

Welcome to LUSH ISLE

the Island of Lost and Unfortunate She-Males

Where females rule - and mere males serve. The few lucky ones get to be executive she-males, living a life of femininity and extravagance. The unlucky, face a life of harsh servitude, forced to work as pony-girls or she-male labourers,

Young men are disappearing from the streets and young male students are disappearing off our University campuses, at an alarming rate. The student populations of our university towns and cities are now living in fear, as an epidemic of kidnappings and unexplained disappearances, blights their futures.

This is the work of a highly organised and well-financed operation. The women of LUSH ISLE, backed by some of the wealthiest and most powerful women in the world, are starting their own new civilization, one in which women are the masters and males are merely pawns, in their game.

To stock their new island paradise with a supply of both workhorses and intellectuals, they are taking young men off the streets of our towns and cities and re-educating them in their own “University of Female Life” on their private island. The ones who measure up, are transformed into a lower caste of she-male to be employed as intellectuals, or to be used for the gratification of the female leaders. They are the lucky ones! Anyone who threatens the status-quo, male, female or she-male, will be put to work “on the farm” or “in the factory”, or, if too threatening to their Mistresses, will be placed into infinite isolation.

This is the story of Tim Roth, aged 24 and recent law graduate, and of Robert Paisley, aged 25 and recently graduated in Business and Management Studies, and their transformation into Rebecca and Tamzin, the newest recruits to LUSH ISLE.

_________________________

It Begins!

"Okay, that’s the last of this batch. Let’s get her restrained and leave the processing and packaging until the morning. I don’t know about you, but I am dead beat. I need to get to bed. She’ll be out for at least 12 hours.”

Female #1 was talking to her companion and to the Female #3 waiting to receive the last parcel from this “batch”, as they laid down the comatose figure of their latest prize catch.

“My, she’s a pretty one!” exclaimed female #3, “Look at that blonde hair and those startling blue eyes.”

And it was true, “she” did have the bluest of blue eyes and the fairest of blonde hair. But she was a he! Tim Roth, celebrating his graduation from Law School, at University, had been on a week-long binge with his student and graduate friends, when he had become separated from the crowds, on their way home to digs, after another bender. Now, he was lain out, unconscious on the infirmary bed, in the processing facility to which his abductors had brought his lifeless, heavily drugged, body.

Alongside his bed, lay three, heavy, metal and plastic, caskets, each lying neatly in a disciplined line on the floor, and low moaning noises could be heard coming from one of these, the others lay completely and eerily silent. A fourth casket, empty now, its top lying askew to one side and it propped up against the wall, waited to welcome its new guest. But its new guest, Tim Roth, was not ready to be packaged. Yet!

“Our last guest not settling in?” queried female #2.

“Oh, she will, but we only just packaged her a couple of hours ago. I think the realisation she’s in there for another 24 hours, at least, shocked her a bit. She’ll settle to the idea soon enough.” replied Female #3, discarding her white technician’s coat. “I agree, we’ll do this one tomorrow morning and then we can set all four off to the Island. Let’s just get her out of these clothes, into a smock and tied down for the night.”

And, within minutes, poor Tim Roth had been stripped of all his male clothing, now destined to be incinerated, and was being strapped to his bed, dressed in his new, full-length purple satin smock gown.

His ankles and wrists were each held firm in the padded straps attached to the sides of his bed and to the two bottom bedposts. His head had been zipped and laced into a half-face mask of white rubber, the integral white rubber ball-gag, held firmly under its rubber panelling, between his lips, his pink nose and stunning blue eyes, framed in the large opening in the face of the firm, enveloping, latex mask.

Then the three co-conspirators took one last look at their latest victim, still fast asleep under the influence of the very effective drug they had administered him, in the car that they had picked him up in. He would sleep like a baby until the morning and then, he would learn what was in store for him and his three travelling companions.

The three, laughing, female, vixens, turned off the light of the reception room, to which all their new guests were brought, and closed the door. All was silent, except for the low moaning, and stifled crying, still coming from the last of the three metal caskets, lined up next to the sleeping law graduate.

___________________________

The next morning, early, the same three women re-appeared, just as Tim was beginning to stir. Utter silence now reigned in their “prep” room, even casket number three had fallen quiet.

The three, each donned their white coats and approached the bed, to which their latest and last guest, for this batch, was still strapped, and who was now slowly coming around to face the reality of his bizarre situation.

“Good morning,” said female #1, quietly nudging the captive figure to see if any response was forthcoming. There was none.

“Okay, let’s get her into the boots and body corset before she comes around and becomes too unruly. We can then package her up and get this lot off on the road. Their plane takes off in just over four hours. So, we’ll need to get them off in the next couple of hours.”

And, it had to be said, it was far easier dealing with a comatose hostage, than with one who had awoken to find themselves being garbed in thigh-high, leather, boots, and constricting, leather, body corset.

So, all three hastily sought out the items they required and set to, to unbind their slowly-waking victim and get him, or her, suitably dressed for travelling.

The satin robe came off and two held the lifeless figure upright, whilst the third brought the white leather corset around her body and working quickly, got the front busk fastening completely done up, before attending to the tight lacing which secured it, to the stirring body.

Next, two long white leather sheathes were run up the two slim legs and zipped from instep right up to the top of the thigh, where they almost, but not quite, met the white leather of the stiff corset.

Two similar long sheathes of leather were brought forward, measured up, and then each one installed up each long, slim arm, reaching from fingertips to shoulders and coating each arm in their firm, leather, embrace.

And then the rubber, half face, hood, with rubber ball gag, was exchanged for a white leather hood which also left part of the face showing, but this one covered the eyes in a padded leather blindfold which would completely eliminate any sight. The leather came down in a small dome over the nose of the wearer, with two tiny breathing holes bored into the leather, but left the mouth part open and completely exposed . . . and ready to accept the strange appliance which they now sought to insert.

It was at this point that our victim made the first of several noises. Tim had finally regained sufficient consciousness to ascertain that something strange and unacceptable was happening to his body. He moaned and muttered, as he felt the leather hood being zipped and laced tight and conforming to the effeminate features of his girly face. He felt female #1 trying to open his lips sufficiently to insert a weird mouthpiece which, he was to discover, would offer him a lifeline of food and air, to accompany him on his strange and terrifying journey to the place designated as his “final destination”.

He stirred, and he moaned, as the three females battled to get him fully prepped before the effects of the sleep-inducing drug wore off completely. And then his moans turned to frightened groans, as the rubber mouthpiece, finally, was rammed home and was buckled in tight, to silence the awakening captive.

Now, all that could be heard was a guttural, questioning sound, as Tim tried to make sense of what was happening.

By this time, the hood was fully secured, he was sightless, as well as speechless, and so, helpless, and the trio were now re-securing the four, padded, wrist and ankle straps, to ensure that their patient did himself, and them, no harm.

“Good morning, again!” tried female #1, for the second time. “Welcome! We are so pleased to have you as our guest. Now, please do not try to struggle. It will only tire you out and you need your strength. Any attempt to escape is futile, and, therefore, pointless. We need to prepare you for your journey and then all will become clear, tomorrow, once we get you to the island.”

And, with that, the three of them studiously went through their well-practised routine as a blinded and muted prisoner bucked and struggled against his unrelenting bonds, before deciding that any attempt to escape was, indeed, futile.

They inserted two tiny rubber tubes from the melee of rubber tubing that protruded from the inserted mouthpiece, up each leather covered nostril, of their patient. And they satisfied themselves that each tube was free of any obstruction, or wrinkling, that might affect the supply of natural air.

Then they messed with the three larger rubber pipes that went directly into the mouth of their resisting captive. They were satisfied that each was in the correct position, relative to the others, and, again, that none had creased or twisted to obstruct the flow of food, and of the emergency oxygen supply.

Tim battled to accept the tubing that had been forced up each nostril as his tongue licked at, and teased at, the three larger tubes now filling his mouth. He wondered what the hell was happening and tried to conquer his fear and deal with this totally irrational circumstance, with a degree of calm rationality.

Then he felt his penis being handled, as female #3, attended to locking that into a fully restricting plastic cock-case, that would ultimately connect to the intricate tubing in the metal and plastic transport casket and allow the passage of urine, into the installed receptacle.

The plastic case slipped over the length of the poor captive’s flaccid member, which ended up entirely trapped within its opaque, whitish plastic casing, and was locked onto the securing ring of plastic, which encircled the scrotum. A length of clear, plastic tubing extended from the tip of the casing, waiting to be attached to its rubber host.

Then, it was announced, all was prepared, and their acquisition was ready for its final installation into the waiting casket.

Tim felt three pairs of hands working at the four strong leather straps that had held him, firstly overnight, and now for a much briefer period, to the metal-framed bed. And then he was free! But freedom was merely transitory. The same three pairs of hands lifted their passenger, first to an upright position and then persuaded it to stand, awkwardly, as it tottered on the height of leather thigh boot which stretched up both legs and which balanced their wearer precariously on four, high, inches, of steel-reinforced heel.

Under his blinding hood, Tim felt the leather of the encasements up his legs, up both his arms and around his constricted body, as he moved for the first time from his lying position and felt the limitations that the restrictive clothing was putting on his strained body. His mind was confused as he tried to marry together all the different feelings and sensations that his bondage, and his strange, erotic, attire, were forcing on him.

They guided him towards the open casket that now lay ready on the floor and gently eased him down until he was stepped into the foot end of the casket and they eased him down to a lying position. He dared not resist, his situation being altogether too precarious, though he might have put up a struggle had he realised the finality of his circumstance, and that he was due to spend the next twelve hours, or so, interred in this metal, and plastic, “coffin”.

As soon as they had him lying within the folds of the foam rubber protection, that lined the casket and prevented any knocks and abrasions, the three women set to work securing the network of leather straps and buckles that were to hold their precious cargo, for its journey.

The captive’s arms were slightly splayed out and at his sides. The feet and legs were held in two long straight leather-sheathed lines, again slightly splayed from the hips. The hooded head, with its breathing and feeding pipes protruding, sat fast in the little niche made to accommodate it. And, finally, the bizarre, plastic encased penis, sat awkwardly, projecting above the foam rubber mould, bobbing and swaying slightly, in the air, as each new strap was buckled tight, to hold the owner of the wayward cock, firmly into his transport casket.

A wealth of leather strapping was soon buckled fast and the leather-clad and hooded figure now looked like a giant doll, presented in all its finery to entice a would-be buyer to handle it and play with it. Four, short, straps, held each gloved arm, still and fast. Four, longer, straps, held each leather-booted leg, rigid. Two long straps crossed the waist- and the bust-line, and one last one went across the hooded forehead of the poor leathered-doll, to stop any head movement.

Five minutes of intense concentration, from the main technician, female #3, ensured that each tiny nostril breathing tube was connected to the outside air holes within the sides of the casket. The two larger breathing tubes connected the vital emergency oxygen supply to the mouth. And the largest tubing of all was connected to the automated liquid feeding supply.

All that remained, was to connect plastic cock-case to rubber, urinary pipe, ensure that everything was working, and then screw the transparent plastic lid down hard, to encase the living doll, ready for transportation.

Twenty minutes later and all four caskets, each now emitting a low groaning sound, as their occupants realised they were on the move, were lifted into the back of the waiting truck and the tailgate was being closed and locked. Then the driver, female #2, and the two super-villainesses acting with her, were piling into the front seats and heading to the small, private, airfield, where the private jet would be waiting to whisk their four cargo caskets, off, to mysterious, Lush Island. And, once loaded aboard, the three women could return to their facility and enjoy a few days of rest before the newest victims of their next consignment arrived, freshly taken from the streets of Britain, and the prepping process, would begin all over again.

____________________________

The flight lasted three hours, give or take. But, of course, not one of the four unfortunates held within the bowels of the plane, could estimate time. Their imprisonment, had baffled and confused their brains, so much, and terrified them each, to the core, that time now bore no relevance. Three of the poor souls had been confined within their metal coffins for the past 12 to 14 hours and they feared they would never see the light of day again. Tim, hostage number 4, and the freshest of the hostages, was still coming to terms with the speed at which his celebratory night out with friends, had terminated in this bizarre captivity.

Then the plane had landed and a transfer to another truck and then to a boat had all happened within another three hours. And, finally, a third truck ride, only very short this time, a last unloading, and the four caskets were all placed, like four coffins sitting in a row, on wooden stanchions within the facility, which was to be the new home for the four abductees, for their fore-see-able future.

Then, there was some frantic activity, as four lids were all unscrewed and placed to one side, then the disconnecting of all tubing, the removal of the intricate rubber mouth-pieces, and, for the first time in 24 hours, for three of them, and the past ten to twelve, for Tim, the four leather-clad, bound, dolls, could breathe in mouthfuls of fresh and fragrant, sweet-smelling, warm air.

Each lay there, adjusting to their re-acquaintance with a degree of normality, as their breathing relaxed, and they strained to test their unyielding leather bonds. All was dark and yet, they were aware of some voices. Then, lighting came up slowly . . . . and there was applause!

And then, they heard a voice.  A disembodied voice. A female voice. A thrilled, and excited, loud, female voice, greeted them all.

“Welcome to your new lives on LUSH ISLAND,” the voice declared, “We, the sisterhood, the members of DREAM, welcome you to a new and exciting chapter in your lives. Now, I need you to listen carefully. I shall outline for you, what has happened and what will happen, in the future. I am certain you are all confused and have a hundred questions that need answering. But, please, do not interrupt me. I shall attempt to answer all those nagging queries you must have, but I do insist that you remain silent. Otherwise, I shall instruct my helpers here, to re-install those gags.

So, welcome to LUSH ISLE. This will be your new, and forever, home. The beautiful, Lush Island, lies around one mile off the western Atlantic coast of Portugal. Lisbon is just a short speedboat ride away. Land can be seen from our Eastern coast. Alas, you four will, possibly, never tread foot on the mainland again. This is your home. It is where you will live, you will learn, you will serve, and, one day, regrettably, you will pass away. As will we all. Such is life.

This is one of three experimental islands established to further the principles of DREAM. The sisterhood, THE DREAM, was founded in 2018, with the very generous financial backing of four extremely famous, and incredibly wealthy, Hollywood actresses. I cannot name them, for very obvious reasons, but I assure you, even as young as you are, their names will be significant to you.

In 2018, there was a tremendous kickback from the supremacy and power, that certain men had exerted over women, not just in the film industry, but also in commerce, in industry, in all our big financial organisations, in our radio and TV channels, our media providers. Everywhere, in fact!

As a direct result of this, DREAM was born. We are a radical feminist movement against MEN. In fact, the “AM” in DREAM stands for “against males”. We are the DREAM, Dames Regaining Empowerment Against Males.

Thanks to the generous support of those four, aforementioned, actresses, and several other incredibly wealthy, women, DREAM acquired its first all-female populated island, DREAM ISLAND, in 2021, in the Caribbean seas. A second island, WISH ISLAND, was purchased in 2024, off Western Australia. And now, here in 2028, ten years since its inception, DREAM has opened its largest base, LUSH ISLAND in Europe, ready to be populated and open for business.

You represent some, but by no means the first, of our labour force, here on LUSH ISLAND. You are to become the she-male servants of the women who have decided to live their lives here, fulfilling their dream to be a self-sufficient, and female-empowered, sovereign state, in its own right.

You will soon each undergo significant transformation to become a quasi-male. As such, you will become the workhorses, the wine-makers, the tool-manufacturers, and the nurses and doctors, the farmers, the builders, the office workers, who ensure that the women who live here, can follow their dream and pursue a life where we, the female of the species, control our own destinies and you, the she-male population, serve us, after generation upon generation of us poor females being under your male-oriented, rule.

All will become clear, over the next few days. You will spend two days in our small hospital facility, here, before going back to school, to learn the basics of being a useful addition to our female ranks. There you will be tested and measured. Some of you will be sold off to new owners, the very privileged few will either be sold to our wealthiest, private, land-owners, or will receive further, enhanced training and will qualify to be our executive she-males and will enjoy a relative degree of freedom and some rights. Others, less fortunate will be consigned to work on our farm, providing for the majority, or in our factories, producing the tools and weapons we need to ensure our future and prolonged existence. A very special few, will be kept as sexual play-things for the pleasure of the Mistresses here. Anyone who tries to escape, or who does not fully accept their role here, will be dealt with severely.

This island has only one way on to it, and one way off. It is the way you arrived today, by boat. On our Western shoreline, we enjoy a splendid, sun-soaked, occasionally windswept, stretch of golden sand, licked by the Atlantic waves. I can assure you, there is nothing but water between here and the USA. On the three other sides, North, South and East of the island, are only steep cliffs and one hidden road, leading to our sheltered harbour.

Escape is impossible. You cannot swim to the west, you cannot scale down the cliffs to our other sides. You will never see the road to our harbour and, even then, it is so closely guarded by trusted she-males and trained guard-dogs, that you will not get within a mile of the boats that lie there.

Put all thoughts of escape from your minds. Put all thoughts of disobedience away. You will serve us here until we decide that you are no longer of use to us. If you have served us well, you may, just possibly, regain your freedom. If not, you will be banished to live your life in isolation in one of the island’s nether regions.

From the day we took you off the streets of Britain, your lives were changed irrevocably. Do not even think back to your previous, privileged lives. Those lives are lost. Gone. Ended. You now belong to us. You live to serve us. You are, and will remain, our property to do with, as we please.

Now, I suggest you all take time to allow these revelations to sink home. Understand the futility of resistance. And recover your strength. In two days’ time, I shall address you in a more relaxed atmosphere.

You will reveal to us who you are, or were, what are your skills and what may be your usefulness to us. Then we will decide on the most appropriate training programme for each of you, and where best to place you, in order for you to most usefully serve us, your new Masters.

Tomorrow, each of you will undergo a minor procedure of breast implantation , the next day, full body hair removal. Then you will be given 24 hours to recover, before we assess your needs. In the meantime, dwell on my words. This is your life from now on. Escape is impossible. Your only way to a fulfilled life is through service to your female masters. Prepare yourself mentally for that challenge and we shall prepare you physically.”

And, with that, she was gone. The lights dimmed, more ecstatic applause from some distant audience, that gradually died away, and then they were left in darkness, again.

Four silent “corpses” lay within the confines of their metal coffins, each with a myriad of unanswered questions, each lost within their own thoughts, and each fearful for what the immediate future, and the weeks and months ahead, might bring. Not least, each had their own imagining of what a “simple” breast implantation procedure might involve!

___________________________

The First Two Days

Almost immediately, after the applause had died away, dimmed lighting had come back up and the four unfortunates had felt themselves being carried away, whisked off from their welcoming audience to a quieter abode. Although only able to stare straight up, the changes in the light, and in temperature told them they had passed from one building, out into sunlight and then into a second building. The four had no idea where, how, or what, regarding their situation, and what-the-hell was happening. Each was coping with their own dread, in a very different manner. Tim, for his part, although terrified, was now calm and thinking in a rational manner.

The lengths these people had gone to, in taking them and in transporting them, made him believe this was an organised operation. That was good. It meant they were taken for a purpose other than to be brutalised and murdered! Every voice he had heard, thus far, had been female. That was good, surely? Better to have to fight against a female “gang” than a stronger and more vicious male band, wasn’t it?

And that talk, an island, a group of determined women, money, financial backing from Hollywood? This all sounded positive, albeit, in a very negative sort of way.

So, what was a she-male? And, for the next hour or so, he turned over and over in his mind, the important words from the dialogue he had just heard. Words such as she-male, servant, sexual plaything, rich females, women without men, island paradise, no escape, till death, or till no further use, regaining empowerment. And breast implants!

Then his thoughts were interrupted, as, for the first time in over 12 hours, he saw a face. Then another. Two faces peering down into his metal tomb. And one spoke.

“Right, now we’re getting you out of there and into a bed, so you can properly rest. Then we’ll hook you up and feed you and then let you sleep. Okay? Now, don’t try and resist or it will not be pleasant. Co-operate, and we’ll make you as comfortable as possible.” said the voice of the darker-haired of the two females, staring down into Tim’s deep blue eyes. He nodded his head, fractionally, as much as his head-bindings allowed, to say, yes, co-operation and comfort both sounded good.

Within minutes, he found himself released from the extravagant, and extreme strapping, that had held his leather-clad body firm for all those hours, and he was lifted, bodily, by his two female rescuers, and plopped onto a sturdy hospital type bed, with raised side railings, the sort employed to stop their occupants from falling out.

He flexed his arms and bent his booted legs to get the flow of blood back through his cramped muscles. He twisted his head from side to side to check he still could move it, after so long in static pose. He shifted position on his buttocks, both of which ached from spending so long lying totally still. And he thanked the two females, who were treating his aching body with a degree of respect.

“Yes, well we know how you feel!” said female no. 2, her of the lighter locks. “It’s a year or two since we got taken, but I still remember those first 24 hours, like it was yesterday.”

“You got taken?” queried Tim, his mouth dry and his throat rasping.

“Yes. Not to here. To one of their other islands. We arrived together. Have been friends ever since. We actually requested a transfer here, together, as part of the set-up team. You know? Getting everything ready, to welcome all of you.” said the darker female, smiling. She understood his discomfort . . . and his disorientation.

“So, where am I. What’s happening to me? Why are you doing this?” he blurted it all out but was met with a “Sshhh! Don’t trouble yourself. Just accept it and go with it. If you behave and do as they say, you’ll find it’s not too bad a life. Work hard, do as your told and, one day, you’ll be in a position of authority. Like us.”

“But, you’re all women. It’s a whole island of women. What do they want with me?” Tim, at this point, still had little realization that he was just one, of four.

“They want to change you into us. We’re not women! We’re not men either. We’re neither. And we’re both. You’ll see. Tomorrow, you get the boobs and then . . . .” Female No.2 was about to continue but the darker-haired one had stepped in, and, tapping her on the shoulder, stopped her.

“I think we’ve said enough for now.” she said, “And I think you’ve asked enough questions. Now, we’ve still got another one to do so, please lie back and let us do our job.”

And then Tim twisted his head to see that, either side of him, was the same type hospital bed and a figure lay prone, and silent, in one, whilst the other was still unoccupied.

Then he felt padded cuffs going around each gloved wrist and padded cuffs going around each booted ankle. These were connected with straps to the metal frame of his bed and, although trapping him there, were by no means stringent and allowed some movement of his limbs, which relieved him, mightily. He could move, and, possibly even sit up a little. But liberty was not an option. He was bound to this situation and in these weird clothes, until he could figure out a means of escape.

Then, he was aware of his rescuers-turned-captors, hooking up a piece of equipment by his bedside and then a face came close to his. “Right, we’re feeding you intravenously, for the next two days, so we can properly regulate your intake. You’ll feel a slight pin-prick and that’s all. Then you can sleep. Tomorrow everything will be clearer. Now rest.”

The liquid feeding down the plastic tube and into Tim’s body was balanced for nutrients but, also, contained a strong relaxant drug, to help him sleep and regain his strength. He was vaguely aware that the two “females” he’d been addressing, were now concerning themselves with someone else, someone they had just lifted into the hitherto, empty bed, beside him. Then all went hazy, as the strength-restoring food, pumped into his veins, and the sleep-inducing drug took hold.

_______________________________

Tim, and his unseen companions, slept for a good 12 hours. The drug and their tiredness, due to the extreme anxiety they had each experienced, had ensured they got an undisturbed sleep, and a good rest.

So, it was the next morning, now DAY 3 of their ordeal, before each became aware they were just one of four.

The revelation re-assured Tim even more. Okay, one of four is better than one of one! He reasoned. Four of us might work together to escape. That was good, surely? And, limited as their movements were, each was able to communicate with the captive beside them, tell them who they were, where they’d been taken and the circumstances of their disappearance.

But, all too soon, their peace was shattered, as two more females, different to those Tim had seen the previous night, came to take the first of the four away. Robert, occupying the bed to Tim’s right, was the first to go. But where? He had been uncuffed from his bed, and raised up and assisted out of the confines of the metal frame, but, immediately, re-cuffed, his red leather, long-gloved, arms, behind him, his red, leather-booted, ankles tethered with a short chain between two harsh leather cuffs, and then he had been led away, hobbling, both from trying to cope with the heels on his thigh high, leather, boots, and the shortness of step allowed him, from the chain hobbling his ankles.

He was gone for maybe an hour, even a little longer, before being wheeled back to his bed, this time, seemingly dozy and drugged, and covered in a blanket. But there was something different, in his appearance! As the blanket slipped, as the two females were lifting him back into the bed and re-securing his wrist cuffs, Tim had been stunned to catch sight of two, definite, pronounced mounds on his completely hairless chest, two female breasts, where previously, there had been none!

Before the full realization, of what he had glimpsed, had hit home, Tim was on his way to surgery. Apparently, a process that had become so common now, breast implantation took an hour, or so, to perform, and a day or so, to recover from. And, although the effects were massive, the scars, and the pains, were minimal.

Less than two hours later, and Tim’s relative calm had faded away, dissipated completely, as he looked down at his new female chest and realised that, what the two females had said to him on his arrival in the medical unit. “We’re not women, but we’re not men. We’re neither. And we’re both!” now applied to him. Now, he understood what a she-male was.

And by the time his entire body had undergone the hair-removal process that just his chest had suffered on that day. And by the time his newly-bald head had been fitted with a long, flowing blonde wig, that trailed down to his shoulders and tickled at his back. And by the time, he had seen each of his four companions, return from breast surgery, and then, the next day, from wig-fitting, in exactly the same state as he, himself. Only then, did Tim realise the full extent, and the sheer hopelessness, of his bizarre plight.

_____________________________

The First 4 Weeks

“And welcome again to our beautiful Lush Island. I must say how different and how truly feminine you all look today. What a difference, two days has made. Just try to imagine how we will have you all looking and behaving after your 4 weeks of induction!”

It was the same voice that all four remembered from their first arrival on the island, the harbinger of doom, who declared that they were lost forever! But, today, the four captives could put a face, and a body, to the voice and what they saw was not unpleasant.

She was a statuesque, Amazonian, of a woman, standing some 6-foot tall in her knee-length, smart, black, high heeled boots, which had been tucked into a tight-fitting pair of black leather trousers. And her red, figure-hugging, satin blouse, helped to accentuate her impressive bust. She was maybe 35 years of age, dark-raven haired and fine-featured. And she stood close to where all four “men” were now shackled into their wooden, leather-padded seats.

The title “male” now seemed inappropriate, as the change to all four was startling.

Each was now dressed in a very short, very flouncy, and extremely feminine, satin, frock. The bodice was tight to the underlying, satin, corset, into which each had been tightly laced and, like the woman addressing them, each now sported their new, firm, and impressive, breast implants. They had each been fitted with their new, permanent, female wigs, Robert’s a dark auburn, shoulder-length, affair, that dropped in seductive curls to his shoulders and highlighted his deep brown eyes. Tim, he of the penetrating, startlingly blue, eyes, was furnished with a lovely, golden blonde, wig, slightly longer in length than Robert’s, but swept up and secured in a loose bun atop his head, the long strands of hair falling back down to his neck.

Each she-male was dressed in a girly satin frock but still in their four colours of red, blue, white and black. It seemed all the new recruits were attired in these four, basic, colours, to help distinguish them from previous generations of captive she-males.

For this occasion, they had been given a different colour to their original leather outfits, which, for today, at least, hung abandoned back in the two, twin-bedded, rooms. For two days, solid, they had worn that tight leather corset, those sky-high boots, the shoulder-length, leather, gloves. They felt almost relieved to be dressed in the new outfits, they had been introduced to, just this morning!

Tim, previously in the white leather, was now in a bright blue satin frock with long fingerless satin gloves, of the same colour, reaching up his arms and offering some protection from the metal shackle, or wrist cuff, that secured his right wrist to the right arm of his chair. Him being left-handed, his other arm had been released from the pair of cuffs and was free to operate the keyboard of the large tablet that was mounted on a swinging arm, projecting out in front of him, also from the right arm of the chair. He still had sufficient movement in his right to help him, if necessary.

His feet were encased in short blue, ankle-length, leather boots, matching the blue of his dress, and of his shoulder length gloves, and he wore fine, black high sheen stockings, on his legs. Just above the top of each ankle boot, his ankles were similarly cuffed, in metal, but cuffed together. He had made the long walk from his room, in small hobbled foot-steps, as his arms had been cuffed behind him, and the short, silvery, chain, connecting his ankles, had only allowed small, mincing, steps, for the journey, to “school”. Now, the chain connecting his two stockinged legs, was attached to another short chain, running between the two front legs of the chair, into which he had been so unceremoniously dumped. The ring gag, that had been forced between his teeth, allowed only the weirdest of guttural sounds to emanate from his open mouth.

His room-mate, Robert was similarly fixed to his seat, and wore identical clothing, in every respect, except, where he had previously been dressed in red leather corset and thigh-boots and gloves, his satin ensemble was all in black today. And with his dark auburn hair, he looked stunning, as he squirmed in his seat and battled to see just how much movement his shackles allowed him.

Their two companions, seated alongside, but in a small arc, with their school-teacher ma’am stood, dominating the room, in the centre of the arc, were dressed in the same satins, but in white and in red.

All now listened as the lecture continued.

“I do hope you are all happy with your lovely new breasts. You will find they take some getting used to. You may begin to appreciate how uncomfortable and obtrusive carrying two large, weighty, bags around with you, can be, sometimes. Also, the beautiful wigs now adorning your heads, enhance that feminine look which we seek to give you all. You are extremely fortunate. This look is offered completely free of all charge. Those wigs alone would cost you two or three hundred pounds, back home. They can by washed, styled and treated just like they were your own hair. They will not come off for at least 6 months, maybe up to a year. Then they will either be re-fitted, or replaced, as is necessary.

You may have noticed that, although we have given you some lovely, painted, false, fingernails, not one of you is wearing make-up? Yet! First lesson this afternoon, in fact for the whole afternoon, will be a masterclass in make-up. Each of you will see, for the very first time, the true potential you each have, to be a stunningly, beautiful, woman. Part of your face will be permanently made-up with a type of tattoo inking pen. Eyebrows, for instance will be marked on permanently. This will never need replacing and will last you for your entire time here, on the island. Other features will be done with long-lasting make-up that needs replenishing or changing every week or so. You will each learn to do your own make-up repairs, and to help each other do theirs. Anyway, that’s for your first afternoon’s lesson.”

An audible groan was heard from each pair of rounded lips as the four captive she-males looked helplessly to each other. Even now, after 48-hours, or more, of this bizarre captivity, not one had fully comprehended what was happening and the mention of permanent make-up, added to the fact that each could look down and see their new heaving breasts, they could not miss the bright painted, false, nails, protruding from the ends of their fingerless gloves, and each could feel the weight, of their new, full-styled, wigs, atop their heads, had now sent each one into a new panic.

“Stay calm and accept your fate,” was the response from the dominatrix stood before them, sensing the air of utter despair that had greeted her comments, “There is no point in fighting the inevitable. I told you all two days ago, this is your new life, from now and for ever. Embrace it, and you will find it tolerable. Fight against it, and you will suffer.

Now, if I may be allowed to continue? Today, I want to introduce you to the island which is your home, explain a little of the way we live here, and your role in the future. We also need to find out a little about you all, your previous names, your backgrounds, your skills, your interests. And, speaking of names, of course, we have to re-name you and give you your new she-male names. We always name new arrivals alphabetically. We are up to R, S, T and U, for the fourth time, I think. So, we have a selection of names to choose from. The letter “U” is a tricky one, so we may skip to “V”. We’ll see. Similarly, I believe we have no she-males, at all, with a name beginning with “Q” and very few “X” and “Zs”. But plenty of Rs, Ss and Ts! So, don’t worry. We will do that, before you leave here, this morning and then we can see that everyone addresses you properly in the future.

To continue, Lush Island is approximately 6 miles long by 4 miles wide or so, at its widest point. We are pretty much in the epi-centre of the island here in Centreville. Three main roads project out from our small town, going North, South and West. These same roads split three ways after around a mile and each of the smaller roads, lead to three distinct residential areas. The Northern and Western areas have already begun substantial development and have commenced habitation. The southern road is yet to be started, and will soon extend to a last residential area designed to hold another 50 to 60, or thereabouts, homes.

Eventually, the island will hold 200 to 250 superior females. These will be served by between 300 and 400 she-male slaves, like yourselves. At the moment, we are only less than half full, and we have only around 90 newly-trained she-male recruits, other than those we imported from our other islands, but interest in our project is blossoming, and we will soon need to gear up for a big surge in population.

The women who come here are either very wealthy and desire a life unencumbered by men, or, as is increasingly the case, they are divorcees, suddenly finding themselves with a little pot of money and wanting a more enriched life, without the nuisance of a male mate.

They pay a one-off minimum payment of £250,000, which buys them a small, but well-equipped, property here, or they pay more, if they can afford a more lavish home. They pay a further £15,000 per annum to enjoy all the facilities we offer. This includes free transport around the island, free leisure facilities here in Centreville, and at the beach, free medical care and free prescription drugs, all the civic services, like waste disposal, street lighting, water treatment, etc., and free study facilities for those who wish to learn new skills. In fact, everything they need to enjoy life, other than food, drink and clothing. But, most importantly, it buys them full membership of The Sisterhood, of The DREAM.

Most of the women choose to buy one, or even two, she-male personal servants, and, each of you will be offered up for sale at auction. We could sell for a flat price of £24,000 each, £42,000 for two, at the end of your 4-week education studies, here at our university, but, we prefer to gamble a little, and allow an auction, with a sensible reserve price, of course. If you are sold off, the money goes towards educating the next intake of “guests”. If no-one wishes to purchase you, you will be put to work in either our “farm” or our “factory” or in one of the service industries. An exceptional few, will be trained to take executive posts, and will, effectively, earn all the rights due to the full female populous. But, those positions are only for the most precious she-males, who show exceptional commitment to our cause.

For the rest, we will train you to cook, to serve, to clean, and to do just about anything, any female might require of you. You will be shown how to act as a pony-girl, as most purchasers will expect you to provide the transport facility to your owner’s household. You will become skilled in dressing, in make-up and in hair styling. You will learn to prepare food, to cook and to sew, to manage a home and to wash and iron and care for clothes. In short, you will be the ultimate she-male slave, able to do whatever is required by your owner. If you work hard, you will enjoy a relatively good life, as a personal servant. If you are not making the grade, we will withdraw you from any further training, and find a lower position that suits your abilities.

We constantly need she-males working on the fields to deliver the crops we grow. We aim to be self-sufficient in vegetables, fruit, and in meats, soon. Certainly, within the next twelve months. We have a factory that repairs and makes all the pony traps, the main form of transport around the island. We also make our own pony livery, the harnesses and bridles and so forth, we manufacture many of our own clothes and we insist on making all our own restraint, and punishment, items.

Of course, we have to still shop abroad for many things, but we aim to produce as much as we can, and certainly all of the more “delicate” items, should I call them. Leather restraints, hoods, pony-girl outfits, boots, gloves, toys for enhancing sexual experiences, and the like.

And, what we can’t make here, in that line, we can import from our other two, more established islands, in the USA and in Australia.

So, in a nutshell, that is our island. And we welcome you.

Now, if you look at the screen here, in front of you, I shall show you just how well-established we have become, in such a short time. You will see the different types of skills that you will need to acquire, and I can show examples of the different service industries in which you might find yourselves, if no owner-buyer can be found for you in our monthly slave market. Any questions?”

Of course, there were none, as the four wide-eyed and open-mouthed captives took in all that they had been told. Besides, the question was completely rhetorical, and mischievous. All four were firmly gagged and silenced. Debate from captive she-males, was not encouraged on Lush Isle.

“Good! Then look at the large screen, please.” she instructed, and all four turned their eyes to the slide-show starting before them.

“This is the main town, where you are now. The only buildings here, when we purchased the island, were an old Catholic monastery and its farm, its adega, where they made the wine, and a few outbuildings. You are now in the new university building, adjoining the original old monastery, you have seen the Hospital, and medical facility and, this afternoon, you will be taken to the health spa and leisure centre, where you will receive your make-up procedures.

This is a view of the extensive farm and the land around it. The farm lies to the East, around a mile from here. We have over a thousand acres of highly arable land, growing our own vegetables and fruits, as well as vines for our wine-making facility and we have a gin distillery. Umm, very tasty. Sadly, you will not get to taste either, unless you are purchased by a generous owner.

Here are some views of our she-male land workers. We also rear our own cattle and pigs and chickens and lambs, although many of our inhabitants are not meat-eaters.

Here are our factory girls. You can see these three, they are putting the finishing touches to a pony trap. Soon, one of our rich ladies will have their own she-male pony strapped to that and be enjoying a scenic outing on our very quiet roads. There are no motorised vehicles, beyond Centreville and other than between here and the East of the island. We use them only for transporting our new recruits to this centre, and for bringing supplies from the farm, or factory, or from the dock.  In fact, you’ll find, we have only twelve cars and vans on the whole island. It’s definitely very eco-friendly. Man-power, or, should I say, pony-girl power, is definitely the way to go. Well-looked after, and fed three decent, sensibly balanced meals a day, and a good pony-girl will last you years.

These are two of our roads. Narrow, with passing places. And here are a few pictures of the housing we provide to the North and to the West of the island. A few wealthier people, and, of course, the more importantly placed members of our society, live on some larger estates, or in converted buildings right here in Centreville, but, on the whole, this is more of an administrative, and social hub, for everyone to meet, to bank, to shop, and to enjoy.

We have no clothes shops, as such. Of course, as I said, we make all our own clothes for our she-male population, and we can make to order for any of our female customers, but many choose to go ashore, once a month or more, to shop, or they are able to order online. We specialise in manufacturing the more exotic clothing such as those delightful frocks you are wearing now. We certainly don’t want to draw too much attention to ourselves by ordering in bulk supplies of little girly dresses, and latex- and leather-wear, do we?” and she laughed. The silenced she-male audience didn’t quite appreciate her sense of humour!

“Aahh! Now, here’s one of our state-employed pony girls. Many of the wealthier clients here, have their own ponies, but we employ around thirty of these, island-wide. We will definitely need more, as the population grows. All costumed in the same stunning black livery, and black leather outfits. This is a free service. The inhabitants may just hail one, like a taxi, and they can be taken anywhere on the island, they please. There is a one-way limit of 2.5 miles per ride. Which takes you to the extreme points of our road system, but it’s all free and a good, regular service. And, believe me, if we have any prospective pony-girls here, when you’ve pulled a trap for two and a half miles, you will be tired. A one-hour rest period is statutory after a particularly long journey, like that. But, then, within the hour, you’ll be good to go, again.

Ohh! And this is our grocery delivery service. A bit slower than the big supermarkets back home but all done with girl-power, as you can see. Again, it’s all free, included in your, or should I say “OUR”, annual service charge.

And these girls are doing the weekly refuse collection. They take it in turns to pull the wagon, three to a team. One hour on pony duty, two hours on bin collection. And here, bins are emptied WEEKLY. How’s that for progress?

And here are some of the leisure facilities, we have spa, pool, gym, running and cycling tracks, dog walking areas, golf course, ladies football pitch, tennis courts. Pretty much every interest can be catered for. And, of course, there are the water activities, at our private beach.

There’s also a very small drama group, a tiny choir, 5 members, I think, a 4-piece orchestra. But each will grow as our population booms. Of course, any male parts are covered by women only, a bit of a reversal from the Shakespearean days, when men did all the parts, but they do draft in the occasional she-male if they need extras. I don’t know if we have any budding thespians here? Or singers?

And this is the beach. Only accompanied she-males are allowed I’m afraid, but, if you get a sun-worshipping owner, you’ll find yourself here, most days, during the summer. It’s very popular with our ladies.

Now, here are some of the modern buildings we’ve erected. This is a view of the northern housing estates. We’re going for high density housing covering a small, select area and with little infra-structure in the way of shops and restaurants. It’s no further than two miles from virtually every home, to right here in Centreville, so all social activities are centred here. It does mean some late-night returns for some of our pony-girls, but the roads are well lit and quiet, so we don’t expect problems.

And finally, this is the southern end of the island, undergoing development now. Another twelve months, and we’ll have 60 new homes ready for occupation.

You can see, all our workers are she-males, from the fore-woman, in charge here, to the she-male brickies and decorators. Oh, and even the island guards, like this one, here, with her two guard dogs, are our most trusted she-males. They’ve all served their time on one of our other two islands and proved themselves worthy of our trust. You’ll meet many, as you move around. It’s best not to cross them, or their dogs. Although all our guards and prison wardens are she-male converts, they can be the most fierce-some, and staunch, protectors, of our female society, here. They take no nonsense from any new she-male, and punishments for any misdemeanour, are harsh. Especially for any displays of male aggression or any attempt to escape, which, as I think I’ve mentioned, would be entirely futile, in any case.

And that is about it. Of course, over the coming weeks this will all become so much more familiar to you. Today, I just want you to have a brief overview. I hope it’s generated some enthusiasm? We are thrilled to have you join us and be part of this massive social project. I hope, in time, you’ll be happy in your new home and will become useful members of, or, at least, servants to, our all-female society.

I think it worth mentioning, apart from the ferry and boat captains, not a single male ever steps foot on this island, and never will. You four, at present, are the closest we ever get to having any masculine presence here, and, as you can see, virtually, every last shred, of your masculinity is slowly going to be completely eradicated. So, every person you will meet, is either female, or quasi-female like yourselves. I challenge you to tell the difference! Make no mistake. Men are not welcome her. Show any male tendencies, unless a male sexual service is specifically requested by a Mistress, and you will be punished. We hate men, we despise their ways, and we will not suffer them. We tolerate she-males, we only respect feminine qualities. If you wish to please, you will learn to become the best she-male and the most feminine person you can.

I hope that is all clear?”

“Crystal!” Robert wanted to say, but he stopped himself, aided, of course, by the soft silicon ring gag, he was biting hard against, in his anger and his despair.

“Right! I’ve told you as much as you need to know for now, about our island paradise here. Now, it’s your turn to tell us about yourselves. Well, yourselves in your previous life. We have no names for you, no identities, no information, nothing whatsoever. You were purely selected to join us here, based on your age, your looks and your potential to be transformed into a female. In front of you, on the tablets attached to your seats, you will shortly be presented with a questionnaire. It’s our attempt to get some basic information about your interests, your skills, your qualifications, and a little background on your previous lives. You have indicated which hand you scribe with, so that hand has been released and will do most of the work, today. Most questions are a tick box or a multiple-choice, type, answer, and require no writing. If you are required to write, as in informing us of your previous names, do not worry about using correct capital letters or correct punctuation. Hindered as you are, we understand that this is tricky and emphasise this is not a test of your writing ability! We require honest answers about family background, your work experiences, even if limited, and your skills and qualifications. That way, we aim to match you to the training we think will suit you best and to the future purpose we think will best match your experience.

If you answer all questions fully, it should take around 45 minutes to an hour. Then we can introduce you all to each other and select your new she-male names. And, I think, that will be sufficient for this morning. After we’ve done all that, you may return to your rooms, rest and enjoy lunch, before this afternoon’s make-up master-class, or should I say, Mistress-class!”

And, with that final jokey humour, that not one of the poor unfortunates found even slightly funny, she turned to fiddle with the main-frame laptop computer on a desk before her and all four screens burst into life on the tablets in front of the four new recruits to Lush Island. And they were prompted to begin their questionnaires.

The she-male in the red satin, whose name escaped everyone, was the last to finish, after just over 55 minutes of silent, attentive concentration. Each had answered the twenty, or so, set questions, as well as writing in the several open dialogue boxes about their families and their personal experiences. All the while, the “teacher” had been monitoring their answers and collating the information on her main laptop and was now ready to divulge her findings.

So, in the red we have Brian, 26 years of age, still living at home, with mum and dad and sister. Finished school at 16. Various manual jobs. No job lasting for more than a year. And no employment, at present. Enjoys football, cinema, and drinking with his mates! Well, this is going to be a very educational experience for you, Brian. I think we may try you down on the farm, for your upcoming training.

Aahh! Robert, in the very fetching black satin. 23 years of age. Birthday next week? A degree? In business studies and management, no less. So, I hope you find yourself as good at being managed? You play an instrument. The piano. Oh! And the guitar. That will be a huge plus in your favour. It means you can apply yourself to learning and also show sensitivity. All good points. I think we can train you in our admin centre here. You might make a perfect household manager, for someone in one of our larger dwellings, in the future.

Tim, in the beautiful bright, royal, blue, my favourite colour! Also, a graduate. Our lucky day. Twenty-four years of age, single, living alone in a rented apartment, and recently graduated from university having studied law for 5 years. About to start a job as junior member in a law firm in the city. Enjoys acting and singing. I shall make a special point and note that down! A few temporary jobs, as only to be expected, whilst studying. Family at the other end of the country. No girlfriend or partner. Enjoys theatre, music and writing. A sensitive soul then, Tim? Good! We can work on that.

And, finally, Sam. You look delightful in the white frock, Sam. What a pity, I know for a fact that the name Samantha has already been taken by one of our other she-males. But, you know that’s very interesting. We have an R for Robert, an S for Sam, and a T for Timothy, in three of our four guests, here. Anyway, Sam, medical student, twenty-two years old. Part way through a six-year course to become a doctor. Now, that is perfect. We shall see about placing you here in our medical centre for your initial training. I particularly like the uniforms our nurses wear. Don’t you? I think you’ll look stunning in that tight latex, Sam, or whatever “S” we are going to call you. You enjoy writing. Also, a keen singer. And your father is a craftsman. A high-end cabinet maker. And you have some of his carpentry skills? Well, you see, that makes you another prize find. I think, with all four of you here today, we’ve really hit the jackpot. I can happily see two, perhaps three, or, maybe, even all four of you, being snapped up in our slave-mart.

Now, we’ll run all this information through our computers and we’ll match you together and also for your initial training. I’ll let you know the final results, for sure, tomorrow.

So, to your new names. I think it really spooky that we are selecting R, S and T, today. Sorry Brian, you’ve missed out there!

So for you, Robert, I have Rachel, Rebecca, Rayna, Raven or Rosalyn.

For Tim here, we have Tamzin, which I personally, love, or we have Tanya, Teresa, Tamara, or Tabatha?

And for Sam, unfortunately, there’s no Samantha, as I said, but there’s a choice between Simone, Sabrina, Sydney and Stella, oh, and there’s also Savannah. Very exotic!

And poor Brian, you’re stuck with either Ursula or Una, I’m sorry to say. Or we go to V and then we have Vanessa and Veronica. I really quite like Ursula, though. How about you?

The look of horror on Brian’s face, answered her question!

Well, look, we’ll mull it over and I’ll let you know what you’re all called this afternoon. Fair enough?

So, thank you for giving me your full attention, this morning. I have a feeling we’ll all get along fine. I’m Mistress Tara, by the way. I shall be your main mentor, and personal tutor, for the next few weeks, although I shan’t take you for every lesson. But we’ll be seeing plenty of each other.” And with that, their first true introduction to Lush Island, was over, and their introduction to their new life, as she-male slaves to an island-full of male-hating women, was about to begin. In earnest.

. . . . and so it was, that four new she-males, Rebecca, Sabrina, Tamzin and Ursula were created that day. Soon, the names Robert, Sam, Tim and Brian would mean nothing, forgotten, a thing of the past, never to be repeated, or heard, again. From this day, and henceforth, all four were treated as though their full transformation had already taken place and their previous life, as young men, was banished from thought, forever.

And this was further cemented, as, that afternoon, each underwent another stage in their physical transformation and they were to have their old male facial features obliterated and replaced with a mix of permanent and semi-permanent female characteristics.

The afternoon was spent, as had been promised, in a full make-up class run by another pair of females down at the health and leisure spa. Each she-male had been accompanied there, still in their satin frocks, stockings and leather ankle booties, their cuffed arms in the long fingerless satin gloves, from the morning session, by their personal she-male guard, and, once there, they had been bound into one each of the four make-up chairs that were arranged in a long line, facing on to a half-length mirror, that ran the length of the wall to which they each now faced.

Their guards, satisfied that each was fully secure, left them to wait and to face their fate, as they sat there in utter silence, and disbelief, staring down at the range of make-up and equipment laid out along the low shelf, that ran under the mirror, and, again, the full length of the wall. The room had fallen eerily silent, as the last guard had checked the leather straps holding a red-satin-clad, Ursula, to her chair at ankle and at wrist, before departing the room and leaving the four installed guests, staring at their reflections in the long mirror.

And then, a sudden whirlwind of activity, as two female, (or were they she-male?) assistants, entered in a flourish and immediately examined each face, the blank canvas they had to create from. They looked each captive, up and down, side to side, eye colour, nose shape, fullness of lips, etc. and then they conferred with each other, as to the best way to deal with each one, to make the most of their existing features, and to highlight the feminine aspects of each.

All the while they worked, they talked incessantly to each other, they talked to each of their proteges, and they even talked to themselves. They explained, at every stage, and on each bound figure, exactly what they were doing, what they were using and why they had chosen that style, that colour, that “weapon”, as they experimented with eye shading, foundation, lip-stick, rouging, false lashes, lash extensions, eye-lash dye and eye-brow tattoo replacement.

Each she-male had their eyebrows completely removed and, today, these were replaced with permanent tattoos. Each was fitted with either full, false, eye-lashes, or had eye-lash extensions fitted to supplement their existing lashes. And each she-male was experimented on, in turn, with different foundation colours, different eye-shadows, different lip-sticks and glosses, until there was a consensus of opinion, between the two artists, which confirmed the best look, for each of their canvasses, and a final make-up job, with long-lasting and wash-resistant, products, was done to complete the afternoon’s frenetic activity.

If the she-male recruits had been allowed to study a “before” and “after” picture, the final transformation would have been even more dramatic than it actually appeared. Because the whole process, from frenetic start, to carefully considered finish, had taken a full four hours or more, and had been done in stages, corrected, re-done, altered and only then finalised, each she-male had lost track of their progress. But, now, as they stared at the reflections of the new, fully-finished, and fully “female” faces, looking back at them, they each gasped in amazement at how a simple stick of make-up here, and a few deft strokes with a tattoo pen, there, had changed each, from a definite male-looking, bizarre, almost inhuman, alien-doll-like, male creature, with female wig and female clothing, into a fabulously feminine-looking, creature, that would draw  looks of approval from any red-blooded male, who espied her.

The change, to each, was both disturbing but fascinating, unnerving but attention-grabbing, and there was no doubt that these two artists, be they female or she-male, were incredibly skilled and had done an amazing job on each subject.

Now, their transformation from awkward male, to eye-wateringly, gorgeous, female, was complete, as far as looks went, each one would pass, undeniably, as a fascinatingly, fantastically, fabulous, female. Now, the hard work of getting the feminine movement, the female skills and the proper she-male submissive mind-set, to match the amazing look, could begin in earnest.

The next few days were a blur of activity. The four, newly enhanced, she-males, met again with their personal tutor, Mistress Tara, who now assigned them their training duties for the coming week and explained the rewards programme to them.

“Well, well! Ladies, I must say, what a remarkable difference a single day makes this time. Less than 24-hours since we last met and, without exception, you look fabulous. You see, we have experts here in every field of feminization. Now, your faces match your clothes, your wigs and your characters. Soon, you will have forgotten you were ever male, as we bring out all those deep-rooted feminine qualities, which will make you such desirable servants to your future Mistresses.

Today, I want to talk briefly about your questionnaire results from yesterday morning. And I want to outline the way we think you are all headed, as regards your training processes.

I have to say, the way you look today, I shall be stunned if we don’t get the market price for you each, at the end of the month. But, that, of course, depends on how well you dedicate yourself to your lessons. A final report is posted alongside all pertinent details, so that prospective purchasers have a clear idea as to what, exactly, they are buying. Which is why I want to explain our rewards system to you. Each training session, that’s one each morning and one each afternoon, will be graded by whoever it is that has led the session. This morning that will be me, this afternoon you are all in wardrobe maintenance class, that will be with Mistress Trinity. Tomorrow, we’ll extend your ability to launder and iron clothes and then, your general fashion sense, will be put to the test. That will be with Mistress Lydia.

The individual who most impresses each session, with their attitude and work ethic, and their susceptibility to accept commands, will be ranked FIRST and will score 4 points, then 3 points to the next most impressive and 2 and 1 points to the two who least impress. And that will happen every day, twice a day, seven days a week. We do not observe weekends here, in your initial training, time is far too precious. So, you can earn a maximum of 56 points for 7-days’ worth of hard work and attentive diligence. That, by the way, has never happened, but the winner for the week, will be announced at the end of the 7th day, and the process will begin again. We have never had a recruit earn 56 points in a 7-day week, nor, I might add, have we ever had anyone score the minimum 14 points! But, one day, I am certain, both of those scores will happen. Maybe during your 4-week induction?

Anyway, the winner earns a day off, a full day of leisure activity, to enjoy, and an opportunity to learn more about our paradise island, here. This week, I’m delighted to tell you, you will be competing for a full-day’s pony cart tour of the island’s Northern and Western quadrants. You will be set off unaccompanied and allowed to explore at your leisure with a change of pony-girl at midday and your lunch provided. Now, I’m certain that is something you would all enjoy, so, let’s get down to some hard work.

The next three days, we will be attending classes together in our foursome. Starting today with basic etiquette, how to address your Mistresses and, possible future owners, how to curtsy, to enter and exit a room, and generally how to deport yourselves, how to serve drinks, arrange and serve canapes, set a table for a formal meal, and so on. That will be interspersed with the practical skills you need to learn, as I’ve already hinted. That will mean cookery, Friday afternoon, laundry chores, washing and ironing tomorrow afternoon. The following day, a lesson on serving drinks and mixing cocktails.

Then, we will be spending all our mornings together, continuing with new skill-based activities, but splitting you off to work and train in the specific areas where we think your existing skills best fit.

Sabrina, you will spend your afternoons in the Medical Unit here, or in our Prison and Punishment unit, or in our skilled crafts area. We want you to demonstrate some of those skills from your father and, of course, with your medical training we feel you’ll fit well into working in one of those other two institutions, Medical or Behavioural.

Ursula, you will alternate your afternoons between the farm and in the factory. We want to equip you to do some of the many manual tasks that need to be completed here. So, you will learn some basic skills in each aspect of those two work-places and we will assess your progress and leanings, one way or the other.

Rebecca and Tamzin, you two offer several much-needed talents, in regard to your advanced qualifications in Business and in Law, so we want to utilise those and see where you shine the brightest. You’ll work each afternoon in either the Administration Centre here, or in the Farm or Factory offices, even possibly, in the Leisure Centre, doing all manner of paperwork, legal papers, supply requisition, sales, accountancy, that sort of thing. I’m sure you’ll both prove very adaptable and do your best at whichever role we give you.

Now, I want to be proud of you but, just a word of warning; any misdemeanour will be punished, just as good work will be rewarded. Any sign of non-compliance will be notified to me and will be dealt with. Any aggression, use of force, foul language, disobedience, will be confronted and will be stopped. We have various methods of discipline we can call upon, depending on the seriousness of your misbehaviour. You shall be given a lot more freedom than you have enjoyed, these past three days, be aware that freedom can just as easily be taken away again. We have a strict law enforcement programme in place here, guards and wardens who enforce it and a court process which can settle any dispute or serve sentence for serious offences, and your attitudes will be closely monitored.

Behave and do your best to please, you will be treated well. Any misdemeanours will meet with appropriate punishment. Do I make myself clear?

All four she-males nodded. “Crystal!” As Robert would have said.

“Good, then let’s remove those awful ring gags and let’s see if we can all get along and converse in a civilised and friendly fashion.” And she moved along the line of four chairs and removed each silicon gag from each grateful mouth, as she continued to talk, “Oh! And your progress and training will be altered and tweaked week-by-week, as we ascertain where your talents lie. And finally, please don’t get too very good at your manual and administrative tasks! We would hate to have someone that we couldn’t possibly allow to be sold off, as a household servant. That’s where our main source of income comes from. In other words, heed my advice, and don’t make yourself so indispensable in the office that we are obliged to keep you there, Rebecca, and don’t prove yourself to be the best pony-girl ever, Ursula, or you’ll spend a lifetime in the stables. Just keep a good balance, try hard at all the experiences we can offer you, and pick up as many skills as you can. It will all help in your future development.

So, to the first lesson of the day, how do you think we address a Mistress, or a Lady, appropriately? Over to you. Tamzin? What do you think?”

______________________________

When it all goes wrong in the kitchen!

or

A Recipe for Disaster

“Okay, these are your last two induction outfits. Please note, same four basic colours. All our new recruits wear red, black, white or blue. I’ve explained that before. And, no, I don’t really know why, in answer to the question, Rebecca. Maybe it’s a patriotic thing! You know? The red, white and blue thing? Flags of our nations, you know? Anyhow! Whatever! Rebecca, white latex, skirted corset, boots and gloves and this lovely little set in blue pvc. Tamzin, exact same outfits but you are in red for the latex, black for the pvc. Sabrina, blue latex, red pvc, and, finally, Ursula we want to see you, oh so much, in black latex, white pvc. All good? Fine. Step to it, girls. School is waiting. Tomorrow is pvc day!”

So, ended Day 3 of the Induction Training. Six days into captivity.

And thus, began Day 4. Already, the girls were paired off in their twin-bedded rooms. Now, they had been introduced to the last two, of their four induction costumes. Each new delivery of each new outfit, had come with a verbal health warning, from their Mistress Tara  :-

Look after me. I, and your other three costumes, are all you’ve got to wear. For four weeks! If I am spoiled, you will be punished. If I am lost, you will be punished. If I am not worn on the specified day, you will be punished!

And that was it. Simple. Each new she-male now had one costume each, in red, in black, in white, and in blue. One each in four colours, one each in leather, satin, latex and in pvc. And they were to learn to care for each, as though their lives depended on it!

Two full days had passed since their release from the Medical Unit and into the care of Mistress Tara, who, it had to be said, treated them well and they quite respected. She had taken the time to explain everything clearly to each of them and to re-assure them, in a round-about sort of way, that she would look after them and see no harm came to them.

Yesterday, Training Day 3, had been illuminating. The entire morning had been spent on dressing a dinner table, serving food, mixing drinks, acting as the perfect young maids. In the classroom, “they”, whoever “they” were, these faceless people that made things just happen, in this academy of learning, had set up a table and chairs, and provided a side table with trays of crockery and cutlery and glasses and napkins, and pretend bottles of exotic liquors and cocktail shakers and stirrers. In fact, each bottle of liquor, was merely filled with coloured water, but they served their purpose . . . and avoided any small temptation to drink the finished result!

The girls, learned to curtsy, they set a table for four, with everything but the candelabra. They mixed imaginary cocktails and they served each other, imaginary food, from their empty trays. They learned the correct way to address the Mistress or the Lady of the house, they learned to address the principal guests and to identify female rank and respond accordingly. In short, this was major Lesson One of their long journey, towards becoming the perfect servant.

In the afternoon, they had been introduced to Petula, the pony-girl. She had been brought into an adjoining room, through wide double doors that opened out onto a grassed area and had been made to stand for an hour and a half, as she was unharnessed and re-harnessed in her full, black, leather livery. Each new she-male, girl, was tasked with taking a turn at unbuckling, and removing, her head and body harnesses, only for another of the four novice recruits, to put it all back on her. Then a third would take it off again and the fourth replace it. And then they would all swap and do it all over again, until they knew, almost intimately, how each piece of the leather harness jigsaw, worked.

They took the harness off for the fifth time and examined the fine, stiff, leather corset on Petula’s body and the half-face leather hood that covered her head but left the brown eyes and pert nose and red-glossed, mouth, peeking out from the leather frame, at the front. It was explained that there were two types of pony-hood, the crueller of these, just leaving the eyes peering out, the rest of the face covered, the mouth stuffed. Individual owners had individual preferences. They noted the hole atop the leather hood, that allowed either a pony-girl’s own wigged hair to extrude, in a long pony-tail, or could be adorned with a fancy, feathered, plume, to contrast against the stark black of the corset, harnesses and hood.

Then attention turned to the feet. Petula wore high, high, stiff leather, boots, that looked as though they might be near impossible to walk in, from the front, but were, in fact, very flexible at the rear, this being left partially open and buckled across with several small leather straps, so that the leg could bend freely and she could adopt the high prancing step that these people expected of a pony-girl.

The boots had no proper heel, the back of the foot lifted off the floor, and, really, they had no proper foot either. They were shaped like the rounded hoof of a pony or a horse, a broad circle of reinforced and steel strengthened leather, that encircled the inner human foot, and supported the ankle and calf, so that the wearer was obliged to put most of their weight onto the balls of their feet. It looked as though it would be most uncomfortable. Mistress Tara assured them, in time, they would each get to wear a pair, and find out, that it was quite tolerable and gave a natural look to the step, as the un-heeled foot was lifted high and then had to be planted squarely back on its circular “horse-shoe”.

And then Petula was harnessed up, again, and she demonstrated how slow, but steady, progress was, as she pranced around the large room, dragging her lightweight, one-person, trap, behind her.

She looked well cared-for, and certainly seemed to take her demonstration, in her stride! But not one of the four, newly-processed, she-males, thought they fancied taking her job.

Each one took a turn at lifting and pulling the metal trap. It moved easily on its two, large, wheels, and they nodded their approval for efficiency of the slimline and lightweight design.

And Day 2 of their introduction to she-male serfdom, was almost ended, as they were shown their last two induction outfits.

Now, the next morning, they were getting attired in their shiny, new, pvc outfits, for the first time, and were heading to an introductory class in cooking. Tamzin and Rebecca, as Tim and Robert, had acquired all the preliminary skills needed to survive four years of studentship! They could make a cup of tea, boil an egg, cook something on toast, manage a fry-up, and warm a ready meal! They weren’t complete beginners. Unfortunately, Sam and Brian were! Sam had lived in a flat with three girls, they had taken the expected female role of carer and provider for the poor, useless male, in their midst. Brian had never left home, so why did he need to cook?

“These outfits are so stiff,” complained Tamzin, as Rebecca tied her into her pvc corset, “I don’t think they’re very comfortable at all!”

“I think you’re missing the point,” laughed Rebecca, accepting her new role a little more easily than Tim/Tamzin was doing. “I think, for some bizarre reason, we’re supposed to look alluring, not necessarily feel comfortable. I have to say, if you’d told me a week ago I’d be quite turned on wearing leather, thigh boots and pvc corsets, I’d have given you a smack. But, there’s something incredibly sexy about this whole set-up. Don’t you think?”

Tamzin just looked at his room-mate quizzically, a little worried that he wasn’t questioning this outrageous, new, costume.

“Look, I’m letting you put me in this ‘cos we don’t seem to have much choice, at the moment. But, when the chance comes, I’m out of here. And I won’t be taking my pvc corset, with me! Now, is it laced up?”

The black, shiny, pvc, corset, was, indeed, laced up and now hugged Tamzin’s body, uncomfortably, but looking, really, quite stunning. She poured her feet into the long, black, pvc, thigh boots, next. Each boot zipped the full-length up the back of the boot, from their tight-fitting, shiny, calves shiny, to their shiny, thigh-high, tops. As she zipped up the last long sheath of glistening pvc, Tamzin looked at herself in the mirror and had to admit, it was certainly different to anything Tim had ever worn before! But, she hoped, she’d not yet got to the point of actually enjoying it, which seemed to be where Rebecca was headed!

She turned to pick up the short, fanciful, pvc, tunic dress, that lay out on her bed. It crackled and rustled, as she picked it up and decided how best to tackle it. It zipped down the front with a shiny silver zip that ran up from the pinched in waist to the high, pvc collar, which was finished off with a frill of black lace. The bodice was patterned with two vertical strips of the same black lace to give some relief and lace frills also went across the bustline, below the line of the wearer’s breasts.

It pinched in at the waist, where the zip ended, until it exploded out, in a froth of pvc and lace underskirts. The skirt was a full circle of crackling, rustling, stiff pvc, that lay on a bed of frilly lace underskirts, also in black, that amply supported the weight of the shining pvc fabric. Once on, the skirts would sit, projected out, at an angle of 45 degrees, or so, from the thighs, that they would, just about, cover.

No, this was not designed to be practical, it was designed to look sexy and slightly outrageous. And it was being worn by someone, who still tried to cling on to the fact, “she” was a man!

Not for the first time, Tamzin wondered as to why they were being forced to dress in this way.

This time, she vocalised her thoughts, “They’re trying to objectify us men, to turn is into alternative sex objects, that is what this is about,” she said, quietly to Rebecca, “They really despise and hate us men, so much, they want us to look like exaggerated versions of the sexy women, we all imagine we could bed. They’re sort of “prostituting” us. That’s what they’re doing. Teaching us a lesson. Punishing us for sexualising women, for all these years.”

“Well, that’s as maybe. All I’m saying is, if we have to be here, I quite like this dressing up bit. That’s all I’m saying.” Rebecca re-asserted. “I’m not saying I want to be here, but, I don’t want to run around naked either! That’s all. I quite like these tight clothes  . . . . and, you’ve got to admit, they’re sexy!”

Tamzin obliged her friend’s wishes by lacing her, tighter than usual, into her blue pvc corset, and even laughed and joked, as she helped her get her legs zipped into the high, blue pvc, boots, “Well, I think you look just gorgeous, Beccy. I could almost fall for you myself. Remind me again, what do you charge per hour?”

“You, mate, couldn’t afford me. Not in a month of Sundays. I’m out of your league. Entirely!” Rebecca retorted, as each turned to wrestle with their petticoated dresses.

The last job for each was to check the other over, smooth down the lifted skirts, which refused to smooth down, fluff up their lace collars, check make-up and tease hair into a simple style, before donning their shoulder-length, pvc gloves, which were, very conveniently, fingerless, as they were headed to a cookery lesson, and making for the door. Another day of Ladies School, or the University of Female Life, as Mistress Tara called it, beckoned, and each of the she-males, was feeling a little less anxious and a little more resigned to their present situation, as each day passed.

Soon, they had re-united with Sabrina and Ursula, each identically attired, Sabrina in red pvc, and red lace frills and underskirts, and Ursula in the white. They too seemed more relaxed, and almost pleased, with the appearance the four presented to their new world.

They were taken to meet Mistress Talia, after a quick and less than satisfying breakfast, of muesli and yoghurt.

Mistress Talia broke the Lush Island mould, she defied the stereotype. Every female, and, indeed every she-male, they had seen, thus far, was slim, tall, elegant, and quite, quite stunning. Mistress Talia was none of those. She was short, stubby and plain un-beautiful! And she seemed less patient than their Mistress Tara. She also, seemed less impressed with her charges than Mistress Tara. And not one of the four new girls took an immediate liking to her.

“Right! Experience in the kitchen? None I suppose?” was her opening gambit, not waiting for a reply, “Where do men get off from thinking they don’t need basic skills to survive, like shopping and cooking, and cleaning, for themselves? Useless. Utterly useless.”

It was not a good start and, whilst Rebecca and Tamzin took the insult in their stride, Ursula and Sabrina, who were actually as utterly useless in the kitchen, as she had just described, took offence and decided they actively disliked this female’s approach. Brian’s mum had never called him useless! In 26 years! Nor, did Sam’s three female flatmates. The two were annoyed, and the heckles were up, which did not bode well for the lesson.

“Okay, today, to start us off, I am going to make a very easy dish, a lasagne and a plate of salad. We’ll do all the preparation together, so we each know what we’re doing. I’ll stop you at each stage and we can discuss all the good, as well as the bad, practice that I’m sure we will see. So, we can make the salad first. Then that is out of the way . . .” Mistress Talia droned on for a full five minutes, before demonstrating the peeling of a carrot, the slicing of a tomato, the washing of the celery, and so on and so forth.

Tamzin and Rebecca listened intently, each now fully in competitive mode, and each determined to gain the maximum four points for their morning’s efforts. Sabrina and Ursula were losing the will to live, never, ever, before, having cared how a carrot got peeled, or a celery got chopped.

Twenty minutes later and four small plates of salad were prepared. Predictably, two were up to scratch. Unfortunately, two were well below par and looked more akin, to a dog’s dinner! It had taken some doing, but two she-males had managed to make a simple salad, appear inedible!

“Well, I don’t know which school of art you two graduated from,” said a very sarcastic Mistress Talia, addressing Sabrina and Ursula, “But these two dishes look extremely abstract. I’m guessing you’re the Jackson Pollock of the kitchen, are you?” she stared hard and cold at Sabrina, who, to be fair, did look as though she’d thrown the food at the plate, or dripped it on to it . . . and missed the target!

Things got worse, as they peeled the onions, grated the cheese, fried up the mince, prepared the lasagne sauce and wrestled with the sheets of pasta.

And then it happened. Sabrina snapped, fractionally before Ursula would have done the same thing.

She’d decided she had taken enough sarcastic comments from this b***h, and was not taking any more. She hurled her pan of thickening cheese and milk sauce, across the kitchen and screamed, “I hate cookery, I hate lasagne and I bloody-well hate you!” as she picked up her already, dilapidated looking, salad, and threw it at the Head Chef.

There was a stunned silence, as all three other she-males, understood the sentiment but were shocked at the way it had been expressed.

They stood rigid, not knowing how Mistress Talia might react to having a badly-prepared salad, thrown over her.

She, actually managed, to look reasonably composed, as she brushed off the last lettuce leaf. Then she made a bee-line for a motionless Sabrina, who had even surprised herself, by her actions. Mistress Talia, short as she was, packed quite a punch and she drew her arm back and slapped Sabrina hard across her left cheek, sending her slightly reeling, from the sudden blow.

Then she turned on her heels, and headed for a large red panic button, several of which the girls had seen sited around this fortified complex, in which they were being held. It set off a distant, but shrill, alarm, and the cookery class suddenly became a war zone. Two doors led into this particular room, and two doors were swiftly thrown open, as four she-male guards, pounded into the room, from either end, having identified the source of the piercing alarm signal.

“Seize her!” shouted an incandescent Mistress Talia, as she pointed her stubby finger at the villain of the piece. Sabrina, recovering from the shock of the blow to her face, stood no chance as four trained and motivated guards rushed to detain her. The other three, she-male, trainee chefs, stood looking slightly foolish, each with either a pan of something half-cooked, or a cooking utensil, or both, held in their hands.

Two guards held Sabrina still, as Mistress Talia once more approached her and now slapped her hard on the other cheek. “Fetch a transport dolly and some bindings, please.” she ordered, “We’ll show this young lady how we deal with disorder, and aggression, on this island.”

The two unemployed, guards, ran off to do their Mistress’s bidding and re-appeared just minutes later, as the rest of the room descended into a worried silence. This was the first time, since their release from the Medical Unit into the care of their Mistress Tara, that there had been the slightest trace of a rebellion. Now, each girl wondered what the consequences of a failed revolt, might be.

They had little time to wonder, as a sturdy metal dolly, the two wheeled cart they use to move things, by hand, around dock-sides and warehouses, was produced, along with several lengths of leather strapping and a black, leather armbinder.

Mistress Talia tormented Sabrina by resting the metal dolly in front of the restrained she-male, dropping the leather straps at her pvc booted feet, and saying, “Now, my tempestuous, young, lady, how many of these do you think it will take for me to fasten you to that?”

She did not wait for, or even expect, a reply. Instead, she selected the shortest of the leather straps and instructed the two she-male guards holding her tempestuous “young lady”, to turn the “young lady” around and bring her gloved arms behind her back. With two loops around and another two loops, through the gap between her crossed wrists, Talia had Sabrina’s arms secured, in seconds, and was now feeding them into the black leather sack that one guard, obligingly, held open for her.

Once in, she took the strong, leather laces of the armbinder and criss-crossed them to bind the two conjoined limbs into one, immobile prison of leather.

Then she ushered to the guards who took the bound beauty now to the metal dolly and persuaded her to step backwards, by lifting her bodily, onto the metal platform base, which rested on the ground. One held the dolly steady, as the other ensured that Sabrina was properly located upon the metal foot-stand, her gloved and bound arms now over the metal back of her dolly cart, and then Mistress Talia directed operations, as guards #three and #four, used four sturdy straps to secure the she-male’s legs and upper body to the frame of the metal cart.

Within minutes, Sabrina’s pvc-coated body, was pinned tight to the dolly, as she was trussed like a human parcel, ready for despatch.

“Take her to the punishment unit and hold her there. I shall convene a special court hearing and we will get her punishment meted out today. And gag her, she is to forego lunch, I shall send a message when she is to be brought to court.”

Mistress Talia then turned to the trussed up Sabrina and stroked her stinging left cheek as, Sabrina tried to pull away, but could not. “I think you will regret attacking me, my dear. I shall demand you receive the severest punishment, to dissuade you from ever, ever, trying that again. Take her away.”

And the metal dolly was turned on its two wheels, as a vanquished Sabrina was trollied off, to await her court sentencing.

The remaining three she-males, looked, in silence, as Sabrina’s transport, and its four-guard, escort, disappeared from view, and they were unsure whether to continue with their food preparations, or stand there, still holding their pans and waving their utensils.

_________________________

“New she-male recruit, Sabrina, you are found guilty of using aggression, disobedience, and foul language, against a revered female member of this Island Paradise. As such you will be taken from here, back to the holding facility, to be held there until your punishment can be administered. Mindful that you have only been here a short time, that all of the events of these last few days may, very well, have been confusing and, possibly, contributed to your lack of submission, and your consequent behaviour, I shall be lenient, on this one occasion.

I know that this afternoon was set aside for important induction training. However, I feel that punishment in this case should be short, but swift. You will, therefore, be taken at 1.30pm, today to the island’s punishment unit. There, you will be prepared for a three-hour incarceration, beginning at 2.00pm, in The Chamber. Two and a half of those hours are to be spent with double electro-stimulation punishment,” she emphasised, to the clerk of the court, who was busily noting the sentence down in the court’s register. “At the end of your punishment, I hope you will have time to reflect on your behaviour and will resolve to try harder to conform here. You are here for good, or at least until we have no further use for you. The quicker you accept your fate and submit to your future role here, as she-male slave, the happier you will be. Let this be a harsh, but necessary, lesson to you.”

Lady Zandra then turned her attentions to the three she-males who had watched and listened intently as the proceedings had unfolded and, now, as the sentence of punishment was announced.

“Although not complicit in the actions of your colleague here, I feel that this is an opportunity for the three of you, Rebecca, Tamzin and Ursula, to witness how we deal with law-breakers here. You will, therefore, be permitted to accompany your friend here, and witness Sabrina’s punishment, at first hand. Level 2 restraints for the three witnesses, please,” she added, turning again to the clerk, “And may this be a lesson to you all.”

And, with that, the law enforcer raised the gavel in her hand and brought it down hard on the wooden block to signal that her jurisdiction over the matter, was concluded, sentence had been served on the accused, and the case was ended. All rose from their seats, as Lady Zandra swept from the room. And three pairs of she-male eyes wandered over to Sabrina’s inert form, and their eyes met, in a fearful gaze, as she was turned on her metal dolly and wheeled away from the court-room, to await her punishment.

The three were led off from the court and, after being ordered to change from their pvc dresses, were prepared for their midday meal. All three looked at the last of the four feeding chairs that now stood entirely empty and desolate, wondering exactly what lay in store for their unfortunate friend. Lunch was taken in silence, as a feeling of impending doom, lay heavy over the grazing trio.

At 1.15pm, precisely, they were released from their feeding chairs by their three guards and three, heavy, latex, armbinders, were brought into the room by a fourth guard. Each armbinder matched the colour of the latex boots and gloves and corsets, ordered to be worn by the three she-males, and their minders selected the proffered, matching armbinder, and instructed each of the three to place their latex-gloved arms behind them.

It was a relatively quick procedure to secure each pair of gloved arms into their respective binder, and soon, each of the three she-males was bound with their gloved arms firmly restrained in their matching latex mono-glove, zipped and laced in tight and latex straps secured over their shoulders and back to the buckles that attached to the back of each binder.

And then they were led off, one guard propelling each she-male before them, as they were led to their first sight of the island’s punishment unit.

In fact, the journey was a very short one. Everything about this main “Reception and Training Area” was compact. It was clear that the building had been modified with the express purpose of processing a small, but regular, number of novice “recruits”. Four, or maybe six, at most, trainees could be accommodated at any one time. So, after a short, enforced march, down several corridors, past rooms that held goodness knew what, the small party of three prisoners and their three accompanying wardens, entered the punishment suite.

It was a large, rectangular, room, and terrified eyes opened wide at the array of shining metallic, futuristic-looking, equipment, contained within. However, they had little time to take in their surroundings, noting only that this was not a place they wanted to re-visit, as the six figures bustled through the main body of the intimidating room and headed for a metal cube-like room, standing alone and forebodingly, at the far, narrow end of the rectangle. The metal structure was a cube of shiny, riveted metal, with just one wide, central, sliding, doorway in, on the side, facing back into the main part of the punishment room.

The three captives were jostled inside, with little ceremony and, there, waiting to greet them, was a fourth warden, holding a complex looking remote control which, now, was brought into play.

As the fourth she-male warden fiddled with the buttons on the remote, three silver posts rose silently from the metal floor of the cube, to stand, only about four-foot tall, like dwarf metal sentries, standing to attention. One, on the opposite side of the metal room, faced directly onto the wide door through which the party had just entered. Two more rose, one either side, in the centre of the left- and the right-hand walls of the cube. Each post had a line of shiny metal D-rings running down the length of its back, the rest of the surface was entirely smooth and rounded.

Warden #1 led Rebecca, in her pure white, latex, to the furthest post opposite the doorway and then was handed a long length of blue cotton rope, which she threaded through the fourth D-ring from the top of the shiny metal post to which she now pressed Rebecca’s unresisting body. Once Rebecca was pressed against the post, the guard raised Rebecca’s bound arms slightly behind her, and signalled that the post could be taken up to its full height of 5- to 6-feet from the ground. The she-male in charge of the remote, pressed a button, and, silently, the post rose up the extra 18- to 24-inches, as Rebecca’s guard eased its silent passage, through the gap between her bound, and held-back, shoulders.

The post came to a rest and now Rebecca’s latex bound arms were released and fell back behind the metal, the top of her head was level with the top of the metal post, and she felt her corseted back pressed hard against the cold smooth steel of the post, which was to be her home for the next three hours.

As a similar operation was taking place at the other two sides of the strange metal cube, Rebecca allowed her body to be pinioned to the cold metal shaft, by a criss-crossing of the blue cord, which went first through the fourth D-ring down, and then over her shoulders, and under her armpits, and then was threaded back through the next metal D-ring down the length of the pole, before being brought around her body again and crossed in front and then taken, again, to the back and threaded through the next D-ring down, and so on.

This process continued until the full-length of Rebecca’s white latex body was pinned tight to the metal, with a web of criss-crossed blue rope running the full length of the pole from her shoulders to the floor, where the last loops of cord held her latex-booted legs tight together, and lashed hard to the cold metal.

The other two she-male guards were putting the finishing touches to the two other captive audience members, Tamzin attired from head to toe in her red latex and bound with black roping and Ursula in all black and bound with red cord. And, very soon, all three were inescapably roped to their respective posts and looked helplessly across the four, or five-foot of space that separated them.

They stared despairingly across the open void between them and wondered; what next?

Then each guard was handed a complicated looking muzzle gag of black leather which was clearly intended to silence their three victims. Rebecca opened her mouth without protest but moaned slightly as the rubber ball on the back of the leather panel, was forced between her opened lips. The ball was forced home and Rebecca opened her jaws wide to accommodate it, as the first of several straps was buckled tight to hold the ball and its leather panel hard into, and against, Rebecca’s bulging mouth. Three more straps followed, as the muzzle gag adhered itself to her face and the myriad of straps went around the back and up, either side of her nose, half covering her eyes, and then over the crown of her head, to hold the rubber ball immovably, in place.

One last, extra-long, strap went around Rebecca’s forehead and the ends were each taken around the metal pole and through the second to top D-ring, before being hauled in tight, pulled back around the front of her head, and buckled together, to hold her muzzled head, pressed hard against its metal prison.

Now, all three had no head movement and Rebecca had virtually lost sight of her companions. All each could do, was stare straight ahead, Ursula staring across the void at Tamzin, Rebecca staring straight ahead and through the open door of their metal cube enclosure, at the distant figure of Sabrina, who, still attached, or re-attached, to her metal transport dolly, had also been changed into her latex gear, and was now being wheeled down the length of the punishment room towards the waiting chamber of steel.

As the dolly and its bound passenger arrived at the wide doorway of the metal room, a terrified Sabrina stared ahead at the vision of Rebecca tightly framed against the far metal pole, encircled by the blue cotton roping which held her rigid and facing full on to the door. Sabrina then moved her head as much as her bonds would allow to take in the room before her and, as she did, she caught sight of Tamzin and Ursula, now also held rigidly. She was being pushed by one she-male guard, but her dolly transport was accompanied by both the Mistress from the morning’s lecture, as well as by Mistress Tara, their personal tutor.

They held her transport up outside the wide doorway, as two more guards carried in a strange pyramid-shaped metal contraption which they carefully located in the very centre of the metal cube and fixed into the holes in the floor designed to take the four corner bolts of the weird looking metal monster.

It was basically shaped like a two-foot to two-foot six-inch tall, metal, four-sided pyramid which was now rigidly held, dead centre of the metal chamber. The front facing Rebecca had a number of input and output sockets, and several controls which clearly operated something electrical. The two sides were not smooth metal, unlike the side with the controls, but had two deep, and wide, indented grooves running down their centre and a number of fixing points for screws or bolts running either side of the length of the two deep indents. The top of the “pyramid” was cut off, meaning it didn’t reach its natural point, but was flattened off to give a smooth flat surface around 8-inches square, at the top.

Mistress Talia, the unattractive, morning teacher, who had been attacked with lettuce leaf, barked an order at the two she-male goons who had placed the pyramid down and fitted it to its floor-fixings. “Bring the two open leg braces and two of the metal arm braces, please.” And they scuttled off to do her bidding, returning just seconds later, from somewhere around the back of the enclosed metal cube, with two shiny lengths of thin steel, or some lighter metal, tubing, which hinged open, and two half circular lengths of longer metal which looked like two short lengths of metal guttering.

“Thank you, you two may leave us and attend to other duties. You,” she pointed to the guard in charge of the dolly transporter, “You stay to help. Now, Sabrina, to install you onto your Magic Mountain. We call this the Magic Mountain because, as you’ll learn, it has a few tricks, to keep you, and your audience here, enthralled for the next few hours. Ladies, please unbind Sabrina from her transport, and bring her to me.” As she walked deliberately slowly and purposefully toward the newly planted metal mountain.

The two guards who had brought in the contraption left, as the others now began to loosen the strong leather straps that had held Sabrina to her metal dolly carriage for the past two hours, or so. They left her latex gloved arms trapped inside the strong, blue latex, armbinder, which matched perfectly the blue latex, thigh-high boots, she still wore and the bright blue, latex, skirted, corset “dress”, which swished and swashed as they led her to the centre of the room, and which was short enough to allow little glimpses of the blue silicon cock-cage still entrapping her swaying penis, as she walked.

As they reached the pyramid, she was instructed to open her booted legs and they manhandled her forward so that she edged over the metal contraption, her legs wide apart, until she was straddling the entire pyramid of metal and her caged penis, was swaying, just above the centre table of smooth metal. Now, they understood the point of the two deeply indented trenches down either side of the metal mountain. As Sabrina straddled the pyramid, the guards urged her to close her legs slightly and her two latex-booted legs fitted snugly into the two, deep, indented trenches. Half of each leg fitted into the dent, half was showing beyond the metal and, as they went to work to secure the two half circular lengths of metal bracing, Rebecca could see how effectively Sabrina’s legs would soon be held, still and rigid, encased in their steel tubes.

Sabrina was now trembling, part in fear, part in a bizarre excited anticipation, and part due to the fact she was feeling just a tad cold, in her short latex corset, having been static for so long. She looked down, in wonder, and with despair, at the two she-male guards screwing each leg brace into the metal of the pyramid, so that each leg was now encased in a 20-inch tube of metal that passed from calf to above the knee and held her legs straight and tight to the sides of the metal pyramid.

Within minutes, both steel braces had been secured, with 5 small bolts going up each side and screwed directly into the main metal contraption, and it was clear that Sabrina would be unable to move her legs, or even bend her knees, as she fought to keep her balance, perched as she was, on her sky-high, thigh boot, heels.

“So far, so good.” exclaimed Mistress Tara, looking annoyed that her “new girl” had let her down, and Mistress Talia smiled her approval that their prisoner was now securely affixed and was going nowhere, “Release the armbinder, please. And pass me those arm braces. Also, release the chains.”

And the guard in charge of the remote pressed three buttons and a whirring noise was heard from the ceiling above, as five lengths of shiny silver chain, slowly descended. Whilst the three audience members watched fascinated, and Sabrina gulped hard, the chains descended down until one came to rest directly above Sabrina’s exposed head, and two more lengths rested just either side of her affixed body, but at waist level.

The arm-binder was removed and discarded, and, although held rigidly by the legs, Sabrina took the opportunity to flex her gloved arms and attempt to get some movement back into her aching muscles. But her freedom of movement was only fleeting, as Mistress Tara took one latex covered arm and Mistress Talia took the other, and they each opened up their hinged tube of shiny metal and located each one along the length of blue latex arm offered to them. The tubes were hinged closed and two small locks ensured they remained so. Now, poor Sabrina’s arms were held just as straight and as rigid, as her latex-booted legs. The tubes of metal ran from the wrist to above the elbow, meaning any degree of bending or flexing of the arm was out of the question.

The two chains that were dangling either side, at around waist level, were now taken up by the two tormentors and Sabrina’s metal-braced arms were raised so that one chain could be snapped closed to the small metal ring at the wrist end of the tubing and one silvery chain could be fitted to the other D-ring, at the upper arm end of the shiny metal sheath.

Once all four chains were clipped onto the braces, the order was given for the chains to be raised and the motors went into reverse and the chains slowly winched up, back into the ceiling above. Inexorably, Sabrina’s arms were slowly winched up from their position, at her sides until they were raised to a 90-degree right angle to her body, and stretched out to each side of the metal cell, dangling precariously close, and right under the noses of Tamzin and Ursula, who were secured, immovably, to their metal poles, either side of the poor victim.

Mistress Tara seemed satisfied and signalled for the chains to be stopped and Sabrina stood there, ring gag still firmly between her lips, legs braced hard to the sides of the large metal pyramid mountain and arms extended out, either side, and now rigidly held out, at shoulder height.

“Right, waist belt, please.” she then instructed, and a wide metal hinged band was produced, with which she now encircled Sabrina’s waist.

“Oh, very good, Sabrina. You are shaping up very well, I think we can put this onto notch four.” And, with that, she cinched in the hinged belt hard, as Sabrina winced, and secured the one end onto the fourth notch of the other end, before it was padlocked off with a small silver lock.

At four distinct points on the metal belt, which now squeezed in Sabrina’s body tight, were four metal rings, and now the guards each went to a corner of the room and pulled out a length of thin silver chain from their concealed holes, within the metal walls of the cell. These were brought right up to the poor figure confined atop her “magic mountain”, and each was clipped into the waiting metal ring set at each corner of the metal waistband. Then, another signal and our remote controller, set four small motors going, which wound the corner chains back in, until all slack had been taken up and Sabrina was now secured by four taut chains holding her upper body still, and safe from the fear of over-balancing.

“Good! Now for the fun part. Remove her cock-cage please, and let’s show our Sabrina what makes this such a magical machine.”

All four guards leapt to it, and two disappeared to get even more equipment, whilst two set to work discarding the silicon cage which had trapped poor Sabrina’s penis for the past five hours.

One guard re-appeared with a bulging, plastic bag, and a cloth or small towel. From the bag she produced a large, black rubber dildo, already well-lubricated, which she held in the cloth and proceeded to screw into the small central hole in the centre of the flat top of the metal pyramid. Meanwhile, the second guard was connecting several coloured electrical leads into the sockets at Rebecca’s side of the contraption and had handed a long metal and plastic case to the two guards, who were already knelt down and seeing to the silicon cock-cage disposal.

As they discarded the one cage, they immediately replaced it with this longer, straighter and more fanciful metal contraption, which slipped over the length of Sabrina’s flaccid penis and affixed to the hinged ring that one had held firmly around the captive she-male’s scrotum, or testicle-sac. Soon, her penis had, once more, disappeared from view and instead, dangling between her splayed legs and just below the level of the short, blue latex skirt of the rubber corset dress, there hung a sleek, long, shiny metal and plastic tube, with two input sockets, to which they now connected two of the several electrical wires, extending from the front of the metal mountain.

The first guard, had, by now, fully attached the rubber dildo to its securing hole in the top of the metal and all four guards stood back for Mistresses Tara and Talia to inspect all the work.

Mistress Talia stepped to the front and checked the connections and then cupped Sabrina’s chin in her leather-gloved hand. “Well, I think you’re all connected up and almost ready to go. Soon, we’re going to hood you, so, I think it only fair to tell you what this installation does and how it is going to work its magic for the next two and a half hours. But first, I’m going to remove that awful ring gag and I want you to swallow a couple of little pills that will make you feel much better.”

And, with that, she reached behind Sabrina’s head and wrestled, for just a minute, to release the strap holding the silicon ring behind her teeth, before the buckle came undone and the two ends fell away, and the Mistress gently removed the gag.

“Now, please be a good girl, and swallow these,” she insisted, as she held up two small white pills, “They’ll make you feel much better about this whole experience. Believe me.”

Sabrina shook her head and tried to turn away, but the Mistress was in no mood to fight her and persisted in pushing the two small white oval pills to her lips, before the bound she-male reluctantly accepted them.

“Good, now let me see you swallow,” insisted the Mistress, and Sabrina did so, giving up the fight and not wishing to annoy someone further, who already had her completely vanquished.

“Very good. Now, you’ll feel the effect of those in around 15 minutes and, I hope, they’ll last you the full two hours or more whilst our little machine here gives you the thrill factor. In a moment, we’re going to install that pretty rubber dildo, below you, right up that lovely back passage of yours. It might not go in too easily, I think you can tell it’s quite large. But, once it’s in, I can tell you, you’ll get along with it, just fine. Then, along with the stroking vibrations from the new penis cage you’re wearing, and helped by the strong sexual stimulant you’ve just swallowed, I think you are going to enjoy a wonderful erection. And, when that’s on its way, we’ll rotate that plug up your butt and that should add to your enjoyment. But, beware. There’s not a happy ending, I’m afraid. Our little friend here, has a slight sting in its tail. Once you erect to a certain point, you’ll discover exactly what I mean. Now, all we’ve got to do, is get this up, check everything is just dandy, and then we can hood you and leave you and your friends to enjoy the show. Fetch Sabrina’s headwear, would you ladies. Thank you.”

And she bent down to check the line of the rubber dildo, as she instructed the “controller” to raise it slightly on its metal shaft. As the control button was pressed, the dildo raised a few inches from its base, until it was touching the nub of Sabrina’s exposed bottom. “Right, now very, very slowly, please. I don’t want this to be too unpleasurable!” And a motor whirred, as the dildo raised another inch and now pressed hard against the butt-hole, it was attempting to intrude. “Good. And again. Another inch.”

Slowly, slowly, the dildo rose up and up and Mistress Talia skilfully guided it into its waiting receptacle, ensuring that the lubrication was spread sufficiently to ease its slow, laborious passage. Inch by inch it went in and in, as Sabrina gasped and moaned, and her body tried, futilely, to reject the unwelcome guest. After a slow, and uncomfortable, five minutes, the full length of the rubber shaft had all but disappeared and Sabrina writhed as much as her metal bonds allowed to acquaint herself with this new, and not altogether, distasteful, situation. Two further wires, protruding from the metal box, were then connected to the base of the metal shaft holding the dildo.

Then Sabrina saw the headgear! And she moaned loudly, as the two metal halves of the moulded shiny hood were brought before her. Whilst one curved half was held firm against the back of her head, Mistress Tara Mistress Talia brought up the moulded, face-featured, front half. “Now, you need to open your mouth slightly and take in that padded metal flange.” Sabrina shook her head, violently, but Mistress Talia held it firm in her free hand. “Just stop resisting, Sabrina. Don’t be a silly girl. The inside is padded. You’ll find it hot but not too uncomfortable.” And, as she calmed slightly, they pushed the metal casing towards her frightened face, and she obeyed the instruction, parted her lips, and allowed the projecting flange to enter her mouth.

She let out one last desperate moan, before the metal flange caught her tongue and held it down, rendering her speechless, and the light was gradually extinguished, as the two halves of metal met, encasing her head completely, in its unforgiving grip.

The two female fiends fiddled with the connecting metal latches which attached the front padded half of the mask to the rear, less-protected part. And, as all the latches were closed, they screwed tightly shut with small butterfly screws, until the two halves of metal were completely melded together and all light, all sound, and all proper sense of being, had disappeared from the poor she-male encased within. Fortunately, the two, good-sized, breathing holes, under the nose, allowed for easy passage of air and Sabrina could be heard snorting in the conditioned air, in the cell, to re-assure herself that she would be able to breathe.

The iron mask, completely closed off, apart from the breathing holes, had a long metal collar which, also padded for comfort and to stop abrasions, now encircled Sabrina’s slender neck. At four points there were silvery metal rings dangling from the collar, and, one last time, the four guards, each went to a corner of the room, reached up and pulled out four, slender, silver, chains, which they brought, again, to the central, rigid, steel-bound, figure, before them.

Each slender chain clipped into one of the four metal collar rings and then, as the chains retracted into the four corners of the metal cell, all their slack gradually disappeared, until Sabrina’s head was locked into place, just as rigidly as her arms, and her legs, and her waist, were all held by their metal fastenings.

Then, the diminutive Mistress Talia, reached up to grab the last dangling chain above Sabrina’s captive head, and to hook it onto the ring, mounted on top of the bizarre metal head-wear and then, this too, was raised up, by an easy flick on the remote, until it was completely taut and held her metal-caged, head, high and proud.

Throughout this whole procedure, the audience of three she-males had watched with wonder and awe, at the lengths that this colony of women had gone to, in order to ensure that law and order, obedience and compliance, were all held paramount within their brave new world. And it had worked! Each she-male there today, had made their mind up, this day, that they would make no future attempt to escape or thwart their Mistresses’ plans. No amount of a desire for freedom, or to assert their masculinity, would encourage them to risk this degree of punishment and humiliation. A lesson had, indeed, been learned.

All was set. And the “punishment” could begin. As controls were fiddled with, on a smaller, separate, remote control, the rubber dildo and the penis cage both leapt into action. And also, did Sabrina! As the strong vibrations began below, and within, and the stroking pulses of the penis-cage gently worked away at the constrained penis, Sabrina bucked and strained against her stringent metal bonds, and her fine silver chains, but she could not free herself. Her breathing became heavier, as the stimulating drug also took effect and low moans could be heard emitting from behind the padded metal of the ghastly, metal, hood, she wore, as she became aroused.

A full-blown erection was clearly imminent and, then, suddenly, all the pulsing and the vibrations stopped! Then nothing! And there was an eerie silence, before the metal shaft holding the rubber dildo in place started to slowly rotate, one turn clockwise and one turn back, and each of the audience gasped through their leather and rubber muzzle gags, as they saw the erotic effect this was having on Sabrina. She began to swoon, against her chains, as the dildo rotated slowly around and around within her and her penis engorged, even more, within its metal casing. And then! Zap! Zap! A sudden, small, but sufficient, electric shock, ran through the metal cage around her penis and a small shock ran up to the small, unseen, metal tip of the rubber dildo, implanted up her butt, so that Sabrina let out a sudden gasp, as she felt the two sharp jolts of electric charge, and her penis slowly retreated back down its metal cage, all thoughts of standing proudly erect, now obliterated by the sudden, sharp, pulse of electric charge, it had just received.

The guards and the two Mistresses enjoyed this enormously and stood to watch as new vibrations and new stroking pulses, again tempted the now-deranged penis to come out of hiding and start its second journey along the cage.

Again, it reached the same, certain, point, as before, then the noise all stopped, everyone held their breath, not least, Sabrina. Then the dildo shaft slowly rotated, first one way, then the other, the penis engorged more and . . . Zap! Zap! Two more tiny electric shocks were delivered to the poor she-male. One to her trapped penis, one to her invaded butt.

Sabrina groaned. Each full process, from the early vibrations through to the final, frustrating, electric jolts, took around 10 to 15 minutes. She had to suffer this for two and a half hours, and, yet, the super sex stimulant was doing its job so effectively, she would not be put off having a third, a fourth, and even, possibly, a thirteenth and fourteenth erection, along with its subsequent electrical put-down!

The guards were now ushered from the cell. They left, reluctantly. It had been a good show! The two Mistresses waited and watched a third sequence of vibration, stroking, silence, rotation and final shock therapy, before they too, decided enough fun had been had. They patted each of the bound she-males; three on their heads, Sabrina on her filled behind, and bid them a patronising farewell, as they hoped Sabrina and her watching audience enjoyed the next two hours of show-time. Then, they were gone! The metal door slid closed behind them and the four she-males were now alone and entirely enclosed in their metal tomb, lit dimly by several, small l.e.d. lights, set high above them, in the metallic ceiling.

All were alone with their thoughts, as the fourth wave of vibrations started and the low noise from the motor, within the Magic Mountain, echoed off the metal walls and competed against the low groans and moans of pleasure, and of pain, which were endlessly emitting from the metal and latex encased figure, held so rigidly, at centre stage.

This was going to be a long and extremely taxing afternoon for Sabrina . . . and a memorable one, for all of them!

_________________________________

Administrative Assistants, Rebecca and Tamzin

(Office Girls)

“Right, That’s it for this morning. Big day for you all, today. I’m sending you out into the big, wide world. Work experience begins this afternoon. So, hurry along, wash hands, early lunch. Then back to your rooms and smarten yourselves up for your afternoon in work. Sabrina and Ursula, you go dressed any way you please. You’ll both be getting your uniform, when you arrive. Tamzin and Rebecca, you’ll find your uniforms have arrived, they’ll be hanging in your room. Now, you’ll find it includes a rather unusual pair of panties. Help each other get into those first, then wear your satin corsets with suspenders, please. The rest will be obvious to you. So, all back here for 12.50 prompt. You’ll be taken to your workplace and brought back to here at 6.00pm. All clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Tara,” was the chorus of response, as four excited she-males bustled out of the room to get their early lunch, excited, not at the prospect of “Work Experience”, but just keen to see something other than the four walls of the “classrooms”, they’d been in, for almost a week.

After a very quick lunch, Tamzin and Rebecca headed for their room, quite thrilled at the thought of a new set of clothes to wear. They left Sabrina and Ursula lingering in the dining room.

“Oh, look,” declared a thrilled Rebecca as she pulled down the hanger with her name on it. The hanger held a crisp white satin blouse with button up front and high collar and long, flouncy sleeves that ended in an elasticated wrist with just an extra couple of inches of frilled satin edging, beyond the elasticated cuff.

Under it, was an exquisite, black, leather pencil skirt in fine, slinky, smooth, buttery, leather, that felt gorgeously soft to the touch. The skirt was high-waisted and tapered in to the legs and would reach to just a mere fraction above the knees. Rebecca stroked the soft leather, lovingly, and said, “I do like the clothes we get to wear. How about you?”

Tamzin was non-committal, but surprised at how keen both of them appeared to be to do well in lessons, and how easily they had taken to wearing these bizarre clothes. They certainly did hold a certain allure! “What’s in the bag?” she asked, indicating the plastic bag below each hanger.

Rebecca rummaged in hers and produced a pair of fine silk and viscose stockings, black, but with a high sheen. Then a pair of black, leather, court shoes, with a three to four-inch heel and then, a final piece, which she held up with some curiosity.

For a whole week, they had worn no panties or knickers, with any one of their outfits. And, although they had been obliged to wear a cock-cage during each and every public appearance, the idea of not wearing panties had felt quite liberating. But here, were a pair of black leather panties, that doubled as a cock cage!

They both laid out the tiny pants on the bed and inspected them, remembering Mistress Tara’s instruction to get each other into these, first. From first appearance, they just looked like an ordinary pair of lady’s panties, albeit, in leather, and a bit fuller, in front, to accommodate a male’s jewels, but otherwise just a pair of pants. But, on closer inspection, these had a flap on the front that was held to the panties with tiny black press-studs and, when released, this flap fell down to reveal an inner long pocket, designed to house a she-male’s penis. As they looked closely, it became clear that they were to thread their flaccid penis into the leather tube, attached to the flap, and then, secure it in there by lacing the pocket up tight with the criss-cross lacing going from bottom to top of the leather pouch. Then the flap would be closed shut with the press stud fastenings and the penis would be held secure, bound up, as if in a normal cock-cage, but held vertical. It was obvious to both, that the best way to get into this would be with the help of a friend, and each looked at the other and then giggled in anticipation of what they had to do.

“Okay, in for a penny, in for a pound,” declared Tamzin, the first to speak, “Let’s get showered together and dry each other off, and then I’ll put this on you and you help me into mine. Then we’ve got to wear our satin corsets, tight, with suspenders for the stockings, so I can lace you into yours and vice-versa. Let’s do this. I do love the leather skirts. I think we’ll look fab.”

And, so it was. They showered hurriedly, time now passing, and dried each other with their plump, pink, towels, before re-convening, viewing again, rather hesitantly, the odd leather panties, and Tamzin picked them up, tentatively, and offered them to Rebecca’s feet, for her to step into. She stepped in carefully, and Tamzin drew them up her impressively slim, white, hairless, legs, until she reached the point of no return and casually lifted the pants beyond Rebecca’s dangling penis, brushing all her wares into the confines of black leather. Then, she popped open the flap and there, before her, was displayed the object of her attentions. She gulped, as she handled a man’s penis, for the first time ever, and eased it into position to get it into the loosened off pouch of leather. It fed in quite easily and now Rebecca was giggling, so Tamzin giggled also.

As the giggling turned to mild hysteria, Tamzin tried to concentrate on the job in hand, so to speak, and pushed and prodded the slightly erecting penis to get it located. “Oh, no! Whoa!” she cried, tears of laughter now rolling down her face, “Don’t get an erection! Not now!” And Rebecca fell back on the bed, her giggles now turned to huge sobs of half-laughter, half crying.

It took a full five minutes to perform the delicate operation of coaxing an unwilling, and stiffening, penis into a small leather pouch, before binding it in tight with the incumbent lacing. And then it was done, and a relieved Tamzin popped the flap shut and muttered a quiet, but heartfelt, “Thank you, God!” as she popped shut the tiny fasteners and restored some decorum.

“Okay, you are not playing with mine, until you calm down,” she told an hysterical Rebecca, “So, I’m putting you into your corset and then we’ll go for Round 2 of the cock-juggling competition.” And both laughed again, at this unique situation.

Soon, each was in their panties and corsets, and now doing up the fine silky stockings to their respective suspenders.

Then each wriggled into the beautiful, leather, pencil skirt, and stepped into the black, court, shoes, before allowing the slinky satin blouse to fall over their heads and down their upper bodies to rest just below the high waistbands of the leather skirts. Then, each touched up the other’s make-up and brushed each other’s hair, before declaring that both were ready, and fit for purpose. They hugged each other, taking comfort in each other’s embrace, before reporting back to the classroom, where an escort waited to lead them to their afternoon office.

It was a short walk to the Reception Administration area and they passed only one other she-male, on their way. However, once in the main office, which was a large, open-plan room, with screens dividing off different work areas, they saw more she-males than they had seen in their entire week, in this strange complex. The room seemed full of maybe 12 or 14, immaculately dressed she-males, each busy at their desks, sorting files, typing on desktop computers, doing accounts, or browsing through online catalogues for various supplies. It was a hive of activity and each worker, was identically dressed, in fine black leather skirt and in satin blouse, exactly the same style as Rebecca and Tamzin, but today, apparently, the chosen colour was an emerald green. Every worker wore a black, leather pencil skirt and a sensational, emerald green, sexy, satin, secretary blouse.

They were led through the large room and then deposited with Melanie, their she-male boss for the day. The escort muttered something about “Back at 5.55pm.” and then shuffled off, leaving a confused and humbled pair of new secretaries, in their stand-out, white blouses, looking into the beautiful dark eyes of the immaculately presented, red-head, before them.

“Welcome to “The Office”,” said an unsmiling Melanie, “A few house rules before we begin. You will address me, always, as Ms. Melanie. You will not talk to any other girl here unless spoken to first. If you need the toilet, or indeed, need anything, you will ask my permission. And, finally, we keep a quiet office, here. Work hard and little chatter, please. And you will fit in nicely. Now, you’ll both work here. I need all these documents sorting in date order. This box of files into alphabetical order, and then I have six long lists of figures, which each need to be totalled, I need them adding if they indicate a credit, I need them subtracting if they indicate a debit. All clear?”

“Yes, Ms. Melanie,” said a subdued pair of office assistants. This was going to be easy work, but boring as hell, and each looked resignedly at the other, before sitting in the screened off area to which they had been taken and surveying the mountain of documents strewn around them.

They set to, with gusto, happy, at least, that they had not been separated. Within twenty minutes, the first pile had been sorted and boxed. Within another 15 minutes, the second mountain had been climbed and conquered. Then, armed with calculators, they set to work on their mathematical problem. Each double-checking the other’s calculations, until, they had six totals, that tallied exactly, and they were happy to report back to Ms. Melanie, that their jobs, were done.

Ms. Melanie, still without the hint of a smile, looked sceptical, and came to check the two piles of documents. Yes, each was perfectly sorted, date-wise, the first pile, and alphabetically the second. Ms. Melanie, appeared almost disappointed, but uttered a grudging, “Good, I’ll find you another job. Go over there, there’s a coffee machine. Help yourselves. See me in ten minutes.”

And the two, looking delighted with themselves, wandered over to get a coffee, giving a high-five, or rather, very surreptitious low-five, as they wandered across the busy office floor.

The afternoon proceeded, in the same manner.

“Do this!” Ms. Melanie would say, no smile, her face still un-flickering.

“Job done!” a smug pair of novice workers, would say, ten minutes later.

“Good!” a quietly annoyed Ms. Melanie would mutter, “Do this!”

And so on, and so forth. A mind-blowingly boring afternoon passed sooooo slowly, for the bright sparks, that they both now knew why Ms. Melanie never smiled.

“We are not destined to be office workers,” they agreed, as they were escorted back, hand in hand, to get feedback from Mistress Tara.

“Well, you two certainly made an impression,” she gushed, as they entered the room, “I’ve just taken a call from Melanie. She says you both exceeded expectations and are the best pair of office workers, she’s had all year. Well done! But I did warn you, don’t make yourselves too indispensable! There are opportunities out there for you two. I know it.”

And the pair headed back to their room, wiggling their pert bottoms in their tight little leather skirts, as they sashayed back to their roost. Laughing, at the thought of extricating each other’s penis from its leather imprisonment, until the hysteria took them again, and they rolled into their room, hugging each other, and with fresh tears rolling down their faces.

______________________________

New Nurse Sabrina

“Well, good afternoon. Sabrina, I believe? Very punctual, I like that. Welcome to the Medical Unit. Of course, you’ve spent two days here already. Well, it will be interesting for you to see it from the other side. My name’s Bethany, by the way. I’ll be your mentor for the next 16 afternoons, I think it is.”

The girl, or was she a girl, who was speaking, was wearing the tightest and one of the shortest, mid-shade, mint green, latex, dresses, that Sabrina had ever seen.

“Look, I’ll just be a moment, I have to finish off and sign a report. Then, I’ll come back and help you into your uniform. Wait here just two minutes.” and Bethany was gone.

Sabrina was reporting for her first of many afternoons in the medical unit. “Work Experience”, Mistress Tara had called it. Sabrina thought she had finished with “Work Experience” when a teenager.

She looked around at the rather stark, but perfectly clean and tidy room, in which she had landed. And there, hanging on a short dress rail, were several of the same mint green, latex, dresses, as the one she had just seen decorating Bethany’s fine figure. Below it, was a small pile of other pieces of latex that were obviously accessories to go with the rather revealing, green latex, dress.

The room had no windows and little else to remark upon, so Sabrina knelt down to rustle through the little pile of latex below the dress rail, just as Bethany re-appeared.

“There, told you I wouldn’t be a minute. Oh! You’ve fond your uniform? Okay. Strip off. Everything. And I’ll help you get into it.”

Sabrina wanted to resist, but there was something about Bethany that was both direct and also contagiously, enthusiastic, and Sabrina immediately liked her. As she looked up, she caught sight of the white silicon cock-cage hiding under the folds of the short green dress, and Sabrina drew a sharp breath.

“OMG,” she muttered, “You’re another one!” unable to control herself.

“Yes! I’m another one!” remarked Bethany, matter-of-factly, “In fact, 90% of all working girls here are like you and I, Sabrina. We’re nearly all she-males. Those with the best jobs have been with the organisation, the longest. A lot of us volunteered to come over here from their two other islands, when we heard there was to be a new start. It was a great opportunity to get promoted. About 60 of us came with the first proper female bosses, to get everything set up. I’ve been with DREAM for more than two years now. One year, here, on Lush Isle.”

“But you look beautiful!” said Sabrina, awestruck at the fabulous figure and the stunning face of the dark-haired beauty before her.

“Well, thank you. I’m flattered. But, you know, stick with it and you’ll look just as stunning yourself, in a few months. You’ve already got a great figure and I like those breasts. Very nice!”  Bethany said exactly what she thought! Sabrina was embarrassed and reddened slightly.

“Now, come on. Let’s get you into these. A bit different to those red, white and blue outfits they make you wear isn’t it?” Bethany had reached for the green dress and was indicating that Sabrina needed to strip. Now!

So, with a tad of embarrassment, at a stranger watching her, Sabrina peeled off the satin frock and unhooked the glossy nylon stockings from the underlying satin corset. These were cast aside, and Bethany was already around the back of Sabrina, untying the laces of the corset that pinched in Sabrina’s already slim waist, so effectively.

Within moments, the basque-type, satin, corset, was off, and lying on the floor, along with the shoes, the stockings, and the neatly laid satin frock. And Sabrina stood trying to hide her shame, her hands crossed across her caged penis.

“Oh! Don’t be ridiculous. I see ten of those a week. D’you think it bothers me? In fact, that’s almost my job. In a nutshell. I shave them, I treat them with hair loss cream. I give the she-males, enemas, and I treat their skin rashes when they react to the other treatments. I see you’re wearing a black cage. I’ll have to change that to white. If any of my bosses, see you wearing a black cage in the medical unit, I’ll be punished. Have you ever given an enema, by the way? I see you’ve had medical training.”

Sabrina had seen plenty being given, but had never administered one, and she told Bethany so, fascinated at the directness of this “girl”.

“Oh! Well today’s your first then. We’ve a runaway coming in. Young she-male called Roxanne. She tried to escape from her owner, yesterday. Caught immediately, of course. They always are. And now, she’s been sentenced to 48 hours in solitary, with us here. Well, here and the punishment unit, next door. We work together, a lot. If you get a job here, you’ll spend half your time in the unit next door. We don’t get that many emergency medical cases, on the island, there’s too few people, at the moment, so we spend a lot of time looking after the prisoners getting punished. You’ll enjoy it!” Bethany said that in such a matter-of-fact way, Sabrina almost believed she might, ENJOY it! Then Bethany smiled as she persuaded Sabrina to step into the little latex pair of suspenders, offered at her bare feet.

“I’m not sure about that,” said an anxious Sabrina, remembering her time in the punishment unit. “I’ve been in the chamber. I certainly didn’t enjoy that.”

By now, the latex suspenders were up Sabrina’s legs and Bethany was, quite unconcernedly, poking at her manhood and checking the padlock. “I’ve got a key for this,” she said, “We’ll get that off first and pop a white one on.”

And so, she did! As Sabrina stood there, still stark naked apart from the latex suspender belt around her waist, Bethany got a master-key and popped off the retaining bar that held the black, cock-cage to the black, scrotum, ring, and all three pieces of the fiendishly effective device, fell away.

“Tell you what,” Bethany continued, clearly enjoying her role, “I’ll just wash this for you and then pop you into a nice white silicon one. Alright, my lovely?”

Sabrina was non-plussed, and stood there, obediently, as Bethany got a warm, damp, sponge, and gently washed down her man-rod, before drying it with a soft, small, towel.

Five minutes later, and a newly installed white silicon cage, now looked slightly more ridiculous than then previous black, as it hung suspended from Sabrina’s shaved groin.

Green latex stockings were rolled up each slim, pale, hairless, leg, until they met the suspender belt, and were clipped on, front and back. Then the little green latex number was offered up to Sabrina’s latex-clad feet and she stepped carefully into the centre of the folds of latex.

“I already talced everything up for you, in readiness,” smiled Bethany, “This’ll go on like a dream.”

And it did! Soon, Bethany was zipping up the short front zip of the latex dress which now had attached itself to Sabrina’s impressive body and was clinging onto it, for dear life.

With a little grunt, Bethany gave a last strong tug, and took the zip up the last inch of the slightly scooped neckline of the dress, which fitted Sabrina like a literal glove. The latex clung to her every curve and shape and felt so lovely against her bare skin, and so damned provocative. Sabrina wondered why the nurses, especially the she-male nurses, had to wear such revealing clothes.

“I think it’s their sort of joke.” explained Bethany, “It’s ONLY the she-males that wear such erotic, tantalising, things. I think the women have designed them especially, to make us look like sex objects, the way men have viewed women all these years. It’s just a way of getting back at the macho-male, and the prissy female, image that was so prevalent a few years back. Hey! But don’t knock it. I like the clothes they make us wear! Don’t you? I don’t believe you, if you say you don’t. We all do, eventually. That’s why so few try to escape. Well, that and the kind of punishment you get when you’re caught.”

It was just too soon for Sabrina to admit it, to a stranger, but she did like the clothes. And she particularly liked these clothes!

Soon, the short, tight dress was all smoothed down and hugged Sabrina like a second skin. Her impressive 38Bs projected out, held pert and tight by the stretching latex.

Then a pair of fingerless sheath gloves, in the same mint green, latex, were smoothed up two arms, and Sabrina’s latex-covered toes were forced into two white, leather, low-heeled, slip-on, shoes. A white latex apron was tied around her slim waistline and a white latex nurse’s hat was place and clipped onto her wigged head and then, Bethany stood back to admire the finished effect.

She seemed satisfied and raised Sabrina’s short, tight, latex, skirt, to check on the white-caged penis, which was barely hidden beneath the short hem, of the very revealing dress.

Then she handed Sabrina a pair of short, white, latex, surgical gloves and told her to put those on, over her fingerless gloves.

“You’ll need those. Roxanne will be here any time now and we have to purge her before we can isolate her. It’s part of the ruling from the court.”

Sabrina struggled to get her sweaty fingers into the latex gloves, although this was a major part of her previous medical training. But she was unnerved by the candid, and forthright, approach of her new mentor.

As if on cue, as the last finger went into the last glove, and the latex snapped shut around Sabrina’s hand, the door opened, to the outer Reception area, and in came two guards with a poor, but stunningly attractive prisoner, supported between them. This was Roxanne, reporting for punishment. The poor she-male looked terrified.

Sabrina wasn’t sure she could do this and whispered the same to Bethany, who took a tight grip on both latex-sheathed arms and said, “There is no choice, Sabrina. You do as they say, or it will be you getting punished. I thought you would know that, if you’ve spent time in the Chamber. Now, pull yourself together and follow me.”

And they exited their small dressing room to greet the two she-male guards and their timid victim.

“Roxanne, property of Lady Pandora.” proclaimed one of the she-male warriors, “Tried to escape. Yesterday. Sentenced, by the court, to a thorough purging and isolation for 48 hours. Sentence to proceed now and to end at 2.00pm. two days hence. We shall assist with her isolation. Your job is to keep her monitored for 48 hours and return her safely to her owner, thereafter.”

“Right, then bring her this way,” said Bethany, not seeming in the least concerned for the plight of her fellow she-male.

The stunning prisoner was led off, her wrists cuffed behind her, but wearing no other restraints. Her long dark hair had been tied back into a long pony tail. She was clothed in a beautiful tangerine orange, satin frock, that gripped her bust tight and was secured with a long rear zip, that, Sabrina noted, was padlocked shut, at the top, below its high, frilly, satin collar. At her waistline, the tangerine, satin skirt, of the lovely dress, flared out into a full and dramatic circle of sumptuous, heavy, glossy, liquid satin, supported upon a mass of lighter tangerine, net, petticoats, that brought the skirt out at an angle of 45 degrees and held the skirt raised to above the knees.

On her arms were beautiful, soft, smooth, silky, leather gloves that disappeared up and under the short satin capped sleeves of the amazing dress. The leather was black. The gloves were fingerless, and Roxanne’s pale white fingers poked out of the fingerless end of each glove, displaying her tangerine nail polish, which matched the tangerine orange, gloss, she wore on her lips. It was these gloved arms that were now cuffed behind her as she walked, tentatively, between the two guards, following an exhilarated Bethany. Who seemed to love her job!

The poor she-male stumbled slightly as she half-walked, and was half-jostled, along the passageway. Her legs were booted in soft, black, leather, thigh boots, that disappeared under the extreme netting of the tangerine petticoats and Sabrina thought her absolutely gorgeous, and she was concerned for what was to happen to her. She followed in trepidation, not wanting to be a part of punishing another poor mis-treated male.

When they reached the designated room, Bethany stood aside and indicated that poor Roxanne needed to be mounted upon the strange, shining, metal contraption that stood in one corner, directly over a mesh-covered drain-away, set in the very white and clinical tiled floor, of the very white and very clinical tiled room.

The metal “thing”, was, basically, a raised, rounded platform, that had four metal spars, running out, like rail tracks, from it. Two rails ran out next to each other, and parallel at the front, two further, shiny rails ran out, parallel, at the back of the small platform.

Without any ceremony, Roxanne’s wrist cuffs were un-snapped to release her gloved arms and she was hoisted up to kneel on the metal platform, that stood around three feet off the tiled floor-way. Then her two arms were taken out in front of her, one along each metal rail projection, and two leather straps bound each arm to each metal support. She began to complain at this point, as she was forced into an uncomfortable forward facing kneel, her head now stretched out over her bound arms.

Ignoring the moans, the two guard each forced back a booted leg and located each one in the appropriate, rear, metal support, behind Roxanne’s now-exposed rump, as her light orange petticoats, and alluring, tangerine, satin skirts, fell forward.

Each leather-booted leg was similarly secured to its metal rail, by two broad, strong, leather straps, as one guard now insisted that Roxanne be silenced. Her complaints had become too annoying and Bethany went to get a leather “medical hood” from the adjacent room.

“Here,” she said to Sabrina, “Hood her, please.”

Sabrina took the leather hood in her shaking hand and stepped round to the front of the metal platform, which now held the poor captive she-male, in a strange kneeling position, her leathered arms and her leathered legs, held fast, each with two unyielding leather straps. Roxanne raised her head to look at her tormentor, from her low, kneeling pose.

Sabrina mouthed “I’m so sorry!” as she raised up the leather hood to bring it down over Roxanne’s upturned head and extinguish her beautiful features. But it didn’t extinguish her features! The stunning dark, almost black eyes still peeped out from the front. The lush, orange, glossed lips, still showed through the open mouth of the black hood. And Roxanne was still moaning, although quieter now.

Sabrina quickly found the inner zip hidden beneath the rear laces of the hood and pulled the zip down, slowly and carefully, so as not to trap any hair inside, but Bethany stopped her, momentarily to bring Roxanne’s long pony tail of black hair up and out, through a space in the top of the hood, so it would hang down behind her leather-encased face. She held it to one side, whilst Sabrina returned to zipping the hood shut. Then, although already conforming to the poor girl’s features, Sabrina pulled through the lengths of lacing to tighten the hood even further and pull it taut against Roxanne’s stunning features. She tied the ends off and stood back to look at the bizarre, finished, result.

Then Sabrina saw that there were two tiny buckles, either side of the open eye section, and a further two tiny buckles, either side of the open mouth section. Eight buckles in all, and for what purpose?

Then Bethany handed her a broad leather panel, in the same, soft, black leather, as the hood. She examined it and realised it was intended to buckle across the open mouth section, to the four buckles, waiting there to receive it. But attached to the inner part of the leather, mouth panel, was a stumpy short, fat, penis-shaped, length of rubber, about two inches long, that was clearly going to sit, uncomfortably between those two, luscious, orange, lips.

As Sabrina brought it close to poor Roxanne’s face, her frightened eyes opened wide and Sabrina wanted, again, to say, “I’m so sorry!” but she was now being watched, intently, by the two expressionless, she-male, guards. So, she buttoned her lips and she filled Roxanne’s.

She pressed the rubber gag home, as Roxanne, at first, resisted, but then succumbed and took the 2-inch length of hard rubber into her mouth. She let out one last pleading moan, before the rubber dildo gag silenced her, and all was quiet. Sabrina felt her heart pounding as she buckled the two tiny straps on each side of the mouth piece to the waiting buckles and sealed Roxanne tight behind her gagging mask.

Then came the eye-panel which fastened in exactly the same manner, across the bound she-male’s eyes, pulled tight as Sabrina took the strap to the buckles and buckled it as tightly as she felt it could go. Bethany came to check and took one side up a further notch, till, she too, was satisfied.

“We use this sort of hood for any medical procedures,” she explained, “As it has several interchangeable mouthpieces, so we can put a feeding tube or a watering tube in, at any time. She’ll be quite comfortable, once she’s used to it. Now watch this.”

And Bethany took up a small black remote control which Sabrina hadn’t even noticed and flicked one switch. To the consternation of the poor she-male bound to it, the platform began to move, slowly. The two front metal rails started to move out and around slightly, so that poor Roxanne’s arms were soon stretched forward and out to the sides instead of being in two perfect parallel lines, facing front. This had the effect of bringing her head even lower towards her forearms and projecting her exposed butt, upwards.

Then, the small motor stopped, and Bethany pressed a second button on the remote. The two back rails also now separated, from their parallel position together, rotating slightly out and around the sides of the small circular platform. There was a squeal of surprise from behind the hooded head, as Roxanne’s legs now splayed out at approximately 45-60 degrees, behind her, creating a convenient opening, for what was about to intrude.

At this point, the guards assured Bethany that they were satisfied and would be back, in 15 minutes, to oversee the isolation procedure. Bethany and her new assistant could carry on with this process, together!

Bethany busied herself preparing the bag of warm soapy fluid that would soon be utilised to clean out the poor she-male before them. She instructed Sabrina to move the metal, medical, hanging stand, and bring all the rubber and plastic tubing, that she indicated, close to the, now stationary, spread, platform.

“And lubricate that piece of equipment there, will you, please.? Give it a good smear of that water-based lubricant. I want to make sure it goes in easily.”

Sabrina did, as instructed, all the time looking at poor Roxanne, perched there, blinded and muted, unaware of what was happening to her, and Sabrina promised herself, she would befriend her and apologise for her part in this procedure, once it was all over.

“Good, that looks fine. So, tapered end first, can you just see that goes well in, up to that line there, should do. I’m almost ready here.” Bethany said this as though she was directing a maintenance job on a rusty old engine, not a fellow male, or, rather, fellow she-male.

Sabrina reluctantly, teased the firm, tapered, tubing, into the poor captive’s raised and exposed, rear end, and she felt Roxanne shudder slightly, as the tubing went deeper and deeper into its new home. Sabrina had never done this herself, but had witnessed it many times and knew when enough was enough. She halted any further progress and stroked Roxanne’s back, to re-assure her, when Bethany was otherwise occupied.

“Good, that looks fine. Now, if I hang this bag here, can you connect the piping, please. Just watch you don’t turn that valve, yet.” Bethany indicated the small tap that was stopping any flow of liquid, down the piping.

She adjusted the height of the stand slightly to increase the pressure on the flow of liquid, whilst Sabrina gently teased together, the pipe leading from the bag, to the pipe now leading to the gap between the she-male’s buttocks.

When the two were connected, Bethany whispered something to the ear of the bound she-male and then leant down to turn the tap. She held one hand on poor Roxanne’s back, partly to tell her when to expect the flow to begin and partly to hold the mass of satin skirting and net petticoating, from getting in the way of any emissions.

Then, Roxanne jerked and squealed again, as the warm fluid entered her. Bethany held her hand tight to her back, pulled out the intruding pipe from the butt and then said, “Okay, release now.”

She had turned the tap to off, prior to this. Now she instructed Sabrina to clean, and re-lubricate, and then re-insert, the tubing, and they released the second half of the bag of warm soapy liquid.

Roxanne shuddered and jerked again, as she released her second dose. Bethany was careful to see it all swilled away down the convenient drain-away and then, quite uncharacteristically, stroked and calmed the poor she-male and whispered into her ear, that it was all over, no harm done, and she would soon feel the benefits. “So, she does have a heart,” thought Sabrina.

They left Roxanne for a few minutes, whilst they tidied away all the apparatus and put all the used tubing for sterilising. Bethany swilled any last bit of mess away with a short swill hose attached to the hot water tap, at the sink.

“There,” she said, “Your very first. Of many, I imagine! If you get a job here. Not so bad, was it?”

Sabrina wanted to say, it depended on which end of the tubing you were, but kept her mouth tight-lipped.

Instead, she went over to the she-male, still secured to her metal rails, and dabbed at the poor she-male’s buttocks, and groin area, with a warm sponge and water. Then, she asked Bethany to close her arms and legs together, but Bethany handed her a smooth black, glass butt plug. “She’ll have to wear this,” she said, “The guards will check that she’s plugged. Can you do it, or shall I?”

Sabrina indicated that, unpleasant  as it was, she would do it, feeling she might be gentler than Bethany and she eased the smooth glass instrument, slowly, and ever so gently, into the exposed rear-end. It went in surprisingly easily and appeared not to cause any distress to its receiver. And then Bethany took up the small remote, and Sabrina stroked Roxanne’s back, as the rails moved back to their original position. Straight out and parallel at the arm end, straight back and parallel, at the leg end. And then Sabrina got the small sponge and dabbed again at any last signs of mess, as she patted Roxanne gently on her raised rump and checked the plug remained properly located.

“Now, the guards will be back in soon. We will have to secure Roxanne at least partly, before they’ll leave. And we have to make it look authentic. So, if it seems a bit cruel, we can loosen her off a bit once they’ve left, but don’t let them see you showing any sympathy for a prisoner. They’ll report us both.” Bethany whispered to Sabrina, winking, as she did.

Two minutes later, and both she-male guards returned. They inspected the captive, seemed happy, and then set to releasing her from the eight strong straps that had held her. They lifted her, easily, off the platform and stood her, unsteady at first, on her thigh-booted legs, supporting her weight, as she struggled to balance a little, and to adjust to the new guest, inside her.

“Follow us, to the punishment unit,” they ordered and off they led, Roxanne, held, between the pair of them.

Sabrina and Bethany discarded their short surgical gloves, into the bin, and sheepishly followed as the guards set off at a pace, anxious to get Roxanne installed and then they could get onto their afternoon break.

Although Sabrina had been inside the punishment unit before, this was the first time she looked at anything, other than the hideous and ominous metal chamber, at the far end of the long, rectangular room.

Now, she looked in wonder at the assortment of metalwork and woodwork that occupied the space between the door, immediately off from the medical centre, and the chamber at the distant end. This was nothing less than a modern-day torture chamber, she thought, as she looked at the posts, the chairs, the bed, the frames, bolted to the floor, either side of the central passage, and the dangling chains and the myriad of hanging ropes and straps, and many unidentified objects, ranged along one entire wall.

So, one door led from the Medical Unit, straight into the Punishment Unit. Good planning! No wonder that the Nurses were so busy looking after the unfortunates who found themselves in this particular area. Clearly, the guards were above this kind of thing, having far more important things to guard! So, they set it all up, the nurses monitored it. And made sure no-one suffered, presumably. At least, not too much.

The group headed for the strange metal bondage chair at the centre of three large pieces of equipment, on the right-hand side of the room. There, they stopped.

“Right, she’s to have 6 hours in the chair. Then twelve in a bed. Then another six of the chair and another twelve the bed, Then a final six chair, and a final six in bed. And that will be her punishment served. Understood?”

Bethany nodded at this brusque command. Yes, she fully understood. This was normal.

“Right, we will see you restrain her properly, and then she’s all yours. Get to it.” demanded the second guard.

“Right, but I am instructing this young lady for the first time today, so we will take a little longer than normal. She’s completely new here, I have to show her what to do,” Bethany explained, calmly and quietly.

The guards nodded and went to sit back over the other side, on the edge of the bondage bed, as Bethany instructed Sabrina on the correct way to isolate a prisoner.

Right, firstly we measure her arms, here use this tape. Measure from wrist to under the armpit. Twenty-two inches? Good. That’s perfect.” And she scuttled off and came back two minutes later with two metal spars, four short leather straps, and two large rolls of black tape.

“Right, I need to set these side supports up, whilst you get Roxanne comfortable in her seat. Can you do that?”

Sabrina nodded she was okay, and, aware that her every move was being watched, made a point of not being too, very gentle with her charge. She led her, still blinded and mute, of course, to the metal seat, and sat her, with little ceremony, into it. It was almost like a metal skeleton of a bucket car seat. Three metal uprights joined at the top, formed the backrest. Two moveable metal leg rests projected downwards, and a strange framework of metal surrounded the chair. It was this frame that Bethany was now adjusting. She brought in the two uprights, either side of the chair until she judged they were just the right distance apart and then rested the two metal spars she had brought from another room, connecting the frame of the chair to the moveable frame she had just altered.

Then she raised up one of Roxanne’s gloved arms and checked the distance. Perfect. She dropped her arm and went to the other side. Lifting that arm, she measured it against the metal spar projecting out now from the side of the chair and resting, locked temporarily to both the chair, and the metal upright, she had just moved inwards.

“Right, what we are doing is strapping and taping Roxanne’s arms to each of these spars, so they are stretched out straight, either side. Then we strap her legs to the leg rests here, with that web of straps you can see there. And then she’ll be strapped in tight. But, when we transfer her to the bed, all we have to do is undo the two legs, unclip these two metal spars, from the chair and from these uprights, her arms will still be strapped and taped to them, but we can easily re-locate her in the bed and leave her arms held straight and rigid, as they are, but by her side. Understand?”

Sabrina sort of nodded, not truly comprehending, but wanting the guards to leave, so they could show the poor Roxanne some degree of kindness.

“Okay, we’ll just do one arm at a time. Look this spar is the exact length to go from her wrist under her arm and up its full length to the armpit, the measurement you gave me. So, you hold the spar still against her arm, and I strap it here at the wrist, then here above the elbow. And, hey presto, she is held with her arm rigid. Now if I clip it back to the chair and the wrist end back to this upright, she’s got her arm straight out from the shoulder to her side.

Now, we leave that arm out there and do the same the other side. You hold the spar, I’ll strap it to the arm, at both ends.”

And she did. Then she took the now rigid arm and clipped it back onto the upright stand about 20 inches from the chair and then clipped the upper arm part back to the chair itself and Roxanne now squirmed to get herself comfortable as she sat there, her arms extended out, straight, as far apart as they could possibly go.


“Right, now we tape the arm all the way up, connecting it to the spar. Make sure you don’t cover the clips where it’s connected to the metal chair or the upright frame. We have to be able to lift her up from the chair without undoing all that tape. Watch me start on the left arm and then you do the same to the right one, okay?”

Roxanne shifted uncomfortably, in her seat, as each now began to wind the self-cohesive taping, all the way up from wrist to upper arm, hiding the black fingerless, leather gloves, under the windings of black tape, as they proceeded up the arm. The orange-polished nails still projected out and Roxanne had some movement there, so she wiggled her fingers, as each turn of tape held her arms ever more firmly to the metal spars.

Soon, each arm was securely taped up from wrist to almost shoulder, and Bethany came to Sabrina’s side to test that she could still unclip the arm and its welded metal spar, to release Roxanne from the chair, when she needed to.

Satisfied that all was good, she instructed Sabrina to take the right-booted leg and strap it tight to the vertical leg rest, the booted foot resting on the flat metal shoe grip at the base of each leg rest. Four straps, either side, did this job, almost effortlessly. Then another leather strap went across Roxanne’s satin-clad, breasts and a last one went over her lap, holding it close to the seat of the chair and calming down all that wild, wild, satin skirting, and that sea of frothy, petticoating, that wanted to rise up and wave to the world.

Bethany seemed satisfied and the guards seemed satisfied, so they rose, to leave.

“Right. Don’t forget six hours chair, twelve hours bed. Someone will check on her, and on you, later.” And they were gone.

They both looked at the helpless Roxanne, her head completely encased in the leather hooding, her body encased in her prissy, sissy frock, her leather-gloved arms held out fast to the two cruel metal spars, her satin body held to the metal seat and her two leather-booted legs strapped tight to the vertical leg rests.

“Right, give them five minutes to disappear, then we’ll loosen those leg straps off a little, undo the gag for a while, and get her some water. But we’ll have to put the gag back, in case anyone pops in. And then I want you to sit here, with her, talk to her, calm her down, and make sure she’s not stressing. I know you have to leave at 6.00pm. She’ll be moving to a bed around 9.00pm, but you can keep her company till you go. Then I’ll take over. But, if anyone comes through that door, apart from me, you make sure they don’t see you talking to her. Right? I’ll check who’s on duty tonight. It’ll be someone who’s concerned for the she-males here, all us nurses are, really, so she’ll be alright, I’m certain. Then I’m back tomorrow and she can be your special project, to look after, tomorrow afternoon.”

So, Bethany was human, after all!

And so, Sabrina spent the next three hours re-assuring and befriending an immobilised Roxanne, and, although she wasn’t able to respond to Sabrina’s calm voice, Sabrina felt she appreciated her being there, and that both would, sometime in the future, become firm friends.

Work experience certainly was an experience!

_____________________________

Ursula on the Farm

“But I don’t want to do it. I just don’t. I can’t do it.” Ursula was sobbing, inconsolably. Sabrina, herself still a little traumatised, from her stark introduction to the World of Medicine, Lush Isle style, was trying to comfort her.

All four had returned from their first half-day of Work Experience and had sat, in near silence, in the dining room, each deep in their own thoughts, turning over their evening meal with their forks, picking at bits, but discarding the majority, feeling a loss of appetite, and thinking about their day’s experiences.

Rebecca and Tamzin were still in their work experience clothes, black leather pencil skirts and crisp, clean, white satin, blouses. The other two had reacted quite jealously, at seeing them attired in such a stylish way. Both Ursula and Sabrina had been obliged to leave their new “uniforms” in the workplace and change back to their original satin clothes.

Now, all four were sat back in Sabrina and Ursula’s room and that was when Ursula had broken down and told them of her horrendous afternoon, down on the farm. She’d already confided parts of her traumatic experience to Sabrina, her room-mate.

“First off, I never saw where we were taken. There was a guard, and myself, in the back of a vehicle, a car, I suppose, and I was hooded. They said it was for security. I wasn’t allowed to see anything to the East of Centreville, so I can’t tell you anything about the route we took. It only took us 10 minutes, at most, so it’s not far. But, when we got there, I was taken straight to the stables, still hooded. I didn’t see any of the other buildings, or fields or crops or animals. Nothing! Only when we got there, they took off the hood. And it seemed so busy. There were dozens of people, all females or she-males, I just can’t tell them apart, anymore! Well, not dozens, but it all seemed really busy. They were cleaning out stalls and making up these really, uncomfortable looking, make-shift wooden beds. And they were polishing up leather harnesses and all kinds.

And there were about seven pony-girls in there, either harnessed up and getting tied to these passenger carts, or ones that had been out working and were resting. It was awful. And I had to stand and strip in front of all these people. And they were laughing at me. Oh! I can’t go back there.” And she started to sob again, “I just can’t. They’re awful. They seem to treat it like a joke and I was the new girl on the block, the new pet pony, they all wanted to fuss over and pat and stroke.” She cried again, and Sabrina held her close.

“Tell these two what they did.” she whispered, trying to comfort her friend.

“They stood me naked, apart from my cock-cage and then they turned a hose on me, in the yard. A cold hose! About four of them all washed me down and started rubbing me with sponges and trying to wash between my legs, and all sorts. Then they dried me off and were brushing my hair and stroking my buttocks and things. And these were she-males, I could tell. Well, you could see under their black corsets, you know, you could see their danglies. You’d think they’d feel sorry for another male, but they don’t. They treated me like an oddity and they were teasing me and making fun. Then they brought out all this red leather gear and started dressing me. And when I struggled, they put my arms behind me and tied my wrists really tight, then put them in a red leather thing behind my back, so I couldn’t stop them.”

“They put her in a really stiff red leather corset,” Sabrina now took up the story, as Ursula dabbed at her eyes, “And long, red leather, pony boots. Well, just like the ones we saw the other day, except all their pony girls wear black, so they use red, to distinguish the learners. Anyway, these boots had no proper feet, like the ones we saw on that poor girl, and they came right up to her crotch. Look, show them Ursula.” And Ursula obliged by lifting her satin skirts and showing the ugly red scratches and weals, where the stiffened boots had rubbed against her groin.

Both Tamzin and Rebecca were relieved, that they seemed to have fared best of the four, in their cushy, but deadly boring experience, in the offices. The sores on Ursula’s thighs looked as though they hurt, terribly.

“And then they put a pony harness on her and made her strut around this, like, erm, well this ring, I suppose. Like a big sand covered ring, fenced in. Like you see at horse-riding stables. You know!” Sabrina was struggling, searching for the right word . . . .

“Like a dressage arena?” Tamzin obliged.

“Yes, an arena, with everyone watching and jeering,” Ursula had recovered slightly and re-joined the debate. “And they led me round on a long leash, attached to a big stiff collar round my neck. Oh, god, it was horrible. And they made me step really high, I had to lift my legs really high and bend the knee and sort of prance, although I couldn’t see what I was doing, I couldn’t even see my feet because of the collar, I was wearing. And they kept hitting me with a riding whip, a big, long cane with a whip on the end.”

It was clear that Ursula was about to lose it, again, and regress into tears, so Sabrina, briefly described the horror she had witnessed and told them about the lovely Roxanne and the indignity he/she had suffered. “And I felt so guilty,” she confided, “Having to help. I did apologise to Roxanne, and, actually, Bethany was really nice when the guards had gone, but they’ve obviously all been brain-washed, all these workers, so they think it’s okay to hurt the other she-males. It’s barbaric! And then they made you pull a cart around, didn’t they, Ursula?”

The conversation switched between the two bad experiences, almost seamlessly, Ursula describing her efforts to pull a heavy cart along a rough track, whilst harnessed, collared, blinkered and with a stiff, rubber, bit, between her teeth, and Sabrina explaining, in minute detail, what processes, poor Roxanne had undergone, and Sabrina’s part in her suffering.

By the end of an hour, Rebecca and Tamzin retired from the room and left Ursula, still a little shaky, but recovering, and Sabrina, explaining, for the fifth time, how she had tried to comfort Roxanne, who, by now, would be ending her sixth hour and would soon be transferred, arms still bound rigid, to a bed for the night.

“Well, there has to be a way to get away,” declared Tamzin. “There has to be a way off this island. And when we get away, we’ll have to alert the police. They can’t get away with it. We have to think of a way to outwit them.”

And they returned to their room, to discuss escape strategies and to shed their Administrative Assistants’ clothing, which, incidentally, they had grown rather attached to.

______________________________

Tamzin’s Reward Day

It was a Monday, and the she-males were now just 11 days into their whole ordeal, and three days into their “Work Experience”. But, for Tamzin, at least, this Monday was going to be different. This Monday was going to be enjoyable. This Monday, she was going to be free to enjoy her reward. Having scored an impressive 41 points from her previous 7-days of training, Tamzin was to collect her prize. A whole day to herself, a tour of the island, or those parts of it, she was permitted to see.

She had helped Rebecca, her room-mate and now her closest friend of the three companions, to get herself dressed for another day of deportment and etiquette training, followed by more Work Experience. And Rebecca had reciprocated by lacing her friend tight into the red latex outfit, she had been instructed to wear, for her day of liberty.

She was now putting the finishing touches to her make-up and zipping up the last of the red latex thigh boots, which enveloped her legs, in their tight, erotic grasp.

“You look a picture, in red, Tammy,” Rebecca complimented, “I’m so jealous. I’d give anything to get out of this hole for an hour or two. You must tell me all about it, tonight.”

“I shall. I promise.” replied Tamzin, “I wish you could join me. I hate to think of leaving you but, today doesn’t sound such a bad day?”

“Maybe not, but I don’t think you’re missing much,” whispered a glum Rebecca, “And don’t forget to look at possible escape routes. It might be useful if we ever get an opportunity.” This last part was whispered in very muted terms, neither she-male absolutely sure that they weren’t being monitored, within their room.

“Will do,” Tamzin whispered back, “Good luck for today. See you later.” And Rebecca fell in behind the guard who had come to escort her to the school-room. Tamzin waited a few minutes, before Mistress Tara swept into the room.

“Ah! You look delightful, Tamzin. That suits you so well. Are you excited about your day?” she asked of the she-male, stood looking ravishing in her red latex gloves, boots and tight, skirted corset, her long golden locks swept back and trailing off her shoulders.

“Oh yes. I’m very excited Mistress. Thank you. This is so good of you, Mistress.” replied a timorous sounding she-male. Tamzin was playing the game, she could act along with the best of them.

Well, there are a couple of additions, I need to make to your outfit, this morning. And then we can go and meet Belinda, your transport for the morning.” And Mistress Tara produced first the red latex, half-face, hood, which she went to pull down over Tamzin’s face. Tamzin instinctively pulled away.

“Must I wear that, Mistress? I would be happy not to.”

And you will make me happy if you never question anything that I, or any other Mistress here, requires of you. If you complain again, I shall call for the hood with a gag.” And Mistress Tara reached up and pulled the latex covering down, over her she-male’s head.

The face part was, in fact, completely open and so Tamzin had full sight and her mouth was also left unfettered. She settled for that.

Her Mistress, was now busy raising up the mass of golden locks of hair and inserting them through the hole at the crown of the hood, and, once these were poked through and cascaded back down to Tamzin’s shoulders, Tara pushed them to one side, whilst she laced the latex hood tight to her subject’s head.

Now, Tamzin’s remarkable features, and especially her stunning blue eyes, were framed in the open front of the red latex hood, and her incredible flow of hair cascaded from the top of the hood, and down to her bare shoulders.

“There. That’s lovely. It adds a certain mystery to your look. Now, I am going to put this cage around your penis. Please do not complain, do not resist. It is a requirement of any she-male that their cock be caged when out in public, as you know, unless specifically authorised otherwise.” Tamzin was only half convinced by her Mistress’s explanation, but accepted the impediment, as Tara bent to attach a bright, red, silicon case, around her last remaining piece of manhood.

“And there you are. Ready to go.” announced Mistress Tara, as she returned to Tamzin’s eye level. “Follow me.”

And off they trooped, a thrilled Tamzin keen to see the sunlight, and taste the fresh air, for the first time in many days.

Belinda, the pony-girl was stood right outside the exit from the building. A bridle and head-harness, replete with wide, leather, blinkers, to prevent sideways vision, prevented her looking around or speaking, as Tamzin and her Mistress approached.

“And this is Belinda. We’ve chosen her for you because she’s one of our safest, and steadiest, and most gentle ponies. She’ll look after you all morning and then there will be a replacement for you from our Northern stables, at mid-day. Belinda knows the island very well and will show you all the main sights. But, remember, she needs resting once you reach the Northern-most point. There will be someone to meet you there and see you are both fed and watered. Then she’ll take you for another hour or so, before you stop for lunch and get a change of pony at our stable block in the northern quadrant. I think they have the pony Diamond lined up for you, for the afternoon. She’ll take you out, to the Western quadrant and then bring you back here.”

Tamzin looked at the impressive figure stood, patiently, and silently before her. The livery was the same as they had already seen on the pony girl paraded before them, in one of the previous week’s lessons, but to think this was now going to pull her for maybe 4 or 5 miles, was a very humbling thought. She admired the leather body corset, and the fine bust it encompassed. Her eyes fell to the point where the corset ended, and, sure enough, there was the evidence of Belinda’s manhood, which had been trapped within a tight, restrictive, black leather, casing, just as Tamzin’s was caught in its silicon prison. Then she noted the strange leather boots that rose right up the pony-girl’s slim, long, legs, almost to the point where they met the leather penis pouch, but which were fastened, not in a traditional way with a zip, but with a series of flexible elasticated leather straps and buckles, that ran right up the entire length of the back of the boot, to give the wearer flexibility of movement in their legs. And these boots had no proper heel. Instead, Belinda’s human feet were moulded into something that actually resembled the broad, circular footprint, of a pony. The shoe part of the boot was clumpy and rounded and the boots were shod underneath with metal shoes, just as a real pony. The back heel of the foot was safely housed and supported within the broad leather shoe and was elevated slightly off the ground but had no actual boot heel. The iron-shod feet clattered on the stone driveway, as Belinda shifted her weight from one foot to the other. She was clearly balanced on the balls of her feet.

The body harness, attaching the two shafts of the small pony trap to Belinda’s body, encircled her upper torso and was made of tough leather strapping that buckled up either side of the protective, leather, under-corset. Her arms were sheathed from fingernail to shoulder in stiff leather gloves, still all in black, and her gloved wrists were shackled to the arms of the pony trap with silver metal cuffs and chains. She would hold the shafts in her gloved hands, as well as supporting them through the waist and hip straps of the leather body-harness. Two sets of leather reins went back, one set from her harnessed and belted waistline, and the other set of reins from the metal rings of the pony bridle, either side of the stiff rubber bit in her mouth, but it was clear that Tamzin was not expected to hold these, as they were tied off to the front of the lightweight metal trap.

And, finally, Belinda wore a half-face hood, similar to Tamzin’s except this was in black leather, as with the rest of the ensemble, and, instead of her hair poking out the top, Belinda, the pony-girl, had a dramatic plume of red feathers, standing erect from the top of the hood, and contrasting against the stark black of the rest of the outfit. This, along with the leather padded blinkers, attached to the head-harness bridle, completed her astonishing appearance.

But then Tamzin turned her attention from the fascinating pony-girl to the intriguing pony trap itself and what she saw dismayed her.

It was a lightweight metal construction with a single axle and two large wheels, sited either side of the one-person seat. The seat itself was a utility, small circular seat, with a padded cushion, and a backrest that encircled the one person it was designed to carry. There was a metal footrest, which also served for the rider to mount into and dismount from the trap. But it was the array of leather straps and of the sturdy black leather armbinder, suspended, like a limp, hanging, sack, from the centre of the seat’s circular back-rest, that caused Tamzin some unease.

“Now, up you step and let’s get you comfortable and secured.” Urged Mistress Tara, as she guided Tamzin to the step-up foot-rest.

“But, I thought I was having a free day,” pleaded Tamzin “This was supposed to be a reward, surely I don’t have to be strapped in?”

“Don’t be silly,” laughed the Mistress, “We are sending you off for the whole day to enjoy yourself. But you can’t have imagined we’re going to just let you loose, around the island? You could get up to anything and Belinda here, is hardly in any state to prevent you escaping. You could cause havoc before we re-captured you. Which, by the way, we most certainly would! There is no way off the island. But, that’s beside the point. You have the full day to yourself to enjoy the sights and the ride, but you have to be restrained. There will be someone to give you water and nourishment when you reach the Northern quadrant. And you’ll be released for your lunch, but, the rest of the time, you have to be secured. Otherwise, you can choose to stay and join your colleagues in school!”

So, that was that. No argument! And Tamzin, less thrilled than she had been a few minutes previously, stepped up into the seat and shifted her weight on the thick cushion padding, to get herself as comfortable as possible, whilst Mistress Tara reached into the well of the metal foot-rest, and fussed over the leg strappings.

“Now, put those beautiful latex legs together for me, please.” she instructed and Tamzin, reluctantly, did so.

A thick black leather strap riveted to the very bottom of the central metal stanchion which attached the foot-rest to the seat, encircled Tamzin’s slim ankles, as she jostled to put her red latex booted legs tight together in one straight, vertical, column. Her Mistress brought both ends around and cinched them in tight before buckling them and feeding the loose end of the strap back, tucking it neatly, out of sight, behind the metal support. She then brought a second strap, riveted to where the metal support attached to the actual seat of the carriage, and secured this around Tamzin’s locked together knees. Tamzin winced slightly, as the strap was pulled in just one notch too tight.

Now Tamzin was sat bolt upright, her legs forming one indistinguishable column of red latex down from the seat to where her feet rested on the metal floor of the foot-well. Next Tara secured a broad strap over her lap, acting almost like a seatbelt, but trapping her two latex-covered thighs tight to the padded seat. Her red, silicon, cock-cage, now nestled atop this last broad strap and jerked around a little, as Mistress Tara heaved on the strap, to ensure it, too, was buckled tight.

Then the Mistress disappeared from view and went around the back of the trap and stood between the two large wheels. “Arms behind you, please. And lift them, up slightly, so I can get them into this binder.” she urged.

The binder was actually attached directly to the high circular back of Tamzin’s seat and so it was, with some difficulty, that Tamzin managed to raise her latex-gloved arms up and behind, whilst the Mistress guided them down into the tapering leather sack, until both hands met at the bottom point of the arm-bag and Tamzin clasped her gloved fingers together to comfort herself, as Tara laced up the enveloping bag tight, to bring her two hands, her wrists, her elbows and, finally, her shoulders, ever closer together.

A final short strap, from the base of the binder, attached to a buckle strap riveted onto the metal frame of the cart and Tamzin was now held rigidly upright, her two booted legs tightly welded together, her arms, somewhat uncomfortably, held tight together in the confines of the unyielding leather binder and fastened down to the structure upon which she was seated.

Mistress Tara examined each level of restraint one last time to check that all was in order. She then studied the harnesses holding Belinda to the cart before declaring that all was “good-to-go”.

“So, Tamzin, Belinda, have a glorious morning together. Enjoy this sunshine. It’s not going to get too hot today. Just nice. And enjoy our island. Belinda will look after you, Tamzin, and there will be people to greet you when you both need to rest and refresh. See you this evening!” said, Tara, and, with that, she slapped Belinda once, hard, on her leather-covered rump, and Belinda picked up the two metal shafts of the carriage, which had been resting in their hip harness straps, and began her arduous journey to the island’s northern point.

Mistress Tara stood and waved a cheery farewell, as the trap and its imprisoned passenger set off on their adventure, and a few local passers-by also laughed and waved too, as the curious sight of a latex-attired, captive, she-male, dragged along by a leather-attired, shackled, pony-girl, brightened up the day, for those few females out early enough to witness their passing.

The progress was slow, clearly, the work of a pony-girl was hard, and, whilst a human could possibly maintain a brisk walk of 4 to 5 miles an hour, Belinda knew she had to pace herself and that the two and a half-mile walk to their first refreshment break, might take an hour and a half.

It took a good 10 minutes to leave the very compact centre of the small town. In fact, calling it even a town was a gross exaggeration. The main building, they had just left, was the only one, of any size, to dominate the landscape. As Tamzin looked around her and tried to ignore the mocking of the few pedestrian passers-by, she saw that the main old building in which they had been housed did, indeed look like a big old stone church-type building, that must have been the original monastery, but it was now at the centre of a substantial new, stone-built, construction, which housed their rooms, the punishment unit, the hospital, or medical centre, and most of the “school-rooms” they had visited, thus far. Here was the leisure centre in which they had received their permanent make-up jobs. A long, covered, walkway connected it and its swimming pool and spa area, to the main Reception and training unit, which is why Tamzin had never had to actually step out into the fresh air, until this point, today.

Then the main building, and its attachments, were left behind, and the smoothed but stone-cobbled street, gave way to a few shops, a few blocks that looked like apartments, built to sympathise with the old stonework of the main buildings, and then an open area with tennis courts, an all-weather, sports’ pitch, of some description and more housing or office units. And, soon, the unlikely pair were headed out of the tiny hamlet of buildings and into open countryside. The cobbled road had now changed into a lightly tarmacked track, only wide enough, for most of its length, to accommodate one carriage, but, every 200 metres or so, there was a passing point where one cart could pull over, to allow others to pass.

As a community transport pony-girl, Belinda was obliged to be the one to pull into any small lay-by and wait for private carriages to pass. This happened five of six times, just on leaving the built-up area, as early risers were making their way into Centreville, to enjoy the facilities, or to shop, or pick up supplies and orders from the mainland. From there on, they only saw maybe 4 or 5 more carriages in the space of the next hour.

No-one batted an eye, as the curious carriage containing Tamzin, pulled over, and Belinda took the opportunity to rest the weight of the trap, and its passenger, back on her hips, for the few minutes it, inevitably, took, for the oncoming vehicle to, slowly and deliberately, make their laborious way past them.

It gave Tamzin the opportunity to see the variety of pony-girls, or pony-she-males, which would be a more accurate description, as all were definitely she-males and all wore the statutory cock-cages, be they in leather, latex, metal or plastic. And, whilst Belinda was all in black leather, many of the oncoming ponies were more brightly attired and their carriages much more elaborate, than Tamzin’s secure transport.

And then Tamzin would try to study the owners, without making it too obvious she was staring. They were all female. Not a single male did she, or would she, see all day. And most of these females were older, maybe early 40s to late 50s most of them, one or two somewhat older, and looking like old lady-dowagers, perched up on their she-male-driven, carriages. Occasionally, a double carriage came past and once, even, one with three passengers, but pulled by two ponies, in harness, side by side. And, the drivers and passengers were turned out in an array of outfits. A few dressed very conservatively, but expensively, like country-folk back home, all tweeds, Barbour and Burberry. Some were just in casual, and comfortable, leisure wear, as it promised to be a warm-ish day. And others, in fact, the majority, were clearly making a statement. These more extravagant souls were in colourful leathers or in fancy satins, or one, even in a full black latex cat-suit. It seemed, from the small sample of people she saw pass, that anything and everything was acceptable on this island, everything, that is, except MEN!

And then they met Lady Letitia!

Tamzin, and obviously Belinda, had seen this vision, in glorious white, approaching from some distance away, as the roads were almost straight for their entire length. The startling white of the pony and the white of the carriage was what stood out, even from a half-mile or more, distance. As both carriages rumbled along the rough track, and got ever closer, Tamzin could sense that Belinda was nervously weighing up the best place to stop, to show deference to the oncoming vehicle and its sole passenger, who Tamzin caught occasional glimpses of, as the road bent slightly.

And then, a lay-by passing point appeared, as if by magic, and Belinda sighed in relief, as she was able to pull over and rest a short while, with the white vision still 200 or 300 metres away.

The pony pulling the elaborate carriage, was dressed, head-to-toe, in glorious white, leather, livery. The she-male, as it undoubtedly was, wore a tight body corset similar to Belinda’s but with a very short leather skirt attached to the bottom, under which a white leather cock-prison occasionally peeped out, as the motion of the pony-girl’s walk, made the short leather skirt rise and fall. Disappearing into the folds of the short, pleated leather skirt, were the tops of the pure white, and softest leather, thigh-high, sky-high, boots, which were fashioned the same as Belinda’s with the shaped shoe, resembling a pony footprint. But these had a line of gold, shiny buckles up the back, holding them to the wearer’s legs and a full set of shining, glinting, yellowy crystals implanted, around the foot, giving the impression of embedded, yellow diamonds, glinting in the sunshine. And a gold band of metal encircled the sole of the elegant-looking pony foot, making these fabulous boots a real work of art, rather than a clumsy utility item.

All the harnesses, on body and on head, were fastened with the same gold buckles that held the sumptuous boots so tight to the she-male’s legs, and a pair of gold blinkers, attached to the sides of the head bridle, ensured that the pony-girl kept her eyes on the road! And, there, atop her head, was a massive plume of golden, yellow feathers, projecting out from the white leather hood that covered all of her face, except the eyes and the nose. Even this pony’s mouth, was obliterated under the white of the leather hood and a bridle strap went over the mouth, to which were attached the leather reins that stretched back to the hands of the owner. From the bulge under the hood, Tamzin correctly guessed that this poor she-male wore a bulging gag in their mouth, held fast by the hood itself and secured tightly in, held there by the strapping over the mouth area.

And there was something else different. As the carriage drew ever closer, Tamzin realised that the shafts of the white, princess-like carriage, were held firm in the straps of the body harness. Where Belinda was holding the ends of each shaft in her leather-gloved hands, this pony had her hands and arms bound together, concealed within a stiff white, leather armbinder, behind her. She pulled the cart from her body-harness alone, her hands were secured way out of sight and her shoulders were cinched together tight in the confines of the super-tight, mono-arm-glove, she had been laced into. And there, projecting out from the butt of the poor pony-girl, was a vast plume of horse-hair. The pony had a tail. And the tail was, seemingly, attached to a butt-plug, inserted up the back passage. The tail swished and swooshed, as the pony-girl adjusted her position from one booted foot to the other. It all looked most uncomfortable and yet, the overall effect was majestic, and Tamzin shivered, with a chill of excitement, tinged with even a little jealousy, at the erotic, and dramatic, picture this elaborately dressed she-male presented.

As the oncoming carriage drew level, Tamzin caught sight of the female driver, and emitted a sharp gasp from her mouth. The lady, as she clearly was a lady of some wealth and some distinction, sat relaxed and assured in her seat, holding a long, leather, carriage whip, in one hand and the reins, connecting her to her pony, in the other.

She was dressed almost in Victorian or early Edwardian style, in a full-length gown of purple, with a tight bodice pulled into her impressively slim, wasp-ish waist and emphasising her impressive bust. The skirts of her gown then flared out and down to her ankles, which sat comfortably in the foot-rest of the superbly appointed carriage, and were showing just a hint of leather boot. Tamzin supposed that they were just purple ankle boots, to match the purple of the dress, but she’d be wrong. These were a pair of ever-so-soft, leather, thigh-high, boots, that almost matched those the pony wore, in terms of height. But of course, none of this was visible to a casual observer, as the boots disappeared up and up under the folds of the leather gown, this amazing woman wore.

Yes, the lady, was dressed in head-to-toe leather, from the tight purple corset cinching in her waist to around an admirable 24 -inches, to the tight-clinging leather bodice of the gown, and then spreading out into voluminous leather skirts that fell down and down to the carriage floor. And under these dramatic skirts, but unseen except by the lady’s personal dresser, she wore tight leather panties which touched the tops of the elegant leather boots that rose up to her pelvis. Tamzin would not have been surprised at all, if she had a bustle at the back of her erotic Victorian-looking, but contemporary, leather gown. And on her arms, she wore the longest, of long, fine leather, gloves, also in purple, matching the rest of the ensemble. The overall effect was astonishing.

Tamzin was so taken with the overall sight of the pony, the carriage, and, especially, this exotic woman, that she must have stared, open-mouthed as the carriage drew level with her temporarily, halted, one. Then the woman, the leather-lady, cracked her carriage whip and let out a calm but commanding “Whoa!” and her thoroughbred pony-girl halted.

“Well, what have we here,” said the lady. “A new she-male recruit, I’m assuming from your clothes, and your restraints? And let out on a day’s reward, no doubt?”

Tamzin could now see this female was older than she had first imagined but was a very, very, well looked-after, mid-, to late-40s, who could certainly pass for someone ten, even fifteen, years younger. She looked radiant, she looked stunning and her dark hair was swept back in a dramatic but loose bun.

“What’s your name, girl?” she asked in a tone which demanded an answer.

“Tamzin.”

And then crack! The whip went up in the air and the end of it, hit Tamzin across her arms, thankfully protected by the latex gloves and the stiff leather binder, in which they were hiding.

Tamzin let out a whimper, more from surprise than from any actual pain.

“Are you so new that they haven’t taught you how to address a superior female? Girl!” blared the leather-lady. “Now, try again, What’s your name, girl?”

“My name is Tamzin, my Lady. I’m sorry, my Lady. I forgot my manners.”

That seemed to work, and the lady lowered her whip hand and smiled. “Well, let me look at you, Tamzin. My, my! You have stunning blue eyes. Has anyone ever told you that?”

“No, my Lady. Thank you. You’re very kind, my Lady.” answered Tamzin, now remembering one of her first lessons, addressing a superior, from the previous week.

The lady laughed loud this time. “You think I’m very kind. Ha! She thinks I’m very kind, Sapphire, she said, addressing her pony-girl, “Do you think I’m very kind, Saffy?” and she brushed her pony’s leather-covered face with the end of her whip. The pony said nothing, of course, through her filled mouth, no answer was expected or required, but she shivered slightly at the touch of the whip.

“I think you might think differently, if you came to work for me,” she continued, “But look at those clothes. They’re very fetching but more functional than fashionable, I’d say. My, if you were mine, I’d see you were always dressed in the finest of latex and of leather. Would you like that? To be dressed in some finery, like Saffy here?” she asked.

“That would be very thoughtful and generous of you, my Lady. I do think Sapphire is a wonderful sight and a credit to you. And, if I may say so, you look stunning, my Lady.” Tamzin was picking her words very carefully, trying hard to avoid another crack of the whip.

“You may say that, Tamzin,” laughed the woman, “And my name is Lady Letitia. Who is your Mistress back at the centre?”

“Mistress Tara, is looking after me, my Lady. I mean, Lady Letitia. And has been for ten days now. She has been very good to me.”

“So! You are very new. What? You have another three or four weeks of training?”

“Yes, Lady Letitia. Three, I believe, my Lady.”

“Well, I shall make a point of telling Mistress Tara, what a very attractive young lady you are Tamzin. And how very polite. And how we have enjoyed this interesting conversation. And I do think those eyes are remarkable. I’d really quite like to see them framed in a more flattering hood! And I’d quite like to see you in more flattering restraints. Enjoy your day out. I know how this reward system works. I’ve a feeling we might meet again. One day.” And, with a crack of her whip, she was on her way, having left quite an impression on a stunned Tamzin.

Tamzin waited a moment until the white carriage was far enough away and its driver out of ear-shot. “Do you know Lady Letitia, Belinda?” Tamzin asked of her pony-girl.

Belinda nodded her harnessed head enough to indicate that she did.

“And do you know where she lives?” enquired Tamzin.

Again, Belinda nodded.

“And might we please pass her home today?” Tamzin persisted.

Another nod from the pony ahead.

“Good. Thank you. I should like you to indicate when we do. I am curious to see where she lives.”

And Tamzin reflected on the sight of the glorious livery of Sapphire’s, and the gloriously kooky outfit that Lady Letitia wore, and the way she had effused superiority, in just a few brief moments of meeting.

The next half hour of riding was without incident. No more carts or carriages passed them and soon they were pulling into the built-up area of the Northern quadrant. At first a few scatterings of houses and then these became denser in a very short time and Tamzin noted the way that all the housing had been designed to make the best of the gently undulating landscape and the views, but had very little private garden or land. They were, indeed, all built with the best of new materials, metal, plastic, glass, and seemed virtually, maintenance-free, in terms of managing the land and property repairs.

Tamzin sensed she was now near the coastline, although not yet in sight of any sea. But, as far as she could see, the land undulated and was covered in either densely congregated man-made housing or completely in wooded areas and soft-sand-like, earthen, dunes. There were a lot of pine trees, nestled in large groves in amongst the soft earth, dunes, and the strong smell of pine and eucalyptus filled the air. It awoke Tamzin’s senses, as she breathed in lung-fulls of the sweet-scented air.

And then it was time to rest. Belinda pulled into a small way-station and a she-male employee, without muttering a single word, held a bottle of cool water to Belinda’s lips and then, a second bottle of the refreshing liquid to Tamzin’s. They then went back to Belinda who swallowed more before returning for a second time to Tamzin and proffering the bottle to her lips. Then a final swill for Belinda before leading her off to stand under a shaded umbrella, out of the sun’s rays. Although not a hot day, the sun was still strong, and Belinda was tired and hot.

The rest worked wonders. Forty-five minutes later, and Belinda indicated she was rested sufficiently, and ready to go. Tamzin called the way-station attendant over and first asked if it was permissible to allow Belinda to go so soon, and, if it would be acceptable to have another drink before they left. The she-male looked Belinda over and seemed satisfied that she was ready, and two answers were in the affirmative and, so, after a further long slurp of water, the pair were off on the roadways again, Belinda now maintaining a healthy trot.

They left the humdrum housing units behind and moved nearer to the coast, Tamzin smelling the salt air, as she espied the sea, for the first time. Now, there were bigger, and more isolated houses, some fairly modest, but some quite spectacular, as they entered those areas, clearly designated as residential areas for the higher echelons, the Ladies with means, as well, perhaps, as some of the more prominent Mistresses.

It had been explained to the four scholars, quite early on, that the island society was hierarchical, with the moneyed Ladies, at the very top of the pyramid. These were the females who financed the development of the island and shaped the DREAM vision, who paid the most into the coffers, who owned the estates and employed the majority of the servants. Some of them were ultra-wealthy, some modestly well-off. But all were regarded with deference and treated as superior. So, anyone with “Lady” before their name, was to be treated with the highest respect.

Then came the Mistresses, they made the day-to-day decisions and ran all the elements of the island society. Mistress Tara figured quite high up the chain of command, but there were others, that Tamzin and her friends might never see, who exerted the most power, and were only answerable to the committee of “Ladies” formed from the wealthiest ranks.

Below the Mistresses, were the ordinary females. Those women who had forsaken a life on the mainlands of Europe, who sought a life free of the normal constraints of society and who had sufficient funds to buy themselves a modest home here. And then came the Executive She-Males. These were the she-males who had been serving with the society the longest. They were the trusted police and guards, the prison wardens, the building managers, the factory superintendents, the farm managers, the doctors and senior nurses, the designers, the scientists and technicians, who had shown full commitment to the DREAM concept and, some of whom, had taken the ultimate step of gender re-assignment, to become as fully female as they could.

Then there were the privately employed she-males, the estate and house managers, the personal assistants, the private maids, the cooks, and the gardeners, and the private pony-girls.

And, at the very bottom of the pile, were the general workers employed by the state. These were the state-employed pony-girls, the farm workers, the sowers and harvesters, the food producers, the grape-growers and wine-makers, the craftsmen, the factory-floor workers, the manual labourers, the general chaff.

And, as Tamzin admired the richer housing belt they were now passing through, she wondered about her future, if, as they had been told many times, there truly was no escaping this place.

And then, in the distance, she saw a muted yellow complex of buildings, hiding behind a tall, and imposing, and very long, stone wall. As they drew closer, it was clear this was one of the largest estates, on the entire island, and covered a massive area. It was set up high on a promontory of rock, and steep cliffs plunged down to the crashing sea, below, as the land receded away, on either side of the extensive promontory.

Belinda stopped short, about half a mile from the start of the surrounding wall, but close enough to take in the extent of the complex of old and new buildings which combined to make an impressive statement of wealth.

Tamzin could see that the highest point at the very end of the promontory, was the original old building and it looked, castle-like, as though it was star-shaped and extending out to the very edges of the cliffs. It must have been some kind of fortification, she assessed, as she looked at the view it afforded out to sea and the full 180 degree vista it would permit.

And the original, solid, main building, had been sympathetically and carefully extended, down the drop of land, toward where they now stood and admired, to now offer a luxurious home, with a few farm outbuildings and several acres of land enclosed within its high, stone-walled, parapets.

Belinda was trying to indicate something of importance and Tamzin asked her, “Are you telling me you know this place?” Belinda nodded.

“Is this where Lady Letitia lives?” asked Tamzin, remembering her earlier encounter with the enigmatic lady in leather.

Belinda nodded again.

“So, she truly is very wealthy?” Tamzin was thinking aloud.

Belinda nodded a third time. And then turned, as though to say “We must not linger here too long.”

As they turned on the track and headed back down and back toward the main housing areas, they had left a half hour earlier, Tamzin took one last look at the extravagant estate behind her and wondered if she would ever get the opportunity to meet its wealthy, and exotic, owner, again.

Then, as they approached the main housing estates again, Belinda pulled off to the Northern Quadrant stables, where her trap was met by a pair of she-male workers, who had anticipated their imminent arrival.

As one she-male set to releasing Tamzin from her leather arm-binder and leg strappings, the other was seeing to Belinda and unhitching her from the shafts of the trap. As the sturdy body harness and the cruel head-harness, bridle and bit fell away, Tamzin could see, for the first time, that Belinda was an attractive, but slightly scared, looking she-male, with dark brown eyes and lovely, long, mane, of dark brown, hair, that framed her beautiful face. She thanked her sincerely for the service she had given, and Belinda nodded in acceptance of the gratitude, before being led off to rest for the remainder of the day, her job done.

And Tamzin herself was led off, rubbing her arms which were aching from their extended time, pinched together, behind her. She passed the main stable block and took a quick look inside to see several, black-leather-uniformed, girls, some sitting on bales of hay, some lying, some feeding, all resting. Belinda was now amongst them. And then Tamzin was whisked away from there and hurried to a small, secure room, where she found a tiny washroom, and toilet, and a sitting area, where a simple meal had been laid out for her, and she was locked in there, alone to spend a leisurely hour over her lunch.

She looked out of the one small window and saw a second pony girl, already led out from the stables and now being harnessed up, in exactly the same fashion as Belinda, before her. This, Tamzin reasoned, must be Diamond, as her head-harness had a small white diamond shape, embossed upon it.

And the afternoon passed, just as quickly as, and even less eventfully than, the morning had. She had finished her lunch, rested in quiet contemplation, and then been introduced to Diamond and seated back in her seat, behind the white feather plumes that reached skyward from Diamond’s leather hooded, head.

She winced as her arms were drawn behind her, and she was clearly in some pain. They did ache badly. The two she-males conferred in quiet whispers and must have agreed that the arm-binder was putting too much strain on poor Tamzin, so they changed her position.

Her legs were strapped in exactly the manner of the morning session, but her arms were now lashed to the circular backrest that encircled her slight frame. One arm extended out to the right side, her left arm out to the other. Two short lengths of cord encircled each arm, at wrist, and at elbow, and secured it to the wooden back-rest, and Tamzin thanked the pair for their thoughtfulness.

And they were off on their travels, again, the mid-afternoon sun now warming them, as they left the shade of the stable-stop and headed down to the Western quadrant.

The roads were quiet, most activity seemed here to cease, in the afternoon, and Tamzin saw nobody, and no sign of human habitation, for the best part of an hour. She was aware that from North to the West, the land was dropping away, it was nearly all downhill, and she and her pony, Diamond, were making good progress.

Soon, more housing, but similar in style to that earlier, reared into view, and they passed several small, but high-density, living areas, where the modest, but adequate housing accommodated the majority of island residents. Again, they left this behind and, as it became clear, they were once more approaching the coast, the now familiar sight of more lavish houses, occupying larger individual plots of land, appeared, every so often. And, interspersed amongst these, and occupying the prime locations, were the biggest homes. Those that had acres of land, and, presumably, tens of poor, overworked, she-male, slaves.

In no time, they had reached the ocean. The land had slipped away and now, before them, was a glorious long stretch of sand, and, some distance ahead of them, the Atlantic waves were crashing to the shore, and the beach appeared deserted for its entire length. Today was not a beach day, but Tamzin could picture it, thronged with lazing, female, sun-worshippers, and imagined herself one of them. She asked Diamond to go a little further, onto the sands, but remembered, she was not permitted, as Diamond indicated they could go no closer. Unaccompanied she-males were not allowed on the beach, at any time.

So, Tamzin asked if they could rest a while, and Diamond was happy to oblige, pulling the trap over to the shade of some nearby trees, before dropping the shafts and resting her arms, as she flopped back against the supportive tree-trunk.

And the pair, one stood, one sat, and resting, as they stared out longingly to sea, and the sun shone down, the sounds of crashing waves filled the air, and the scent of pine, eucalyptus and salt air all mixed into a heady scent. The scene was idyllic, and each wished they could have been there under different circumstances, as their minds both drifted, carried afar by the relaxing calm of the deserted beach.

Tamzin focussed out to sea, and, sure enough, there appeared no sign of anything. No land. No ships. Nothing. No hope for escape. She would have little to report back, on that count. She had seen nowhere, not a single spot, where there was any chance of making a bid for freedom, and, it was here, and now, where she gradually began to resign herself to life on this island, reasoning that, given a decent position, in a private house, there were worse places she could be.

________________________________________

Induction Draws to a Close

It was Thursday. Exactly thirty-two days, since the arrival of the four she-male recruits, on the island, and twenty-nine days since their induction training had begun. Their personal tutor, Mistress Tara had assembled them together, in their familiar “school-room”, after the last cookery lesson of the previous day.

“Girls! Girls!” she had announced, excitedly, “I’ve asked you to meet me here today, as we are getting very close to the time when you leave us and take up whatever positions we find for you. Yesterday was significant. You may not be aware, but it marked precisely four weeks since you first sat here, and I introduced you to our wonderful, Lush Island. Tomorrow, we celebrate your “graduation”. Although this has been a very short, 4 weeks, and there has been so much to teach you, we feel you are now each equipped to take up your place, either in private service, or in one of our State Industries.”

The girls looked nervously, from one to the other, the uncertainty of their future, now hanging over them.

“On Sunday, we hope you will all meet your reserve prices, and be auctioned off to the highest bidders, in our monthly market. Already, four new recruits are being prepared for transport, back in the UK and will fly out to join us, tomorrow. They will, after their statutory two-day medical check-up, begin their training, in these very seats you occupy now. And my job, with you, will be finished. A new Mistress will step into my shoes here, and deal with the next four arrivals.

Of course, you still have much to learn, but tomorrow marks the official end of your induction training, and Friday and Saturday will be spent on revising what we have learned and in preparing you for a new life, usefully employed elsewhere.

So, to the arrangements for tomorrow. I want to announce this week’s winner of the reward day, and, I know Rebecca and Tamzin you have been virtually neck and neck, all week. In fact, all month! And this has been a short week, only 4 days since the last winner was announced, but Rebecca, you have just nudged ahead with your four points awarded in the final cookery lesson, today. So, it is you, who will be rewarded tomorrow. Hard luck, Tamzin, but I do believe it’s fitting that each of you will have earned two reward days each. And, of course, commiserations to Ursula and Sabrina, who both faced some really stiff opposition this time. Just unlucky, the pair of you.

Now, your reward, Rebecca, will be taken tomorrow. You are to be treated as a “Princess for a Day”. I don’t want to give too much away, but you need to be ready for pick-up at 9.00am. You’ll be given a nice breakfast and then treated to a full day of little perks. Dress any way, you please. Your day will start at the leisure centre, but you’ll be getting specially prepared for the afternoon, in any case.

Now, for the rest of you, it’s class tomorrow morning, as usual. Here, after breakfast at 9.30am. We’ll be running through important etiquette processes and procedures in preparation for you meeting a possible owner. And just going back over things we’ve discussed these past 30 days.

After an early lunch, I then want you to get yourselves showered, again, freshly made-up, fancy up each other’s hair a little, and we want you each in your satin frocks, please, but teamed, this time, with your latex gloves and latex boots. So, please shine those up tonight, ready. Your dresses were cleaned yesterday, I believe, so they should be looking pristine.

You each have a special role to play in tomorrow’s graduation and welcoming ceremony, which takes place in the theatre. You will be there, also, Rebecca, but as one of our guests-of-honour. These three will be less fortunate, but all will be clear, tomorrow afternoon.

Now, any questions, before you are released to relax and enjoy a free evening?”

The four looked from one to the other but none had a sensible question they felt they could ask, although all wanted desperately to know what exactly tomorrow’s ceremony was about. But they knew, from past experience, that Mistress Tara had already told them just as much as she was going to, so the dozen questions, they had, never got asked.

Bright and early, all four were awake the next morning and, in their pairs, once again helping their partner to prepare for the day ahead. Rebecca had decided she would wear the same satin frock and latex accessories as the rest, not quite sure what her day entailed. And, at 9.00am. prompt, one solitary she-male guard came to collect her in her black satin dress, teamed with her white latex boots, and the same white, latex, shoulder length gloves, and she was whisked away.

The other three had agreed they would wear their leather for the morning session, leaving their newly-cleaned satin frocks, and their shiny latex gloves and boots, untouched, and ready for the afternoon.

Unbeknown to them, as the trio trooped through for a quick breakfast before class began, Rebecca was already experiencing the beginning of her “Princess Day”.

A beautiful white, decorated sedan chair had been put at her disposal and she was carried, in this, by two, sturdy looking, she-male servants, to the leisure centre where two, attentive, she-male, maids, undressed her and prepared her for the use of the pool, the jacuzzi tub and the sauna. She was given the tightest of tight latex costumes to hide her impressive boobs and her dangling penis. And then, entirely free and to herself, she was allowed full access to a deserted pool area for a full hour.

After luxuriating for a full and blissful hour, she was summoned back to the changing rooms, showered, dried off, robed, all by the same two maids and then taken through to the spa area to receive a full body massage, an invigorating, facial scrub, new false nails, including a manicure and pedicure of her own nails, which were growing well, now, under the false ones, and treated to fresh make-up and a fancy, new, hair-do.

He newly-glued false nails, both fingers and toes, were painted a glorious dark golden colour and glistening, golden eyeshadow, was applied to her eyes, and her face was speckled with tiny, glinting golden flakes of gold leaf, which also adorned her dark auburn hair, which had been taken up and tied in a bun, with golden satin ribbons, and then held back with a small golden tiara.

This should have given her a clue as to the dress, which she now espied for the first time. A beautiful full-length, golden satin, or silk, gown, with full skirt and tight bodice, was brought in and hung in full view, before a startled Rebecca. She surely was going to look like a golden Princess!

Before they could dress her in the glorious, golden, shimmering, gown, they prepared all her underclothes and eased her body into the pretty, stunningly sleek, golden, satin corset. The golden busk fastenings, up the front, were linked and locked together, and then the strong, golden, satin ribbons, were tightened up the back, till the corset pulled her waist into its now-familiar 26-inch, slimline shape, and her impressive false breasts, now amply forced out by the pressure on her upper body muscles, were safely cupped and supported within the magnificent, boned corset.

Then came a pair of light, golden stockings, that hooked to the suspenders dangling from the bottom of her beautiful, basque-style, corset, and a golden shiny cock cage was fitted around her penis, until that dangled, provocatively down, just showing under the low cut of the golden, body-cinching, corset.

And then she stepped into the stunningly, beautiful, golden, satin gown, which her two she-male, held open for her, and then, slowly, seductively, raised up the length of her body. She swooned and shivered with excitement, as she felt the slinky material slide up and up, enveloping her body in its soft and sensual caress.

The “Princess’s” two arms were threaded through the narrow shoulder straps of the dress and then one maid set to, to do up each of the tiny, golden globe, buttons, up the long line of the back, whilst the other smoothed out the gown and spread out the lavish, full, satin skirts, which now brushed the floor around Rebecca’s stockinged feet. Once satisfied that the dress was sitting properly, she went off to fetch the matching satin, shoulder-length, fingerless, gloves, and the dark golden satin high-heeled, peep-toe, evening shoes, which would soon adorn Rebecca’s arms and feet, but leave her beautifully prepared, and immaculately, manicured, golden false nails, peeping out, tantalisingly, for all to see.

As the last golden glove was drawn up and up her arm, and she stepped into the two golden slippers, and the final one of the twenty, or so, tiny, fine, golden globe buttons was secured in the last satin buttonhole, she took a deep, calming, breath before excitedly approaching the mirror to see the finished result.

The she-male looked stunningly beautiful, and so elegant. Her frame had been raised to an impressive 5ft 9inch, or so, as she teetered on the high heels. The fabulous gown swished and swayed as she turned from side-to-side to get a best view of herself. The long golden gloves shimmered in the artificial light of the dressing room, and just displayed the ends of her long, thin fingers, which ended in the delightful golden fingernails, and her golden toe-nails peeped out, provocatively, from the ends of the rich, golden slippers she wore on her stockinged feet.

Her dark hair and the lavish make-up job complemented precisely, the gorgeous attire, and she truly felt like a princess, as she slowly rotated, and lifted her full satin skirts to look, in some wonder, at the swaying, golden cock-cage, which now held her stiffening penis, prisoner. She would have become sexually excited just at the thrill of the dramatic clothing she wore, but her golden prison below, would stop her, and she would feel, once again, the frustration of another failed erection.

She tried to stop her mind from going in that direction and dropped her skirts back to the floor and turned to thank the two skilled dressers for the wonderful, transformation, they had achieved. And then they led her off to enjoy a sumptuous lunch, prior to the afternoon’s entertainment.

Meanwhile, as agreed, the three she-male friends had all gathered in Ursula and Sabrina’s room, so each could help get her companions prepared for whatever their surprise was to be.

Soon, all three were showered, dried and robed, and waiting patiently for their turn to either make-up or be made-up by one of the others. Effortlessly now, as though they had done this all their lives, the three could apply the finishing touches of make-up to the permanent, and semi-permanent, make-up, they already wore. With no qualms at all, each could brush and style hair into a number of basic styles and they set-to, to do so, Ursula working on Sabrina, then Sabrina on Tamzin and, finally, Tamzin on Ursula. Within 45 minutes, each she-male was ready, and they took the last few minutes, allotted to them, to check their own, and each other’s appearance, before heading down for lunch.

Sabrina looked radiant in her pure, white, satin frock, its bodice decorated with tiny, white embossed flowers, worn over a matching white satin corset and with long, blue latex gloves, with a wonderful, polished sheen, to them, run up the full length of her arms, and her blue latex thigh boots disappearing under the hem of the short satin skirt.

Ursula was similarly attired but in red satin dress, and black latex accessories. And Tamzin completed the picture, in her blue satin dress and red latex gloves and sky-high boots. Each freshly laundered dress had been lovingly pressed, and prepared, each latex glove and boot had been delicately polished and buffed, to a high shine, the previous evening, and all three looked stunningly beautiful with their nipped in waists, and their freshly applied make-up, and the she-male girls felt good, as they admired each other’s colour-contrasts.

Now, they sped off to enjoy a light lunch, before being collected for their surprise afternoon’s graduation ceremony. If each had known the role they were to play, and, particularly, the uncomfortable position poor Tamzin was to find herself in, they may have been less enthusiastic. But, a surprise is a surprise!

___________________________

As they were finishing off the meagre portions of food they had been served for lunch, their own Mistress Tara entered the dining room and addressed them directly. “Please all finish eating now, just two more minutes, and then stand before your chairs. We have a special visitor coming this afternoon, to inspect you all, and to see that you have prepared yourselves adequately for this afternoon. She will be here in a moment, so hurry please, and I shall return, with our guest, very soon.”

The girls all rushed down their last portions of food and took one last sip of juice before their plates were whisked away by the one attendant she-male servant, and they each stood, looking anxiously from one to the other, assuring each friend, that they looked suitably fabulous.

Then the door opened, and Tara re-entered, followed, this time by an elegantly attired lady, and four she-male wardens.

“Girls, I would like to introduce you to our special guest, this afternoon, one of the wealthiest and most generous ladies, on our beautiful island. She is one of our most influential benefactors and supports the work of this community, endlessly. Please welcome her with a round of applause. She is also one of the biggest of our private employers, here, giving work to many, she-male, servants.”

The she-males clapped and looked keenly to see who it was they were celebrating. But the mystery guest was not afforded a name and her face was hidden from their view. She wore an elegant, full-length gown, that spread out on the floor around her hidden feet. She seemed to glide, effortlessly, across the floor, as she passed, first one way, then the other, in front of the three nervous she-males. Her features were entirely hidden by the fanciful, gilded and feathered, carnival mask she carried on an elaborate stick and held up close to her face. Her audience caught glimpses of her long, dark hair, as she surveyed each one closely, on her walk-past. And then she stopped before each one and perused them, from head to toe, before holding out her arm and pointing directly at Tamzin, but said not a single word.

As she pointed and clearly indicated poor Tamzin, in her blue satins and her red latex, two of the four waiting guards, who had stood well back up to this point, now lunged forward and each took hold of one of the startled Tamzin’s latex gloved arms, and they led her from the room. She looked back, helplessly, at her distant companions, as Mistress Tara shrugged her shoulders and Tamzin disappeared from the room, to be led along the corridors and face, who-knew-what.

Then the mysterious Lady nodded her head slightly at Mistress Tara, who bowed her head, low, in return, and the Lady, too, exited the room, still without saying a word. The remaining guards each came forward and each took the arm of one she-male, before bowing to the Mistress and leaving her alone, as they each led their individual captive, away from the dining area.

_____________________________

All three had been led off to perform their duties and fulfil their roles for the afternoon’s celebrations. Ursula and Sabrina found themselves headed off one way, whilst, ahead of them, they caught their last glimpse of Tamzin, firmly held between the two she-male guards, and followed by the elegant masked lady, as her party rounded a distant corner and were gone.

Sabrina and Ursula, soon found themselves outside, and there, stood alone and ominously, was a decorated white sedan chair, to which each of the she-males, was now led.

Sabrina was placed between the front two carrying pole-shafts of the chair and she looked surprised, and just a little concerned, as her gloved wrists were cuffed to each of the carrying poles, by way of fine silver chains attached to the ends of the painted wooden poles, and each holding a silver metal cuff, which now circled each latex covered wrist and held Sabrina loosely to the transport chair. Then a third thin silver chain, with a metal cuff at each end, was locked around Sabrina’s booted ankles and she was hobbled and cuffed, inescapably.

Ursula put up no resistance, as a similar operation was being performed, out of sight of her companion, at the rear end of the hefty sedan chair. Within minutes, each was cuffed and, between the shafts of the chair, waiting for their passenger to arrive. Each had experienced carrying a sedan chair, as part of their induction training. Next to the one-pony, and double-pony, traps, that each had practised pulling, the sedan chair was the next option for transporting those wealthy enough to afford two servants, and each new she-male was trained in the practise of lifting and carrying them, just in case this was a skill they needed.

Now, as they stood there, awaiting their unknown passenger, each opened their mouths, obediently, when urged to do so, as a silicon, ring gag, was forced between their jaws and held their mouths open, but silent. They would remain speechless for the remainder of the afternoon.

And then, a flourish of activity, as Rebecca, or Princess Rebecca, as she now appeared, was led out from her special dining room and shown to the chair. Already wide-mouthed, both Sabrina and Ursula gasped as they saw the extravagant way in which their friend had been both presented and dressed. She looked so fabulous, they hardly believed it was her, but, of course, it was, and their role was to serve her, for the rest of the afternoon.

The little side door of the transport chair was opened, and Rebecca stepped up on a small metal step to take her seat, looking somewhat embarrassed when she realised who was to be carrying her. And then, the door was shut, and one guard led off the procession as Sabrina, chair, Princess and Ursula all plodded, in a perfectly balanced procession, off towards the theatre, where the afternoon’s entertainment was to take place.

Meanwhile, Tamzin had already been taken there, by foot, and was now held, still between her two wardens, as the small theatre gradually filled, with the highest levels of the island’s female society.

The main auditorium of the small theatre was set with around thirty, plush velvet, seats, and, very slowly, and with little noise, each of these was gradually filled. A female, accompanied by a standing she-male attendant, sat in each seat, one by one, as Tamzin watched on, in fascination at the sight of each new, lavishly attired, female, entering.

On a raised platform, centrally, but set behind the plush chairs, there was a small but ornate, canopied throne. It was the only way to describe it, and the glistening, golden, throne was covered in the same thick and plush, red, velvet padding, as the other seats in the main body of the theatre. Above it, was a lightweight canopy with red and gold satin coverings, and hangings, and glowing little golden lights, ranged around the canopy, that twinkled and sparkled in the darkened confines of the small room.

And tiered up, behind the golden and red, throne, were two further rows of seats, but of more ordinary looking seating, that would accommodate another 30 persons, but, today, stood empty.

As the room slowly filled with each elaborately gowned lady and her accompanying she-male attendant, Tamzin looked towards the stage. It was curtained off with long, red velvet curtains, that hid whatever was behind it. It had a high proscenium arch extending over the apron, which added maybe two metres to the overall depth of the stage.

And, placed at one side of the apron, stood a curious metal figure, its shiny silver form, lit eerily, and it being the most obvious element of the whole interior. It was almost like a female suit of armour. It seemed to be made up of several hinged sections which, as a whole, projected the figure of a silvery, metal, robotic, doll. There was the face, clear features of eyes, nose and mouth, showing the face of a sweet little doll-like girl. The body was decorated to look as though it, like Tamzin, was wearing a short, fanciful frock. It even displayed a slight, bulging area, below the hem of the skirt, meant to symbolise a she-male’s, caged penis! The legs were splayed out and ended in shiny metal feet that pointed out to the front, but were fixed around two feet apart. The arms of the metal doll were held akimbo, stretched out from the main body, as though the doll was trying to embrace the entire audience, who now chatted excitedly, across the small distance between each of their seats, to their nearest female neighbours. The attendant she-males stepped back slightly, and keeping a low, respectful, profile.

Tamzin had no idea what was going on, but she waited in nervous trepidation, her senses telling her that something unpleasant was about to happen, and it, somehow, involved her and this metal doll-like suit, stood shining out, prominently from the side of the stage.

By now, nearly every one of the plush seats had been taken and a hush descended over the building. The rear rows of seats remained unoccupied. Then a Mistress, whom Tamzin recognised but could not name, mounted the raised stage, by way of four small steps which led up to the apron. She waited for complete silence before speaking.

“Welcome Ladies. It is our pleasure to welcome you here, again today, to celebrate another month in the life of our beautiful Lush Island. Soon, I shall introduce you to our very newest recruits, who are just arriving now. But, before we meet the newest residents, please allow me to show you the progress we have made with the four recruits we saw, just a few short weeks ago. And I want to ask you all to stand to welcome the first of our new graduates, our Princess for a Day, Princess Rebecca. The lights went up in the main auditorium, as there was a blare of recorded sound and a small procession of four persons, plus white sedan chair, entered through the right-hand double doors of the theatre. The seated ladies all stood and applauded, as the procession made its way towards the golden throne and stopped before it.

The she-male leading the small parade, went to the door, opened it, lowered the metal step and held out her hand to support the stunning, golden-gowned, she-male occupant, who now stepped down and into the public gaze of the 50, or so, persons, whose eyes were fixed on her. The applause was loud and long, as she was helped down from the chair, now rested on the ground, and shown to her throne, where she was loosely secured with small, fine golden chains and cuffs that held each wrist very loosely to each arm of the throne, and each delicate, golden-slippered, ankle, cuffed to each front leg.

Meanwhile, the two she-males carrying the chair, were led off to deposit the chair back outside and then, were released from their wooden shafts, only to have their wrists secured again, this time, in front, with a pair of silver cuffs that were joined by a short length of chain. Then each was led back into the theatre, to be stood either side of the golden throne. Once there, a thin silver collar was attached around each she-male’s neck and it was clear that they were now joined, by a metre or more length of silver chain, one to each side of the Princess’s throne. They had limited movement, but enough to hobble forward and use their hands. And, from the small table before each of them, one set with a champagne flute and a bottle of bubbles, chilling in an ice-bucket, the other set with a small plate of canape nibbles, it was clear they were there, for the sole purpose of serving their golden Princess, throughout the proceedings, on stage.

The ladies looked back to the stage expectantly, as the master-, or mistress-of-ceremonies, continued.

“You have met Princess Rebecca, the result of four weeks of hard work from Mistress Tara and her various helpers, now please, put your hands together for Ursula and Sabrina, her two companion she-males, and, for today only, her personal servants.” The ladies, again, applauded enthusiastically.

“And, finally, I want you to meet our fourth, and final, graduate, Tamzin. Please, bring our lovely Tamzin up here on stage, so that we can all admire her.” And Tamzin’s personal escort, of two she-male guards, proceeded down the central aisle, past the seated Rebecca, who let out a surprised gasp, as she saw Tamzin being manhandled toward the stage, and through the expectant crowd of standing, clapping, ladies, as they jostled Tamzin forward and towards the steps, and up into the limelight.

As the trio reached the centre of the apron, and Tamzin shivered slightly in nervous anticipation, the Mistress doing the announcing and presenting, shuffled towards her, taking a large, and unfamiliar looking, silicon ring gag, from her pocket. Tamzin new instantly what was expected of her, and, without instruction, she opened her mouth and parted her teeth wide to accept the silicon ring behind them. But this ring gag was different to others, Tamzin had experienced. The familiar ring slid in behind her teeth, keeping them parted, but the ring was supporting a short, cylindrical, open, tube of silicon rubber, that preceded it and slipped into the open mouth and pressed toward the back of her throat. Fortunately, it was only an inch and a half long, or so, and Tamzin could accommodate it, without discomfort. The narrow, silicon, tubing, effectively silenced her as it forced back into her mouth and held her tongue down. The Mistress had it inserted, expertly, in no time, she then urged the guards to turn their captive, so she could buckle the two leather straps, holding the ring, and its tube, secure in the wide-open mouth, behind Tamzin’s golden locks.

And then, to wild applause, Tamzin was turned to face the metal doll-like creature that stood silent, and threatening, to the right side of the stage. The small platform upon which it stood, now turned, just a half-turn, and revealed that the “doll” was indeed a kind of suit. Although, it displayed as a full human sized doll creature from the front, bizarrely, it was a hollowed-out shell, at the back, and as the rotating platform ceased its half turn and revealed the shell, the realization struck Tamzin, as to what her role was to be, this strange afternoon.

She opened her eyes wide, in horror, as she was marched towards the now stilled, robotic shell. She could see that it was specifically designed to hold a human figure, and she now understood whose figure was about to fill it.

As though anticipating her reaction, the two guards took an even firmer grip of Tamzin’s arms, as they led her towards her metal suit. She pulled away, and she tried to scream, but only a low guttural sound emitted from her gagged mouth. And she was no match for the two determined guards, now being encouraged to feed Tamzin’s struggling form, into the back of the silver, metal, half-doll.

As she was forced forward, she saw the metal flange projecting, inwards, from the mouth of the metal hood, atop the shiny, silvery, metal, half-doll. The Mistress behind her instructed her to press her head into the confines of the metal head and to take the short projection of rounded metal through the circle of the silicon ring gag, and down the short length of silicon tube. Tamzin had little choice, as the two captors took her head and forced first it, then the rest of her upper body into the darkness of the shell of metal, before her booted legs were pressed into each splayed metal leg of the strange being.

By now, the ladies had taken their seats, and all watched in utter silence, as the poor she-male graduate, was forced, front first, into the casing.

Once Tamzin had taken the metal projection in her cushioned mouth, and felt her upper body pressured into the metal confines, she gave up any struggle, realising it would be futile. She now relaxed, unable to do anything but accept her ordeal and she allowed her red-booted, legs, to be slipped into each leg of the suit, until her full body was now swallowed up by it. Then, the guards worked quickly to bolt metal restraining loops over each wrist, and over each booted ankle. Then more loops were quickly screwed to the skeletal frame, holding the wearer’s body firmly into the shell, along both arms and up each leg, at four points along the length of the legs and at three points, on each arm. A metal loop went around the upper torso, securing it hard against its matching metal torso, another went around the waist and a third around the satin-frocked rump, care being taken not to trap any of the dress’s shiny blue material, in the metal restraints.

Two final metal loops passed around the back of the neck, and around the head to hold Tamzin’s head firm and rigid within the metal half-hood, and, as she pressed her head forward and felt the cold metal on her cheeks, Tamzin could tell that her face was entirely enclosed, not even her eyes were free to view her new perspective of the world. The only relief was that the nose part of the mask had little breathing holes and the back was open, so that breathing, and hearing, although restricted, were not a major problem.

She experimented to see what movement she was left with, and the answer was, “very little”. The rigidity of the metal suit, to which she was now so closely affixed, meant that she had virtually no movement in any part of her body, so she did the only thing she could do, took a deep breath, calmed herself, and concentrated, instead, on what was now being said.

“Ladies,” continued the Mistress-of-Ceremonies, “The little demonstration you have just witnessed, serves two purposes. Firstly, you have been introduced to our lovely Tamzin. She, along with Princess Rebecca here, is our highest scoring new recruit, throughout her four-week induction period. I emphasise that both these girls have scored exceedingly high, consistently, in their short time with us. In fact, together, they represent the highest scoring duo we have introduced in the past 12 months. Quite an achievement. And, Ladies, both of these delightful specimens, will be offered for sale, this coming Sunday, in the monthly Cloisters Marketplace. Along with Ursula and Sabrina you see at the back there, and two other working she-males, who have served three months each working on the farm, and have earned a reprieve. And the starting bid for some of these delightful slaves, will be as low as £14,000. So, there are bargains to be had. Remember doors open at 9.30am. and bidding continues only until 11.30ish. Please have your bids in by that time, as the winning bids will be announced at 12.00 midday, sharp.

Now, you’ve seen what a beautiful, compliant and submissive creature, Tamzin here, is. And I think you can appreciate the quality of all four of these girls, so, please, don’t miss Sunday’s sale. It promises to be one to remember.

The other reason for demonstrating this punishment device, is to tell you that this equipment will now be available within the punishment unit, and can be specifically requested, if any of you have to suffer from wayward servants. But, ALSO, we are offering a few custom-made copies of this item, this model valued at well over £2,000, at the knock-down price of only £1,500, today, only, for those of you who prefer to manage your domestic problems, in-house, as it were. I know that a few of you collect your own punishment devices and I want to recommend this new design to you. So, please, allow me to give you the tour. Orders can be placed at the end of the afternoon, and online until midnight, and any orders placed today, are guaranteed to be fulfilled, at that bargain price, within one MONTH.

So, the suit is entirely adjustable, here and here, as well as here, to allow for different heights, this particular one, will comfortably accommodate any slave from around 5-foot tall, even in high-heeled shoes or boots, to just under 6-foot in bare feet. So, it covers a diverse range. Of course, it can be ordered in bigger sizes, but we feel this size will easily accommodate most of our she-males.

The suit is entirely flexible, being jointed here, and again here, and also here and here in the arms. So, the legs may be splayed, as demonstrated, or brought together, or even taken further apart. The arms may be adjusted to several positions, behind the back, or splayed out at any angle from straight down at the sides, to directly above the head, so the suit can be used as a free-standing item, on a stationary, or a rotating, platform, like this, or it can be combined with any other piece of punishment equipment, such as our rotating wheel device or our standing X-cross.

The head piece here, is detachable, so the body of the suit can be used, alone, employing any other style of hood. If you keep this one attached, it, too, can be moved to a degree, back or forward, or tilted slightly to either side. Also, these are removable eye pieces, which easily clip off, giving the captive back their sight, thus.”

And she demonstrated by unclipping the metal pads over each eye and light immediately streamed back into Tamzin’s world, as she looked out helplessly, at the myriad of upturned faces of the fascinated customers, hanging onto the salesperson’s every word. And she caught sight of Princess Rebecca, who, suddenly, was no longer enjoying her day, as she anguished over her friend’s ordeal.

“Also, we can unclip the mouth-piece, here, along with its inner metal flange. I’m not going to demonstrate that now, but believe me, we can remove it completely, to allow feeding and drinking, without the removal of the suit. I’ll leave it intact for now, because Tamzin seems quite comfortable here.

So, I think you can see the huge variety of positions you can make your wearer adopt, the flexibility as far as positional adjustments are concerned, and the ability to customise the suit to your individual desires.

If I just turn Tamzin around now, you can see the rear of our subject is completely accessible, here, and, if I raise Tamzin’s skirt slightly, you can see her pert, naked, bottom, there, just waiting for that smack you might want to administer. I should also point out,” she explained, as she rotated the platform half a turn back, so Tamzin once more faced out to her captivated audience, “This lower part of the suit is also removable, giving access here, easily and quickly, to Tamzin’s penis and scrotum. Now, today, she is wearing her statutory cage, for public display. But, if you choose, you can access the “important bits”, shall I call them, without, again, the need to remove the whole suit. This means the wearer can be kept for long periods, their position can be altered to prevent muscle cramp or seizure, and the subject can be fed, watered, and even allowed to pass urine, whilst still kept secure and immobilized.

And, finally, as with all the quality equipment manufactured here, on the island, I want to stress, it is designed to be fully compatible with all other items from our restraints’ and punishments’ stock. So, it is compatible with all of our other major pieces of furniture but, also, it may be used in conjunction with the electro-stimulus kits, we offer and with the manual stimulation equipment, we produce. In short, added to any existing pieces of equipment, I know some of you own, this item extends your capabilities to both punish, and reward, your servants, in many, new, and exciting, ways.

Now, we had considered demonstrating the suit with the installation of the combined mechanical oscillating butt invader, but, I really do think Tamzin is probably suffering enough here. So, I’m going to replace the metal eye pads, rotate the platform for you all, at super-slow speed, it has six variable speeds, by the way, and leave our lovely girl here to turn before your eyes, whilst we get on with the rest of the afternoon’s entertainment.

Please, put your hands together, both for Tamzin, here, who so sweetly demonstrates the potential of this item, but also for the girls down in the design and production unit, who came up with this simple, but effective piece of equipment. And, don’t forget, the reduced introductory price of £1,500 per suit is only available until midnight tonight. Any online orders placed after that deadline, will be at the regular price of £2,250. Thank you for your attention.”

Rapturous applause accompanied the ending of the demonstration and the Mistress carefully re-instated the metal coverings over Tamzin’s eyes, and then set the platform, rotating clockwise, at the super-slow speed of one full turn per minute.

And, poor Tamzin, confined within her metal case, slowly turned and turned, in splendid isolation and in complete darkness, as the rest of the afternoon proceeded without her.

________________________________

Tamzin had no concept of time, as she rotated incessantly for the next two hours.

She knew not that behind the curtains, stood four metal coffins, placed on wooden stands, that contained the bound figures of the latest recruits to this diabolical place. She heard snatches of what was said, as the four arrivals were given the same talk that Tamzin and her friends had received on their arrival. So, this was where they had been, that first afternoon?

She heard the applause, as an enrapt audience watched the shots of the four soon-to-be she-males, strapped down in their encasements, from the overhead cameras which panned over the open caskets and televised the bird’s eye view, on the large screen set at the far side of the stage.

She was aware of more talking, singing, applause, music playing, more applause and more talking, but nothing of what was going on meant much to her. She was too busy concentrating on coping with her confinement and the embarrassment she felt at being so displayed before, not just all these strangers, but to her friends, also.

And then, it was all over. The little celebratory show, put on by the combined Drama Group, Choir and mini-Orchestra, had gone down well. The self-congratulating over the island’s innumerable achievements, in such a short space of time, had all been well-received. The sight and descriptions of the four present she-male graduates, who would be offered for sale at the weekend, had stirred up enthusiasm for the upcoming slave auction, and the candid shots of the four newly-arrived recruits to the island, had whet appetites for the next major sale, four weeks, or so, down the line.

In all, it had been a successful afternoon, and all but one of the graduates, had enjoyed a relatively relaxed few hours.

Unfortunately, Tamzin had not . . . and, it seemed, her ordeal was not over, when the show had finished.

She was aware that the theatre had emptied. She had heard the commotion as people got up to leave. She even was aware that her friend, the Princess, had made a triumphal exit, back, once more, in her sedan-chair transport, and carried out by a weary Sabrina and Ursula, who had spent the last two hours, standing, and serving their “Princess” with glasses of chilled bubbly, from the ice bucket at the side of her throne, as well as feeding her nibbles from the plate of canapes, that stood at the other side.

Now, as the last person left, an eerie silence descended over the building and Tamzin feared she had been completely forgotten.

But then, she felt the rotating platform, come to a sudden halt.

She sensed the presence of someone  . . . . but not a sound could she hear.

Then, a strange thing happened. She felt the portion of the suit that covered her private parts, being removed. She was aware that her penis and scrotum, still trapped within their metal cock-cage, were now exposed, as warm air wafted around her newly-released, man-parts. She felt gloved hands tampering with the lock that held the three parts of the cage together. She felt, and heard, the casing fall away, from the metal ring that encircled her ball-sac. She experienced the sheer relief, as her penis was, once more, free to move, to play, and to grow!

And grow it did! Encouraged by that same gloved hand, now offering a comforting massage, up, and slowly down, the length of Tamzin’s shaft.

Tamzin bit onto the silicon tube that filled her mouth, encompassing the metal flange that protruded from the inner mouth of the metal hood, that kept her so closely connected to the metal casing around her head.

But the relaxing massage was both strengthening, in grip, and increasing in speed, as her penis jerked into life and took advantage of whoever it was, that was treating it so kindly.

Low moans began to emanate from Tamzin’s gagged mouth, as, for the first time in weeks, she felt the joy of arousal. She bit harder against the rubbery cylinder, as her penis was now jerking wildly, in time to its rhythmic stroking.

And then, she held her breath, as she tried to stop herself from climaxing, too soon. But it was no good. Her body had waited too long for this release and it happened in an instant. She let out an anguished cry, most of which never made it past the metal and silicon, obstruction, between her lips. And her body jerked, as she was aware that the generous stranger offering her the relief, was catching most, but not all, of her joyous emissions in a towel, or a cloth, or in whatever. It didn’t matter to Tamzin. She could hardly be held responsible for any shrapnel. Her hands were tied!

It took a few minutes for Tamzin to return to earth, as the benevolent stranger continued their mopping up operations. And then, a long silence, a last gentle, re-assuring stroke of the calming penis, and then Tamzin felt the metal cage being re-fitted! This was too much. She groaned a frustrated groan, as the small padlock clicked shut, holding the metal cage to the scrotum ring, and she was, once more, safely locked out of harm’s way.

Then the missing, triangular, portion of the metal bondage suit, was clicked back into place and her benefactor walked quietly away, after setting the small platform off on its circular journey, and replacing the remote by the side of the lone rotating robotic figure, that now wore a slightly silly grin on their hidden, human, face.

It would just be a few minutes now, before the alerted guard would receive their instructions and could come and release Tamzin from her weird situation. It would be no time at all till she was back in her room and resting, as she reflected on the events of the afternoon, and, in particular, the very bizarre events of the last 15-20 minutes. And it would be an hour, or three, before Princess Rebecca renounced her tiara, and returned, sated, from her third lavish meal, at the conclusion of her amazing Princess-for-a-Day experience, and Tamzin could tell her of her unexpected King-for-a-Moment experience, and her strange, but-all-too-brief encounter!

__________________________________

Final Days and the New She-Males go to Market

Just four weeks had passed, but it seemed like an age ago, many months or more, since Tim and Robert had found themselves abducted and re-located to Lush Island. They had settled into a routine and were almost enjoying their time, now. Both competed, daily to come out on top. They were always the best, always the high scorers in almost all, but the most manual of tasks, and poor Sabrina was being left behind, and poorer Ursula, even further behind. And now, their intensive training and induction was drawing to a close, and they were about to face their future fates, as Mistress Tara repeatedly warned them.

They were now in the last afternoon of the last day of “lessons” and Mistress Tara addressed them all for the final time, before their scheduled appearance at the monthly Slave Mart, to be held in the old monastery cloisters, the next day.

Along with the four new recruits, two she-male workers had, apparently, earned their release from the farm, their exemplary attitude and hard work, earning them a second chance to be bought by a private owner. A better life beckoned, if they could attract a buyer and so, were being offered at a heavily discounted reserve Price of £14,000 each. A bargain basement price for any female looking for a servant, at a knock-down price!

Meanwhile, the four new girls were to be offered at various reserves, dependent on their skill acquisition, their qualifications and their overall appearance and rating. Rebecca was told, she was to be the most prized of the she-males, with a high reserve of £23,000, but expected to fetch £25k, or more. This was upsetting Tamzin, as the two friends constantly vied to earn the maximum 4 points at the close of each session, and were always the friendliest of rivals, being, virtually,  neck and neck, in their progress. Mistress Tara was going through the day and emphasising the need for the girls to be at their very best and most presentable.

“You need to be up early and so get to bed early tonight. It will be lights out at 9.00pm, tonight. No sound after that, please. Try to sleep. You will be responsible for ensuring each other’s appearance, is perfect. The guards will come for you at 8.30am. prompt. Do not keep them waiting. We have to prepare you in the market place and doors open at 9.30, sharp. We anticipate 20 or 30 prospective buyers coming to browse, that’s our usual number, and it will be two hours of friendly bartering and all be over by 12.00 midday.

Now, Rebecca you will be in the full, white, latex, please. Ursula, you in blue leather and Sabrina, you must wear your red PVC. We like everyone to look a little different. Keeps it interesting. You will be displayed for nearly three full hours, so prepare yourself for that, and beside the display, will be your details, on a board, so buyers can see how your training has gone and what your interests and particular skills are.

Here are your final scores. We’ve correlated everything to show where your strengths and weaknesses are. Obviously, we want to play to your strengths, so we’ll gloss over some of your weaker points. And remember, how you present yourself tomorrow will weigh heavily in any purchaser’s mind. First impressions are often the ones people go with. And you all . . . . What is it Tamzin?” she asked impatiently, as Mistress Tara had become aware that Tamzin was trying to speak.

Tammy had been waving her arm and trying to interrupt the Mistress in the middle of her little pep talk. “So, what do I wear tomorrow, Mistress. You didn’t say. Should it be the blue satin?”

“Ah! Well, Tamzin, I was going to get to that. I have some bad news, I’m afraid. Although I really need you to be mindful of Rebecca’s appearance and do all you can to help her get ready, I’m sorry to tell you, but you will not be offered for sale tomorrow.” Tamzin’s face dropped as the words struck home.

“But, I don’t understand. I’ve done all I can to improve. Why am I not being sold?” she pleaded, almost now in tears.

“I’m truly sorry.  I really am. That decision has only just been taken. It will just be the three others and two additional workers who have been released from their duties on the farm, offered for sale this month. I’m sorry Tamzin. It sometimes happens.” she offered little in the way of explanation.

“But, why? Why am I not being sold? What has happened?” Tamzin persisted, worriedly.

“Well, I can’t tell you the exact circumstances, you but you have been found another position. You have proved yourself worthy of special consideration and so, will be given a specific and unique role. Now, that’s the decision and, as hard as it is, we have to accept it. Now, please allow me to finish what I was saying.”

Tamzin was troubled. She didn’t want special consideration, whatever that meant. She wanted to be with the others. She was distraught to find that, after 4 weeks of hard work, she was not to be given the opportunity to shine at the slave mart. She was close to tears but knew better than to argue with Mistress Tara. She did not, at this very late stage, want to risk another punishment. Her previous one still loomed large in her memory.

Nothing else that Mistress Tara said, that afternoon, meant anything to Tamzin. She paid her no attention. Her mind was distracted as she tried to digest the devastating news that she had just received.

Once dismissed, Mistress Tara came over to Tamzin and had a quiet word. “Look, Tamzin, you have been a very good student and you are a remarkable, and very beautiful, she-male. I can’t tell you the reason for the decision. It is out of my hands. I serve a higher authority and they dictate what happens to the new recruits. I have no say in those decisions. But I would like you to accompany me to the sale tomorrow. We can watch from a special spot. Would you like that?”

Tamzin looked at her teacher and the tears, again, welled in her eyes. “But I don’t want to be treated differently. I worked hard so that I would attract a buyer. Please, can’t you do something?”

“I cannot and that is that. The decision is made. It cannot be reversed. I shall collect you, soon after the guards come for Rebecca, at 8.30am. Now, there is nothing left to say. It is for the best. Sleep well. I shall see you tomorrow morning.”

And she turned on her heels and left. Poor Tamzin was comforted by Rebecca, who had held back and waited for her. But no amount of comforting would console her. She was lost. And, her hopes for a happy life, in a worthwhile position, had been quashed. She seemed destined to be at the disposal of the state machine.

_________________________

The next morning came too quickly. And, still, Tamzin was troubled. She had barely slept. Despite this, she coaxed Rebecca from her bed early to get her ready for the market and, as soon as both had showered, she sat her at the dressing table and started fashioning her hair into a dramatic bob-style at the front, whilst twisting her long auburn strands into a pony tail, at the back.

“Don’t be upset, Tammy,” urged Rebecca, “Perhaps it will be for the best. None of us know whether we will get a buyer or not. And look at Ursula. She’s come last in almost everything we’ve done. I doubt she’ll get a buyer unless it’s someone who wants a manual worker, or a pony girl! And if she doesn’t get sold, she’s bound for the farm, without question. I’m sure you’re destined for better things.”

“Do you? Do you really?” asked a nervous Tamzin.

“Yes! I’m certain of it.” said Rebecca softly, and she gripped Tamzin’s hand and stroked it gently.

By 8.15am. Rebecca was clothed in her white latex outfit, her arms sheathed in the long white gloves and her legs zipped into the high boots, which clung to her legs, and her slender feminine body was gripped by the pure white, latex, corset, which Tamzin had lovingly laced her into and which now stuck tightly to her body and accentuated the super-slim shape she had achieved.

Although she had no enthusiasm for watching her friends displayed for sale, Tamzin, with her friend’s help, had dressed in her blue satin frock and the low, blue leather, ankle boots, with her shiny, expensive, gloss stockings, attached to the satin corset, which she wore under her frock, and the blue, shoulder-length, satin gloves, and now sat in abject silence, as Rebecca paced up and down and waited, anxiously, for her escort.

At 8.30am. prompt, as promised, a knock heralded the arrival of one guard, and Rebeca was led off to be given a meagre breakfast, before her ensuing display in the cloisters.

Tamzin waited impatiently for her Mistress and, ten minutes later, the door was opened, and Mistress Tara stood framed in the doorway. “Come, Tamzin. I see you are ready. And very nice you look too. I’m pleased you’ve made an effort. I know how disappointed you must feel. We will make our way over to the cloisters and then you may watch the proceedings from our special vantage point, whilst we share a breakfast together.”

Tamzin fell in, obediently, behind her Mistress, but cared little for the spectacle she was being obliged to watch. And they plodded, in silence, through the corridors, from the modern extension and into the old, original stone monastery building, where their footsteps echoed on the worn, stone pathways, as they turned first this way, and then that, following a route Tamzin had never trodden before.

There, ahead of them, Tamzin saw daylight, and they had reached the cloisters, where preparations were being made to receive the three new recruits and the two additional she-males. The open area, surrounded by the covered cloisters, was around 25 metres square and sunlight flooded into it, from the cloudless sky above.

The open area had been a formal, quiet garden area, a rest area and contemplative space, for the monastery’s residents, the devout catholic monks, to meditate and sit, in silence and in solace, as they reflected on their chosen, frugal, lives. Now, it was at the very centre of the island’s main Reception and Administration area, and, although it still served as an open air rest area, it was, as well, a place to take lunch, sit with a drink or smoke a cigarette or e-cig.

Today, it was being transformed into an open market. Five, she-male, workers, were putting the finishing touches to five temporary structures that had been erected to “display” the wares, that were to be offered for sale – the five, attractive, she-male slaves. The square, once a tranquil oasis of flowers, had been mainly grassed, and the grassed area was crossed by four paved pathways that were accessed from small steps down at each corner of the covered cloisters, and each of the four paths converged in the central circle of stone paving. So, the square was segmented into four triangles of grass and, to add colour, it had been laid with small flower borders around each triangular piece. In the very centre of the 4 diagonal pathways, there now stood a temporary, raised, platform. On top of the black, raised, platform, was erected a metal X cross, glinting in the sunshine. And, on each piece of grass triangle, there was planted a metal frame, which looked like a large door frame, held tight in the ground, and secured there with strong bolts, set into small squares of concrete, so they could be removed at the end of the sale day. A pair of low step-ladders stood by each metal, frame structure.

Mistress Tara allowed Tamzin to watch proceedings for a minute or two, before ushering her through a distant doorway, at the far end of the cloister passage.

“Come, Tamzin. The girls will be brought out soon. Let’s get ourselves settled upstairs. Out of sight.” Tara urged, and they climbed a short, spiral, stone stairway, which opened into a room in a stone turret, which looked directly down on the square garden below. There, laid out on a small table and with two chairs set one either side, was a feast of a breakfast, better than any Tamzin had sampled in her four weeks of enjoying the island’s hospitality.

Mistress Tara poured a large glass of freshly squeezed orange juice for them each and nibbled at the large chunks of sliced meats and salmon and fruit. Tamzin had no appetite, even for such a lavish breakfast. She was far too interested, and concerned, for what was to happen to her friends, below.

Sure enough, a few minutes later and there was some hub-bub, as the heavy double wooden doors at the furthest end of the stone cloisters opened and out filed five, she-male guards, each leading their own she-male slave.

Rebecca came first, Tamzin instantly recognised the white latex outfit she had helped get her into, just an hour before. Now, the corset, gloves and boots had been augmented with a white, latex, hood, which had been zipped tight to glue itself to Rebecca’s features. The only parts of her face now showing, were the eyes, her deep brown eyes, and her dark auburn hair, which had been threaded through a reinforced hole in the crown of the hood and hung down her back, in the same tight ponytail that Tamzin had carefully fashioned for her.

She was led up to the central platform and guided up on to it, only a 30 or 40 centimetre step up from the stone pavement, upon which it stood. Once there, she was instructed to spread her arms and her guard, aided by the she-male who had erected the frame, picked up the black cords which lay neatly coiled in a heap at the side of the metal cross to which she was now being pinned.

Similar activities were taking place at the four locations at each corner of the square garden. There was Ursula, in her blue leather ensemble, now framed in the centre of the metal framework, temporarily erected there. She was ordered by her two captors to spread her legs to the two bottom corners of the frame and these were being roped with white cord to the bottom corner of each metal upright. Her arms were tied together, by the other she-male, at their leather-gloved wrists and she was instructed to raise these direct above her, as the worker climbed up three steps of the low ladder to raise her arms up, where the cords were threaded through the metal ring that was directly above her hooded head. She wore a blue leather half-face hood, and, once again, she was unrecognisable as Ursula, since only her dark blue eyes peeped out from the leather covering her face. The rest of her face, apart from her fair hair, tumbling from the hole atop the hood, was obscured, and it was clear that her mouth had been stuffed to full, with something, under the tightly bound hood.

Each of the she-males had been gagged and then hooded, so they were to maintain a silent vigil, for the course of the sale. Three hours, to be displayed in all their silent submissiveness, for the benefit of the wealthy punters coming to view them.

Tamzin was almost relieved she wasn’t joining them.

She now spotted Sabrina in her red PVC, coming out from the same doorway, and, in front of her, were the two workers, being given their second chance to taste a degree of freedom, similarly dressed to the other three, one in blue satin, but her legs sheathed with blue leather thigh boots, rather than ankle boots and stockings, and long blue satin gloves, and the other in the full, red leather, get-up, identical, in every detail, to the one Rebecca possessed, and which Tamzin had so often admired.

Each she-male, was now being trussed to their diagonally opposed metal frame, blue leather, diagonally opposite blue satin, red PVC diagonally opposite red leather. And, there, central, and now fully secured to her shining metal cross, was Rebecca, resplendent in her white latex, her scared eyes peering out from the white, latex, hood, that silenced her so effectively.

Tamzin watched, both worried for her three companions, now displayed like sacrificial lambs, brought to the slaughter, but also intrigued at the display unfolding before her. The central platform to which Rebecca was strung, now started to slowly rotate, as the guard who had pinned Rebecca to it, tested the mechanics. Satisfied all was good, the she-male halted the rotating dais, and Rebecca seemed to be peering, despairingly, directly at Tamzin, who was sat, transfixed, in her discrete observation turret. In fact, she hadn’t spotted Tamzin, at all, but that would have only served to embarrass her more, had she known her friend was witnessing her helpless plight.

Each corner structure now held their captive framed within their metal “picture frame”. Each was bound differently to the next, just a slight variation to add variety to the display. Ursula was held, legs splayed out, hands together and arms raised directly above her head. Sabrina was held with her thigh-booted legs strictly bound together down their entire, leathered, length, and tied to a metal securing ring in the centre of the bottom threshold of the frame, her arms pinned out to each top corner.

The two, unidentified, she-males, were similarly strung up, red leather she-male in a star shape, booted ankles out to each bottom corner, gloved wrists out to each top corner, of her metre by two-and-a-half metre, rectangular frame. And the blue-satin, specimen, was bound in one straight line from her blue-gloved wrists held directly above her head and tightly together, down to her blue, leather-booted legs, roped at three distinct points and held rigid, as her booted feet, balanced on their precarious heels, were tied to the bottom, central, securing ring.

Once all the she-male guards and workers had indicated their particular she-male specimen was fully installed, and ready for inspection, the Mistress, who was clearly in charge of the morning’s proceedings, came to each in turn, and inspected their bonds before giving her final approval and placing a large placard by the side of each metal frame and one, last one, beside Rebecca’s metal cross.

Each placard detailed the wares for sale and gave a description, an overall rating of strengths and an indication of the price anticipated.

Rebecca’s read as follows :-

Rebecca

Rebecca is a young, fit and healthy she-male, who came to us

on July 6th. She has undergone 4 weeks and 4 days of intensive

Induction Training and is now ready to take her place in a

private household.

She recently celebrated her 24th birthday (July 18th) and is a fine

example. She can be spirited at times, like all youngsters, but she

is easily controlled and should make a calm and hard-working servant.

She is intelligent and well-qualified, having recently graduated,

with honours, from The School of Business, at Manchester University.

We believe she would make a fine Personal Maid, or, with nurturing,

be a fitting House Manager or Staff Manager. This is a great

opportunity to acquire a well-qualified and compliant servant.

Eyes : Dark Brown

Hair : Dark Auburn

Ears : Unpierced

No scars, piercings, tattoos or ugly distinguishing marks.

Height 5ft. 6 inches        Bust 38B

Waist - Natural already reduced from 31 to 29 inches

Waist – Constricted 26/27-inch easily (Target 25-inch)

Punishments – 0     Rewards – 2 (from possible 4)

Overall induction rating 87%

Particular strengths and skills – Cookery, Dressing, Waiting-on, Business Acumen, also, very submissive and will serve her Mistress well, for little reward. She loves dressing up and is at her happiest in leather or latex.

Overall, Rebecca is a sensitive soul, she enjoys Singing and Music,

she takes good care of her appearance and looks stunning in tight latex, as displayed here, or in restrictive leather,

but equally good, in feminine frills and satins.

We believe she would make a very impressive personal maid and/or

pet, or a good, attractive addition to a well-staffed home. She is also

qualified to look after Accounts, Investments and all Financial Matters.

RESERVE PRICE :- £23,000

And that was poor Rebecca’s future summed up in a few short sentences. But she did hold pride of place in the centre of the display and she did command the highest reserve price. Sabrina was being offered for a Reserve of £20,000 and it was suggested she would make a good Personal Maid or, even, a Private Home Nurse. And, by her details, it was noted that she had served one Level 4 punishment for aggressive behaviour and attacking a Mistress. That was, surely, going to count against her? And then there was Ursula! Poor Ursula had tried hard, had a lovely nature and had endeared herself to her three friends, but had struggled with many of her tasks. She was offered at a reserve of only £17,500, with a suggestion she would make a great manual worker, a gardener or a steady and strong Pony-girl. The likelihood was, she would end up being all of those, a bargain for any Mistress who sought someone strong who could both manage a garden and pull a carriage.

Once all the placards had been installed and the Mistress-in-Charge was satisfied that all was ready, the platform on which Rebecca was raised, started rotating slowly, the double doors were thrown open, and an excited gabble of a dozen or more prospective buyers, crowded in to see the goodies on offer. They enthusiastically circulated around the garden, some made notes on each she-male display and chatted animatedly together. It was clear, these were the wealthier echelons of the island’s population and all knew the others and, were, by and large, non-competitive, as far as the buying was concerned.

Rebecca, particularly, was receiving a lot of interest, as she slowly and perpetually turned on her turntable, and several, secret, closed, bids, for her, were being handed over to the head Auctioneer, who was carefully keeping these concealed from prying eyes, of those attempting to get one up on their rival buyers.

The process lasted for near to two and a half hours, with many of the early visitors drifting away and then a dribble of new shoppers stopping by, throughout the morning. By 11.30am. the auctioneer had decided that enough was enough and she was ready to inform successful bidders of their winning bids. Word went out that the bidding process was ended, no further bids would be accepted, and winning bids would be revealed at Midday, precisely, with slaves ready for collection the following morning.

Throughout this entire procedure, Tamzin had nibbled, unhappily, at bits of food, and had sipped, anxiously, at her drink, but she never once took her eyes off the courtyard below. She watched the comings and goings, keen to see if she would catch a glimpse of Lady Letitia, but that was a no-show. She was certain the “Lady in Leather” would have been there, but she was not. Although, Tamzin discovered, there were several equally exotically dressed “Ladies” who clearly, held a similar, extravagant dress-sense, as well as having the wealth to attend these sales.

By midday, the grounds had filled again, as earlier bidders returned to see if they had acquired a new she-male, slave. In total, there were 26 female bidders, and spectators, and all waited, eagerly, for the outcome.

Sabrina was up first and, it was announced, only one buyer had met the reserve bid and, therefore Sabrina would be sold this day. It later transpired that she would go to work for a Lady Pandora, whose pet she-male, Roxanne, had told her Mistress, of the lovely novice nurse in the Medical Centre. So, soon, the lucky Sabrina would be re-united with the beautiful, dark-eyed, Roxanne, the fabulous creature who had so impressed her, that very first day of Work Experience. She did not know it now, but she and Roxanne would form a very deep, and intense, friendship, in the weeks to come.

Then a whoop of joy went up from the small crowd, as it was announced that both of the two, names unknown, reprieved workers, would go to the Lady Sharina estate, both selling for a bargain price of £34,000, minus a 10% discount, on account of Lady Sharina making the two winning bids. Two she-males for £30,600 – a good purchase!

Ursula was next, and she was sold off for £19,500, and her new owner was delighted to be able to tell her friends she, finally, had her very own pony-girl, who would also double as general maintenance worker on her land. She was delighted. Ursula had already resigned herself to her fate and looked to her future with little sign of emotion, showing in her eyes.

And then the remains of the party, some now disappearing, as their bids had not counted, gathered around the centre-piece, as Rebecca’s fate was announced. Apparently, the auctioneer told the expectant crowd, the bidding war had been fierce for this prize specimen, and several people had put in a second or third bid, when they had seen how popular the she-male was proving. The major bids were read out and the folk gasped as the price went up from £24,000 to £25,000, to £27,000 and then the winning bid was announced as £30,500 and everyone looked around, to witness signs of jubilation, but no-one owned up to being the winner. The bid had been placed by a mysterious proxy, the winner wishing to remain anonymous.

So, Rebecca was to go off to some unknown, rich lady’s, estate, to serve as trainee estate manager, and Tamzin looked down longingly on her friend, still hanging there, bound on her metal cross, but now with just a hint of a self-satisfied glint in her exposed eyes, as she learned of her fate. And she, Tamzin, wished she had the same bright future to look forward to, as her friend below.

_________________________________

“I’m so sorry, Tamzin. Will you be alright?” Rebecca was genuinely concerned for her friend and hated the thought of leaving her. Both had risen early, aware that their time here at the Reception Centre was now over and told that they were to be moved that day, to their new homes.

Rebecca knew where she was going. Or at least, to what situation. She had been bought by a wealthy land-owner, on the island, who, already, had several she-male slaves and ran a tight house-hold, somewhere north of the town. She, apparently, was on the look-out for new house-manager and had jumped at the chance of purchasing Rebecca, when she’d read of her business background and her management acumen.  

She wanted someone to take charge of the day-to-day running of the house, the land surrounding it, and her several investment interests on the mainland. Someone with a degree in business management was hard to find and the new she-male slave fitted the bill perfectly. It would take all the administrative duties off her existing she-male workers and free them to do the work needed on her estate. 

Employing Rebecca, would give her someone qualified, intelligent, but under her control. Rebecca would be a submissive, almost powerless, estate manager, directly under the owner’s rule.

It seemed, for both she-male slave and new owner, a perfect compromise and Rebecca was looking forward to her re-location.

Poor Tamzin had no idea where she was going to end up, or, what she would be doing. No one had told her exactly why she had been withdrawn from the sale. The thought of working as a pony-girl terrified her. The thought of working in the offices of the farm or the factory, was mind-numbing. She was in limbo. And, she was losing her only good friend.

And she sobbed, as Rebecca tried to comfort her.

Both had helped the other to dress, that morning, as they had every day now for three weeks or more. All part of the training! Each had touched up, to perfection, the other’s make-up and brushed their hair. And now, very soon, the guards would come and whisk Rebecca away to her posh job and Tamzin would be banished to some state-run pit, destined never to see her friend, again.

They were back in exactly the same clothes in which they had arrived, just over four weeks ago. Leather corsets, cinched in their now, slimmer, and overtly feminine bodies, matching boots swept up to their thighs, and matching leather gloves, ascended up their arms, as instructed. Rebecca was back in her red leather outfit, Tamzin in her original white.

And then the door opened, and, without ceremony, or time for farewells, Rebecca was whipped away, and Tamzin left, alone and bereft, to await her fate.

She had around an agonising hour to fill before the same guard returned for her. Again, without a word, she was led off and marched down several passageways, to a small area, she thought she recognised. Then Mistress Tara appeared and said a few words of farewell and good luck, before presenting a white, leather, full-face hood, up to Tamzin’s face.

“This is for your journey. About an hour and a half. And, I’m sorry to see you leave us Tamzin. You’ve been a good student. Perhaps too good. I did warn you not to make yourself stand out as the most enthusiastic, and skilled, of your group. You have only yourself to blame for your final posting. I shall come and visit from time to time, to see how you are settling. Good luck, your new Mistress has a very strict attitude towards discipline. I hope you can please her. Goodbye.”

And, with that, she kissed her protégé on the cheek and then extinguished her  sight, as she drew the leather hood down her face and located the integral ball of rubber into her neat mouth, fully silencing her, before attending to the back lacing and pulling the leather in, until the hood conformed exactly to poor Tamzin’s beautiful, female, face, and obliterated most of her senses.

“Now, cross those pretty gloved wrists of yours, in front,” Tamzin heard, through the confines of her leather solitude.

She crossed her hands and felt the leather strap twisted around and through the gap between her wrists and then around again and she sensed it being buckled shut.

Then a pair of hands guided her forward and she was propelled out of the room and through a door and another door, before she realised she was outside, as the fresh, and cooler, air, hit the exposed parts of her scantily-clad, body.

Now, she sensed the presence of another, as she heard a slight, muffled rustling sound and felt another pair of hands run up and down her body. She heard muted whispers but nothing distinguishable, and then she felt her legs forced together and a strap going around and around her ankles, forcing her booted legs to become one, as they had, so many times before.

Then another strap, from the first pair of hands, encircled her legs, just below the knees. And, as that strap was being buckled tight, a third was felt through the leather at her thighs and that, also, was buckled off until her balance now, was seriously affected. A strong pair of hands steadied her, as a fourth and final strap went around her corseted upper torso and pinned her already bound arms, tight in to her body.

With her body constricted now, in four distinct places, Tamzin could do nothing in the way of movement. She would have fallen flat to the floor, had she attempted to move. But four hands lifted her bodily, and she heard more rustling and some muted voices, as she was forced forward and up, and located in the passenger seat of the double-seated carriage that was pulled up and whose two she-male ponies were patiently waiting, as their passenger, was loaded aboard.

Tamzin felt her bare bottom, seated on some heavily padded cushion, and then her legs, bound as they were, being swung in until she was sitting straight and proud and her feet were safely stowed into the foot-rest and resting on some further padding. Then a final leather lap strap was brought across to secure her bound body safely into its seating compartment, and she heard muffled “Farewells!” and “Thank you!” before the carriage jerked and shook a little, and she heard another rustling sound, as her driver clambered aboard from the other side and nestled in, close to Tamzin’s figure, as her heart beat faster and she wondered where, on this earthly island, she was headed.

The carriage jerked into action and she felt the familiar rumble of steel rimmed wheels and metal shoes, against stone cobbles, as the carriage and its passengers trundled away from the built-up area.

And then, Tamzin relaxed a little, as the sounds around her changed and she knew they had left the town and were now headed into the quiet and calming, countryside.

She was no good judge of time and not a word was spoken by her mysterious driver. She heard the steady clod of four metal hooves on the stony track, which sometimes became clearer, as the carriage passed over tarmacked areas of roadway. She felt the warm air brushing her body, as the journey proceeded and she smelt that familiar smell of fresh pine and minty eucalyptus, as time passed. But, she had no idea where they were headed or how long they had been travelling, when, eventually, she felt the carriage pull to a stop and heard the whirring of a strong motor, as sturdy metal electric gates, opened and the carriage and two occupants, passed into the courtyard of the home to which she had been brought. No further clues gave her location away and she gave up trying to work out what was happening. It was all too confusing.

As the carriage came to its final stop, she heard a commotion and felt strong hands reaching up to hold her, as her lap strap was released. Then, she was bodily lifted again, until she felt her feet back on “terra firma”, and unseen persons worked to release her ankles, knees and thighs. Within a few seconds three, of her five straps, had fallen away and she could spread her booted legs slightly and regain her balance.

Then she heard muffled whisperings but could not identify how many voices or, indeed, any of what was being said. If she had full control of her hearing, or any other senses, she would have heard a female voice, instructing two she-males.

“Take her to the holding cells. Untie her. Feed her and allow her to rest. Then I want her cleaned and prepared, in the way I have described, and brought to my chambers at 3.00pm. See we are not disturbed. We shall be taking our evening meal in my rooms, and supper there, also. Other than that, I wish to be left alone until I ring for someone tomorrow morning. Now, go!”

And Tamzin was, once more, propelled forward and stumbled slightly as they led her up a small flight of stone steps and into a doorway, leaving the re-assuring cool of the fresh air behind.

Down a narrow passageway, they passed, she felt her body brush against the clammy, cold, stonework, of the walls, and heard their three pairs of footsteps, echo off the walls. And then she felt herself going down a ramp, and down another, and through two final doorways and she was halted.

The last body strap was removed, then her wrists untethered and, finally, hands worked at the leather hood and that, also, fell away. She could see, for the first time in two hours, or more. She looked around, her two captors stood back for a moment, slightly shocked, and certainly impressed, at the brilliant blue of her eyes, and at the mass of golden locks that flowed down to her bare shoulders, now that they had been released from the confines of her hooding.

She could tell she was below ground, all the light was artificial and there were no windows and the air felt clammier and cooler still. And she had sensed the drop in level, as they had walked.

She was in a well-lit stone room, with a solid, wooden, table, and four solid chairs, one of which she was now guided toward. She sat, pushed down heavily, with little ceremony. And then a voice from she-male No.1, gently persuaded her to eat and drink, and her two escorts melted away into the darker corners of the room.

She ate hungrily from the small plate of sliced meat and fruit laid before her and she drank from the metal goblet, sat at the side of the small metal or pewter plate. She felt as though she was in some sort of medieval drama, as everything around her gave no clue that she was in the 21st century. The stone walls, the low but sufficient lighting, the strong, traditional, wooden furniture, the plate, the goblet. Everything was straight out of Tamzin’s imagined vision of Camelot. She felt she was down in Camelot’s dungeons!

Then, food eaten hungrily, and refreshing slices of fruit and liquid juice consumed, Tamzin was told to rise and follow her two escorts who had re-appeared from the shadows.

She did as she had been bid and followed them, from that stone chamber, to another, just around the corner. As she entered, not a word was spoken but she was persuaded inside, and the sturdy wooden door was closed and locked behind her, as she took in her new and mysterious surroundings.

She was in a cell. Little more. There was a single bed, a wooden frame covered in a plump mattress and with a light duvet and sheets on it. There was a chair, a table, more like a small, one-person, desk, and there was a toilet in the corner.

It was primitive, but adequate, but Tamzin hoped and prayed this was not to be her forever home. She flopped onto the bed and lay there with small tears forming in her eyes as she thought of her friend, Rebecca, even of Sabrina and Ursula, and how alone and destitute, she now felt.

They came for her after two hours or less. She really had no idea of the time.

Then everything happened quickly. She was led out and up, to another, brighter room, with a solitary window. They were back at ground level, she could see trees, away in the distance, waving in the breeze and the sunlight streaming into the room. This was better!

Then she was stripped. The white leather came off her arms, off her body and off her legs. She stood completely naked and feeling awkward, her false breast implants bobbing before her, her golden, false locks, wafting her shoulders, her still caged penis, flapping, ridiculously, between her bare and completely hairless legs and groin.

Then this too, was removed and her flaccid penis waved at the two she-males attending to her. She, Tamzin, felt  awkward and embarrassed. The two attendants showed no signs of feeling either awkward or embarrassed. This was their job and they displayed no emotion as they guided her towards the large, walk-in shower and accompanied her inside. Careful to avoid the spray of water themselves, the two urged her under the jet and then washed her body gently from head to toe, with soapy soothing gel and two large, soft sponges. They wet and shampooed her hair and they gently lathered around her penis and gave that extra attention.

Then, she was done. The lather was washed from her body, the shampoo rinsed from her hair. And she was patted dry with two large fluffy towels before being robed in a short satin robe of blue, almost as blue as her eyes, and sat at a dressing table.

Her make-up had suffered slightly under the hood and under the shower and so they expertly touched this up and restored her to her former, stunning, self. Then they fashioned her hair and took it up into a wild bob, held with a pair of fanciful golden hair clips, with loose strands of hair tumbling back to her neck and her shoulders.

Then, they both disappeared, momentarily and returned with an armful of clothing, which they laid on two chairs, beside the one where Tamzin was seated.

They urged her to rise from her seat and then one took up a strange object and knelt to fuss around Tamzin’s dangling penis. “Oh! Another cock-cage!” was Tamzin’s immediate reaction. But she was wrong. This time a strong but supple silicon ring was brought over and down the length of the penis and her two testicles were forced through the expanding elastic, ring, until it fully encircled her testicle sac and her penis.

Tamzin looked down to see her manhood trapped within the elasticity of the ring, gently squeezing her balls together but not, by any means, uncomfortable. Then she realised that three narrow, lilac, leather straps, were attached to the purple silicon ring and one of these was forced between her legs and brought up, under her butt. The other two were taken, one either side, around her hips and the three met again at the back and were threaded and buckled together. She was basically held in a leather thong and cock harness, her penis and her balls, protruding through the purple, and forgiving, stretched circle of soft silicon.

Then they each took up a magnificent, lilac, leather boot. Each boot had a golden zip up the back of the long, long, leather sheath, and the two attendants each unzipped this to its full length, before placing the shoe of the boot on the floor, before the appropriate leg, and guiding Tamzin’s feet into the shoe, one at a time. When both feet were held in their soft leather shoe, and her feet planted back on the ground, the rear zips were slowly, and, ever-so carefully, brought up and up, beyond her calves, past the back of her knees and up and up, until the leather sheathes of boot, in the softest of lilac leather, drew right up to her crotch and brushed against the straps of her cock-ring harness.

She admired the view she now had, in the full-length mirror, in front of her. The boots were magnificent, and they gripped her legs and caressed them, as though the boots themselves were made of the finest, sleekest, silk.

Next, came a skirt. A strange affair. It was, basically one open shaped length of leather, in exactly the same lilac, as the luscious boots and exactly the same lilac, as the straps of the cock ring. The front was meant to be open, and, as one attendant wrapped it around her, she realised it buckled together around her midriff with a short strap and matching gold buckle, that held it around her waist but allowed the open, front part, to drop away and to the sides so that her booted legs, and her ringed cock, showed to the whole world, but her sides and her rear were covered, again in the silky softness of the exquisite leather. It was a wrap-around skirt that didn’t quite wrap around!

The other she-male now disappeared to the rear, and there, she untied the satin lilac laces that held the small waistband of the skirt together and extended down to Tamzin’s covered butt. She eased and pulled at the satin laces until she had tightened the skirt sufficiently to pull it into Tamzin’s exact measurements, and it hugged her pert bottom and fitted her like a glove, at the back, whilst swinging free and open at the front, framing her legs in their exquisite leather casing.

Next, they encircled her upper body with a lilac leather corset, with golden busk fastening, down the front, and strong, lilac lacing, at the back. They heaved and pulled at this, until Tamzin winced slightly, and gasped for air, as her waist was pulled in tighter than she had ever, before, known it. They seemed satisfied that they had virtually got both sides of the exotic leather corset to meet and Tamzin seemed to be coping with the excessive constriction, so they tied off the laces and stood back to admire the finished result.

And the result was amazing, of course. Tamzin’s natural beauty was now enhanced by the extraordinary clothing, adorning her body. The leather of the boots caressed and kissed her legs. The soft, leather, fall-away skirt, swished to the floor and gently teased at her hips and thighs and ankles and calves, as she moved, but hid nothing of the under-show from view.

The corset held her upright and upper body rigid, as it slowly warmed now, and adjusted, and stretched slightly, to conform fully to her splendid figure, whilst cupping her false breasts in their strong, boned, hold, and pinching in her already slim waist, to give her a truly feminine, hour-glass, figure.

And there, in the centre of all this wonderful, silky smooth, leather, was her penis, framed in its soft, purple silicon ring, and held by the thin lilac straps which encircled her hips and pressed up into her open butt. Her ringed penis now poked its snout out, out at the top, as if to say “Hello, world. Hey! I’m not caged today!”

The effect was stunning. Tamzin knew it and the she-male attendants knew it. And, very clearly, whoever had designed this outfit, and whoever had ordered it to be made, also knew how absolutely, fabulous, its wearer was going to look.

Then the long, and finger-less, leather gloves, were smoothed onto, and up, each arm, until they reached right up, and almost over the nubs of the shoulders. And Tamzin’s deep purple painted fingernails, still false, at this stage, but gradually growing her own set beneath the false ones, showed below the leather of the fingerless gloves, highlighting, and enhancing, the look of the lilac leather that extended skywards, to her shoulders.

It seemed they must be finished, surely? As, now, almost every last inch of Tamzin’s fabulous body was covered and hugged by the softest of soft leather. She felt like a million dollars, and she assumed that this is what all this lot had cost!

But, the pair had one last job. They each took a deep purple cuff of leather and wrapped one around each of Tamzin’s wrists. She saw that each had a metal ring, attached to the cuff and these were now dangling loose, as her wrists were encircled. Two further cuffs were brought forward, slightly longer than the previous pair, and each she-male bent down to circle Tamzin’s booted ankles and these, similarly, had a metal ring dangling from the encircling cuff of leather.

And then the absolute, final, touch. A collar of the same deep purple leather was buckled around Tamzin’s slim, pale neck, and one last ring of shiny metal dangled down from the centre of the collar, dropping almost to meet her heaving chest, as she tried to contain her excitement. The aroma and feel of the leather against her body was now starting to have an effect and she could feel her body thrilling, as the last ankle cuff, and then this collar, were buckled home, and closed shut. 

The three stood there for a moment, surveying the scene, Tamzin admiring her reflection in the mirror, the two attendant she-male maids, directly. All three nodded in unison. The look was outrageous, but incredible. She had never, in her previous life, or in this short one, as she-male Tamzin, ever felt so richly adorned and she liked the feeling!

Clearly satisfied they had done the best job possible, the two she-males led a rustling Tamzin, from the dressing room, and into a corridor. Then through doorways, up a flight of service stairs, past other workers who stopped whatever they were doing to admire the procession, and its lilac-leathered centrepiece, that was now passing them, as the trio proceeded through a domed atrium and up two majestic flights of stairs and stood outside an impressive, carved wooden door, where one attendant rang a bell.

A distant voice shouted “Come!” and one she-male nervously opened the impressive door, as the other gripped Tamzin’s gloved arm, tight.

They looked inside but there was no sight of their Mistress. The room was empty. “By the bed, please.” A bodiless voice said, “Leave her by the bed, and you may go. Thank you.”

And, for the first time, in hours, Tamzin thought she recognised something familiar. That voice. That commanding voice.

Then the two maids left her, stood at the foot of a giant four-poster bed and she looked around her nervously. The room was huge. It had three, full-length, windows at one side covered in net fabric but still permitting oodles of light into the room, which gave it a light, airy feel. Rich furnishings and coverings and curtains adorned the room and it was dressed in a style that would have befitted Louis XVIth, and his Marie Antoinette, at the Palace of Versaille.

Velvet curtains dropped from each side, of each of the three windows, and velvet curtains dropped from each of the four, upright, bed-posts. Richly covered, plump velvet cushions adorned the massive leather sofa at one side of the bed, a series of four large wardrobes, ranged along the other wall. And a door led to the dressing room and huge en-suite bathroom which, Tamzin would later discover, contained a double walk-in shower, enormous jacuzzi bath and small plunge pool and sauna.

And then she saw the cords! Attached to each bedpost and stretched out over the top of the bed, were four strong purple lengths of silky cord, clearly awaiting the arrival of a guest whose body they would soon hold, bound, and splayed out like a starfish.

And then a vision of loveliness appeared at the door of the massive dressing room off to Tamzin’s left. And there, framed in the doorway, was Lady Letitia.

Tamzin gasped out loud as she recognised the woman she had met that first day she toured the island, as her reward for working hard.

Tamzin fought back the tears, which were, actually, tears of joy and relief, as she realised she was in the home of the woman she had so admired at that first meeting, and who she felt she had fallen in love with, almost within seconds of meeting her.

“Oh! My Lady! Lady Letitia! It’s you. I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I’m so sorry, I don’t mean to cry, I’m relieved to see you, My Lady. In fact, I can’t tell you how pleased I am to see you. I thought I was destined to work in the factory office for the rest of my life.” And Tamzin was shaking as she tried to take in her new circumstance.

“We could never allow a gem like you, my dear, to work in an office. You are clearly destined for higher things. I hope this will be your future and forever home. Let me look at you properly, now you belong to me.”

And Lady Letitia came fully into view, for the first time. She was dressed almost identically to Tamzin, leather high boots, reaching to her crotch, long leather gloves up her arms, fingerless, as Tamzin’s, a similar corset, a similar skirt, open at the front but shorter than Tamzin’s, only down to her calves, not floor length, and with a fancy bustle of leather, projecting from the back.

Whereas Tamzin was in lilac, Lady Letitia was in deep, deep, purple, leather, matching the leather of the collar and cuffs that adorned Tamzin’s neck and limbs, and the same purple as the silky cords laid out, threateningly, on the bed.

In one purple, fingerless, gloved hand, she held an ominous-looking riding crop of black, with a purple, leather, rectangle of stiff leather, at its end.

She approached Tamzin, who now looked straight ahead and held her head high and proud. And then a swish and a thwack, as the crop was raised and brought down to slap Tamzin across her leathered rump. The sound was terrifying as leather hit leather, but Tamzin felt little pain. The covering of soft leather over her bottom, protected her, whilst making a sound like a gunshot.

And then Lady Letitia circled her prey, slowly and tantalizingly, as she remained silent and allowed Tamzin’s imagination to run wild for a moment or three.

And then she spoke, slowly and deliberately, in that commanding but sexy voice, Tamzin remembered from three weeks ago.

“I bought you almost a week ago, my pretty Tamzin,” purred the Lady in Leather, “I wasn’t going to let you slip through my fingers. I told you we would meet again, and we did. I was there when you received your unwarranted punishment, last week. That was at my request. I was the lady in the Mask. I apologise for you going through that for no crime.  I wanted to see how you took to being restrained and punished. I liked what I saw, when we first met, three weeks ago. I liked what I saw in the punishment suit. And that is when I finally decided.

And, now, you belong to me. Along with a friend of yours, I believe. I bought you days ago. Yesterday, I purchased your friend, Rebecca, at the slave mart. She doesn’t know you’re here, yet. But she soon will. She’s going to be in charge of all the mundanities of looking after an estate and servants. She’ll soon see you have been added to the list of my possessions. You’ll meet her next week. I promise. Maybe sooner.”

Tamzin let out an audible gasp as she realised this was Rebecca’s new home, too.

“Yes, I thought that would please you. It’s not often we get a chance to purchase two highly qualified she-males, such as you two. I had to have you both. But especially you. And, of course, I got a reduction for buying two. Although the money I saved has gone. It’s already spent. That and more. That’s the first of ten very delightful outfits I have ordered for you alone, my sweet. Do you like it?”

“My Lady, I’m sorry, I mean, Lady Letitia, I love it. Thank you. It feels wonderful.” Tamzin was still uncertain how to address the impressive woman before her, and now she was her “property”, she felt even more awkward.

“And you make it look wonderful, Tamzin, just as I knew you would. And you will very soon have 9 more outfits, just to begin with. Four more in the softest, finest, leather, the full thing, boots, gloves, skirts and corsets. And, to match the boots, you will have five more gowns, in the same colours, but all in silks and satins, with their own matching gloves and corsets. I want you dressed like that all the time, night and day. I have particular tastes, as you will discover, and you are to be my project and, I sincerely hope, you will represent this good house and this good name, just as much as I do.

So, please let me explain your role here. I need company. I need a Personal Assistant. I have wealth, I have a home, I have friends and I hold influence, here. But I am without a companion. My last personal assistant left me 6 months ago. I was obliged to punish her for a serious misdemeanour and she bore a grudge, I think. From that time, she looked to leave my service and was finally tempted away by an offer from another Lady on this island. A Lady probably wealthier than I. We never actually divulge our true wealth. And the one Lady here, I do not particularly care for. But that is beside the point. I have looked for someone to fill their shoes but, until now, have never thought anyone good enough.

Then came the day I saw you. I knew you were different. And that is why you are here. I am trialling you for the next 7 days. I want to emphasise that. If you fail me, or I have overestimated your worth, you shall be employed in some other service here. If you live up to my expectations, and meet my very precise requirements, I shall expect you to become my Personal Helper, my assistant and my companion. You will live in my suite of rooms here and you will serve me, and me alone.

You will bathe me, dress me, care for my hair, see to my make-up, serve me my food and serve me drinks, and, when I command it, you will offer me any sexual service I require. You shall accompany me to social occasions, as my servant and she-male slave, and you will, very, very occasionally, pleasure me with your manhood. When you misbehave, I shall delight in punishing you. And you will accept whatever punishment, I decide appropriate. Some nights I shall require you to share my bed and I may feel obliged to bind you, to ensure my safety and your compliance.

In short, I shall ask anything at all of you, I require, and you shall permit it, or provide it. Do I make myself clear?”

Tamzin looked long and hard at the face of the beautiful woman before her. She looked around the room, which fulfilled all her dreams of wealth that she had ever had. She looked down at the expensive clothes she wore and she ran her leather-gloved hands down the soft lines of her exquisite, leather skirting. And she opened the skirt wide, peered down at the impressive length of lilac, leather booting, covering her slender legs and thighs, and she looked at the penis between the folds of the open leather skirting, as it gradually awakened to what was happening. Then she turned and smiled at her new Mistress.

“Crystal clear, Lady Letitia,” she said, in as seductive a voice as she could muster, “I would be honoured to serve you. I thank you for this opportunity and I promise, I shall do my best to please you, and to provide any service, or anything, that you ask of me.”

“So, as you will discover, I expect a lot from my Personal Assistant. You think you could be girl enough to please me?” asked Lady Letitia.

Tamzin looked at her erecting penis and lifted her head, “I think I could rise to the position, My Lady.” she answered.

“Good!” responded the Mistress, “Then please lie on the bed and spread your arms and legs wide. Toward those cords. I think, this afternoon, I need to take you for a first test drive.”

The End

of Tamzin’s Induction . . . . . . . the Beginning of her Servitude to Lady Letitia

Who knows if there will be a story to tell?
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All these books are full-length reads and available in the Amazon Kindle Store.
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