off in the dead centre, at the very crown of my head.

And I was done. Well, at least as far as my hooding was concerned.

She must have used the mobile step to attain height to do the lacing. I was now towering at around 6 foot, even taller, due to the tremendous, height of the extreme heels, I’d been laced into.

She now used those same steps to pass 2 lengths of cord, through the large, metal ring at the peak of the hood and took one of the ropes to either side of the wooden “doorway”, I occupied, to tie each off to the fastening points there, and render my head fully secure.

She must have taken a moment to evaluate her progress and decided to re-inforce the bonds at my arms, as I was aware of her messing with the cuffs, first at my right side, and then at my left. She had taken the opportunity, whilst the steps were in place, to pass further ropes through the metal rings, at both my wrist cuffs, and take these individual ropes, up to either corner, to join those that held my hooded head, so rigid. As she hauled on each one, to tie it off taut, I felt the value in this, as it definitely added to the support factor, and I felt much more “secure” in every sense, of the word.

Now she could see properly, to restraining my legs, knowing that I was not about to topple anywhere.

My ankles were already roped, firmly, to the base of the frame. Her expert knotting ensured there was no movement, there. Now she took a rope and passed it through the knee strap, at my right side, before stretching that back to the right-hand corner, of the rectangle of wood, and securing it there. Another rope went from the left of my knees, to the left corner and matched, absolutely, perfectly symmetrical, to the right-hand one.

And then, something very strange occurred. My legs were now bolted, firmly to the frame and the full weight of my body, resting on those giant heels, was held there by a succession of ropes, those at my knees, the two at my waist, the two pairs, at my arms, and even the one above my head. At this point, as I tried to concentrate on what was occurring, I felt the red skirt, loosen at my waist, below where the restraint belt was fitted, and it dropped to my knees, where the sheath of red leather, rested uneasily, upon the last two ropes she had secured to my knee strap, and angled to the corners of the bondage frame.

“What the hell was happening?” I asked myself, as I wondered why, on earth, she’d gone to the trouble of re-fitting my skirt, to now undo it again.

Then I felt another length of leather strapping, go around my thighs, above where the outrageous boots, ended, and just below where my imprisoned cock, dangled in its pitiful state of disarray and disrepair.

She pulled the strap in tight, ensuring my twin legs, now formed one immovable, central column of booted flesh.

And then she disappeared! Well, I wasn’t able to see her in any case but, whereas before I had been aware of movement and noise and touch, now there was nothing. Silence. No-one. No sensation whatever. I was alone! And I felt a chill around my naked crotch area, where before, the lovely skirt, had protected me. Surely, she wasn’t going to desert me and leave me half-dressed and half-cocked, so to speak?

But then she was back. I sensed it and I felt a sudden warm touch, as she felt around the area, around my caged penis. And then a funny sensation. I wasn’t aware of any noise, my hooding prevented me from hearing the low buzz of the electric razor . . . . my electric razor. But I knew, almost immediately, what was happening.

She was shaving my pubic hair!

I held my breath. I felt the vibration and a very slight pulling sensation, as the razor went over the thick crop of hair, that grew like a little oasis of forest in the middle of a hairless desert, around my genitals.

I tottered there, with bated breath, as I confirmed my first, and my worst, thoughts. As she worked away, I could tell what she was doing. Yes! She was, definitely, shaving me! I didn’t know what to think. Part of me was upset. I thought it a step too far. But another part of me, found the idea of a women taking it upon herself to shave me bare around my penis, kind of excited me, and I sort of trembled, half in irritation, but half in arousal, as she laboured for a good ten minutes, ensuring all the hair she could reach around the barrier of the metal cock-cage, was completely de-nuded.

At some point in the process, she told me later, she had changed the shaver, from the beard trimmer, to the finer cut of the main blades, to ensure she got each last bit of the offending hair that she could reach. I wasn’t aware of this, my mind too concentrated on the indignity of the procedure, as well as my body, physically, trying to cope with the unnatural pressure, as I wrestled with my ballet boots and the strenuous bindings that held me.

I was aware of another period of quiet, as if once more she had left me. And then another sensation as I felt a tickling all around the, newly sensitized area, she had just shaved. I had no idea what she was up to, but it didn’t feel at all unpleasant and I writhed, as much as my strict bondage allowed, as the sensation of teasing and tickling, continued in a kind of swirling motion, around that most personal and sensitive area.

Then it stopped, as suddenly, as it had begun. And I heard a muffled laugh of delight, from my Mistress, and her head came close to mine.

“There, my pretty pet. I’ve got rid of that nasty, coarse male hair, for you. It looks much better. Later, I’ll finish off the bits I couldn’t quite reach because of this awful, metal cage, some cruel beast has made you wear! And then I’ll put some special cream on there, for you, to make sure we get every last hair. In the meantime, I’ve painted you a sweet little heart. It looks ever so pretty, with that funny, shrivelled, little man-thing, poking out from the middle of it. You can wear that for a day or two, to remind you, where your heart truly belongs.”

I was glad I was masked. The embarrassment was now too much for me to bear and I wanted to cry, at my situation. But worse was to come.

I felt the first stinging swish of the crop, on my left buttock, and bit hard on the rubber dildo, between my lips, as the shock, stunned me.

“That’s for walking past those men, trying to look so provocative!” she bayed, into my left ear.

And then a second blow, to my right buttock, and I heard, “And that’s for daring to smile at them, whilst you’re with me!”

These were followed by a third blow and a fourth, two to either side of my already invaded and abused butt.

“And those are to remind you, that you belong, only, to me. And no-one else can have you!” she uttered, just loud enough, to ensure that her reasoning, penetrated my strict, leather head-covering.

I think I’d got the message, and vowed to myself I would be far more respectful of my Mistress, in future.

And then she stroked the inflamed flesh, she had just beaten, and soothed it, slightly, with the cool of her hand and her tender touch.

“There! All done!” she said, her voice returning to its business-as-usual, tone, “Now, we’ll get you properly dressed and then I have a lot of things to do. I must get ready for tonight. We’re going to play another game, later. One I think you’ll enjoy. And I’m preparing tea, for us, this evening. So, you can just stay here, and think about everything, I’ve said. And I’ll come back to you, in an hour, or two. Alright?”

Of course, it wasn’t alright! My buttocks were now hurting, my feet were hurting, my head was reeling and I felt genuinely desolate, to be left, almost suspended, as I was, with a five-inch dildo, now playing havoc inside me, below, and a stubby thing encased in metal, swinging between my legs, and another stubby thing in my mouth, preventing me telling her, exactly how I felt about the harsh treatment I was receiving.

I felt the leather of my sexy skirt, pulled back up and it gave me some comfort to know my indignity was concealed again. The smooth, satin lining, of the soft, lush skirt, also felt good against my de-nuded crotch, and my red-hot, stinging buttocks.

And then the final insult occurred, as she forced her hand up the rear of my re-instated skirt and searched for the switch to activate the vibrating dildo, in my rear.

I jerked against my multitude of ropes, as the thing thrummed into action. And I gasped, as she pressed it 3 more times, changing the rhythm, with each new push of the control, until she found the sound of vibration that she appreciated the most.

It felt like a mini-road-hammer, working away at my insides and I groaned, loud enough for her to hear, as the movement below began to work its way through my body, like a mini-electric shock.

My punishment was complete. And, as the multiple sensations, assaulting my body, began to impress themselves upon my troubled mind, I vowed to never take my Mistress Katrina for granted, ever again.


Chapter 10

Monday, later afternoon . . . . .

Release, when it came, was divine.

I have no real idea how long I’d worn those hideous boots, but at least 2 hours and nearer 3 hours, would be my guess, by the time I was finally permitted to squeeze my aching foot, out of the last one.

Both my feet not only ached but felt unworldly strange, almost detached from my legs, and the points of my toes were sore, from the constant downward pressure, applied there.

My rear calf and ankle muscles had been relaxed for so long, and my front ones stretched down, for so long, that regaining a proper shape to my foot was painful. And I needed a few minutes to try to waggle the toes and flex and relax each foot but my Mistress had no time for niceties and insisted on me standing and being stripped of my skirt, my top, my  corset, and, most thankfully, my cock-cage, whilst I “Oohed!”, and “Aaahhhed!” through my still tight-laced hood, as the feeling slowly returned to my feet and legs.

My face coverings were the last, of my numerous accoutrements, to be removed, once all the clothes, the cuffs, the waist restraint and those boots had all gone, to be neatly stowed away, “for another time”, as Mistress Katrina, threatened.

To be honest, I’d become accustomed to the hood and found it reassuringly comforting, in a bizarrely, weird, kinky sort of way, to be hidden away from the reality of the ordeal I was suffering, unable to see, anything or to hear very much. And, most definitely, being unable to complain.

Compared to wearing the boots, the strict hooding and gagging were eminently preferable, and I discovered, in sensory deprivation, a new and strongly arousing sexual preference, I’d never contemplated before.

It was only as I sat on the bed, my feet at last, regaining some measure of feeling, that the final, over-sized gag, and the neat, little blindfold were removed, to find that all the rest of my clothing had already disappeared, back in storage and I could witness, at first hand, the fruit of my Mistress’s labours with razor and make-up brush, on my felled, pubic forest.

I looked down, in sheer disbelief, at the bareness surrounding my released penis. Yes, she had missed bits because she couldn’t reach around the metal casing that I had sported for these past, torturous hours. But, on the whole, my crotch was completely denuded of the course hair, of which I’d been rather fond.

And now, in place of my little jungle, a silly, bizarre, over-exaggerated heart in red and pink lipstick, surrounded the poor, stripped, barren-ness of my maltreated manhood.

The little chap, peeking out from the midst of my new heart “tattoo” looked lost and ridiculous and I wanted to console it, on its loss. But Mistress Katrina was already on the case and approached with my own electric razor, held aloft, ready to finish the job she had started.

“Sorry, Francesca. It just had to go!” she cried, as she switched the blades on and brought the razor perilously close to my wretched, lonely penis. “And it looks plain, silly, if I don’t take off these extra bits, I missed. So, be a good girl, and sit absolutely still.”

And a good girl, I was! I had no intention of moving whilst she had such a deadly weapon, so close to my balls!

The last remnants of stubborn hair disappeared under the swift, sharp, humming blades of the shaver and my testicles, and environs, looked bizarrely bare and most unmanly, as my flaccid, unimpressed penis waved, from its new, pink and red, grandstanding position.

“Right! Shower. Freshen up. And then we can get you ready for tonight. I think that will probably wash off. Mostly, anyway. But I like it, so I can pop another one on, for you, when you’ve done. I’ll have to re-do your face, in any case,” she promised, indicating the temporary nature of my heart-shaped tattooing.

I didn’t know, at this point, whether to thank her for promising a newly painted heart or to rage at her for taking my pubes! By doing that, I felt she had taken the last of my dignity, from me. And that one, extreme action, felt more humiliating than anything else she had visited upon my poor body, these past 48 hours.

She had vanquished me, utterly, and I said nothing but sloped off, stepping daintily to the en-suite, firstly, to see if I could walk normally, again, without the assistance of my 10-inch heels, and secondly, to soothe my aching limbs, under the refreshing hot shower I was so looking forward to.

I spent as long as I dared, in the sanctity of the en-suite. I lingered over my toileting. I dabbed carefully at my facial make-up, to remove the majority of it with the cotton-wool and remover, just the way I’d been shown, and I spent much longer under the flow of hot, soothing water than I was normally permitted. I fully expected my Mistress to appear and order me to quicken up, but she didn’t. She was busy, elsewhere, preparing for her next little game, and I enjoyed the half hour or so, I was left in blissful solitude, to lick my wounds and to re-establish my personal dignity.

I finally emerged, wrapped in a fresh, pink, fluffed out towel, to find an empty room. All the clothes I’d worn, all the hooding, gag and blindfold, and the multitude of ropes that had held me to the frame, were gone. Out of sight. Neatly stowed away, I assumed, for future use.

And then I heard noises below, and my Mistress must have realised I had exited the bathroom and I heard her shout, through the open doorway, from half-way up the hidden stairway.

“Francesca! Francesca! Are you finished?” I heard her shout.

“Yes, Mistress. I just need to dry myself. I’ll only be a minute,” I shouted back.

“Come here, now,” she urged, “I’ll dry you. I want to see to your face and re-draw that cute little heart. And I’ve some lovely clothes for you to wear! Come on, my pet, come here and let mummy dry you off!”

How could I resist such an offer, and there seemed a genuine, measure of tenderness, in the soft, but persuasive voice.

And she had, indeed, been busy. Laid out, in spectacular fashion, on her own, massive bed, were the items of clothing she had chosen for me, and she positioned me before them, to take full advantage of the view, as she fussed and flapped, over my towel-wrapped body.

Before me, lay the several erotic instruments of sexual torture, she had selected for me, and, as I looked down at the extravagant, display, I felt a weakness at the knees, that I couldn’t attribute to the wearing of those devilish boots. I was already back under her spell, her sins forgiven, her assault on my private property, forgotten.

I looked down at the black rubber panties, lying next to an audacious pair of extravagant, pink, silken satin bloomers, which were covered in frill, upon frill, of white and pink lace ruffling, down the voluminous lengths of their extended legs.

I took in the rubber corset, which I knew was to shape in my waist, and provide a shape to my bosom, but which was thin enough, not to interfere too much with the line of the baby-doll frock that, like the bloomers, was a confection of pink satin, with elaborate, white and pink lace frilling and a multitude of bouncing, feminine, frou-frou underskirts or petticoating, elevating the frilled, satin skirts, of the little girl’s frock and lifting them up off the bed-covering, as if they floated, on an endless sea of netting and lace.

At the side of the bed, were a gorgeous pair of satin covered, Victorian-style, lace-up, calf-high ankle boots, also in a matching pink to the frock and the bloomers and with thin strands, of pink and white satin ribboning, acting as the laces.

Beside these glamorous examples of feminine garment, were several other items which both fascinated, and excited. There was a most fanciful bonnet, fashioned in the same pink and white, silky material as the frock, that looked as though it would perfectly frame an over-sized doll’s face. There was an adult-sized dummy, comprising of white, rubber teat and pink and white, plastic mounting, with two broad lengths of pink satin ribbon, extending from either side of the pink and white base.

And there were several lengths of white, thinner, satin ribbon, neatly lined up beside the rubber dummy, and a pair of pink satin mittens, with no fingers, just a closed, rounded shape, fashioned to hold an entire hand, and each, with a long-ish, cuff, with their own, little, concealed zip to pull down the wearer’s wrist, and then a broad length of white, satin ribbon, to tie off the cuff, tight to the lower arm.

“That frock is gorgeous,” I uttered, barely aware that I was thinking aloud.

“And my pretty, little, Francesca, is going to look gorgeous, wearing it. All of it!” she replied, confirming my dearest desire, that it was all, indeed, mine to wear.

“Francesca has been a naughty little girl, and so mummy realises, she hasn’t been firm enough, with her little pet. I’m afraid we’re going to have to go right back to basics, and teach my little girl, exactly what is expected of her. So, you’re going to be Mummy’s little girl, for the next 24 hours. And Mummy is going to explain why she’s been so upset and just exactly how you can make amends, for your wrong-doing. And then, if Francesca proves that she’s learned her lesson, we can forget all about the unfortunate incident this afternoon and start all over again, as if it never happened. After all, Mummy promised you she’d take you out, tomorrow night, remember. So, Mummy has to be absolutely sure, she can trust you to behave in public. Doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Mistress. Erm! Err! I mean, Mummy,” I answered, “And I’m sorry, I upset Mummy, before. I am. Honestly!” I cottoned on quickly to the rules, of this new and thrilling game of dominance.

“There, there! Better, already. Now, we’re going to play a few little games, tonight, to see just how sorry Francesca really is. And, if she pleases Mummy and assures her that she can be trusted, tomorrow we’ll go back to normal. Fair enough?” she asked, smiling a somewhat false, and belligerent smile, as she spoke.

“Yes, Mummy. I’ll do my best to please you,” was all I could say. I looked again at the amazing array of fussy, frilly clothing and I wanted to wear that pretty satin frock more than anything I’d worn, so far.

The make-up job was fairly rudimentary. I sat at the dressing table, in the short, silk robe, she had provided, after she had patted me dry within the folds of the enormous towel. She applied a light foundation and then spent no more than 10 minutes, fashioning a beautiful pair of doll-like, wide eyes and rouging my cheeks and reddening my lips.

Then I had to open my robe and allow her to re-paint the heart-shape around my nude penis, as she laughed and gurgled, like a little girl, enjoying playing with her dolls.

And she announced that I would do, as she invited me to go over to the bed where lay the spectacular confection of clothing, waiting to caress my body.

I struggled into the rubber panties first, my Mistress (or my Mummy!) explaining that they would keep me “under control”, during this long evening. I understood exactly what she meant, as I pulled at them to cover my sex, which they then imprisoned in the firm clutches of the stretched rubber, as my aroused penis insisted on testing the limits of its confinement.

Then she laced the short and lighter-weight rubber corset, tight to my upper body, determined to exert as much strength as she could muster, on the strong, rear laces, as I drew breath at the tautness of the lung-squeezing, waist-constricting undergarment.

She quickly inserted the usual bust-enhancers, muttering to herself, again, how imperative it was that we find some proper breast-forms, to take the place of these inadequate fillers.

Then I was thrilled as we pulled the long, knee-length, pink, and white, lace and satin bloomers, up and up my sensitive, hairless legs and over the top of the rather uncomfortable, and non-too-glamorous, matt black rubber panties, until their stark blackness was completely concealed, hidden from view, but still making their presence felt, under the wondrous layers of ultra-feminine, satin and lace, that ballooned out, and down, to touch the tops of my knees, where the elastic tightened, to hold them there.

And then I lowered my head, as she raised up the amazing frock, before my eyes, and held it there, tantalisingly, above my head, for just a second, as I took a deep breath and prepared myself, as the familiar arousing sensation, of sexual, sissy submissiveness began to envelop me, as layer upon layer of net petticoat and silken super-structure descended over me, dropping down and down, until it came to rest and bobbed, like a pink cork, upon the white, frothy ocean, as the satin skirts were lifted upward, and outward, by the stiffer, net under-skirting.

She worked quickly then, to button up the long column of pearly-like, white buttons that ran from pulled in waist and up the entire back, to the last buttonhole at the top of the frilled satin and lace collar, that now tickled at my chin. And I was trapped within the sensual confines of my little girl’s frock, for so long as my Mistress, willed it.

To add to the erotic feelings, already engulfing me, she took the two ends of the broad, satin, sash belt and pulled my waist in even tighter, as she tied them off, at the rear, in an elaborate, sissy bow of pink glossiness.

Then I was ordered to sit on the bed and, as I did so, the wide, circular, pink satin skirt of my fanciful frock, rose up on its sea of frilly froth and I got a spectacular view of my frilled silken bloomers, teasing at my legs, all the way down to knee level, where they hugged me tight.

She inserted each foot, relaxed now, and all those former aches and pains completely forgotten, into each, dainty satin boot, and then laced each, right up to the top of my calves, stopping just inches short of the fascinating bloomers. She tied each pink and white satin-ribbon lace, off in another glorious, sassy, sissy bow and my dressing was almost complete.

She went to the dressing table and took the fabulous, golden wig, dropping in tightly curled, ringlet tresses down its length, and she gave it a little twirl, before my bright blue doe-eyes, and then placed it, with great ceremony and reverence, upon my head, adjusting it slightly, before pulling it down to fit tightly to my skull. She then brushed at it and made minor adjustments, before tying it back with a lovely, pink satin ribbon, holding the mass of hair away from my face, but framing my hastily applied features, perfectly.

She then took up the large, rubber adult dummy from the bed and showed it to me, taking huge delight in watching my face as I realised, I was to be utterly silenced, once more.

“Any last words, my dear, before you suck on this?” she kindly offered, and I felt obliged to say some, few, last contrite words, before I was gagged and muted.

“I’m sorry I upset you, Mummy.” I voiced, in my most demure fashion, playing her game and trying to sound as saddened, as possible, “And thank you for my new frock. I really love it. And I’ll try to be a good little girl, from now on.”

“Good. I’m very glad to hear it. And I hope you will have learned your lesson?” she nodded. And then the huge, rubber flange, went in between my cherry-red lips and the plastic base, in pink and white, matching my awesome outfit, pressed to the lightly painted lips, and I was in heaven, once more, as she tied the ribbons tight in another fantastic, fussy, bow behind my golden-wigged head.

“Now, Mummy is going to wear a dress she hasn’t worn in a while. And she need’s Francesca’s help to do it up for her. Do you think you can manage that, my sweet?” she asked, as she inspected me to make sure I passed the fashion test. “You look very pretty, by the way. That colour suits you. I think we might get you a lovely, bright pink, night-dress, to wear, as well. One day.”

I nodded that I would do my best to please and she went to her wardrobe and pulled out the most fabulous, black, leather corset dress, strapless at the top, figure hugging all the way down its length and tight into the legs, at just below knee level, where it ended. A two-way, silver zipper, ran the full-length of the front of the dress, allowing it to be unzipped from top down, or from bottom up. Whilst the rear of the dress was laced from top to bottom, through little silver eyelets that ran down either side and a concealing flap of leather, behind the lacing, would hide any flesh, showing through the gaps in the corsetry.

“Now, this needs re-lacing, so it fits mummy properly, because it’s been so long since Mummy tried to squeeze into it. Mummy will loosen these off, and Francesca then must tighten them, all the way down, from the top here, to the middle, here,” she instructed, pointing to the relevant midway point. “And then all the way up from the bottom here, to meet here, as well. Do you think you can do that? Just like Mummy has done with your lovely corsets?”

I nodded. Yes, of course I could. I was certainly anxious to try. The dress looked fabulously soft, and form-fitting, and I knew she would look spectacular in it.

After loosening off the laces sufficiently, but keeping the sturdy, double zip fastened, she discarded her full-length, silk robe and stepped into the wondrous garment and then pulled and teased it up her body, till it embraced her naked form and contrasted with her, soft, smooth, delicate, pale, white-ish skin.

She turned and I set to work, to try and replicate the actions she had performed, 3 or 4 times, upon me now, when lacing me into my tight corsets.

As I tugged at the laces, she purred, “Tighter dear. Mummy likes to feel it tight!” and I obliged by putting more force into the pulling and hauling, until the leather, literally, glued itself to her wonderful figure.

I put a temporary bowed knot, into the lacing from the top down, and then began the same journey from hem upwards. Even this excited me, as the leather conformed to her incredible body and became a very part of her, and she purred in contentment, as she felt the luxurious garment tighten to her frame and grip her, in its exquisite hold.

I took the time to ensure that it was fitted to her fullest satisfaction and then tied all the excess lacing at the very point she had indicated, and it hung there in a great mass of bow, as she went to the long mirror, to admire the form-hugging dress.

“Very good. Mummy is very impressed,” she asserted, finally, “I think Francesca has already gone a long way, to making Mummy, happier. Now, let’s get your little mitts on. And your bonnet, and I believe our, little Francesca, will be ready to watch whilst mummy prepares tea, for herself and her little girl.”

I was sat, once more, upon the edge of the huge bed and she took up the long, white, satin evening gloves and fed each arm into each of the shoulder-length, silken sheaths, my fingers pressing into the allotted fingers of each glove, and the white satin extending up, to disappear, under the puffed-out, sleeves, of my fancy, pink frock.

The she picked up the first of the several pieces, of white ribbon, and commanded me to put my newly-sheathed left arm out, palm down and press my fingers together, pointing straight out. And she began a laborious process of winding the thin ribbon in and out, round two adjoining fingers, before tying a little knot in the ribbon, and then continuing on to conjoin the next pair of digits. Once she had done that, she wound the two ends of ribbon around my thumb, pulled that into line, with my four bound fingers, tied another knot, and then returned, two fingers at a time, back to where she had started, so that all four fingers and thumb were now bound in a tight line, and with several small knots, together. Then she picked up a second length of the same white satin, and went above the first line of binding and repeated the whole process, until my hand was entirely bound up, in the two, long strips of ribbon.

“Now the other hand. The same way!” she demanded, and I held my right hand out, as my bound left, dropped to my side. She copied the binding, precisely, working from little finger to thumb and then returning and repeating, all the way back to little finger. And again, a second line of binding added to the first, ensured my fingers and thumb were rendered entirely useless.

Now she picked up the first of the bright pink mittens, that matched my attire and threaded my right hand, with its satin ribbon bindings, into the capsule of stiffer satin before zipping up the small cuff tight to my wrist, and then tying the white, broad wrist ribbon, in an exaggerated bow, over my enclosed wrist.

The same to my left hand. And there I was. Easily, but very effectively, restrained and utterly incapable of doing anything for myself, as my bound hands rested within their stiffened, satin mittens.

And then she warned me, “When those hands come out, they’d better still be tied. Exactly as they are now. If you fuss and fidget, and spoil those ribbons, Mummy will be very cross. Do you understand?”

I nodded. Yes, I understood the rules of this “Mummy Game” fully! And I was going to do my best to comply with Mummy’s every, last wish!

“Good! Now, let me just put your pretty bonnet on you and then I think you’re ready.” And she picked up the bizarre, pink and white frilled satin adult-baby bonnet and arranged it around my golden tresses, before tying the two wide ribbons, under my chin and admiring the finished look, as the outrageous, pink satin head-gear, framed my blonde-haired, blue-eyed, doll-like features.

“Right, I’ll pop on some shoes and then we can go and enjoy a lovely evening, together. What do you say, my pretty Francesca?” she joked, as she slipped her feet into a very sexy pair of black, high-heeled, half sandal, half-open-boot. The shoes were an open lattice-work of leather up the foot, displaying plenty of flesh in between the open fret-work of leather, to a low ankle height and with an open toe, where Mummy Katrina’s bright, red-painted toes peeped out. They zipped up the rear, by way of a strong, silver zip, with a decorative, black leather tassel zip-pull.

Of course, her pretty Francesca, said nothing but chewed, frustratedly, on her rubber dummy, as Mummy led her off to the stairs and down to the dining kitchen, where preparations for tea, would begin.

But not until her pretty Francesca had been led to one of the high stools, pulled out from the kitchen bar, and decorated now with several broad lengths of pink, satin ribbon, lighter than the pink of the dress, but falling neatly into line with the general colour scheme.

“Now, Francesca you sit up here, and Mummy will make you nice and safe. And then Mummy is going to make a lovely tea for us both and you can watch her. And Mummy will be watching you, too! How does that sound? There’s a good girl. Up you go. And sit pretty, legs together, like a proper, young lady, and place your hands flat to the armrests. Like that.” And she showed me exactly how a proper, young lady, must sit!

She gathered up the first of the several ribbon-lengths, and, after wrapping the ribbon, several times around my flattened wrist, and the end of the semi-circular armrest and backrest, that half encircled the high stool, she tied a preposterous bow, sitting atop the back of my wrist, as my bound palm faced down to the leather, or faux leather, padding.

She twirled the seat around to reach the other side and, selecting a second piece of the gloss-satin ribbon, swiftly knotted that the same way, my gloved palm facing down, several turns around both arm, and armrest, and the same, preposterous bow.

“Now rest your feet on the bar, there, and tight together, darling girl. And Mummy will make sure you can’t slip off!” she purred, in her sweetest, maternal voice.

She made sure I couldn’t slip off, by resting the heels of my pretty, pink satin boots over the chrome foot-bar of the high stool, and roped my ankles together tight with one ribbon, finished with another fancy bow, and my actual feet and boot heels, to the chrome-work, by way of another ribbon and another fussy, tie-off bow.

A third ribbon just below the knees, and a fourth trapping the bottom of my frilly, satin bloomers, set just above the knees and actually to the seat itself, made certain that I was trapped in a secure, upright position and hers to command, to twist and to turn, displayed so delicately, upon my rotating bondage stool, as she wished.

She’d already pulled the stool out from the bar, to ensure a full view from her cooking station and she was clearly thrilled to watch me, sat in muted, feminized, and babified submissiveness, as she prepared the evening meal.

For me, it was so exciting to sit there and have full view, not only of my beautiful, Mistress Mummy, in her tight, leather dress, that made her appear so striking and so dominant, but also to contrast that and look down my own body and see my lovely pink satin frock, my stunning satin boots, my gloved arms and the mass of sissy ribbons that fastened me, to my seat, in sublime subjugation.

I loved the feeling of helplessness. I adored the clothes. I loved my Mummy! And the smells wafting from the business end of the kitchen, as she prepared an unknown recipe, involving pork fillet and rice, and cream and mushrooms and herbs, and onions, and quite a considerable amount of white wine and other delights, added to my sense of utter fulfilment.

The only disappointment was that she was now helping herself to liberal amounts of the white wine, she was adding to the recipe, whilst I could only look on, in envy. She must have seen my wistful look, and promised I may join her, whilst we ate, and so I had to make do with that promise, as she sank another small glassful and popped a second bottle with the same label, into the deep chiller part of the fridge, from her well-stocked wine-rack.

When we did finally eat, it was at the bar at which I was already sited. It seemed too much trouble to disturb my fancy bindings, and my ribbons and bows, so she removed my fanciful baby bonnet, which had embraced my golden-tressed head so exquisitely, she undid the ribbons at the back of my wigged head and discarded the hateful rubber dummy and then she fed me, from there, in small spoonfuls of the delicious, creamy, mustardy, ricey, pork something-or-other, in between gorging herself.

And then she remembered the pledged wine, and rushed to the fridge, to pull out a baby’s feeding bottle, already half-filled with the same golden nectar, she had been quaffing for the past hour.

“Silly Mummy!” she declared, “She’d got this all ready for you, and then completely forgot. My poor baby. And you didn’t complain. There’s a sweet, well-mannered, little girl. A very good, little girly, indeed. Here!”

And she held the tilted, baby feeding-bottle to my lips, as I reluctantly took the teat end in my mouth, realising that this was, indeed, the only way I was going to receive my promised reward of alcohol.

The food was delicious. The company was fascinating, as she seemed both highly elated, to have me to feed, and just a little giddy from the effects of the wine she had been downing. She chattered away, almost as if to herself, little caring whether I answered or not, telling me that if I carried on behaving so well, she would treat me tomorrow, to some special delights. And all the time, she carefully fed me small quantities of the delightful food and even re-filled my baby bottle, from the fresh wine she had chilled.

For my part, I kept my responses to a minimum, making satisfied, baby-like, gurgling noises, and telling her, often, how nice the food was, and how gorgeous my dress was, and how much I liked the bootees I wore, and how very much I appreciated all her attentions.

And that seemed to keep her happy, and bubbly, and flattered, and in control, which was exactly the point of this whole evening!

By the time we had finished the food, and the second bottle of wine now looked depleted and forlorn, as she tried to squeeze the last drops into her empty glass, it must have been nearly ten o’clock. It was late, to be just finishing eating and she was drunk. Or, at least, very close to being! And we were both sated with the generous helpings of food.

“Oh my goodness! Look at the time!” she declared, seemingly having lost track, in amongst all the chatter, and all the wining and the dining. “Poor little Francesca must get to bed. It’s way, way, past her bedtime. Shall Mummy put you to bed and tell you a little story, to finish this lovely evening off? Should she?” and she prodded me playfully, in a drunken attempt to make me laugh.

I have to say, I was ready to move, somehow, somewhere, soon, and to flex my tired muscles in my fingers and my legs. I’d been sat in this one, none-too-comfortable position, for 3 hours or so, and it was beginning to tell on a body already recovering from the traumas of the afternoon.

So, it was decided. And she almost fell off her stool, as she swept away the dirty dishes, and the now empty wine glass and emptied bottles. Then she stumbled and laughed, as she tried to release the legs first, from their cramped position. And all the while she giggled and swayed, in a way that didn’t quite match, either her mode of dress or her position of power over me.

Eventually, we got the arms untied, too, and she helped me clamber down off my perch. Although it felt more as though I was now in charge of her, rather than the other way around!

Somehow, together, we made it up the stairs, me in my handicapped way, but, seemingly, more sure-footed than she was. And she fell onto the bed, giggling and laughing, as we reached the bedroom.

“Mummy, I need to go to the bathroom,” I pleaded, “I really need to go to the toilet.”

“A number onesie, or a big, big twosie?” she laughed.

“I need to spend a penny,” I tried to tell her, as delicately as I could.

“Well, that’s no problem,” she giggled, “I’ll pull your panties down for you and then you can sit there. And then Mummy will pull them all the way back up, for you. Alright?”

I waved my incapacitated hands in front of me and looked forlorn and she seemed to repent.

“Oh! Alright! I’ll undo them. For now. But you keep the white gloves on. And you come back to Mummy, just as quickly as you can. I want to tuck you into bed, and I want to tell you my story.”

She giggled as she wrestled, reluctantly, at the satin ribbons around my wrists and then roughly pulled at the zips, to release the bound, gloved hands from the satin mittens.

Thankfully, the white ribbons, connecting all my fingers and thumbs, had remained in situ, and I’d not disturbed them at all, so she picked at the little knots she’d made and, after a few minutes of struggle, she released, first one then the other hand, and I felt immediate relief.

“Now, off you go. And be a good girl and come back to Mummy quickly. She wants to tuck you into bed!” she laughed, as I minced off to the en-suite, with my freed fists clenching and unclenching, to get some circulation going, and to get life back into the numbed fingers.

I eased the satin bloomers down and then my satin-gloved hands, struggled a little, to pull at the resistant, rubber panties that had held me in such a tight grip, but they stretched and eased down my legs, to sit atop the fanciful bloomers, as I perched on the toilet all ladylike and I completed the necessaries.

And then I had the reverse struggle to re-instate the rubber pants, as I heard my Mistress calling, impatiently, from the main room, “Come on Francesca. Mummy’s waiting!”

And I hurried out, flattening down my raised skirts, as I went.

“Now, come and sit up here, with Mummy and let me tell my darling girl, a little story,” she smiled and patted the bed, as she sprawled out, her form still encased in the tight, black leather of the expertly laced corset dress!

I didn’t need asking twice, and soon, I was sitting up, my back supported by the array of giant pillows, against the bed-head.

It was clear that Mummy needed some props to help with her story-telling, and she retrieved two lengths of broad pink satin ribbon, that she had used on the stool downstairs, and brought with her, as she began her story.

“Once upon a time . . . . there was a naughty little girl, called Francesca,” she rambled, as she drew me close, “And Francesca was so naughty that her Mummy just didn’t know what to do with her. And one day, Francesca had gone playing with the nasty boys, down the street, even though Mummy had told her she was not to mix with them, at all. And Mummy was so angry, she decided to teach poor Francesca a lesson. So, you know what she did?”

I shook my head.

“She took little Francesca up to her bed. And then she told her to put her hands out, like this . .” and she held both my white-gloved hands in front and together, palm to palm, and continued her narration, “And she tied them together, really tight, until poor Francesca, squealed with the pain, and started to cry . . . .”

She looked to me for some sign of co-operation, so I obliged, and squealed and said, “Ouchhhh!!!! Oh Mummy. You’re hurting me! Terribly! Please be kind to me!”

That seemed to work!

“But Mummy was so upset, she didn’t listen to her little girl’s cries for help, and she tied the hands tight. Like this. And then she tied poor Francesca’s legs together, just like this . . .” and she scrambled down the bed and pulled my booted ankles together and tied the second ribbon tight around my twinned legs.

“And then, Mummy pulled Francesca to her and smacked her hard on the bottom, just like this, and told her how she had better try her very best to please Mummy and make amends for her disobeying Mummy’s orders. And so Francesca kissed her mummy, first on the cheek . . .”

And so, playing my part, I did.

“But Mummy wasn’t impressed. And so, Francesca kissed her Mummy on the other cheek . . .” and she looked at me, for my reaction. So, I did as I had been instructed.

“But it still wasn’t enough to make mummy, happy again. And so, Francesca kissed her Mummy, on her lips . . .”

I wasn’t going to miss the perfect opportunity and so I responded to the invitation.

“And Mummy quite liked that, so Francesca kissed her even harder, on the lips . . .” Mummy Katrina continued, clearly more affected by the wine than I’d realised.

So, enjoying the role-play, I did.

And soon, we were in a passionate embrace, me struggling, as my legs were tied with the broad ribbon and my hands were bound in front, creating a physical barrier between me and my gorgeous, leather-clad Mummy.

After a moment or two, she pulled away and slowly raised the lower zip of her dress to allow the soft, leather of her tight dress to rise up her body, as she continued her tale, of punishment and intrigue . . .

“And Mummy said, if you really want to show you’re sorry, you’ll kiss Mummy all over, and you’ll please Mummy until she says she’s satisfied, and that you can stop,” she purred, and then, as an afterthought, “Oh! And you’ll keep those lovely bloomers and those rubber panties just where they are! Hands and lips only. If you don’t mind.”

And then she lay back on the top of the vast bed, still on top of the duvet cover, and teased the silver zip up her leather gown, another inch or so, whilst beckoning me with her other hand.

I struggled to get myself there quickly enough, the satin ribbons impeding me as I kissed her, first on the lips again, and then, slowly, worked my way down her chin and into her neck, as she lay back and allowed me free rein, to explore her leathered body with my mouth.

As she responded to the kisses, raining upon her neck and above her heaving bust, I teased at the firm leather, covering her breasts, with my teeth, as I attempted to get my tongue down the small area of open cleavage, that was exposed in the low-cut design of the leather gown.

Her moaning increased and I took that as my signal to continue and so worked my body down, awkwardly, so that I could attack the dress from below, where access seemed much more, physically credible.

I kissed at her knees and licked at her thighs, as I carefully manoeuvred myself into position, with my bound hands. There was still no sign, or utterance, of resistance and so I gently licked and tickled at her upper legs with my tongue, as her breathing intensified, and as her free hands guided my wigged head, higher and higher, until I was nestled right into her warm crotch, the open leather of the dress, pressing to either side of my head, and my face, and my lips pressed, firmly, into her sex.

Now, I heard the moans of pleasure that encouraged me to quicken my pace and to press my tongue, harder and further into her moistened sex. And, as I intensified my licking, and nipping, her body jerked and heaved, as her low moans strengthened and her body movements, became more agitated.

This was the first time I had been permitted to repay her, fully, for the several times she had relieved me, and I was determined to make the moment count.

Spurred on now, by the clear signals she was transmitting, I clawed at her legs with my bound hands, to give me more leverage and I licked and kissed at the point, where I sensed she was most sensitive and receiving the most satisfaction.

And, after another two or three minutes of concentrated focus, my efforts were rewarded, as I heard her groans reach a crescendo, at the same time as her body gave an almighty upward lurch, that threatened to throw me off of her, and off the bed altogether.

But I clung on, my satin-covered fingers, gripped now to the duvet, as I finished what I had begun and she let out, one last, kind of stifled, primordial scream, her legs bucked one more time and then her body went limp and she relaxed and the lay silenced, for a few minutes. I was relieved the home was detached from the neighbours. Anyone living close, may have assumed there was a murder, afoot!

I remained at post, in case I was called on to repeat the procedure but, after around 5 minutes, it was clear she was sated and with my joined hands, making the process tricky, I persuaded my body back up the bed to lay beside her, and an arm came out and pulled me into her.

I snuggled in, not one to miss an opportunity, and she lay still, but gentle, as I nestled my face into her neck and gave her ticklish, little licks to her lower neck, to show her I was the considerate type.

We must have lain like that for a blissful twenty minutes, as she sighed and shifted slightly.

And then, I was pushed aside, and she must have got an urgent call from nature, as she hurried to the bathroom, the silver zip on her leather dress, still halfway up the front of the lush garment.

When she returned, I heard her say, “I just have to go downstairs. I need to remove a few things. Mrs. Winstone will be in, first thing tomorrow morning, to do the cleaning. I don’t want to leave baby bonnets and feeding bottles and silk ribbons for her to find! I’ll be back in ten minutes.”

And she was gone.

It had been a long, gruelling day and I was ready to sleep and was almost there, when I heard her return. I rolled to watch, as she neatly stowed away the fascinating, pink satin bonnet. Then she tidied up the mittens and the thinner ribbons that had graced my hands. And then she folded away most of the broader ribbons that had held me to the chair, as we ate. But she kept one of these, and she kept hold of the adult-sized dummy, and then she went and retrieved a couple of unseen items, from another area and returned to the bed.

It was reasonable to assume that I might find release now, from my afternoon, and evening, of punishment, but she had other ideas.

She undid the two broad ribbons holding my gloved wrists, and my booted ankles, together. Then she carefully unlaced the gorgeous, satin bootees, and popped these into the floor of one of her capacious wardrobes. Then she returned and took up the roll of clear film, that looked like a narrower, and denser version of cling-film.

“Hands together, like before, pretty one!” she ordered.

I wasn’t going to complain. I knew it would get me nowhere, and in truth, I wanted her to bind me and keep me with her. And, if that made her feel secure and happy, then it would do the same for me. So, I obliged and summoned enough energy to raise myself up and offer the two white-covered arms to her, in supplication.

She wrapped the whole lower arm, from wrist to elbow, with the 6-inch wide roll of film, circling my paired satin gloves, again and again, as she slowly rose up the few inches, to below my elbow joint. After around 6 turns, she was satisfied that they were sufficiently secured, and she took a pair of scissors to cut the dense, clear film.

Then she took up the broad ribbon, she had just untied and wound that, again, over the top of the clinging tape, and finished it off with a neat, sissy bow.

At my legs, she wound the film, several times, to cover them from ankle to just below the knee, where my satin bloomers ended. Again, she tested their adhesion and then cut off the roll when she was satisfied. And she took two lengths of the broad, pink satin, and tied the legs at the ankles and at the knees.

Then she picked up the adult dummy and demanded I opened my lips and accepted it.

I did . . . . . and she tied off the ribbon ends behind my head, before placing a white, satin night hood, loosely over my head, and securing this with the ribbons at the neck, so my gagged face was completely shrouded in the soft, glossy satin.

“There! Now, Baby Francesca can go to sleep and Mummy will know she’s tucked up, safe and sound and can’t come to any harm. See you in the morning, baby girl. And it will be an early start. Mrs. Winstone will be here by 9.00 o’clock, and we need to get you tucked away, out of sight, before then. So, goodnight, my precious. And THANK YOU!”

She sounded as if she genuinely meant that last expression of gratitude.

And she gave me a gentle kiss on my satin sleep-hood. And then gently pulled back the duvet, angled me under it, laying my taped and bound, legs, down into the soft depths of the luxurious bed and my taped and bound, satin covered arms in front of me, resting into my satin covered crotch, and pulled the covers over me.

I must have fallen asleep in seconds. I wasn’t aware of anything else, as I chewed on my rubber dummy, and my satin head-covering, gently billowed in and out, as I breathed easily, and descended into a relaxed, deep and wholly satisfied sleep. Not even the sensual rustling, of my fabulous, pink and white satin skirts and their net and lace underskirts, would disturb me, this night.


Chapter 11

Tuesday, early morning . . . . .

The first thing I knew about waking, was the alarm sounding, early next morning.

She had threatened an early start to the day, and she was true to her word. Fortunately, I’d slept through without any problem and so had gotten my 8 hours of beauty sleep!

“It’s 7.30am,” she cried, sounding more alarmed, than the clock, “I’ve got to feed you and then get you upstairs and out of sight. I don’t think either of us want Mrs. Winstone, learning our little secret, do we?”

I mumbled something into my dummy gag and she, clearly, was in business mode, so ignored me, and leapt out of bed to put a robe on. “I’ll get you something to eat. Nothing much but enough to keep you going. And then we can have a lunch when Mrs. Winstone has finished. She’ll be here in just over an hour. Usually, she’s gone by 12.30. So, we don’t have to hide you away for too long!”

It sounded like my incarceration was to continue, another 5 hours. That seemed plenty long enough, to me!

I lay there, unable to properly respond, only aware that, like Elvis, Mistress Katrina had now left the premises. I assumed she was making final checks to see that no sign of my enforced stay, was evident to the weekly cleaner.

I lay there, alone and abandoned, for maybe 15 minutes feeling, once again, the sleek sensation of the sensuous satin clinging to my body. I raised my arms and realised the tape holding them had not shifted at all. Similarly, my legs were still fixed together, in the firm grip of the clinging film and I hoped I’d not spoiled the pretty bondage bows, too much.

I blinked from the sudden flood of light as she removed my hood. And I licked at my dried lips, as she untied the ribbon bow and took out the rubber dummy. It was a relief to get rid of that! And then she propped me up in bed and held the same baby bottle I’d drunk wine from, the previous night, to my parched lips. I assumed, this time, it wasn’t filled with Chardonnay!

I sucked at the teat, grateful to get some liquid to my dried throat. And the taste, as the thicker, greenish, greyish, pinkish liquid, eased out of the teat and into my mouth, was of a mix of fruit. There was definitely banana in there! Maybe strawberry? Anyway, it was a fruit smoothie, she informed me, and it tasted good. And I sucked hard to extract the creamy liquor from the unconventional feeding vessel.

“Take it easy, sweet pea!” she laughed, as I guzzled at the rubber teat, as though my life depended on it. “This has to last you, until Mrs. Winstone has done. She only cleans the kitchen, the lounge and then up here, this bedroom and the en-suite and the main bathroom. She doesn’t know about my secret stairway to heaven, so that’s where you’ll be. Up there. And she’ll be under you in this room and the other two rooms up here, for about an hour and a half. Then you can come out of hiding and have a restful afternoon. I’ve got plenty of work to do, after taking yesterday off. But we’re going out tonight, so long as you don’t let me down.”

I sucked and slurped at my hastily prepared breakfast and enjoyed the last drops, as she twirled my feeding bottle to get the last remnants of liquid to my greedy lips.

And then she peeled off the three lengths of ribbon that had remained amazingly intact, from my wrists, my knees, and ankles, before peeling away at the self-sealing film that enveloped arms and legs.

“Now, stand up, and let me see how that dress has fared!” she commanded and helped me to my feet. And then she inspected me as I did a cautious and rather unsteady little twirl for her.

Surprisingly, my fabulously, sexy frock had not suffered too much. The petticoats still had their bounce and threw the skirt out, like a little girl’s tutu. The tight bodice was almost uncreased. And, yes, the satin skirts and the knee-length bloomers had come off slightly worse but were quite acceptable. Even the satin gloves, concealing my arms as they disappeared right under the short, pink, flouncy, satin and lace sleeves of my dress, had been relatively unscathed by the bindings, that had held me tight for all those past hours.

Recovering my composure, I paraded at the side of the bed for her, as she sat on the bed edge and examined me to see if I would pass her strict dress code.

“Well! It still looks lovely,” she declared, after my third twirl, “Do you like it, Francesca?”

“I love it, Mummy,” I remembered to give her the proper title. “I really love it. It feels so, so, feminine and so girly!”

“Then you must keep it on all day! You can add it to your list of jobs, tomorrow. To hand wash that, plus the other black frock you wore. And you have to carefully iron all three, including the green silk gown, you wore last week. That should keep you busy, tomorrow.” she smiled, “I think you look absolutely darling, in it.”

And then a lost, wistful look, crossed her face, as she added, “It was the last thing I bought for Sally. She never got to wear it. She left me the day before it arrived, I think. I don’t think she ever even saw it. Pity! It would have looked nice on her!”

I went over and took a hold of her hand, understanding the sadness she felt, and wanted to comfort her.

“I could do my best to fill Sally’s shoes?” I offered, “I know you miss her. Help me to help you. I’ll do anything you want. Anything.”

She looked at me, concentrating hard on my face and slightly smirched make-up, and I smiled down at her, where she still sat. The unhappy expression passed, and a wry smile crossed her face, “I believe you would, you pretty thing. Thank you.”

And she leant up, as she pulled me towards her, and kissed me tenderly, on my left, rosy cheek.

And then it was action stations, as she remembered we were less than an hour from Mrs. Winstone’s imminent arrival.

“Now. No time for sentiment. We have to get you toileted, cleaned up, and hidden away. And I have to get ready and make sure there’s no trace of you, being here. She’s not seen anyone in this house since Sally left. And that was nearly a year ago! Get to the bathroom. Do what you need to do. Try not to touch the face. You might want to wash down there,” and she pointed to my approximate groin area, concealed beneath the layers of rubber and satin, and pulled a distasteful face. “And then back here in ten minutes. No longer!”

And we both leapt into action, as our grand deception unfolded.

As soon as I’d washed my private area and re-instated the rubber panties and the satin bloomers, and then pulled the satin gloves back on, I returned to the main bed-chamber.

I had given myself a thorough wash, with the scented soap provided, as I had perspired, somewhat, under the tight rubber confines of the panties. But I returned to my dear Mummy, smelling as sweet as roses and she appreciated the speed and the effort, with which I’d reacted.

“Right, up those stairs with you. And let’s get you settled for the next few hours.” she stated, pulling at my arm to urge me to follow her, as she headed for the last door of her miracle wardrobe, to her secret, magical land.

It sounded as though she had another delicious plan, to keep her little, precious girl, safe and secure!

I stood where she’d left me, by the far end bed, and looked around me, down the length of this special room, happy to be back in this now familiar space, as she busied herself sourcing the equipment she wanted to make sure our little secret remained just between the two of us.

I waited patiently, assured that, whatever she was choosing, it would prove very thrilling.

I flushed red as I saw the large dildo, placed on the bed edge. I was too taken with that to pay too much attention to the white leather straps, that she piled neatly at one side, or the white, half-face hood, and white leather panel gag she placed, with some reverence, at the other.

I didn’t know what to make of the two tubes of white leather, with heavy lacing and several strategically placed straps, endowed with semi-circular, metal fastening points, that she stood like two sentries, leaning against the bed. And I wasn’t at all surprised at the small mound of white cord, that completed the assembled masses.

“First this! I think,” she announced, holding the pink rubber dildo, aloft. “I think you enjoyed that one inside you, yesterday, didn’t you?”

I nodded sheepishly, embarrassed to admit it but having enjoyed the feel of it, so very much.

“Yes, Mummy. I did like it. Very much.” I stated in a low, mumbled voice.

“Good! Then be proud to admit it! There’s no shame!” she boomed, “So, tell me again. Would you like this inside you, for the next several hours?”

She gripped my chin in her cupped hand, and she looked into my eyes.

“Yes, please, Mummy. I would!” I said, with more confident certainty.

So, she eased down the luscious, pink, satin bloomers I had carefully re-arranged and then heaved at the rubber panties that were reluctant to give up their hold on me. She found them no easier to pull down than I had!

And then she forced me in a half-bent position, my back to her, as I held tight to the edge of the bed and she went through the pre-insertion procedures, one more time.

A liberal helping, of lubricating gloop, ran slowly down the shaft of the pink monster. And she swept some of that onto two fingers, which she then applied to the surrounds and immediate entrance hall, of my butt.

I gasped as the cold liquid was smoothed around the cave entrance and she took a little more from the over-oiled, pink plug, to insert, with her index finger.

I gasped again, as she took delight in pushing further than was necessary, just to test my reaction.

And then the butt plug, disappeared from my sight, as she swept it away, behind me and I closed my eyes, and waited for it to impact against the now moistened cavern.

The previous day’s invasion had felt so strange and so unexpected. This time I knew what was to happen, my muscles had relaxed, and the hole, widened slightly, the pink, rubber shaft had been well-oiled, and I knew the reward would be pleasurable and so, I moaned, a satisfied moan, as she pressed hard, and the inevitable invasion took place, as though in slow, beautifully choreographed motion.

She pressed the advantage home, as hard as she could, ensuring that the full plug was inserted to its distended end, which prevented any further insertion. And then she pulled and heaved at my firm, constricting, rubber panties to imprison the butt within, at the rear, and to hold my poor, sweet-smelling penis, entirely captive, at the front.

She pressed her finger to my rubber enclosed butt and found the switch, that set the vibrating plug, off into rampant, bull-in-a-china-shop mode. And I groaned gratefully, to know I would have some persistent company, throughout the long morning ahead.

Just as quickly, she pressed and held the button down until the monster within switched off, and the thundering vibrations, within me, ceased, leaving her satisfied that she could activate it and control it at her pleasure.

“Now, stand there,” she instructed, “Whilst I prepare your bed, for you.”

And she started to lay out the heap of white leather straps, upside down, coarse inner upward, smooth leather downward to the covers, running across the bed, from part way down and all the way to near the bottom. I observed the length of strap, shortening, as they progressed down the length of the bed.

I studied each of the fine leather restraints, and could see that, as well as the sturdy, silver, metallic buckle, at each end, each strap also was endowed, on its smooth side, with a now familiar D-ring, in the same silvery metal, threaded onto the strap and then sewn in place on each strap, with strong, white thread, and a protective flap of leather sewn to the coarse underside of each piece of strapping, to protect the wearer, from the harsh metal closed ends of the D-ring. And each strap had two such half-circle, metal fastening points, the first set at, approximately, one-quarter of the way along its length and another at the three-quarter mark.

The final strap, and the shortest, stopped just a few inches short of the bed-end but still, despite its short length, had the same paired D-rings, projecting from its stubbier length.

Then she took up two, matching wrist cuffs, each with their own, singular D-ring, sewn in the self-same fashion and she concentrated hard as she began to fix these to my slender gloved wrists, as I trembled in excitement at this new and thrilling scenario she had dreamed up. There seemed no end to her creativity, and I was keen to discover how this little escapade, was to proceed.

As soon as I was wrist-cuffed, my arms were left to dangle at my sides and she attended to my face. She wiped at the make-up, that had smudged and smirched, a little, but didn’t seem too concerned at my appearance. That was because she knew, and I was soon to experience, that my face was to be almost entirely covered.

She certainly seemed to enjoy this aspect of my bondage, particularly. Maybe it was because my more male face offended. Maybe she liked the anonymity of her victims, effected by hooding them. Maybe, like me, she understood it was the ultimate display of submission, to have yourself deprived of all sense of being, by the simple introduction of a face covering, or a blindfold, or a mouth filling.

I stood, obedient as ever to my Mistress’s whims, as she picked up two foam ear-plugs.

“Now, sweet-pea,” she purred, “Once these are in and I put this hood on you, you’ll not hear very much. So, let me remind you. You don’t make a sound. You don’t move about. You don’t struggle or bounce up and down. Especially for the third and fourth hours of your confinement. Mrs. Winstone will be just below you. If she even suspects that there’s someone up here, I shall punish you severely. Do you understand? Not a sound. Not a movement. Or Mummy will put you back in your ballet boots, instead of treating you tonight. Understood?”

I nodded, solemnly. I think most movement was going to be denied me, in any case. But I vowed to make Mummy proud of me, and I accepted the ear-plugging, without fuss or complaint.

She pushed home each plug firmly, but with care not to cause any harm. And my world became instantly quieter. Then she raised up the white, leather hood, and I could see it was none too strict. In fact, it was unlike any of the previous hoods I had recently, sampled, in that it would, quite clearly, not be all-enclosing. It was a half-face, hood, similar to one I’d worn at our first meeting, designed to completely encapsulate the top of my head, cover my eyes, and extend down each cheek, and cover the nose, but it would stop short of my lips and lace off higher in the neckline, at the rear.

I could see the eye-covering had additional padding, as did the sections that would fit to my already deadened ears, and the leather was soft and almost elastic, so that it would fit tight to my pert features.

She lowered it over my golden tresses, I’d kept my lovely, golden, blonde wig on, all night. And it felt comforting to feel the silken soft leather caress my face, as she pulled and teased it into place, ensuring my eyesight was completely obliterated by the padded coverings there, and my hearing was totally eradicated by the side paddings that were pressing to the foam ear-plugs.

Breathing was easy. The soft leather formed into a small pouch to cover my nose but only just extended down below my nostrils, so, as well as getting an easy flow of air from the two metal-edged, nasal breathing holes, I could also inhale from under the edge of the leather. It was going to be a doddle to wear, compared to other hoods she had tormented me with, and I relaxed immediately, knowing I was in her safe, but considerate hands.

A concealed inner zip brought the silken leather, in to my eyes, ears and nose, and then the lacing, not as extreme as in other hoods, took only minutes, and the hood fitted to me like a second skin, gripping my facial muscles tightly, but gently, in its delightful, reassuring caress.

I was less comfortable, taking the ball of rubber that was introduced to my lips, but I was comforted by the tender kiss she planted there at my first refusal, and so I obliged and opened my lips as wide as I possibly could, until the ball entered and I could take comfort from closing my mouth around it.

The ball was fitted to the soft leather, panel gag that covered the lower part of my face, utterly. The leather had been formed and sewn into a little cup to hold my chin and the two sturdy straps pulled tight around the back of my head, to force the ball gag deeper into my mouth. And then I felt additional straps pass up and around each side of my hooded nose, forming a little inverted V, until they joined as one above my nose and that singular strap now proceeded up and over the crown of my encased head, until it met a paired strap extending up from the back strapping, to buckle into a neat parcel on top, and hold the panel firm to my face. At the same time, this had the effect of pushing the hooding more into my face and making me slightly more reliant on my nasal holes, to provide my lifeline of air.

I tried to visualise what I must now look like, dressed in my fussy, sissy, frocking, my arms sheathed in their satin gloves, waiting to be restrained by way of the installed cuffs, my feet bare and my upper legs encased in rubber and satin. And then my anonymous, blank, leather-covered face?

All my carefully constructed girly features, were now obliterated by the blankness of smooth, shiny, white leather. I was no longer a pretty doll. I was now reduced to a faceless, voiceless, sightless creature, half male, half female, and incapable of doing anything but accept whatever delights, or tortures, my awesome Mistress decreed I must suffer.

She steered me carefully and gently, aware of how delicate and fragile I felt, to the very edge of the bed and, with her help, I climbed aboard.

She took time to position me, exactly central, in the vastness of cotton covered duvet and on top of the line of straps she had prepared earlier.

And then the binding began.

She brought the two ends of the first, carefully positioned, leather strap together over my upper chest above the false breasts she had created for me. And she hauled at each end to centre the buckle and its holey partner and secured the buckle tight in the centre of my pink, satin-covered upper bosom, trapping my shoulders, just under the short, flounced, satin sleeves. I was glad of the long, satin gloves and my gorgeous satin frock, offering some protection from the harsh leather binding.

The second strap pulled my arms even tighter into my sides, as it compressed my chest, just below the twin peaks that were my girly breasts and squeezed in each elbow joint to push into each side of my lower rib-cage.

The third strap crossed at the waist and met in the middle, pressing down on my belly button, hidden under its rubber corsetry and satin frocking.

And now I saw the point of the white, wrist cuffs. She took a pair of short, double-ended, metal trigger clasps and secured each cuff to the outer D-ring on the waist strap, holding my cuffed wrists into my sides, as the strap joined in the centre of my waistline.

Then the strapping ceased for the time being and I felt something being slipped up, over my left foot, and then, raised, up my leg. As I tried to make sense of it, I realised that it was the first of the two strange, leather columns, I’d seen propped to the bed. It felt like a footless boot of leather, rising from my bare ankle, and pressing into the very arch of my foot, and meeting the satin hem of my pretty, pink satin bloomers, above my knee.

I fidgeted and moved my leg, attempting to assess its purpose, and realised my leg was held in a straight line, all flexibility gone, the bending of the knee disabled by the strength of the leather tube surrounding it.

And then the right leg suffered the same fate and I felt the second column, of white leather, rise up to a corresponding point at that side.

And, again, I tried to bend my knee and found the pressure of resistance, too great.

But this was only the beginning, because each of these steel-boned, leg straighteners, for that is what they were, was now to be laced up its entire length, from below the ankle bone to high above the knee, pushing my beloved, gloss, satin bloomers up into my high-thigh region, as the tightening of the laces compressed my legs into two, stiff and straight columns of encased flesh.

I could feel the metal bones, running up each side of leg straightener, as the laces tightened and the leather casings, pressed to my limbs.

It was, indeed, a clever but simple way to incapacitate and I laughed when I thought of her threatening me if I made any movement. Once these were full installed, it seemed apparent to me that all movement would be impossible.

As if to emphasise their power over me, each column of leather, was now tightened even further, by employing the three small straps, fitted at equal intervals along their length, to constrict the legs contained within, even more.

And, once these were fastened, I felt the series of leather straps laid out, along the bed, to trap me, brought around both legs, to add to my immobilization.

The first and longest, passed around my upper thighs, only just above where the leg straighteners, ended. The tightened strap pressed into my raised satin bloomers.

The second went over my knees, and just above the rigid joint.

The third and fourth, forced my lower legs together, below the knees and at the ankles, causing some discomfort as it pressed the stiff edge of the leather casing, into each ankle bone.

Now, I was truly trussed tighter than the proverbial Christmas turkey.

Six straps in all, encircled my body, at almost precisely calculated intervals, down its length.

And the bottom half of my body was held stiff and straight, by the fiendish leg binders.

I succumbed to my fate and pressed my hooded head down to the soft bedding, playing at the medium hard, ball of rubber filling my mouth, as my Mistress continued her strict ministrations.

Now, she had only several lengths of rope left in her armoury and she intended to use all of them!

She started threading these through the metal D-rings that projected from each side of my straight, stiffened corpse-like body. Five of these D-rings, either side were there just for that purpose. The sixth, also acted as an anchor point, to keep my wrist secured to my body and this was the first point, where I felt the force, as she pulled at the threaded cords and secured them one to my left and one to my right and both tied off to their respective side, of the bedframe.

Now she worked her way, from side to side of the bed, quickly tying one cord from my left side to that edge of the bed, and then taking the corresponding cord at my right, to the other.

And within 5 more minutes, my bondage was complete. And I was held, like a rigid leather and satin mummified body, in a straight line, pointing down the centre of the large bed and attached at six points to each side.

I assumed that was the end of my immobilization, but I felt her fuss at my head and take a shorter, thinner rope, from the crown of my head, where a smaller D-ring was sited in the top of the leather strapping of my panel gag, and this cord was tied off to the bed-head. And then a final rope went through the already employed ankle strap rings, and this was fastened off, to the bed-end.

And there I was to lie, in splendid isolation, until Mrs Winstone had finished her chores, just feet below me. I only hoped she got a move on! And I tested the bounds of my restraints, to only confirm what I already knew. My Mummy had done such a thorough job, that her “pretty Francesca” was going absolutely nowhere, this morning.

In the frenzy, and excitement of the binding and strapping, I had completely forgotten about my new best friend, lying dormant inside me.

But, of course, Mistress Katrina, had not. Her last dastardly act was to reach under the thigh strapping, and force her hand to my butt, where a prolonged search of the area, uncovered the concealed switch and a press, set her arch-tormentor to work from within, as she stroked at my bound form from without.

I am certain she would have loved to linger, longer. But duty called and she now left me, to my own devices, as well as her one, own, battery- operated device, as she went to clothe herself and to meet the innocent, and entirely unaware Mrs. Winstone.

I wondered what she would have made of my predicament, if she’d discovered that secret stairway, and stolen up here to find a man, dressed as an ultra-feminized female, bound in such severe, immobilizing restraints and with an incessant pink butt invader, hammering away at his (or her) inner person.

That brought a pained smile to my face, as I lay there, gritted my teeth around their white rubber ball-gag, and tried to shut out the image of a confused and distressed Mrs. Winstone, from my mind.


Chapter 12

Monday, midday . . . . .

Four hours?  Five hours? More?

I wasn’t at all sure. It seemed a lifetime. I had tried to listen for any sounds, just any stimulus, to occupy my thoughts. But there was nothing. All I could hear was the continual drone of the vibrator inside me. And even that now, seemed to be faint, as though fading into another realm.

In fact, the batteries were dying. What had started as a pleasant diversion, for maybe the first 30 minutes, had then become a really annoying disturbance, for long ages and then the incessant noise had quietened, the incessant waves of electric pulsation had faded and the giant, un-nerving presence, within, had become barely a tickle, as the extra-life batteries were just about to give up their ghost.

Other than that, I was starved of all stimulation and my mind had wandered. I even think I must have slept, at one point, despite the constant hammering, from within, which felt and sounded, like Snow White’s 7 little dwarves, carving out their mine-workings, with their 7 little shovels and their 7 little pneumatic drills!

Hi-Ho!!!! Hi-Ho!!!! It’s off to sleep, I go!

And then I had figured, Mrs. Winstone must surely, be somewhere underneath me by now, beavering away and entirely oblivious to the plight of the fair maiden above and I held my breath . . . and I listened, and I listened, and I heard . . . . . NOTHING!

And how the time dragged. And how I longed to hear, or feel, or even see, my Mistress again. But no-one came to rescue me. I was desolate. I was forlorn. I was a lost soul, adrift in a sea of straps and bindings and ropes, awash in a froth of satin and rubber and leather. And what had been heavenly and divine and delicious, was now becoming, really quite unbearable!

And, just as I wanted to scream for help . . . . .

Someone? Anyone? And I was about to burst into song, and belt out that Humperdinck, classic, “Please release me, let me go! For I don’t love this, anymore!”

. . . . . I felt a hand, touch my body, and my prayers were answered.

I felt her hand. I knew it was her. Well! I didn’t know for sure, of course, but I was certainly hoping it wasn’t dear old Mrs. Winstone who had found me, taken a liking to what she saw, and who was demonstrating her approval by gently caressing my bound form!

No, it was definitely not Mrs. Winstone. It was her!

It was my Mistress. Mistress Katrina. Mummy. My Goddess! I felt her press to me and kiss the leatherwork, covering my head. I felt her hand search for, and then switch off, the almost deceased dildo, and I imagined I could hear her telling me, just how very much she loved me!

And then I felt the strap around my thighs, first tighten a tad, and then loosen altogether, as she pulled at the buckle to fully release it. And it fell away, to either side of my rigid, tormented body.

I thought I knew what was coming next – but I couldn’t have been more wrong! I had convinced myself, she was about to relieve the sheer, sexual frustration I felt, at being abandoned for so long. I could already, in my mind’s eye, see and feel the hand reaching to release my crushed and vanquished penis from its rubber enslavement. I was ready to react with an immediate nod of appreciation, as my wand grew like magic, in her warm, caressing hand.

And she did, indeed, pull at the silken, satin bloomers and wrench them down to my knees, which were still strapped tight together.

And she did, indeed, grapple with the resistant rubber panties that lay concealed beneath and wrestle them down my legs, to rest in the same place.

And I held my breath, as I waited to feel her soft caress, and then her firm grip, and then her rhythmic massaging of my sex.

But that last part of the show was cancelled. For now!

Instead, she felt around and grasped the bulbous end of my inserted plug, and slowly and carefully extruded it, from its little nesting site. I almost heard it pop out, like a cork from a wine bottle, as she edged it away from my butt.

And then it was gone. And she was gone too. For several minutes, as I felt a cold draught, where my double layer of panties had previously kept me, reasonably comfortable.

And then she was back, at my side, and I felt her hands go under me. And then I was raised up, ever so slightly from the bed, as she re-inserted, a thoroughly washed, re-charged with fresh batteries and re-lubricated, new little man, or should I say “new little plug”, up my anus, until it slipped happily back, into its former resting place. Once nestled back in familiar territory, it sprang back to life with extraordinary enthusiasm and I once more felt the action of the 7 little dwarves, with their 7 little, pneumatic drills, probing away at my treasure cave.

I gasped, audibly, through my rubber and leather gagging and, despite my muffled hearing, I swear I heard her laugh, more a little giggle of sheer delight, at the sight of my body, bucking under the spell of the re-furbished plug which was now buzzing, once more at full volume, from within my body and within my head.

And then I moaned, as this time, her hand did stray to my freed penis, making me forget about the sudden cold spell it was experiencing, as her hand stroked and teased at the swelling member.

I felt her caress it, ever so tenderly, for the first few minutes as though checking it hadn’t suffered any ill-effects from its prolonged and constricted imprisonment. She gently, teased and tickled with her comforting fingers, as the penis showed its gratitude and swelled to fill the available space, within her palm.

And then, as it grew, so did the pressure from her fingers, and I almost forgot about the 7 little men hammering away with their 7 little drills, at my mine-workings,  as she persuaded the willing flesh to rise and sway, and rise and sway, a little like an Indian Fakir playing a hypnotic tune, as he coaxes a swaying cobra from its reed basket.

Of course, the feeling within only added to the excitement of the feeling from without, and I was soon at fever pitch as she continued her expert fingering, of my sex.

I bit hard on the rubber insert, between my lips, as I knew that, after this interminable wait for any attention, now it was actually here, I would not be long in coming to my climax. And yet, I wanted to make it last. The anticipation was almost as good as the final denouement, and I tried as much as I could, to eke out those last few seconds of teasing play, on my instrument, before this sexual concerto, reached its dramatic climax.

She too, must have sensed I was near to coming, and she eased her grip slightly and slowed the rhythm down, to try and persuade me to delay my arrival.

That worked, to a point, and I relaxed slightly but then it all got the better of me and I jerked and bucked again against the ropes and straps holding me, as I experienced a kind of inner-mind, multi-coloured firework display, behind my blinding hood and I felt myself let forth, with an almighty explosion of sexual pleasure.

I writhed and jerked and my legs, crushed together and held rigid, in their specialist, straightener bindings, hindered my fullest expression of sexual gratification. And I felt another chillness wash over me, this time of cold liquid at the top of my legs as my emissions lapped onto my thighs and ran down my smooth skin to meet the barricade of rubber and satin, formed by the bunched up two pairs of panties, resting above my knees.

Later, I would be admonished for messing up my pretty clothes. And the cleaning of the gloss, pink satin bloomers and of the rubber inner panties, would be added to my growing list of jobs, for the next day. But, for now, she seemed to tolerate the disarray and the mess I had caused and she rushed to the en-suite, to get a warm, wet sponge and a towel and then she returned to my bedside to nurse me and my deluged clothing, back to some semblance of good health.

“There! There!” she cooed, maternally, “There’s a clever little girl, getting rid of all that nasty, pent-up frustration. Well done. Now, just lie still. Let Mommy see to you and we’ll get you cleaned up, and sorted out, in no time. Clever, little Francesca!”

And I was happy to allow her to molly-coddle and tease me, as she washed away my stains, with her warming, wet sponge, before patting me dry with the fluffiest of fluffy towels. And I lay there thinking what a lucky, little girl I was. Indeed!

Tuesday, early afternoon . . . . .

My release came quickly after that. She even extracted the stilled, dildo butt-plug, in a timely fashion. And I was ordered down to the main bedroom, to be stripped of my wonderful clothing, which immediately was placed in the “to be laundered” category and I was dismissed off to the bathroom to have a leisurely shower and told to pop on the robe and slippers she would leave for me and join her downstairs, for some lunch.

The main bedroom and the bathroom were both spotless, evidence that Mrs. Winstone had, indeed, been busy this morning. I had wondered if she existed or if it had all been an elaborate deception to incarcerate me, alone for so long, upstairs. But the evidence of her work was clear. Everywhere, even down in the spick and spam kitchen, when I finally arrived, snuggled into a full-length, kimono-type robe of deep orange satin. Or was it silk? I should have checked the label! I’m still a novice at distinguishing the two and besides, her satins are so wonderfully soft and delightfully slinky, and so expensive-looking, there’s little difference, truthfully!

We ate a sparse lunch, as I was told I had to save my appetite for the evening treat, a Chinese banquet, the like of which I may never have experienced. And, although I was starving, I accepted the meagre portion of small ham roll with a teeny side salad. After all, a girl must watch her figure!

“I’m going to be busy, all afternoon!” she announced, “I’ve got to catch up on some stuff I missed yesterday and there are two big international auctions happening tomorrow and Thursday. I’ve got to contact clients about those. So, you can have a few hours to yourself. Go for a walk in the garden, if you like. It’s quite private at the back. Or just rest. There are some books and magazines in the rack in the lounge or on the bedside cabinet. The bed’s freshly made, too. Have a rest if you want. You’ve had a hectic couple of days. And we need to be out by soon after 7, tonight. So, I shall expect you showered again and in the bedroom for make-up and dressing, no later than 5.30pm. I need to do you before I can relax and get ready. Oh! But just clear up the lunch things and pop the dishes in the dishwasher before you go off doing your own thing, will you? And don’t forget, bedroom 5.30. Washed and ready to be transformed into a very elegant, young lady.”

And she was gone. Back to her private office. Returning to do, I really don’t know what? But something that kept her comfortably off, for sure.

I surveyed the scene. Although Mrs. Winstone had clearly left the kitchen in immaculate order and all ship-shape, the hastily arranged luncheon had left a trail of minor havoc, which I started clearing away.

And then I took the opportunity to do my own little explore of the environs, happy to relax in the soft, floaty satin (or silk!) robe and the fluffy, black, feathered mules, I wore on my feet. It was nice not to be constricted in corsets and tight panties, for once, and I breezed around quite happily, with my flowing robe, swirling at my bare body.

I firstly explored each cupboard in the spacious kitchen/diner, checking and trying to remember, the approximate contents of each, so I could look as though I was on top of things, if commissioned to cook again.

And I wandered into the lounge to luxuriate on the large sofa and to parade around the lounge, as if I were the lady of the house, twirling my long skirts as I sashayed around.

I went into the downstairs storeroom cum-utility and saw a bin bag, nestled in the corner. Being naturally nosey, I examined the contents, to find it was the small bundle of my old clothes. The ones I’d arrived in 3 days, previously. They’d been bundled up with little care for neatness and as I looked at them, and then felt the gown that caressed me now, I thought how mundane and bland they seemed. I quickly shut the bag again. I’d be happy to never see them again.

On the side was a small pile of laundry and it included the black satin ensemble, I’d worn Saturday. On closer inspection, it was actually, quite a lot of the things I’d enjoyed wearing, plus her smalls. And I correctly guessed, they were awaiting my attention the next day.

Hanging up was the silken, green gown, I’d worn the first occasion I’d visited. For my initial interview! It was clean, I’d been made to wash it that day, before I left. But it needed ironing. Another job for the housekeeper! And also there were the two butt plugs, one in silicon rubber, the other in gleaming metal, in a small plastic bag, seemingly washed, but needing more careful attention. And I got a sense of what my chores were going to be, the following day.

And then I wandered out from the kitchen and into the rear garden and re-traced the steps I’d taken with my Mistress, but this time, walking so easily, in the flattish footwear and travelling at my own, unencumbered pace.

It felt exhilarating, to be dressed so provocatively and out, enjoying the fresh, late summer air, but also to be in such utter privacy. And I skipped around the pathway happily and sat in the shade, in the small summer house, admiring the flowers and listening to the birds. It was idyllic, and I already felt completely at home. I prayed I would be allowed to stay. It was so much more pleasant than my musty, ill-furnished, pokey, little apartment. And I knew that I would gladly suffer any indignities, to enjoy the company of my beautiful Mistress, the sensual feel of the feminine clothing, she clearly adored and to enjoy the brief, but glorious respites, from the more arduous aspects of the “job”, I still craved.

After an hour or so, outside, I felt the chill, being so scantily attired and I adjourned indoors to go up to the main bedroom, and I lay just under the cover of the freshly, covered duvet and picked at a couple of the magazines, on the bedside cabinet.

And I must have fallen asleep, like that because the next I knew, I was being roughly awoken and urged to get showered. Again! As it was nearly 5.10pm. I must have really needed that nap.

My Mistress had been content to let me doze. She already had hung up the beautiful new, blue and metallic silver, satin waterfall dress and the matching, half-sleeve bolero top, I was going to wear that evening. It looked just as classy and sexy as it had in the shop as it hung on the outside of the immense row of wardrobes.

I couldn’t wait to see myself in it, again. And this time with the full kit and caboodle, all matched. The silver shoes, she’d chosen for me. The new wig, we had bought. The little silver clutch bag. And I skipped to the bathroom, still in my seductive, orange kimono robe.

Mistress Katrina took extra-special care with my make-up, this afternoon. I could tell, already, she was improving her technique on me, daily, and was so much more confident as she gave a hefty layering of foundation to my face, giving me a nice, bronzed effect before beginning the painstaking task of highlighting my features to transform them into a feminine mask. This time, she was relying heavily on a blue palette, shadowing my paler, blue eyes with a really dark hue of eye-shadow and an almost iridescent, dark blue liner. They suited my natural eye-colour, perfectly.

I got the new nails, I’d picked out, from the prior day’s shopping trip, after the dress had been chosen. I already knew they were a good choice, but it was clear, with the dress hanging there, in full view, how close a match they were, being an almost identical blue. I loved them and I watched, intently, fascinated as my unattractive, male fingers were, once more, transformed before my eyes, into long, slender, delicate, female hands, so easily, with the extension of only around half an inch of carefully shaped, and immaculately decorated nail.

The wig, much in design, the same as my favoured bob, that I’d now modelled a couple of times, but a shade or two darker, almost black, slightly longer, and clearly more expensive, slotted neatly over the net she had drawn over my short, masculine hair to keep that all tucked away. As the new hairpiece fell into place, and she turned it this way a little and shifted it back a tad, and then carefully, and lovingly stroked it all into place, with her pink-handled hairbrush, I watched the final piece of this particular jigsaw, fall into place.

Staring back at me was the re-born Francesca, who I so admired. Banished was Frank, or Frankie. And I thought of my old clothing, kept and tightly bundled in a discarded bin-bag. I missed the old me not one bit, not at all, and as I saw the reflection of the dress in the mirror to my right shoulder, I missed the old clothes no less.

And then I was done. The make-up was closely inspected for a final approval, the hair was slightly teased off my face, for a perfect style.

And so, we could begin the dressing, the most exciting part for me, in a train of thrilling sequences.

I was to wear a black satin corset, probably one I’d already modelled. I couldn’t say. In future, I would take more consideration and pay greater attention, to the vast assortment of undergarments, I would be spoiled with. Tonight, my only thought was that spectacular dress, and the first, proper, public engagement and appearance I was to make, wearing it.

I sighed, as the lacing once more, constricted my waistline and forced my false bosom outward. I shuddered, as the cold, rubbery, breast enhancers went into the breast cups and added to the volume of flesh pushed up there. And then I purred, in appreciation, as the sheer, black, silken stockings were drawn up each leg and connected to the trio of suspenders, dangling at either side of the hem of the longer-line corset.

I was scolded for complaining (in near silence, I had thought), at the sight of the black, silicon cock-cage, which she must have decided to clean herself, that she was going to locate around my cock. So, I was to be prevented from showing my sheer delight, at this auspicious occasion. I had hoped that it may have been free to express its gratitude, but I was informed differently.

“Don’t be a silly girl,” she scolded, “Of course you must be fitted with this. We can’t have your cock running rampant, all evening. It has to be constrained and will be, every time we go out. That I promise. And you must be a good girl and accept that this is simply for your own good. Now, sit still, whilst I fit it, otherwise I’ll trap your skin. And I think you know, already, how much that hurts?”

I did. And so I sat quietly and patiently, as once again, she knelt before my spread legs and demonstrated her complete and utter power of control over me, as she neatly locked both ball-sac and the disappointed penis, safely away, until welcome release would come, some hours hence.

I was almost ready to accept the dress, that had been grabbing my attention since this whole performance had begun.

I slipped into the silvery, satin panties she brought to my feet, and slipped easily up my legs, as glossy satin, met silken stockings, and the partnership, proved almost entirely, smooth and frictionless. She adjusted them over the top of my secured penis and it wanted to say a fond hello, to the sleek underwear, but was prevented from doing so.

And then I was pulled to my stockinged feet, my foundation wear was inspected and smoothed down, and then the fabulous, sophisticated dress was brought down from its station, and taken from the hanger.

I felt my heart speed up and it felt much like the vibrations of this afternoon’s incessant butt plug, had transported up to my chest, as it pounded heavily against the tight satin corset, as the dress was brought closer.

I thrilled as she let it down, ever so slowly and deliberately, as if she were holding a sacred object, to be revered and idolised and I felt myself, briefly, suffocated within the dress’s silken folds, as the heavy satin gown, came down over my wigged head, and smothered my painted, feminine face.   

And then that initial feeling of being smothered within the satin folds, passed, and I shuddered with sheer excitement as the material was fed down my corseted body, and caressed my stockinged legs.

The small, hidden side-zip was carefully pulled up, and the weight of the gloss material, was brought into my carefully prepped body, to cover me, and envelop me, and smother me, all over again, in its luxurious, sensual folds.

The gown came down to just sway at the knee, at the front, but the hemline dropped as it circled my legs and was almost to ankle length, at the back.

I asked if I may be permitted to see myself, immediately, in the full-length mirror and my Mistress nodded her assent and led me, by my shaking hand, to see the whole, stunning and gloriously seductive effect.

“Oh! It’s beautiful,” I murmured, entranced by the sight, “So very beautiful. I love it. Thank you, Mistress.” And I had to lean to kiss her on her right cheek, as she accepted the praise and the heart-felt appreciation.

The blue of the dress, matched perfectly to both my made-up eyes, my blue-glossed lips and, as I held my hands up, daintily, to see the amazing finger-nails, to the blue of those, also. And the heavily embellished silver pattern of swirling floral tribute gave the dress an added dimension of sophistication.

I no longer looked like, little girl Francesca, of the past 24 hours. Now I was mysterious, impulsive, seductive, lady-of-the-night, Francesca. I had suddenly matured by a dozen years and morphed into the woman of my dreams and, judging from the whimsical smile upon Mistress Katrina’s face as I caught her reflection next to mine, also the woman of HER DREAMS.

“Well, I must say, you look absolutely stunning,” she almost whispered, as though not wishing to spoil the dream. “Absolutely stunning. You’ll turn a few heads tonight, that’s for sure. You’d better be careful not to turn your own too much. If I catch you flattering yourself, and making faces at anyone in the restaurant, male or female, I promise you’ll never wear that dress again. And I shall punish you severely. You understand?”

I nodded and then I kissed her left cheek and promised her I would only have eyes for her, this night. And I meant it. I was as excited to see what she was going to wear as I was about the gorgeous dress, we’d selected for me. But she was keeping me in suspense.

“Okay, I think you’re just about ready. See how you manage in those shoes,” she instructed, pointing to the pair, neatly tucked, under the edge of the bed, awaiting my approval.

I pulled them out from their hiding place, thrilled, once again, at her clever choice and at the very feminine design and the way they perfectly matched the silver embossed floral-work, on my gown.

They were a pair of silver, open-toed, evening “sandals” with a high, long ankle strap, that would wrap twice around my thin ankle and buckle to the side, with a neat silver fastener. The shoe part, was minimal, an open fretwork of 4 crossed, metallic silver straps, leading to the open toe, ensuring, I hoped, a clever fit . . . . and they sported a medium heel. I guessed it was about 3 inches, but a small platform sole compensated for about half an inch of the heel height, so it looked easily manageable.

I slipped my foot in and tested the first. It fitted almost perfectly, my stockinged feet just tipping over the edge of the open toe, by a millimetre. Half a size bigger would have been perfect, but it was okay. And, as I’d judged, the heel was not too extreme and I slipped the other shoe on before sitting on the bed edge to adjust the strap of each and secure the silvery, princess-fantasy shoes, to my slim feet.

I practised a few steps under her watchful gaze and nodded. “Yes. They fit fine. And, like the dress, they’re lovely. Thank you, Mistress,” I acknowledged, graciously, “I feel like a fairy princess!”

She nodded, and I could see from the glint in her eye that she was as thrilled as I was at the overall look.

“I have some jewellery to add to the outfit,” she said, “But I’ll bring it down when I’ve showered. In the meantime, go and wait for me in the lounge. And practise your walk. It’s very good, but you can never practise enough. It will only be a short walk from the car park, but it’s that first impression when you enter the restaurant. And you walk down between the tables. We want it to be spectacular, so all eyes turn. Except yours, of course!”

She added the last line, with a certain menace, warning me again that I was hers and only hers.

I nodded. I had learned my lesson and tonight I was out to impress her, and nobody else.

I shuttled off. She’d told me to help myself if I wanted a pre-dinner drink, refusing one herself.

“No, thank you, my pet, but I’m driving tonight, so I’ll have two small wines with my meal and then water. I’ll have a drink when we get back. But you help yourself. There’s a white wine open, in the fridge. Or there’s tonic in there and gin, if you search in the drinks’ cupboard, down to the left, 2nd along from the cooker.” she generously offered.

Of course, I’d already found the drinks cabinet, during my afternoon exploration, but I decided I’d go for the wine, for sake of ease. Also, I guessed that’s what we’d be drinking with the meal, it being a Chinese. That or lager, and my Mistress definitely didn’t seem the lager type! “Perhaps I could introduce her?” I mused, whimsically, as I descended the stairs in my flashy heels, and under my own steam.

And I wasn’t entirely certain about gin and tonic. I’d had one, once, but wasn’t too struck on it, and I’d never mixed my own, so had no idea of quantities of each and I didn’t want to appear foolish. I’d watch and learn from her, before attempting anything too sophisticated!

And I laughed to myself, as I thought of my choices, I’d never even have considered a gin and tonic, or even a white wine, at 6.30 in the evening,  just a week ago! Beer, lager or cider, and the occasional red vino, was my particular poison. “I guess I’m just going to have to make sacrifices and learn to love gin, or whatever my Mistress enjoys,” I told myself, “Faint heart, ne’er won fair lady!”

She made her dramatic entrance around 30 minutes later, wearing a stunning, body-hugging, red, satin brocade dress that fitted her tight, with a scooped neck and short, cap sleeves and which then dropped in a thigh-gripping, pencil-skirt fashion, and descended to just above knee height. It was paired with a red pair of strappy heels, not dissimilar to mine, but with a higher heel, making her equally as tall, or even a fraction more elevated, than me.

She gripped a sleek, red, leather, clutch bag, as well as the silver clutch, she’d already shown me, and she opened my silver version, to produce the jewellery she’d selected for me.

The ear-rings, long, silver, drooping things, were fitted with a clasp and, as she fitted them to each lobe, she explained how lucky I was that she’d managed to find a pair. “Every self-respecting, girl, I know, has pierced ears, these days. You hardly find any of these. You’ll have to get your ears pierced, if you want to be able to wear them . . . . and if you’re working here!”

Another hint? I certainly hoped we would have reason to be getting my ears pierced, very soon!

The ear-rings felt weird. I’d never worn any and they felt really, quite strange and alien. As for having my ears pierced? Well, what had I said about “a faint heart”?

Then she produced the silver, metal, choker-type necklace. She raised my hair, at the back, as she came behind me to fit the narrow band of metal to my neck.

It, like the ear-rings, had dangly silvery strands, falling down from the band of metal and these, along with the tighter band, did an excellent job of disguising the tell-tale lump, I had in my throat!

I was a little surprised at how intricate the rear-fastening appeared to be, as she fussed at the back of my neck, for a minute or two, to secure it.

“Ahh! Well! You see . . . ” she began an elaborate explanation, “This is not an ordinary necklace. I had a set made, for Sally. There are matching bracelets. Here.” And she produced two, thinnish, silvered bracelets.

As she fitted these to my wrists, I understood the concept. They fastened, by way of a tiny locking mechanism, to my slender wrists, and looked like any pair of innocuous bracelets, but I could see the tiny fastening on the outer ring of silvery metal, that gave away their real function. I assumed the neck choker had a similar feature.

And then she produced the length of chain that connected to the collar I wore, and that came down in one length, but part way down, two short branches of metal-work diverted off, from the main chain and she connected these, to each of my wrist bracelets, forming a connection, like a thin slave chain, securing my wrists in front and slightly apart, up to my neck collar. The rest of the chain descended to floor length, from my gently restrained wrists, and she picked this excess silver chain up, to use as a thin, silvery leash.

“It’s more symbolic, bondage jewellery, than actually functional!” she suggested, “If you struggled against it, I’m certain you’d break the chain, quite easily. But I trust you’re not going to do that?”

I assured her I wouldn’t dream of such a coarse and ungrateful reaction.

“There are leg bracelets, too, and they have their own longer chain, to connect up to this length, but I’m not going to secure those. I think they’ll be too obvious. I’m just going to pop the anklets on, and you can get accustomed to wearing them, for another time.”

And she produced two, slightly bulkier versions of the discreet bracelets I wore on each wrist, and bent down to secure each, above the silvery straps of my evening sandals, where they were barely noticeable against the double ankle straps of my fashionable footwear.

“So, am I wearing these all night?” I asked, aware that eating with chopsticks might be hampered by having my wrists joined, even given the amount of freedom these gentle restraints offered.

“No! Not all night!” she exclaimed, laughing, “Just going and coming back. I think you’d have a problem eating. And I really don’t think me feeding you is a viable option, tonight.”

That concurred with my concerns.

“No, I just like you to know you’re my captive,” she continued, “I’ll slip the chain off when we get seated. No-one will even notice and those that might, won’t believe their eyes. It’ll be fine. Trust me.”

And, strangely, I did. I would trust her with my life and, having gone this far to please her, I was not phased at all, by my upcoming experience. In any case, I knew she could probably explain her way out of any incident, if one occurred and I’d look meekly on and let “mummy” sort it!

“But it will be seen, if I walk in and you’re leading me, won’t it?” I just needed clarification.

“No! I’ve got an evening shawl for you to pop on, over your bolero top. It’ll look quite normal and hide anything. Anyway, it’s always dark in these places. And people will be admiring your dress and your heels, too much, to notice a little thing like this.” And she jangled my leash, to emphasize the delicate nature of my new jewellery.

And so, with silvery, evening shawl draped over my shoulders and my hands with enough movement to hold the shawl in to my fast-beating, heart, we set off on the mother of all adventures, thus far.


The Final Chapter

Tuesday evening . . . . .

I sat on the front passenger seat, as she fitted her perfectly attired, slim form, into the driver’s side. My delicate, silver leash, dangled down between my legs, and I rested my fettered hands in my lap, as I looked forward with slight trepidation, to my coming out ball.

I needn’t have worried. The journey was without any incident. No flashing sirens. No SWAT squad, surrounding the car, ordering the driver to put down her weapons and release her hostage.

And my Mistress was animated, the situation exciting her, as much as it thrilled me. She talked, endlessly, about my look and my dress, my make-up, the restaurant. Her favourite foods. My special, bondage jewellery. Her work that day. And a whole lot of stuff that was of no real consequence, but kept the conversation bubbling and made the long-ish half-hour or more, journey, seem shorter than it was.

And, seemingly in the middle of the countryside but, in actual fact, about equi-distant from our two nearest towns of any size, we pulled into a restaurant I’d passed several times, but never visited. It always looked a little too expensive for my taste and not the sort of establishment where curry and chips and a pint, might cost less than a tenner!

It stood alone, a former, large private home now housing a swish Chinese restaurant to the lower floor and, probably, accommodation for the staff upstairs. It had its own car-park and we were not more than 50 metres from the entrance, so no problem. Just an expectant audience to impress!

I counted the cars. Around 12, in total. And then at an average 2 per car, and a few extra, I calculated maybe 25 to 30 people in the sizeable establishment. Maybe fewer, if some of the cars belonged to staff? Of course, it was nearly 8pm on a Tuesday evening, so the place was probably not buzzing with customers. I hoped not, anyway.

And, within seconds, my chains were gathered up, I was hauled from the car and a reassuring arm came around my shoulder, as I held my shawl in close, and we began our proud walk to face the gauntlet of diners, within.

I needn’t have worried. We were met by a lovely, young Chinese girl, in a traditional, cheongsam dress and she handed us over to an attentive waiter who walked ahead of us, also dressed in traditional male garb, to show us the table.

All the tables were set in their own little alcove-type booths, ensuring privacy, which was obviously why she’d chosen this place and that settled my racing heart, immediately.

With her sticking close, and my grasp of my chains within the shawl, I was fairly assured that no-one would guess our secret, and it became another, exciting game to play, as we wended our way to the furthest end of the half-full restaurant.

And, of course, my Mistress played her part beautifully. She looked, totally unflustered and dropped the delicate leash chain, unseen, into my hands, as I was seated and my chair pushed in for me, by our attendant.

He placed three menus upon the table and promised to return very soon, leaving us to sort out my manacles, and to get ourselves properly sorted.

“I love this place, it’s very posh!” I whispered, afraid that my voice may carry, in the vastness of the half empty room, “And I really like that style of dress, our receptionist was wearing! The silk Chinese dress, with the long slit up the leg!” I added.

“Haha! I suppose you’d like me to buy you one?” she laughed, a twinkle in her eye.

“Yes, please, Mistress.” I answered, cheekily, “That would be most appreciated. I’d wear it for you, the next time you brought me here!” I said, with a little twinkle in my eye, too.

She just smiled.

She immediately took charge of the food choices, assuring me that I would love her selection and offering me the wine menu. I drew breath as I scanned the white wines, she’d suggested might be appropriate. I was accustomed to eating in cheaper venues and not where the average price of a bottle of wine was near to £40. I was tempted to choose the house-wine, more reasonably priced at £22, but she told me off and said this was a special occasion and deserved a better, more expensive selection. And I tried to sound authoritative by picking the Chablis, which was in the higher price range, and that impressed her, so that added to my growing confidence.

When our waiter returned, she ordered the Celebration banquet for two and the Chablis, as well as a bottle of sparkling, mineral water and we settled to a lovely evening of food, a near full bottle of wine for me, as she only took two tiny glasses, and endless, relaxed conversation.

True to my word, I’d totally ignored the admiring looks we had both received, as we made our grand entrance and, once settled, I paid no attention whatsoever to any other table, so I had no idea, nor little concern, as to whether anyone was eye-ing us, as we ate and laughed, and drank and talked, for the best part of 3 hours.

The food was as fantastic, just as she’d promised. And it seemed endless, and like the conversation, my wine, seemed to flow constantly.

And then, as the wonderful evening, neared its close, she dropped her bomb-shell.

We weren’t having desserts, the numerous starters on a platter, the duck and pancakes, and then three mains to pick at, were more than sufficient, and she had ordered me a small brandy, to wash the last morsels down and then looked at me, earnestly.

“How does £600 a month, sound?” she asked, watching for my reaction, intently. “Of course, that’s with food and accommodation. And all your clothes. So, it would be all bills paid and £600 spending money?”

“Are you offering me a job?” I asked, a broad smile forming upon my painted lips.

“Well, sort of! I’m offering you a trial period of 6 months,” she affirmed, “If you’re happy and I’m happy, after that, I’ll review your pay. But £600, plus everything paid for, is what I’m offering you now. If you want it?”

“Errmmm! Well I don’t think I can possibly accept,” I replied, and her expression turned, in an instant, to one of confused disappointment.

“Why not? You don’t like the terms of employment?” she asked, her face now the picture of unhappiness.

“No, it’s not that,” I helpfully informed, keeping my voice as low, as possible, “Not that, at all. I just want to be clear. You are offering me a place in your home and clothes like this, to wear? And all my food? And my nights out? And all I have to do is be your sissy-girl slave?”

“Yes! I suppose that’s a good description,” she said, “But, if you’re not happy to . . . .” and she was about to soften the terms, I’m certain, but I interrupted her.

“I am perfectly happy, to do anything you need. But it’s too much. Far too generous. If I’m going to be classed as slave labour, I don’t deserve such generosity. If you promise me, at least one evening out, a month, like this,” I laughed, barely able to contain my excitement, “And, if you sincerely promise me, that you’ll show me no mercy, when it comes to any punishments, I deserve . . . . I’m afraid I can only accept £400 per month!”

I’d done a quick calculation. At this moment, I had no earned income at all, just the hand-outs from the taxpayer. Even in my previous jobs, I had always stuttered and stumbled from one month to the next, always rationing myself and wondering how I’d pay my bills and here she was offering me everything, food, clothing, a fabulous home and pocket money to boot.

Her face lit. She was obviously relieved. “I’d have offered you £800 a month, if you’d held out for it,” she said.

“And, I want this job so much, I’d have accepted for £200! In fact,” I added, “I’d do it for nothing, just food and lodging, if you promise me that every week will be as exciting as these past few days.”

“Well, let me see what I can come up with, to keep you interested,” she laughed, and then we chinked glasses, my brandy to her mineral water, to seal the deal.

And this started a whole new stream of conversation, each of my questions, easily batted away, by her superior logic.

“What about the apartment? I owe rent on it.” I’d ask.

“How long a notice period, do you need to give?” she’d counter.

“A month, minimum.”

“Okay, I’ll pay whatever rent you owe, and we’ll give a month’s notice, this week.” she casually responded.

“What about my stuff?”

“Is the furniture yours?” she demanded to know.

“No! Just clothes, the bedding, some stuff in the kitchen, and a few bits.”

“Well, Francesca and I will go, sometime in the next month and collect any bits, you want to keep. I’m afraid I can’t have any male clothes in the house. So, you either put those into storage. Or we give them all to a charity shop,” she said, again watching for my reaction.

We both quickly agreed that a Charity Shop, was a very worthy cause, as she explained I wouldn’t have any need, whatsoever, for them, for at least 6 months. So that was simply resolved.

“And I have to go to the Job-Centre. Friday!” I worried.

“Well, we will. We’ll go along there and explain that Frank has got some meaningful employment and no longer requires their services. In fact, Francesca and I will go, together!” she grinned.

That sounded risky, but “faint heart ne’er won . . . . .!”

And then the restaurant bill was paid, I never saw the final cost, and my chains were discreetly re-installed and Mistress and her new, special girl assistant, laughed and giggled as they exited the restaurant, arm-in-arm and with silvery shawl pulled not quite as tightly into the fettered arms, as before. I don’t think after a bottle of Chablis and a brandy, I really worried too much, if I made some other, less fortunate partner jealous, by showing off my special jewellery! I was proud of it . . . . . the symbol of my new position.

“Will you tie me up, tonight? In bed? Please?” I asked, as we stopped by the car and engaged in a passionate kiss, her pulling at my leash to demonstrate her power, over me.

“Only if you’ve been a naughty girl!” she laughed, as we kissed again.

“Well, in that case,” I giggled, “Let’s go and see just how naughty, I can be! Shall we?”

And I was pretty certain I could be ill-behaved, enough, to persuade her to punish me each night, henceforth.

I’d certainly do my utmost, to ensure it! After all, I had to justify the expense and effort she was prepared to go to, to keep me in the manner to which I was becoming, so compulsively accustomed.

I was delighted to wear the perforated leather hood, she had brought with her, just in case it was needed, for the journey home. Paired with my silver fetters, it reminded me of my lowly, slave position. And that I belonged, solely, to her.

And that is a job title, “My Mistress’s Sole Property and Her Girl Anything”, that I’m more than happy to possess . . . . . for as long as it pleases my Mistress Katrina.

The End . . .

. . . . . . . for now!

I’ve enjoyed telling you my story and how my new life began. If you’ve enjoyed it too, I may just tell you about all the lovely, exciting things we’ve done together and all the lovely clothes, I’ve had to wear

and everything that has happened to me, over these last

few weeks, as I settled into my new job,

in my new home, with my perfect,

new, and very strict, lady-boss.

Love, Francesca xxxxx

If you have enjoyed this tale, please let me know by writing a

short review, or send me your comments, and suggestions,

by email. I’m always happy to hear from my readers.

And be sure to read all of my other tales, both long and short, of subjugated sissies, available now, to purchase or to borrow from the Kindle Store . . . .

. . . . and check out my edited highlights, and favourites, from all my previous books, in “Paulette’s Best Bits - Books 1 + 2”

Thank you for reading my stories, Paulette P. x

pauletteperil@hotmail.com

Be sure to read the numerous other books by the same author, and all following a similar theme and packed full of thrilling descriptions of sissy dressing and sissy bondage and subjugation :-

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

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

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

The Perils of Paulette Book 1 – Paulette’s Initiation

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

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

The Perils of Paulette Book 4 – Paulette’s Graduation

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy

(both titles now available in one e-book or in paperback)

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

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

(both titles soon to be available in paperback)

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

ULTIMATE CONTROL Book 1 – Penelope’s Story (available in paperback)

ULTIMATE CONTROL Book 2 – Felicity’s Story

All these books are full-length reads and available in the Amazon Kindle Store. Gradually, some of them will become available as paperback versions for readers to keep and treasure.

Paulette has also written and published many “shorter stories”, including :-

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

Altered Image – Mischa and Chloe make a movie

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

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

The AAAAA Team – When you have no-one else to turn to, the AAAAA Team will happily help you change the Appearance and Attitude of your pesky male partner

Bridal Sweet (or The Wedding Belle) - about a husband who can’t resist trying on the bridesmaid’s gown and Cirque Bizarre – a fun story of a diabolical circus act that requires a new female escapologist and there are no girls to fill the role!

(these 2 titles are not available at present but will soon be appearing again, in a new book containing a generous selection of short, subjugated sissy, stories)

All these books are available in the Kindle Store. Many can be read for free and soon, many will be available to buy in paperback editions.

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

Paulette x
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