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This trilogy of stories centres around the formidable emasculatrix Mistress Nina — and her feminised, sissified, once-male playthings! In “Kidnapped”, we are introduced to Mistress Nina and accompany her as she captures, breaks and feminises an unfortunate fellow who falls into her clutches. In “Prissy Polly Pansy”, it is her advice and help which are instrumental in sealing another sissy's fate. And in “Mistress Nina's Party”, the Mistress and her friends gather together of an evening to show off their various slaves — including the two aforementioned petticoated playthings! 
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Kidnapped

From Manager to Maid

Book I of Mistress Nina's Petticoated Playthings

A sexist Manager makes a bit too much of a nuisance of himself in the workplace, and finds himself subject to a sudden, unexpected career change — transformed into a lady's private Maid! 

“BWOAAAHHH! What a stink!*” Mike exclaimed, and made a big show of waving his hand to and fro in front of his nose. Marjorie flushed a deep red. She had taken her shoes off under her desk, as she often did — it was more comfortable that way, but there was no smell, her feet didn't stink, she knew that. None of the girls complained, and Kate for one sure would have, if there had been anything to complain about! But that was goddamn Mike for you, always needling her. 

How she hated him! Smug red-faced pot-bellied bastard! Thought he was God's gift to women too, for some weird reason! And now he had it in for her. Just because she hadn't wanted to make out with him at the Christmas party. Urgh!! Imagine being kissed by that old geezer, practically old enough to be your granddad! Yeuch! Marjorie said nothing, even as she fumed inside. He was her manager, and that was that. Although in point of fact, she did most of his  fucking job as well as her own! A sudden surge of anger lifted inside her at that, which she suppressed with an ease born of long practice. She simply stared at her screen, moved her mouse, waited for the idiot to just leave. Mike wandered about making further stupid remarks about pongs, then, getting no response to his prodding, left. He seemed to spend the whole fucking day wandering about the office like that, poking his nose in where it wasn't wanted. For a manager, he seemed to do fuck-all managing, that was for sure. As usual, the incident soured Marjorie's whole day. She was getting thoroughly sick of all this. But what could she do? 

A LITTLE CHAT

Over a drink that night Marjorie poured her heart out to her friend Karen who she had met a while back through a mutual acquaintance. She had once worked for the same firm, and knew about Mike from then. She had since learned a lot more from Marjorie; for, although Karen was quite a bit older than her, they had hit it off at once and Karen had by now become a confidante. 

“And the worst thing is, he is my boss and there's nothing I can do about it!” 

“But surely sexual harassment laws…?” 

“Well, that's just it, they are all just little digs and snide innuendoes, no-one takes them seriously.” 

Karen pondered. 

“It could be taken care of, you know…” 

“Oh, I wish…” 

Marjorie rolled her eyes dramatically. 

“No, I am serious.” 

“Yeah, yeah, whatever…” 

Marjorie rolled her eyes again. But Karen didn't let it drop. 

“What if, right?” 

Marjorie opened her mouth to respond, but Karen held up her index finger for silence. Somewhat taken aback, Marjorie held her peace. 

“Just hear me out. What if… right? What if Mike were… what if Mike were to, well, disappear?” 

Marjorie looked at her, her brow wrinkled in puzzlement. 

“Disappear? As in… what?” 

“Well, you know, go away, move somewhere else?” 

“But he's not likely to, is he? Not in this economy! And anyway he's on the pig's back, with all us mugs to do the work for him! Bastard! You know he pulls down…” 

Marjorie was off on her favoursite subject again. Karen interrupted. 

“For a price, there are people who could …  make him move.” 

“Huh? I'm sorry, you've lost me…” 

Karen took a deep breath. It was a risk, of course, telling Marjorie about Mistress Nina and her little operation. But she had a feeling it would be alright. Her intuition had never let her down, and all her feelings about Marjorie was positive. So She took the plunge. 

“I have a friend, and this friend has a… well, you could call it a hobby…” 

Marjorie looked at her, bemused, but said nothing. 

“And this hobby involves well… changing men…” 

Marjorie snorted. 

“Oh, what? Like a fairy godmother? What's she gonna change him into for me? A pumpkin?” 

Marjorie began to laugh. Karen decided to stop pussy-footing around. 

“Those men become  slaves, Marjorie. That's what they are turned into! And my good friend Nina

makes a bloody good living  selling them, once they've been trained up. Or she just gives them a short, sharp shock. It depends what you have to spend. So, you see, she might take Mike off your hands, so to speak — if that's what you  really want.” 

She looked at her friend. It was up to here, in the end. Marjorie had stopped laughing. She was utterly dumbfounded now. Karen chuckled. The usual reaction! 

“Look, you don't have to say either yes or no straight off the bat. Have a think. It would cost, of course…” 

“Yeah…” mused Marjorie, “guys pay big money for this ‘Mz Whiplash’ stuff, don't they?” She thought she had a handle on it now. “Perverted fucker would probably enjoy it…” 

Karen laughed so loudly that glances were cast their way from neighbouring tables. Tears came to her eyes as she struggled to control herself. When she had stopped, she wiped here eyes and said, 

“No, no, no… I shouldn't think dear Mike would enjoy half the things Nina would do to him…” 

Karen dried her eyes a bit more. Mike  enjoying it? Oh dear, oh dear… Some of them thought they would, she supposed; but she doubted any of them actually did. That was half of the fun, for girls like Nina — and her… She gave a secret smile, thinking of the naked, chaste young slave-boy she had waitng for her at home… No need to let Marjorie know about  him — not yet, anyway! 

“Anyway, have a think, yeah?” Karen continued. “And, if you fancy it, and can afford it…” 

“That's the thing though…” 

Karen leaned forward and whispered into Marjorie's ear. Marjorie blew, and shock her head. 

“Way out of my range.” 

“Even if I was to stump up half?” 

Marjorie looked at her friend, surprised. They were close, but…

“Would you do that for me?” 

“Yes,” answered Karen simply. 

Then she continued: “Look, just have a think, OK? And when you decide, let me know. Right?” 

Marjorie just nodded, suddenly deep in thought. 

A few weeks later, Karen's phone range one Saturday morning. 

“Hi Karen, alright?” 

“Oh hello Marjorie, how are things? Work going well.” 

“Oh, yes! Well it  would be, if it weren't for a certain dick-head…” 

Karen waiting. She felt Marjorie had something else to say. After a prolonged pause, Marjorie spoke again. 

“You know that thing we talked about…?” 

“I know.” 

“How would we…” 

“You pay me half, I'll take care of  all the rest. Are you saying you're up for it!” 

“Yes!” exclaimed Marjorie suddenly and loudly. “Yes, I am up for it!” 

Karen smiled. 

“Then you just leave it to me!” 

They chatted a bit more, but it was clear Marjorie was too excited to think straight, and the call ended. 

Karen smiled as she replaced her phone in her handbag. She had met Mike briefly, once, and that had been more than enough. What an absolute prick — he thoroughly deserved everything Nina was going to put him through! 

SNATCHED

“Mike! Excuse me, Mike!” 

“Huh?” 

“Mike, if you have a moment, I need to talk to you privately. It's a matter of grave urgency.” 

“Well, yeah, sure!” said Mike, surprised and taken off-guard. 

Karen took him by the arm and led him round a corner. She checked: they were alone. 

“Hey, I know you! Where do I know you from?” 

Karen nodded. 

“I used to work down the hall from you a few years back, before I got transfered” she said bashfully, playing the girlish woman awed by this macho man's sheer animal magnetism. 

His eyes showed that he recognised her. 

“Yeah… Hey, you were quite a babe when you were younger, I always thought!” 

He probably meant it as a compliment. Karen giggled and simpered and flattered her eyelashes. 

Now if I can just get him into the room…

“Why don't we eh… find somewhere more private, Mike …. Oh! Sorry! I should call you Mr Taylor, shouldn't I?” 

She made herself blush. 

“I didn't mean to be forward… I … I already think of you as…” 

Her voice trailed off, as though embarrassed by her slip of the tongue. 

It had exactly the desired flattering effect on Mike. He beamed what he imagined to be a winning smile at her. 

“Hey, babe! Mike is just fine!” 

“Mister… I mean, Mike,” she corrected herself with another shy smile, “why don't we find somewhere more… private? So we can talk  properly, I mean.” 

“Anything for you, sugar doll! Lead the way!” 

Karen scanned the scene — still no-one in sight. Perfect! 

She lead the way into the room, closed the door behind them — and then she and the waiting Nina made their move. 

They had the cuffs on his wrists, the tape over his mouth and the hypodermic syringe in his left buttock in one uninterrupted series of swift fluid motions. Mike was taken utterly by surprise. 

His mouth moved behind the sticky tape, and he tugged frantically at the handcuffs. His eyes were wide. They waited patiently for the tranquillising drug to kick in. 

The wait was not long. Mike slumped in their arms. They lowered him carefully to the floor, and took a moment to catch their breaths. Their hearts were pounding. 

Calm again, they took the somnolent form by an arm each and dragged it over to a wooden box. 

He was a big fellow, but with a deal of effort the two women was able to get him into the box. 

Then Nina trussed him up like a turkey with leather straps. She removed the sticky tape from his mouth. It had served its purpose. It now needed to be replaced with something more effective. 

She forced his mouth wide and inserted a large ball gag into his oral cavity. The gag was partially deflated. She pumped it full, so that it made his cheeks bulge. Then she fastened the straps behind his head. There! All done. Trussed up like a turkey, all nice and safe and silent for transport. 

Nina bade farewell to Karen, flipped her phone and called her team. 

TORMENTED

Mike came to and shook his head groggily. Damn, he felt like he had been hit over the head with a hammer! Then, the shock hit him. He… he was naked, and strapped up in some… What had happened? And where the hell was he? 

He looked around as best he could. The room was windowless. It was painted red. The floor was of stone flags, well-maintained, everything neat. There was a cage in one corner. One wall was lined completely with whips and paddles and straps, of leather and wood. Under them stood several tall containers, filled with canes. What the hell was this place? Some kind of kinky sex den? 

He remembered vaguely then that broad from the conference — had she…? The last thing he remembered was that she had something important to say to him… But…

He tried to move. But he found that he was securely fastened to the gym-horse by leather straps. 

He thought of shouting out, but his mouth was filled with some rubber thing that made it impossible to speak. 

He heard the clacking of high heels on the stone flags of the floor. He tried to turn his head , but there was some kind of leather collar around his neck, restricting his head movements. 

A woman appeared in his field of vision. She was dressed in some peculiar leather get-up. Her face was concealed by a scary leather hood painted to make her look like some kind of demon. 

“Hello. I am Mistress Nina. You will be my guest here in my establishment for several weeks.” 

Mike at one began to thrash around in his bounds, inarticulate grunts issuing from his throat, eyes filled with fury. 

“Tut, tut! Temper, temper, Mr Tough Guy! Although you won't be very tough for long…” 

Mistress Nina proceeded to attach wires terminating in butterfly clips to several sensitive parts of The Mike's anatomy. Then she stood back and picked up a black box from a nearby table. The wires ran to the box. 

She turned a dial, pressed a button — and Mike was convulsed in pain. She stood watching him writhe, then released the button. 

“That was level five. It goes up to level nine, in case you are interested. Would you like to try level nine?” She put her head to one side, as though asking a toddler if he would like a nice biscuit. She smiled sweetly. 

“Urgghhh! Ummmppph!” 

“Is that, no, you wouldn't? Or, yes, you would?” 

Mike frantically tried to shake his head, but he could make only short jerks. 

Mistress Nina shrugged. 

“Well, here it is anyway!” 

The naked male writhed and convulsed as much as the strict bondage he was in allowed. His eyes were wide-open and staring, almost bulging out of his head. Weird, urgent sounds came from behind the ball-gag. 

Mistress Nina released the button after just a few seconds. 

“Oh dear! I don't think that was very nice at all, was it?” 

She laughed pitilessly. 

“Welcome to my world! Here, bad boys get shocked, good boys get nice rewards like… uh, well like not getting shocked quite so often!” 

Mike made incoherent noises. 

“What's that? I am afraid I can't hear a word you say. Probably just as well really. You are a bit of a ranter aren't you? Well there is going to be no ranting in my house. And no sexist remarks either.” 

She moved in close and grabbed him by the crotch. And squeezed. The sounds became higher in pitch, more urgent somehow. She released her grip. 

Mistress Nina had cleared her schedule for the next few days. She had all the time in the world to

‘play’ with her captive man. There was no rush. She placed the box on a table nearby. She left the leads clipped on for now. A few hours of that, painful even without the current, and then when she took them off… delicious! Mistress Nina stalked out, leaving her victim hanging. 

Mike had lost all track of time and place. The windowless room could be anywhere, and it could be midday or midnight, wherever it was. 

He was still stark naked. To that had now been added the indignity of being shaven  completely bare, from head to toe. He was once more very securely trussed up in the middle of the room —

which made a change from being locked in the tiny cage in the corner, but hardly a welcome one. 

A thick leather posture collar help his head up and severely restricted his ability to move it. His arms and legs were stretched to the limit, wrists shackled by leather straps to chains that hung from the ceiling, ankles similarly shackled to ring-bolts in the floor. The tips of his toes  just touched the floor, spread wide apart. He made a figure like an Andrew's Cross, arms and legs stretched out at roughly-45-degree angles. The large hollow ball-gag again filled his mouth, inflated to the very limit. 

Mike had had plenty of time to think things through, but he had come to no conclusion. If it was a kidnapping, a money thing, then why not come out and say so? What the hell was all this kinky stuff about? 

Now, Mistress Nina was sitting nonchalantly flicking through a magazine while he just hung there, waiting. They were both waiting now, it seemed. But waiting for what? Usually when Mistress Nina was in this room, she was very busy, working him over. 

The door opened and in walked — what the fuck, Catwoman? Nah, some damned freak in a costume! Goddamn! When he got free from here he was gonna…

‘Catwoman’ approached and stood looking at him, hands on hips, her scarlet lips twisted in a cruel smile. 

“Why! Mister Taylor! I had  no idea you were into all this kinky stuff! You should have said —

we might have partied together!” 

Mike looked utterly baffled, staring at her as though she were insane. What? Who was this crazy bitch? Did he know her? His mouth worked around the ball gag that filled it. 

The woman in the catwoman costume motioned to Mistress Nina, who un-strapped the ball gag and pulled it from Mike's mouth. He spluttered and gasped and began to rant. 

“I don't know what the HELL you crazy bitches are playing at, but you won't be getting away with this! Don't you know who it is I am? I am… uh… a millionaire! I have the… uh… the civil right! And I am gonna —” 

Mike's incoherent rant was cut off abruptly by a high-pitched squeal, followed by more incoherent sounds. His face was bright red. That had been caused by a another steady dose of

‘level nine’. 

Then Mistress Nina put down the black box and pressed the ball-gag firmly back in her captive's mouth, and quickly fastened the retaining straps behind his head once again. The huge ball-gag made his cheeks bulge out like those of some giant, demented squirrel preparing for winter. His eyes bulged out too, full of fury. His face was bright red now. 

“Thank you, Mistress Nina. I could barely hear myself think! Mr. Mike still has that unfortunate tendency to rant and rave, I see — or rather, hear!” 

“Oh, we are working on that…” 

“I should hope so too! Anyway, I think, ah…” 

Mistress Nina took the hint, and left as agreed beforehand. 

Alone at last with her friend's Nemesis, ‘Catwoman’ smiled coldly as she looked at him. In addition to maintaining her own personal slave at home, she enjoyed visiting here and playing with Mistress Nina's ‘toys’ from time to time. But this was personal. This man now bound and helpless and at her mercy had caused her friend Marjorie a lot of worry and strain over these past weeks and months. Now it was pay-back time! 

She picked up the box Mistress Nina had laid on the table along with an assortment of other

‘toys’. Now, this box — she had seen that in action just now. So why not play with it some to begin with? 

The long lead of insulated electrical wire lead over to where Mike was securely bound, stretched out like an Andrew's Cross. The lead turned into many leads, and those many leads were attached to various parts of Mike's body: nose, ears, nipples, testicles, penis. Ah yes, Mike's ‘pork sword’

in particular looked as though it had really been in the wars. 

With a distracted air she turned the dial some and pressed a button. The result was startling: Mike began to buck and twist, making a curious gargling sound in his throat, mouth working frantically but fruitlessly at the big gag that filled it. 

“Whoops!” exclaimed ‘Catwoman’. She laughed. “That must have been a real whopper!” 

She released the button. Mike continued to buck and twist for a few moments, then subsided. He was covered in sweat. His bald head shone with it. She giggled. 

“I shouldn't play so rough — someone might get hurt!” 

She experimented with various settings on the box, from one (“just a tingle, huh?”) all the way up to nine (“oh boy you really felt that one!”). She would never have thought a human body could twist and writhe so! 

Finally, she tired of that game, and placed the box back on the table, She moved in closer to her victim, stood right up close in front of him and grabbed him roughly by the crotch. She noted with smug satisfaction the pain she caused written on his face. 

“Oh! Your little soldier is all red and sore, huh? I suppose I shouldn't grab you there — but I know like it really!” 

She gave a firm squeeze to the testicles, then released her grip. Mike rolled his eyes. 

“So! Let's get on with things. So much to do, so little time.” 

She swaggered back over to the ‘toy table’…. 

“Let's see know, which one to try next. Decisions, decisions. Hell, I am pretty into this stuff, but even I don't know what some of these things are  for. I guess you do though, huh, you kinky old goat? Who woulda thunk it?” 

She giggled at her own wit. 

“OK… let's start with something straightforward.” 

She picked up an eight-thonged martinet. 

“This baby looks like the business!” 

She swished it experimentally to and fro. 

Then she walked slowly back over to where Mike hung, her costume's six-inch heels making her swagger sensuously, and took up position behind the trussed figure. She brought her arm back, then forward and with a flick of the wrist brought all eight tails in a splayed pattern right across her helpless victim's rump. 

WHAP! 

Desperate whining sounds were all she heard. 

“That was number one. How many would you like?” 

She walked round to look at him in the face. 

“No opinion? OK, I'll settle for a round dozen.” 

She walked back to her place behind him, and a second whip-lashing stroke sent him into convulsions once more, and evoked weird, muffled squealing noses from the gagged mouth. She took her time laying on the promised twelve, all over his body. And added one for good luck at the end. 

“Well, that was fun! Now, what else have we got? Oh, a good old-fashioned cane! They used to use these in schools back in the last century. Terribly barbaric! I don't suppose it can hurt all that much though if they used them on school children. Let's find out, shall we?” 

She walked around to take up position behind him. 

“Another dozen, I think. twelve is a nice number!” 

THWACK! 

The first cane stroke hit him on the backs of his thighs. After a short interval, it was followed by another. The strokes came irregularly after that, falling on rump and thighs, some just a couple of seconds apart, some several. Mistress Nina had told her that not knowing when exactly the next blow would fall added to the torment. 

The martinet and the cane had been fun. Now, what next? Her eyes alighted on the  pièce de résistance, the one she had discussed with Mistress Nina and agreed should be left until last. It was a double-ended dildo, with attached harness so that it could be worn. She picked it up, and made sure that Mike could see what she had in her hands. 

“Just need to get this babe all lubed up — wouldn't want to cause internal injury now, would I?” 

She picked up a tube of lubricant and coated both dildos, the outside one more liberally. 

Mike stared incredulously at her as she strapped the device about her hips. It jutted out absurdly, obscenely. 

He tried to shake his head, but the leather collar held it almost immovable. He tried to cry out in protest, but the hard rubber ball filling his mouth rendered speech impossible. He could make

only twitching movements with his head, incoherent sounds in his throat. 

He waited helplessly as she walked round to his rear, Her heels clacking on the stone floor. 

He felt a rubber-clad hand slap his flank, then two rubber-clad hands grabbed him and pulled him back. Slowly but inexorably the shaft penetrated, deeper and deeper. Then it withdrew, also slowly; and then it thrust in again, with speed and vigour. 

“Yeee-hah! Ride 'em, cowgirl!” 

The gross, humiliating intrusion continued, her hips slapping against his sore, welted rump with every thrust. 

She leaned forward and whispered into his ear:

“How does it feel, huh? You like being pounded in the ass by Catwoman?” 

More gurgling noises. She continued thrusting vigorously. 

“Oh yeah! Take it bitch-boy, take it all!” 

Her thrusts increased in vigour as her climax approached. 

She writhed on the dildo deep inside her as she came, running her hands over her nipples which stood erect under the rubber suit. 

“Phew! I needed that!” 

She mopped her brow with one hand. 

“Was it as good for you as it was for me?” 

Nothing but inarticulate grunts and squeaks. 

“Too moved to speak properly still, huh?” 

She un-strapped the harness from her hips, eased herself of the dildo on her side, then stepped out of the harness, leaving the other end still plugged deep inside the man who had stood in the way of further progress in her career. 

She strode round to face her captive. 

‘Catwoman’ looked directly at the video camera mounted on a tripod at the other end of the room, recording everything. That was the agreed signal. The red light on the camera went off. 

Now she and Mike were alone with each other. 

Her heart was beating fast with anticipation. What she intended to do next had not been part of the plan. The whole point of the catwoman costume was so that he would never know for sure who it had been. But she  wanted him to know who had done this to him! That would be the icing

on the cake, the final victory. 

‘Catwoman’ pulled her hood off. 

Mike's eyes widened in recognition. First rage, then fear filled them. It… it was that  bitch from the office, the one he had met during that conference… before he had… they had…

She guessed his thoughts. 

“Well now, what do we do with you now that you've seen my face? Hmmm?” 

She shrugged. 

“I guess people … ah… disappear every day, huh?” 

She looked in his eyes, savouring his helplessness, the mingled anger and fear that she saw there. 

“Or maybe not. Our little playtime together was video-taped, all of it, right up to just a minute ago. So all the world will see if that tape is ever released is Mike getting up to some naughty kinky fun with — who? Catwoman?” 

She laughed. 

“I think that this is one tape you definitely don't want released, huh? This went a little beyond locker-room talk, didn't it?” 

He wasn't going public. She could tell from his expression that having it common knowledge what had happened these last few days, and especially this last hour, was more than he would be able to bear. And if he did try? Some middle manager with a wild tale of being kidnapped and pegged by — who? Yeah, right. They'd lock him in the looney-bin and throw away the key. And that was without the video tape evidence and the accompanying sworn testimony from several people connected with Mistress Nina's operation that Mike was a dyed-in-the-wool masochist who regularly paid a tidy sum to be treated in exactly the way he had been. 

“Well, I guess that's about it,” she said. She paused. Smirked. “What was that movie? Oh, yeah:

‘Pulp Fiction’. They had a pet didn't they, those red-neck guys? What was this they called? Ah! 

‘The Gimp’. I guess you are going to be Mistress Nina's Gimp. Kinky, huh?” 

She laughed again. 

“I hope you enjoy your new, ah, alternative lifestyle.” 

She looked at the expression at his face and laughed even more. 

“Oh, look at that pout! Nah, I guess maybe I can put in a good word for you, and maybe Mistress Nina will let you go?” 

She paused. 

“Mistress Nina will have some non-disclosure documents for you to sign,” she continued briskly. 

“You will sign them, of that I am sure. And then, maybe, if you're a good boy…” 

She left him hanging on that uncertainty. Why not? 

She waved, turned to the door, and opened it. She paused in the doorway, and turned for one last look. With an ironic smile she bade a last farewell to her former colleague:

“See ya!” 

Later, Nina returned to gloat. Mike summoned up what resistance he had left. He just could not take it any more. This latest degradation had been just too much. 

“You crazy BITCH!” he screamed at her in fury. “You have GOT to let me go! This is illegal! 

You can't just kidnap people!” 

He went on and on, turning the air blue and showering insults of the most personal nature on his captress. Nina, unusually, let him rant. Sometimes, this was the end of a ‘short sharp shock’

treatment; but for Mike, it was only the beginning. She had something special in mind for him. 

“I… I won't talk,” he said lamely, as he rant out of energy to rant. “You can let me go, it's safe…

I won't go to the police… I just want to go home…” 

Nina still said nothing. She just unshackled him and pushed him to the floor. Then, with him still hobbled at wrists and ankles, she clipped a leash to his collar, and, with kicks and whip-strokes, hustled him along a hallway into another part of the extensive cellars under the big house. 

TAMED

Idly, Nina surveyed the weals across the buttocks of her victim as he knelt, head bowed, out of steam, waiting. They were in neat, almost parallel lines. Expertly laid on, she reflected with a smug little feeling of satisfaction. But then, she had become a real expert in laying on the cane across many a muscular, well-defined male rump. Just as, she pondered, many a man had become an expert in taking it. Even this one. Did that make it a any easier for any of her wretched captives? She certainly hoped not! This one was due another good thrashing for his latest outburst, of course; but that could wait. She had something special planned to begin the next stage. 

From a cabinet, Nina produced an iron lattice mask. Indeed, it was a kind of cage which would fit completely over a man's head. Mike's head, for example…

“This will teach you to hold your tongue, I think.” 

It was the first thing she had said since his outburst. An outburst he was now beginning to regret. 

Mike's eyes widened in puzzlement when he saw the contrivance, then opened wider in terror as he guessed its purpose. 

“Oh, no… noooo!” he cried, struggling helplessly against the bonds which held him like a trussed chicken. Already, he was regretting his act of defiance, his futile attempt to salvage something of his manhood. 

Unconcernedly, Nina placed the cage over Mike's head. Its bottom rim rested on his shoulders and it was held securely in place by an iron ring which could be screwed tight until it was firm about the neck. And this Nina now did, screwing it tighter and tighter until Mike's eyes and frantic noises revealed that it was making it difficult for him to breath. 

All the time, Mike hardly stopped was begging and pleading, even when he had to pant for breath between times, and was still futilely trying to struggle free. 

“Now! Snug as a bug in a rug!” Nina exclaimed with a wicked grin, when she considered the collar tight enough. Mike was now in a real panic. But the worse was yet to come. 

In the front of the cage, before the mouth, was a hole. Through this, Nina now screwed a pear-shaped object made of iron. The knob pressed to Mike's lips. He kept them firmly closed. 

However, the solution to that was quite simple. Nina simply thumped him hard in the midriff. 

Mike's mouth gaped as he gasped for breath. Quickly then, the iron phallus was screwed further, through the lips, into the mouth —  deep into the mouth. Nina went on screwing it in until the big knob was right at the back of Mike's throat and he was half choking. Through the lattice, his eyes could be seen wild and wide with panic-stricken horror. 

“There,” said Nina, “after twenty-four hours like that, I think you will be regretting your words

…” 

Pleading, whinnying sounds were jetting down Mike's nostrils. Despite the heaviness of the cage, he kept shaking his head from side to side. 

“What is more,” continued Nina, “I think you will watch your tongue in future, my boy. Nobody

—but  nobody! — speaks to me like that and gets away with it!” 

More whinnying; and snorting; and some choking sounds too. It would seem that Mike was trying to say he was sorry. That he had not really meant it. And he would do anything if only they would take that awful thing out of his mouth, the iron thing that filled it and stretched it jaw-achingly wide. 

“One final thing,” said Nina, smiling again through the iron grille, “when I do take that off tomorrow, I am going to take you straight to the punishment room. There, I am going to put you over the Punishment Block…” — she paused dramatically — and  then I am gong to give you the same sort of thrashing you had last time. If anything, you deserve it even more than you did before! “So, that's something for you to think about, no?” 

She pushed Mike away, who collapsed onto the bare planks of the bed. She turned on her heel and stalked out. The heavy door clanged shut, the light blinked out. Mike was left to suffer in silent darkness. 

The next morning, Nina was up bright and early. She hurried down to Mike's cell.  This was the part she loved the most. She flicked the light switch mounted outside the cell, unlocked and dragged open the heavy door, and stepped into the doorway. 

Immediately she did so, she heard loud, whimpering-snorting noises. Mike had knelt up on the plank-bunk, hands holding the heavy iron cage over his head, shaking it from side to side. The urgent whimpering went on and, through the grille, she could see his blue eyes, staring wildly out. 

Not  quite so cocky now! Nina thought triumphantly. 

“You don't appear to like the head-cage?” she remarked nonchalantly. 

The cage shook slowly, awkwardly, from side to side. 

“Tut-tut! What a shame. I picked it out just  especially for you. But you don't like it?” 

The cage shook slowly from side to side again. Inarticulate grunting noises came through the grill. 

“What's that? Are you asking me to take it off?” 

This time there was a violent nodding of the cage. 

“Really?” 

Nod … nod … nod … Oh those beseeching eyes! 

“Pity. It certainly has a good effect on your attitude. So good in fact that it's not coming off until tomorrow morning. And after that, you have a good thrashing still to look forward. One that you will remember for a long time, I promise.” 

Poor Mike slumped down on the hard bunk, the iron cage clanging. Nina smiled her cruel smile, flipped off the light switch and slammed the iron door shut, leaving the tiny cell once more in total darkness. Another twenty-four hours in that head-cage should be enough to break what was left of his resistance! 

It was. Mike put up no more resistance, and certainly gave no more back-talk! Nina was pleased, breaking a man was always fun; but now stage two would begin, stage two of her special project. 

This was something she had not even told Karen about. She had decided not to sell Mike after all, but to transform him into — but we are getting ahead of our story…

TRANSFORMED

Marjorie had to get a cab to the rather remote house, after travelling to the nearest village by train. She did wish Karen was with her, Nina sounded rather formidable; but she had not been able to get away. She had assured her, however, that Nina was a lovely, friendly lady. She rang

the bell, and the door opened almost at once. 

“Hello Darling, you must be Marjorie!” 

Nina was a big middle-aged woman, with blonde hair obviously regularly refreshed from a bottle. She greeted Marjorie effusively, as though she were a long-lost friend. She was obviously genuinely pleased to see her. That made Marjorie feel a little more at ease. 

“Come on in, let me take that, go straight through. Have I got a surprise for you!” 

Marjorie, pleased at such a welcome, went through and took a seat. A few moments later, she was joined by Nina, who before sitting down pressed a button on a hand-set she had picked up from an occasional table. From somewhere in the large house, a bell could be faintly heard. 

Marjorie looked quizzical and opened her mouth to enquire — she had a million questions, come to that. 

But Nina raised her hand for silence. 

“Uh-uh!” she chiding with mock-seriousness. “Don't spoil the moment! In just a very little while, all will be revealed!” 

At that very moment, the door opened and a — someone — appeared in the doorway. A maid, on first appearance. But what a maid! The uniform was quite  ridiculously elaborate. The main colour was pale pink, with lots of white lace. A cap of the same pattern was perched on a mass of bleached-blonde curls. The face was heavily made-up. The waist was narrow, even for a woman. 

Heavy black stockings sheathed slender legs revealed by a dress so short it barely covered the upper half of the thighs. The feet were clad in matching pink shoes with at least a six-inch heel. 

‘It’ entered the room and came slowly over to where they were sitting, teetering on the outrageously-high heels, taking tiny mincing steps, but managing to stay upright, somehow. The very short skirt of the dress swished with each little movement, sending masses of lace swaying too and fro. Reaching the table, the bizarre figure executed an elaborate curtsey quite flawlessly, then opened its painted lips to speak. 

“You wang, Mithreth?” she (he? it?) enquired in an artificially high-pitch lisp. 

“This is Petunia, my personal maid,” said Nina matter-of-factly. 

Marjorie was puzzled. 

“I don't get it. You.. Karen said Mike would be…?” her voice trailed off uncertainly. 

Nina smirked and simply tilted her head at the bizarre caricature of femininity who stood waiting silently before them. 

Marjorie's mouth opened and closed silently, once, then again. At last, the penny dropped. And then she found her voice. 

“I DON'T BELIEVE IT!” 

“Well, maybe you don't, but it is,” Nina said, and laughed out loud at her new friend's expression. 

“Impressed with my work, then?” she went on. 

“I'll say! Bloody hell!” Marjorie was still not quite articulate. 

“But why…” 

Nina raised an enquiring eyebrow. 

“Why does he… she…” 

“…it!” Nina completed with a laugh. 

“Well, then why does… it — talk so funny?” 

Nina nodded and explained. 

“Well, for one thing, I wanted it to sound as artificially girly as possible, so anything other than a high-pitched lisp was severely punished during training. Still is, for that matter. And second…” 

Her voice hardened and grew louder, a sudden transformation that as always gave Marjorie the shivers

“Show Miss Marjorie your pussy-pleaser, Petunia”. 

The wretched creature at once opened wide its shining lips and protruded its tongue. A tongue, Marjorie saw, pierced and studding in several places at the tip. It was clear now why the maid's articulation was somewhat unusual! Marjorie stared open-mouthed. Nina chuckled at her new friend's astonishment. 

“I think this special occasion calls for a special drink!” 

“Champagne,” she said shortly then, in a quite different tone, and without looking at the sissified servant who stood in attendance before them still, teetering slightly on its high heels. 

“Very good, Mithtreth,” it lisped in its absurd false falsetto, and minced off, petticoats swishing. 

“My God!” exclaimed Marjorie. “You really went to town on him, didn't you?” 

“Well, I thought it was worth an extra effort. I had a vacancy you see, after my last had its unfortunate accident…” 

“Oh, so… but… Karen said something about a short, sharp shock, or…?” 

Marjorie's voice trailed off uncertainly. 

“Yes, sometimes it is. And we did plan it that way initially. But, as it turns out, Petunia's position with me is a permanent one!” 

Marjorie nodded, somewhat stunned. 

“Don't worry, no extra charge. This is just for me!” 

“Right, so…” 

“…so hence among other things the pierced pussy-pleaser!” 

Nina completed the thought, and both girls dissolved in giggles. 

By then, ‘Petunia’ was back with the coffee, which the feminised servant served expertly, silently, eyes downcast. Already Marjorie had got used to the sissified servant being there, so she made bold to continue discussing it. 

“So, yeah, the uh… thingumajig.. you called… um… so you have, like… sex?” 

“Mincing Miss Petunia here regularly attends to my needs in that area, yes.” 

“But…?” again, Marjorie's voice trailed off. 

Nina laughed at her new friend's bashfulness. Then she flicked her eyes briefly towards her sissified slave, and barked:

“Skirt up, knickers down, you!” 

At once the ridiculous caricature of femininity before them hitched up its skirts and petticoats, and holding them about its waist with one hand, with the other pulled the pink directoire knickers down, to expose a completely-shaven pubic area and — a narrow steel tube completely enclosing a flaccid penis to just below the head. There, a bright pink ribbon was tied in a bow. From the base, behind the balls, was a ring to which the tube was attached. From this dangled a sturdy-looking, heavy-looking padlock. 

“That answer your question?” giggled Nina. The champagne had gone just a little to her head. 

Marjorie was gaping open-mouthed again. She had had no idea that such things went on — this was way beyond ‘Ms whiplash & Co.’! 

“So you don't…” 

“Dear no! Certainly not!” Nina faked horror. “That little device stays locked on 24/7 — except when prissy Missy here has been  very naughty. Then it comes off for a dose of my eight-thonged martinet. A good hard whipping on a limp little cockette works wonders in getting an errant sissy back on the straight and narrow!” 

The look on ‘Petunia's’ face, still standing there with skirt and petticoats raised and knickers about knees, was a sight to behold. Humiliation and misery, tinged with fear. 

“How did you get him that figure?” Marjorie mused as though speaking out loud. “I mean, most girls…” 

Nina grinned. 

“… would kill for it, he?” she completed. Marjorie was plump, though not as big as Nina. “Oh that was easy,” she continued proudly. “A restrictive diet, and some heavy corsetting.” 

“Must be some diet…” Marjorie remarked dubiously. 

Nina grinned. This was her favourite topic. 

“A teensy bowl of cold porridge in the morning, and another in the evening. With a multi-vitamin and some leaves and what-not from the garden, more than sufficient for a working girl. I did think of allowing it my left-overs now and again — as a special treat, you know? — but, dear me,” she patted her large belly complacently, “there never seem to be any!” 

Marjorie had to laugh, and Nina smiled. 

“I wouldn't fancy doing the housework in that get-up… and then in a corset…” 

Nina shrugged. 

“Well, I mean to say, it's not like Petunia has anything else to do, is it? And there are twenty-four hours in a day, after all. Plenty of time to get everything done! And if a certain sissy should be naughty and  lazy, then a trip to the punishment room soon puts things right!” 

“The… the punishment room?” 

“Yes. Would you like to see my punishment room?” 

“Well, um, sure…” 

They rose and Nina led the way from the room, down a long hallway, and stopped a a door. It was painted bright pink, and had ‘Pentunia’s Playroom' written on it in an elaborate italic font. 

They went in. The room was big, and festooned with various things, most prominent of which was a large — well, it looked like a gym horse, but Marjorie guessed it must be a whipping block. 

“As you can see, Petunia is very uncomfortable even being in here.” 

She stalked on her high heels right up close to her sissified plaything, who sure enough was fidgeting with nerves, and looked into its eyes. 

“This is not a nice place for naughty sissies! Is it, my prissy little Miss Petunia?” 

“N-no, Mistwess,” came the ludicrous, lisping response. 

“Nevertheless,” Nina continued on relentless, a bright shine of sadistic joy lighting up her face, 

“you  are very grateful to me for the time I spent in here helping you to be a better sissy, aren't you?” 

“Y-yeth… yeth thank you, Mistwess,” came the pathetic high-pitched reply. The sissy was trembling now, and looked as though about to cry. The eyes blinked rapidly, staring straight ahead in regulation fashion — though  not directly at the Mistress. 

“I think, Marjorie, we had better give you a little demo, hadn't we? Actions speak louder than words.” 

She did not wait for Marjorie's reply. 

“Fetch me a cane!” she barked at her uniformed maidservant. 

The unhappy creature curtseyed, tottered over to a jar filled with wicked-looking bamboo canes, and returned with one which, after another humble curtsey, was presented to the Mistress on upturned palms. 

Nina took it, and swished it through the air. 

“Assume the position then, you silly slut!” 

The sissy at once got knickers down, skirts and petticoats up, and sprawled over the whipping block that took pride of place in this scary and forbidding-looking room. Marjorie noted that that pale bare bum had already taken plenty of stick, by the looks of it: the flesh was fairly covered in thin red welts, some fading away, others quite, quite fresh. 

Nina smirked at Marjorie's open-mouthed gaze, and took up position behind the trembling sissified creation which had once been a man. 

THWACK! 

“One! Thank you, Mistwess!” 

The wretched sissified creature's artificial falsetto rang out loud and clear. 

THWACK! 

“Two! Thank you, Mistwess!” 

THWACK! 

“Three! Thank you, Mistwess!” 

THWACK! 

“Oooowwwwwfff-four! Thank you, Mistwess!” 

The squeal of pain, the count and the thanks were succeeded by a heart-rending sob. Nina made her sissy wait a little for the next stroke. And when it came, it was the hardest yet. 

THWACK! 

“Arrgghhh! F-five! Thank you, Mistwess!” 

THWACK! 

“Hnnnnnnn!! Si… Six! T-thank.. thank you, Mistwess!” 

By now it was hard for sissy to get the words out over her sobs. 

“Pull your knickers up, you snivelling sissy!” 

Nina said contemptuously, and slotted the cane back in its jar with the others. She winked at Marjorie and stood arms akimbo, obviously waiting for something. Sure enough, as soon as her sissy had got its uniform properly adjusted, it teetered over to her, curtseyed, then fell to its knees, clasped its hands in supplication, and, through heaving sobs, bleated out a little speech of thanks. It appeared to be something learned by rote (as indeed it was). 

Marjorie was quite simply gob-smacked. Never in a thousand years had she imagined Mike like this. This was revenge indeed — and then some! 

“Right, now fuck off back to your chores, you pathetic pansy!” barked Nina when the little speech was finished and the sissy knelt there in silence, waiting to be dismissed. “And if you think you can slack off because I have a guest, have another think! Or you'll find yourself back in here for a  proper caning before you can say ‘prissy pansy’!” 

“Yeth Mistwess,” the woebegone sissy-maid said, performed yet another of those deep, elaborate curtsies, and scurried off just as quick as those stockinged legs and high-heeled feet could go. 

“Come on, darling, ” said Nina to Marjorie. “let's finish off that champagne!” 

Arm in arm, the two new friends sauntered back to the living room. 

Prissy Polly Pansy

Mother-in-law's Sissified Plaything

Book II of Mistress Nina's Petticoated Playthings

A lazy, good-for-nothing husband tries his long-suffering wife's patience too far. When she finds his stash of forced feminisation magazines, he finds himself forced into tight girdles and frilly frocks, and put to work about the house. Tightly-girdled and fully-uniformed, soon he is working for his wife AND her mother as a full-time, unpaid domestic servant. But before long it gets get even worse — he becomes his mother-in-law's sissified plaything! 

EXPOSED

Tom Roberts had just walked through the door of the suburban semi-detached house he shared with his wife of thirteen years and gone into the living room which led off the hall. 

“‘Mother-in-law’s sissified plaything'?!” 

His wife's voice rang out, clearly enunciating each syllable in a voice that dripped disgust — and anger. 

“I… what?…umm…” 

His face coloured, betraying him. Then he saw the magazines and pamphlets scattered about the floor. Oh, for Pete's sake… His heart began to thump wildly. 

His wife, Miranda Roberts, who was sitting in her armchair, dropped the one whose title she had just read, and picked up another. 

“‘Made to be a Maid’?!” 

Tom said nothing. There was nothing to say. 

Miranda dropped that one too, and glared at him. 

“What is this  shit doing in my house?” 

“Oh… it's just… me and a couple of mates bought them for a lark… you know… a few pints… a laugh, like…” 

It sounded pathetic even to him, as soon as he heard the words coming from his mouth; but it was the best he could do. He had never been much of a liar when confronted. He preferred to avoid, conceal, evade rather than outright deny and dissimulate. 

“Couple of mates my arse! These are  yours! These are your *wank mags*, aren't they?” 

The phrase ‘wank mags’ was spat out with particular venom. 

Silence. 

“Aren't they? ” 

Her voice grew louder and sharper; her eyes bored into him. 

“Umm… s'ppose…,” he said quietly, and shrugged. 

“What sort of fucking man wanks to this… this weird… stuff?” 

She waved another magazine in the air, pronounced with distaste its title, “Forced into Frocks”; then threw it disgustedly to the floor. 

Tom hung his head and bit his lip. 

“No wonder I don't get any sex any more!” 

She tutted. 

“Are you a queer or something!” 

“No! God, no! I just…” 

“Just what?” 

“Look… I know… how it… but… it isn't as bad as it looks… I…” 

“Oh don't be bloody ridiculous!” She snapped. “It is every bit as bad as it looks! The question is, what are we going to do about it?” 

“Oh, I'll chuck 'em out, I'll…” 

“Ah-ah-ah! Not so fast!” she interrupted swiftly, wagging a well-manicured finger at him. “I know damn well you'll be off to your nasty little shop to stock up again before the month is out.” 

Tom held his tongue. He had no answer to that. 

Miranda nodded to herself. 

“Just as I thought! Get out of my sight! We will deal with this later.” 

“Oh babe, come on…” 

“What? I am not your ‘babe’! Fucking pathetic wanker! Get out of my sight! Now!” 

Tom got out of her sight. 

UNIFORMED

In the following days, Tom thought he was in the clear. Miranda had not mentioned her find again, and he had been careful to be on his best behaviour. Soon it would all blow over. Probably her time of the month or something. Women! 

But one evening, about a week after the confrontation in the living room, his wife's clear, well-spoken voice summoned him to the spare room upstairs. 

He walked in all cocky and breezy. 

“Yes my sweet?” 

And then he stopped dead. 

Arrayed on the single bed in the spare room was — a classic French maid's uniform! Cap, frock, stockings, undies — the works! The uniform was all frilly white lace and shining black satin. 

The underwear was elaborate, to say the least. In addition to bra and knickers, there was a rather complex foundation garment, and a pair of stockings. 

“I suppose you already know what all this gear is?” sneered Miranda. 

Tom stopped and stared, unable to get his thoughts out. Miranda carried on regardless. 

“Since you are going to start working as my maid-servant, I felt it appropriate that you be appropriately kitted out.” 

“Your what?” 

Tom couldn't believe his ears. 

“My maid-servant,” she repeated. “My uniformed maid-servant.” 

“Uniformed…?” 

“Yes! Uniformed. You didn't think all this rubbish was for me, did you?” 

But of course Tom had thought that all that ‘rubbish’ was for Miranda to wear. Of course! That was the first thought that had come into Tom's head. A bit of dressing up, spice up their jaded sex life — well, reactivate their non-existent sex life, to be honest. 

And now she was saying it was all for him? 

“But I can't…” 

“My house, my rules! You don't like it, leave!” 

Where was he going to go? Oh, to hell with it. If she wanted to humiliate him like this for a few hours, he could bully through it. Fuck her, the silly cow! 

“Right, then, get stripped off!” 

Tom shrugged and got out of his clothes. 

“These are your undergarments,” said Miranda, pointing to the girdles. “One for wearing, one for in the wash. I will expect you to be always fully-girdled when in uniform.” 

And, my dear, she added in thought, you will  always be in uniform! 

“But… I can't…” 

“You can, and you will! Now, get into your uniform!” 

It took some fumbling and fiddling, but finally he was dressed to Miranda's satisfaction. It became clear even to Tom that the uniform was ridiculously impractical. And the girdle was too tight for someone who was supposed to be doing physical work. He tried to point this out. But his wife was dismissive. 

“I suppose it does make some chores rather difficult, but that's alright, you've got plenty of time!” 

Having dealt with that objection, she steamed on full ahead. 

“I will expect you dressed — that is,  fully uniformed, from girdle to cap, because yes I will fucking check! — by six in the morning, at which time I will expect you to be scrubbing the kitchen floor.” 

“Six!” 

“You're not working, are you? No. Bloody living off of me! Well, no more! You pull your weight around here. I am  not working all day in the office and then coming home to skivvy for you all evening!  You can do some bloody skivying for a change!” 

Having bombarded him with this, she took the initiative in getting him started at once. 

“Come on! You can make a start on the kitchen floor, its bloody filthy.” 

She grabbed his arm and pulled him none-too-gently out of the room and to the head of the stairs. She had him walk down ahead of her. They went into the kitchen. 

Tom stood there nonplussed, looking at the floor as though he had never seen it before. 

“Isn't there a mop thing or… like a broom…” 

Tom had never bothered much with the house work, but he knew vaguely about mops. But Miranda shook her head decisively. 

“You'll find a bucket and rags in the broom cupboard.” 

Miranda stared him down until he went and got a bucket and rag. He stood there with them helplessly. 

“But how…?” 

“On your hands and knees, how else?” 

“Come on you lazy fucking tart!” 

She slapped his face. Shocked, her got down awkwardly on hands and knees and dipped the rag in the water. 

“Right, you little scrubber, I'll be back in half an hour, that should be enough time to get floor and surfaces bright and shining!” 

Miranda stalked off. Tom sighed — and scrubbed. 

DISCUSSED

Miranda confided in her best friend. It turned out that she had a friend whose ex-husband used to

‘dress’ (as they called it, apparently), and  she knew a lady who knew a lady called Nina —

indeed, ‘Mistress Nina’ — who was an expect in all this stuff. So Miranda ended up with Mistress Nina's phone number, and a name to give in lieu of introduction. 

“Hi, ah… Ms ?” 

“Yes?” 

The voice at the other end of the phone was cautious. 

“I… a mutual friend, Julia Cummings?” 

Silence. 

“She said… ah.. she said I might be able to use your advice… with my husband…” 

“Ah?” 

“Yes… I… um, that is…” 

“Go on, dear.” 

And it all came out in a gush. 

“Oh, I found his stash of disgusting magazines, all about being a maid and dressing up and serving his mother-in-law and all sorts of stuff and I got so angry and I got some stuff from a

charity shop and online and made him wear them and set him to doing housework but I don't know because Christ what sort of man wants that and why should I do what he wants and…” 

Miranda ran out of breath, broke off, and started to cry. 

“There, there, dear,” 

The voice on the phone was now warm, comforting. 

“I think you and I had better meet for coffee…” 

They made a date for the very next day. 

“So he wants to be a maid, does he?” 

Miranda tutted crossly. 

“Oh, I don't know, I don't think so, probably just wanking to them. That's what he said, anyway.” 

Nina looked thoughtful. 

“I just don't know,” Miranda continued. “I mean, I put him in some clothes and made him do a bit of housework, but…” 

Miranda toyed with her coffee-cup nervously. 

“Not working out?” 

“Oh, he gets dressed up and does a bit of work, but I am sure he changes again once I am off to work and lounges about just like he used to.” 

“There is an alternative,” said Nina thoughtfully. 

“What?” asked Miranda. 

“Well, as I said already on the phone, you could turn fantasy into reality — you could dominate him for real.” 

Miranda shook her head firmly. 

“No,” she announced, “I don't want to play his silly games, dressing up like some tart and waving a whip about!” 

“Oh, sorry!” she added, remembered Nina's ‘profession.’

Nina smiled indulgently. 

“Oh, I don't mean all that sort of stuff, my dear. What you would do or not do would be entirely

up to you. I simply mean, make him your maid for real. Then you make the rules, and he has to obey. You made a start the other day, and that's something.” 

Miranda started to say something, then stopped. She thought for a bit. 

“You know, I do like being in charge, always have. Big bossy old bird, that's me!” 

She laughed, then bit her lip, looked pensive, and continued:

“I certainly think someone has to lead in this relationship…” 

“You were certainly in the lead the other day!” 

Miranda flushed. 

“Yes, but… that's not really me…” She trailed off. 

“Normally, of course, the man takes the lead.” 

“As if!” Miranda snorted. She was getting upset. Nina took her hand, and waited for her to calm down a bit. 

“So… why don't  you try taking charge?” 

Miranda nodded. “I see what you mean, it has to be one of us… We can't go on as we are.” 

“The thing to do,” Nina explained, “is to take it slowly.” 

Miranda still looked doubtful, but listened. 

“If you toss a frog into a pan of boiling water, it will jump right out. But, if you put the same frog into a pan of cool water, it will swim happily about. Now, put that pan on a gas ring, and turn on the heat. The water will heat up slowly, while the frog swims about, until — one cooked frog!” 

Miranda laughed. 

“Oh, poor frog!” 

“The same with Tom,” Nina continued. ”You take it nice and easy to start, nice and easy… and then one day, homeless, penniless, and without even a stitch of clothing to his name, he realises what you have done — but by then, it will be too late!” 

Miranda was stunned. But also strangely excited. 

“Wow, that's… harsh… but fair, as it happens. Yes! Why not? He wants it — he's got it!” 

Nina chuckled. 

“That's the spirit!” 

Then, she continued more soberly:

“Look, at the end of the day, you've got to decide what's right for you. Only you can do that. 

Based on what you've told me about your husband, I would say that he's ripe for it. And from what you've told me about the marriage, I would say that if you  don't take action, it is only a matter of time before you two split up. And then you have all the mess and fuss of divorce…” 

Miranda nodded solemnly. 

“Well, there it is. And now, think of this: as a maid, his  whole existence will be focused on making you feel special — in any way you want.  Any way!” 

Miranda smiled. 

“Sounds good to me!” 

“Start off slowly, by all means, but if you take my advice, you will sooner or later need to turn him into your full-time, no-limits maid. It's essential; or sooner or later, he'll be off. And you don't want that, do you?” 

“No, I don't,” said Miranda firmly. “I am not having him getting half of everything, after the way he has treated me!” 

She considered, looking thoughtful. She sighed. 

“I will have to give it a go, won't I? I just hope I don't mess everything up…” 

Nina smiled reassuringly. 

“You'll be fine, I promise. Just give me a ring as soon as you feel uncomfortable about anything, OK?” 

“Yeah, OK…” 

“Now, it is vital to be firm, forceful, and make rapid progress. Don't stop, don't give him to time to think! You already have him in frillies, and even restrictive undergarments, yes? That is a great start! Congratulations! Now, the next step is domestic discipline. Get a cane!” 

Miranda gasped. 

“Oh yes, spare the rod and spoil the sissy!” 

Nina was in her element now. She continued rapidly, piling on point after point. 

“Then chastity, to stop him wasting his energy wanking when he should be skivying — there are devices you can get, I will give you the name of a good supplier; then a name-change; then displaying him to a chosen friend or friends — a group is best, of course, if you can manage it.” 

“Wow!” exclaimed Miranda. It was a lot to take it. “That's… that's a lot to take in…” 

Nina finished her coffee and laid the cup down on the saucer. 

“Well, my dear, get started as soon as possible, and the best of luck!” 

“I'll give you a ring and let you know how I get on.” 

“Do that!” 

With a kiss on the cheek, Nina was gone. 

On the drive home, Miranda's mind was in turmoil. Was it right, what she was planning to do? 

And would it even work? 

CHASTISED

Now that Tom was ‘helping with the housework’ while dressed as a maid, the next step was to take control of his sexuality. Miranda thought that would be the easiest ‘next step’. So she measured him, bought a chastity device — and then tackled the most difficult part: getting him into it. It proved easier than expected. 

Ambushing him one morning while he was on hands and knees scrubbing the kitchen floor, she went on the attack. 

“Hard at work, eh?” 

“Well, yeah…” 

“Oh, yes! Nice show for me before I leave for work. But I know full well the minute I am out that door, you are going to be wanking,” she said flatly. 

“But I…” 

“But me no buts!” she interrupted crossly. “I know you do. I know what the magazines were for, I am not stupid. It's just cheating, plain and simple. In fact, it's worse than cheating, it's not  even with anyone else.” 

“I…” 

“Never mind you, for a change!” Miranda was relentless. “Now get your knickers down and let me try this for size.” 

Tom started to rise. 

“No, as you are. Just kneel up straight.” 

Miranda squatted down and as tom hitched up his uniform skirt she quickly tugged his knickers down. 

The device slipped on with no muss or fuss. 

Click! 

“There we are, that wasn't hard, was it?” 

Not the only thing that won't be hard in future! she thought to herself as she slipped the key into her handbag. 

“And now must dash! Remember, today is washday! I left a pile out in the bedroom!” 

And without giving him time to retort or protest, Miranda was off to work. 

Left alone, Tom knelt where he was, trying to take in what had just happened. The he signed and got on with scrubbing the floor. 

He would have to have a talk with her about all this, he decided…

CANED

“Frock up, panties down, girl!” 

Some girl! The great strapping man, a look of utter misery on his painted face, obediently bent, lifted the hem of his frock to his waist and bunched it there, then lowered his frilly pink panties. 

Miranda Roberts brought the cane down hard across her sissified husband's bare bottom. 

THWACK! 

“You wanted this, you got it!” 

“Oh, oh,… please, please Miranda.. stop, stop! It hurts, and… and it is so humiliating!” 

THWACK! 

“You are humiliated?” 

THWACK! 

“How do you think I felt, when I found those  disgusting magazines? I have never been so humiliated in my life!” 

THWACK! 

“But you are going to learn all about humiliation, sissy!” 

THWACK! 

“Oh yes, you'll learn sissy, you'll learn!” 

THWACK! 

“Now get your knickers up and go and do the washing.” 

The wretched sissified male straightened up, his face red and showing his utter misery, and pulled up the frilly pink knickers. Wincing with the pain from his welted rump, he walked awkwardly to to the door. 

His wife's voice rang out:

“Come back here!” 

He turned and looked at her blankly. Then returned to stand before her. 

She slapped his face, hard. 

“What do you do when your Mistress dismisses you?” 

“Oh.. I-I'm supposed to curtsey.” 

She slapped his face again. 

“Who am I, the cat's mother?” 

“Oww! I'm sorry! — Ma'am. I'm supposed to curtsey, Ma'am.” 

“Well?” 

He bobbed a little. 

“What was  that supposed to be?” 

“A curtsey, Ma'am?” 

“Pathetic! Right! You can have a little break from your chores, and go and do two hours of curtsey practice instead! And  then you can get on with the washing! And yes, I will check on the camera!” 

The wretched man bobbed another apology for a curtsey, remembered his “Yes, Ma'am”, and scurried off. 

Tom Roberts had never wanted this to happen. He wanted very much to somehow make it all stop. But he could not. 

Bloody ‘curtsey practice’. It was his wife's latest idea. He hated curtsey practice. But he had to do it. 

In the converted guest bedroom, now the “maid's room”, He looked at himself in the mirror. Clad in this ridiculous uniform. Six more like it hung in the wardrobe. He no longer had any other

clothes. Miranda had given them to a charity shop. He had made quite a song and dance about that, but it had not got him anywhere. After six months out of work, he had no money of his own, and certainly nowhere else to live. And now, if he wanted to leave, he would have to walk the streets in an outfit that would make a common prostitute look under-dressed. 

He had to make a stand at some point. He knew that. And he would: he would…

In the meantime, he bobbed himself a curtsey in the mirror, trying to synchronise arms and body, and not look so much like ‘a great big fairy elephant’…

RENAMED

According to Mistress Nina, having dressed him and disciplined him, the next stage was to rename him. Something sissy; something  feminine — but something  ridiculously over-the-top feminine. Miranda went through the magazines, picked a very sissy name and, not content with that, got a name-badge printed up. After all, domestic staff in hotels and such often wore such badges, didn't they? And Tom wanted to be a ‘maid’, didn't he? Well then! Miranda Roberts had decided to go to town on her wretched husband. 

Of course Tom made a fuss when he heard about his new name. But Miranda was well-prepared for that. The cane was lying ready. Her uniformed sissy maid was already well under her thumb, so that he made only token resistance when ordered to get skirts up and knickers down for a caning. 

Mrs Roberts swung the cane and brought it down with full force across the bare rump. 

THWACK! 

“Oooouuuuwwwww!” 

Tom didn't like pain. he didn't like it all. He broke almost at once. 

THWACK! 

“Arrggghhh!” 

“What is your name?” 

“My name…” (sob) “…my name is…” (sob) “…Prissy Polly Pansy…” 

THWACK! 

“Arggghhh!” 

“Who am I, the cat's mother?” 

“Ma'am! Ma'am! No, I…” (sob) “…my name..“ (sob) “…Prissy Polly Pansy,  Ma'am.” (sob). 

Mrs Roberts smirked. 

“Very good!” 

She swung the cane again. 

THWACK! 

“Owwwwww…!” 

“And now, Little miss Prissy Polly Pansy, what is your status here?” 

“My…I.. I am your house maid, Ma'am.” 

“That's right, you are! Make sure you remember your place in future. Now, Prissy Polly Pansy, you have chores to do! Of you go!” 

The sobbing sissified wretched stood, got his knickers up and his skirts down, and hobbled off in tears to his drudgery. 

It was after this that Tom, or rather Pansy, made one more attempt to reason with his wife, or rather Mistress. 

Making sure to execute a perfect curtsey and respectfully asking permission to speak, his asked her if they could not stop all this. He had learned his lesson and would be a good husband in future. 

Miranda Roberts looked at him as if he had suggested a trip to the moon. 

“Stop? No! No, we can't stop. And don't think for one moment you are getting a divorce.” 

She wagged her finger at him. 

“This is your life now,” she added curtly. She let that sink in, and when he tried to reply, interrupted:

“Off you go back into the kitchen and get on with your chores. You have knickers to wash, I think?” 

Poor Pansy curtseyed and minced away. 

DISPLAYED

And now came the time to share her secret. Miranda rang a few friends, and Mistress Nina of course, and had them come round for afternoon drinks. 

The girls were all assembled in the living room. “Right!” Miranda announced, standing up and

clapping her hands for attention. “We are all here, so it's time for the show!” 

Having got everyone's attention, Miranda rang her bell. It pealed loudly. 

“What's this, then?” asked Julie, who like most of them was not in on the secret. “Are you re-enacted ‘Upstairs Downstairs’?” 

Miranda and Nina grinned at each other. 

“Kindof-sortof. You'll see.” 

After a few moments, they did see. There was a knock on the living room door, Miranda called grandly “Enter!”, the door opened, and — in walked a rare sight to behold! Jaws dropped, mouths opened. 

“Right, girls! I'd like you to meet my new house maid!” 

In minced the person who was once her husband Tom, who was now her maid ‘Prissy Polly Pansy’. Said maid advanced into the centre of the room, executed a deep, elaborate curtsey, then stood, hands folded neatly before his apron, waiting to serve. 

“Oh my God!” blurted Jane, breaking the silence. “It's Tom!” 

“No, Jane, this isn't Tom,” cautioned Miranda, trying to be serious but failing to disguise her mirth. “The poor dear will get very upset if you think she's a bloke!” 

That broke the ice. They all laughed uproariously. 

“What's this?” asked Jane, noticing the name-tag. “‘Prissy Polly Pansy’,” she read out in a loud voice, and then burst out laughing. 

“Prissy Polly Pansy, yes,” confirmed Miranda. 

“Good name for a sissy maid,” said Nina approvingly. 

“Nice dress, sweetie, did you make it yourself?” teased Julie. 

Pansy stared into space, utter humiliation written over his face. 

“Answer the nice lady!” taunted his wife. 

“N-no, no… Ma'am,” stuttered Pansy. 

The company laughed in unison again. At a signal from Miranda, Pansy then served a round of drinks. 

As they sipped their white wine, the girls discussed “Pansy's kinky fantasies”, as Miranda insisted on calling what she had done to him. 

As the chatting and taunting continued, a tear ran slowly down Pansy's left cheek. Nina noticed it and nudged Miranda. 

“Stop your snivelling, you great big sissy, and refill Jackie's drink!” Pansy's owner (for such she now was) barked at him. 

At once he minced over to Jackie and refilled her glass. Jackie thrust her hand up his skirt and gave him bum a squeeze. 

As the drink flowed, so the girls became more forwards. After Jackie, other hands were up his skirts, groping, exploring. He could do nothing but submit to the various indignities. Once everyone was tipsy, the inevitable moment came when he had to hitch up his skirt to show off his pretty knickers. And then of course someone — it happened to be Jane — got inquisitive about what was under the knickers. Pansy was most reluctant to show them all, but pressure from his wife, and the memory of the caning that surely awaited him if he was disobedient, convinced him to pull his knickers down and show them all his pitiful imprisoned cock. 

“More a cockette than a cock, really,” mused Jane. 

“Oooh, look at the state of that bum!” said Jackie. 

“Spare the rod and spoil the sissy!” pronounced Miranda firmly, earning an approving smile from Mistress Nina. 

And then she had an idea. 

“Fetch the cane, Prissy Polly Pansy!” 

His face fell. But… but… he had done  everything he was told! He had submitted to all this dreadful humiliation. He couldn't be caned! He couldn't be! But he dare not disobey. He scurried off, and soon was back with the dreaded rod, which he handed to his wife, not forgetting a curtsey. Each curtsey had caused much merriment among the girls, and this one was no exception. 

“Now, girls!” called Miranda. “Form a more or less orderly line, please! One girl, one stroke!” 

Pansy couldn't believe his ears. He felt his wife tug his knickers briskly down, then he felt his wife pushing his shoulders. And he bent. 

And then the first stroke fell. It was not so hard. It was not the pain, it was — these were his wife's friends, he had met most of them. And now here he was, all dolled-up in a maid's uniform, bending, knickers down, being  caned by every one of them! 

LOANED

By now, Miranda, having followed Mistress Nina's ‘frog technique’, had got Pansy working an 18-hour day, seven days a week — and of course  always in full uniform. He hadn't a moment

spare to think. Just drudge, drudge, drudge. 

The next stage came as a bombshell. He was bundled into the car one day and driven over to his Mother-in-law's! 

Miranda had outlined things over the phone, not quite sure how her mother would react. In fact Mrs Grant, a divorcée in her sixties, was delighted once she got over the shock. She had never liked Tom. 

Pansy had wished the earth would swallow him up as he was led into his Mother-in-law's sitting room. 

“Mummy, this is Prissy Polly Pansy!” 

“Enchanted, I'm sure!” sneered Mrs Grant. 

What a get-up! she thought. Imagine a man being reduced to that! No proper man would let it happen. Pathetic little sissy deserves everything Miranda has done to him! And she found Pansy rather an improvement on Tom, that was for sure. Slightly less useless, for a start! 

And so, after confiding with her mother, Miranda now drove over once a week on Saturday morning with Pansy so that her sissy maid could spend the day working for her mother. 

Miranda, meanwhile, got on with her life. Although middle-aged and curvy, still was still attractive, and it wasn't long before she found someone who could satisfy her needs. 

And so things went, until Miranda decided that she wanted her boyfriend to move in. Clearly that was a problem with Pansy around. She hit on the solution. It was obvious. He could move in with her Mother! Well, he had wanked to that stupid booklet hadn't he — 'Mother-in-law's Sissified Plaything'? So, now he  would be! A dream come true! She smiled to herself grimly. Or a nightmare. Well — whatever! 

The next day, Pansy in tow, she visited her mother to broach the subject. 

As Mrs Grant listened to her daughter, an outline of a possible future started to sketch itself in her mind. So the great useless lummox wanted to be a sissy maid, did he? Well, she was going to making him the best bloody sissy maid in all of England, if not the world, if she had to take all the skin off his arse with the cane to do it! And so Mrs Grant, a big mature lady in twin-set and pearls who looked like butter wouldn't met in her mouth, became behind closed doors a ruthless tyrant who took great pleasure in using and abusing a son-in-law she had never liked! 

Then, the decision made, Pansy was summoned. On arrival, he had been sent straight into the kitchen to make a start on the washing-up. He reappeared now, plastic apron over his uniform to protect it from the sudsy water. 

“I have explained to Mummy about our difficult domestic situation,” announced Miranda as though speaking to a slow-witted child, “and she's had a good read of your pathetic wank mags, 

and she thinks she can give you what you so obviously need. A stable domestic environment, with plenty of discipline, and lots of dressing up in the frillies you so love!” 

it looked as though Pansy was going to break one of Miranda's rules — one of her many, many rules — the rule about servants being seen and not heard — so Miranda Roberts held up her hand brusquely for silence. 

“No arguments, please! You have nowhere else to go, and you should be grateful to Mummy for looking after you. You wouldn't last long on the street in that get-up, would you?” Miranda sneered. 

And that was true enough. 

MOTHER-IN-LAW'S SISSIFIED PLAYTHING

Miranda rang the bell again. Oh bother! She  must be in — where would she have gone? Losing patience, she fumbled in her handbag for the spare key to Mummy's place that she kept for emergencies. She unlocked the door and entered the hall. Still no-one. 

“Mummy! Mummy!” 

No reply. Oh, where could she have got to? And where was Pansy? 

She checked downstairs. Not a sign. She went upstairs, and heard noises. She stopped outside the door to guest bedroom, which she was surprised to see was painted a bright pink, and bore the legend 'Prissy Polly Pansy'. 

Whatever…? 

She pushed open the door — and stopped dead. There was a gym horse in the middle of the room, over which Prissy had been securely strapped. He was in full uniform, but the skirts of his dress had been thrown up, and his knickers were round his ankles — and he was being given a good seeing-to by none other than — Miranda's mother! She was stripped completely off, and was wearing a double-ended strap-on dildo. A faint sheen of sweat gleamed on her. 

Miranda gave a broad grin. 

“Well, well, what have we here? Prissy Polly Pansy getting  fucked by his own mother-in-law! 

Heavens!” 

Her mother turned her head to greet her. 

“Oh hello darling, I heard you downstairs but I am afraid I just couldn't bring myself to…

ooohhh!” 

With that, Mrs Grant thrust vigorously again, and, shuddering with pleasure, returned her attentions to her sissy plaything. 

After a few moments watching her sissy husband getting a good seeing-to from her mother, Miranda looked around the room. Aside from the gym horse, there was little there. A narrow camp bed along one wall, with a immaculately made she noted A little collection of ‘instruments of correction’ hung from a panel on the wall, a couple of canes, a riding crop, and other things that Miranda could not put a name to. A rack was next to it, holding an array of variously-coloured uniforms, including one in bright shocking pink. There was also a small chest of drawers which when opened by a curious Miranda proved to be full of old-fashioned bloomers and girdles and stocks and even some frilly knickers. Miranda grinned broadly. Mummy had been busy! 

Miranda strolled around to face her husband, and stood arms akimbo looking contemptuously down at the sissified wretch. Then she lent forward, took Tom's chin in her hand, and forced him to look her in the eyes. 

“I want to see your face while Mummy gives it to you good and hard,” she announced. “Keep looking in my eyes, sissy!” 

Pansy, already distressed by the vigorous seeing-to he was being subjected to by his wife's mother, burst into tears — but he struggled to maintain eye contact. Mother-in-law had already given him a caning this morning, and he did  not want another one. And he knew he would get one if he disobeyed her daughter, his wife. 

Tears streamed down his face as his Mother-in-law continued thrusting vigorously. Miranda saw the distress and pleading in his eyes, and smiled. Serves you right, you pathetic sissy wanker! she thought. 

“Oh, Mum! You should see this! The randy little tart's loving every minute! Give it to her good and hard, go on!” 

She reached forward and twisted Pansy's left nipple cruelly. 

When Mother-in-law had finished using Pansy, she slapped his welted arse hard and said callously, “back to work, you randy tart!” The sobbing sissy straightened up, hastily put his uniform in order, and remembered to bob a humble curtsey each lady in turn before scurrying off to his menial tasks. 

Mother and daughter then sat down for coffee in the living room, served by Pansy of course. As Pansy, having served the coffee, turned to go, his wife stopped him. Then, turning to her mother, she asked:

“I hope he — I mean, she — is working hard for you, Mummy?” 

“Oh, you know, she's not bad. It'll take a while to get her up to my standards, but I'm sure we'll get there!” 

“And keeping you satisfied in… ah… other areas?” 

“No need to be so coy after what you caught me up to this afternoon!” 

They laughed together. Then Mrs Grant continued, 

“As you have already seen, she offers her pretty little bum to me whenever I am in the mood, and then of course she gives me plenty of oral attention too.” 

She went on the describe Pansy's other duties. Pansy stood in silence, hearing it all. And Miranda listened with smug satisfaction, smiling and nodding as Mrs Grant went on and on about what she had done with Pansy, and what she made Pansy do. She had gone about as far as it was possible to go in his transformation from a lazy beer-swilling slob into a humble, hard-working, male maid. In truth Mrs Grant rather gilded over the full extent of his servitude, omitting for instance the daily arse-licking ‘to show respect’, the ‘daily dozen’ from the cane to keep him properly humble…. She had gone to town on poor Pansy, good and proper! 

When she was finished, Miranda looked at her husband with open contempt. 

“You love it, don't you, you tart!” 

He could not speak. 

“Mummy's done a marvellous job with you, hasn't she, Pansy?” Miranda continued relentlessly. 

“Hmmm?” 

“Y-yes, yes, … Ma'am…” Prissy mumbled. 

“Speak up girl!” barked Mrs Grant sharply. 

“Yes, Ma'am,” the wretched Sissy repeated, more loudly. 

“Well? Aren't you going to thank her then?” 

Prissy looked dumbfounded. Mrs Grant sneered, then grinned at her daughter, who had begun to drum her finger-nails on the side-table while staring threateningly at Prissy. 

“I… I…” Prissy stammered out, then stopped. Then, in dread fear of his former wife, he bobbed a neat curtsey to his strict mother-in-law, who sat smirking waiting to hear what he had to say, and managed to get out a whole sentence:

“Thank you so much for all you have done for me, Mother-in-law.” 

The two women laughed at loud. 

“You're welcome, I'm sure, Pansy!” retorted Mrs Grant. “And now Miranda and I want to have a nice chat. So of you go, back to your chores.” 

“Yes, Mother-in-law,” said Pansy with a shaking voice, bobbed a curtsey, and minced out. 

Sometime after his wife left, while he was dusting the top of the kitchen shelves, Mother-in-law's bell rang. Pansy at once clambered down off the step-ladder and hurried into her presence. 

Mrs Grant was sitting at the dining room table. 

“I have something for you to sign, Prissy Polly Pansy. To make our little arrangement all nice and legal, like.” 

She indicated the several page document lying on the coffee table. Pansy picked it up and started to read. 

“There's no need to  read it, girl, just  sign it!” Mrs Grant at once said crossly. “Come on!” She thrust the pen in Pansy's right hand. Seeing him still hesitating, she pressed. “Now you know what happens to naughty girls who do not do as they are told,” she said in a cold voice; then, encouragingly, “it's just a little thing to say that you and I are having fully consensual no-strings adult fun. Where's he harm in that?” 

Pansy gave up, and signed. What harm could it do? He had still thought of no way out of this preposterous situation. It seemed futile for a tightly-girdled, fully-uniformed sissy-maid to balk at signing some bit of legalese to cover the woman who now exploited him so completely. If only he could get away, then it could simply be forgotten…

“Thank you!” exclaimed Mother-in-law brightly, and patted his cheek. “Now you just run along back to your chores, there's a good little sissy.” 

Pansy automatically rose, curtseyed, and made to leave. 

“Oh, what is it you are doing anyway?” Mother-in-law asked casually. 

“I… I am hand washing your lingerie, Ma'am,” said Pansy. 

Mrs Grant grinned. 

“Good! Well, off you go! Chop-chop!” 

And the wretched sissy scurried off to his menial labour. 

But Pansy didn't ‘get away’. His days soon stretched on and on, eighteen hours of non-stop domestic service, seven days a week. 

For a while, Prissy Polly Pansy continued as Mother-in-law's full-time maid, with visits twice a week to his wife's house to keep it spick and span. Then, one day, his wife paid her mother another one of her visits. Usually, after serving coffee and cake, Pansy was dismissed to his unending chores, returning to the room only when rung for and needless to say taking no part in the conversation of his betters. However, on this day, Pansy was summoned into their presence for a quite other reason. 

He curtseyed and stood nervously, fidgeting, his hands playing with the edges of the very short, shocking pink uniform which his mother-in-law had had made for him. 

“Stop fidgeting, girl!” Miranda said. Pansy's hands stopped moving at once. He was in mortal dread of both these she-devils. 

“Now,” Miranda went on, “I understand you have signed a contract with Mummy, is that correct?” 

“Y-yes… yes, Ma'am.” 

“In which you confess to wanting to be her sissy slave for life?” 

“I…I… yes, Ma'am, but…” 

“No buts! You did, didn't you?” 

“Y-yes… I did, Ma'am.” 

“Well, there you are then!” she said brightly. “Obviously it would be most improper for me to be married to my own mother's sissy slave, so here are the divorce papers for you to sign.” 

Perhaps Tom Roberts would have balked at this. But Prissy Polly Pansy, already conditioned to a life of humble obedience, simply signed what he was told to sign. 

“Of course I am keeping the house,” his soon to be ex-wife breezily informed him. “Your new home is here, with Mummy.” 

She gave him a dazzling smile, but her eyes was cold. Her mother chuckled. 

“So I am  so glad you and Mummy are getting along so well! What a change from the past!” 

“Oh! Almost forgot! Mummy, you ought to take this, just in case… you ever know…” 

She removed the chain from around her neck, on which had long hung the key to Pansy's chastity device, and handed it to her mother. 

“And now I must dash, Mummy, Rob's taking me out for a pub lunch… bye-bye! And do enjoy your new kinky life-style, Prissy Polly Pansy!” 

And with that Miranda Grant rose, hugged and kissed her mother, and left. 

Mother-in-law secured the chain around her neck, and made sure that the key to Pansy's chastity restrainer was prominently displayed between her ample cleavage. She stared at Pansy in triumph. 

“You belong to me now, Pansy!” 

She licked her lips, savouring the desperation of the wretched feminised creature who stood before her. 

“I think we should celebrate — fetch me a glass of wine!” 

Pansy curtseyed, minced off, and came back with a glass of chilled Chardonnay, Mrs Grant's favourite. She took the glass and drank deep. When she had finished, she ordered another. Soon, she was just a little bit tipsy. She eyed her sissy maid lasciviously. 

“Can't be bothered going all the way up those stairs up to your playroom! I think I'll do you here. 

Run and fetch the strap-on, there's a good little sissy maid!” 

“Oh God! Please Mother-in-law, don't!” Pansy pleaded desperately. 

“Do as you are told, girl! Or do you want the cane across your kinky arse  first, before I give you a bit of the other?” 

“Oh no! No, no, please…I'll get it, Mother-in-law… I'll get it…” sobbed Pansy, then bobbed a curtsey and scurried from the room. 

Soon he was back with the thing he hated most in the world, even more than Mother-in-law's cane: the big black strap-on dildo. 

Mother-in-law was already striped down to her underwear. One hand was stroking the nipple of her right breast through the thin lace of her bra; the other was down the front of her black lace panties. She licked her lips lasciviously as she saw her male maid curtsey, dildo in hand. 

“Get yer knickers down, you saucy tart! You know you love it!” 

She snatched the strap-on from his limp hand. Biting his lip, Pansy hitched up his skirt and petticoats, and pulled down his baggy white directoire knickers. They pooled about his ankles. 

Now exposed were his tiny trapped cockette, looking most incongruous with the pink ribbon around it, and his shaven legs, which shook in their nylon stockings. 

“Now get yourself bent over that sofa!” 

Prissy Polly Pansy did exactly as he was told. He knew that behind him, his mother-in-law, stripped down to her expensive lace lingerie (hand-washed by him), was now strapping on the dildo. Then the sissy caught sight of himself in the mirror over the fireplace. The mass of blonde curls, the heavy make-up, the fluttering false eye-lashes… he could barely recognise himself. His tears were already making his make-up start to run down over his face. And then his mouth opened wide in pain as the cruel dildo invaded him…

…and there, dear readers, we must leave ‘Prissy Polly Pansy’ to get on with his new life as a chaste, uniformed sissy-maid under the strict control of his mother-in-law. All those secret part-time fantasies — of being tarted up in a maid's uniform; of wearing restrictive, old-fashioned undergarments; of being given a girlie name; of toiling of domestic chores from before dawn to after dusk — all those and more are  full-time reality now. Isn't he  lucky?! 


Mistress Nina's Party

Petticoated Playthings On Display

Book III of Mistress Nina's Petticoated Playthings

Having acquired Petunia, her full-time, live-in lady's maid, and helped Miranda Roberts (née Grant) reduce her husband to the status of a sissified plaything in full-time service to Miranda's mother, Mistress Nina decides to throw a party for friends old and new. Ladies are free to bring a male ‘friend’ — just so long as the ‘friend’ is their slave! 

PREPARATIONS

Mistress Nina stepped out of the shower. She stood there, regally nude, her big, pale body dripping water, and at once her lady's maid, who had been standing quietly, hands neatly joined over her apron, humbly waiting to serve while Madame enjoyed her refreshing shower, hurried forward with a big fluffy towel and began to dry her gently. This maid was rather special. This

‘maid’ was no woman, but a feminised man! A  forcibly feminised man. Broken by the cruel harshness of Mistress Nina's training methods — she is a woman with decades of experience in feminising the male, one who has had success with even the most recalcitrant of the inferior sex

— he is now resigned to his new life as a sissified maid-servant. His name was Mike; he was a manager. Now, his name is Petunia; he is a lady's maid. It's that simple. 

Having successfully dried Madame without mishap, he next powdered and perfumed her, then trotted after her to the bedroom to dress her. Although Petunia was quite well-trained by now, his hands still trembled slightly as he helped his strict, mature owner into her girdle. He knew he could well be caned for the slightest little thing. In the event, he managed to get Madame fully-dressed without receiving so much as a slap in the face. These days, that was something to be content about. If you have told ‘Mike’ that this would one day be about as good as it got, he would have laughed in your face. ‘Petunia’ however knows that this  is as good as it gets. 

Once fully attired, Mistress Nina admired herself in the mirror for a while. The dress was of purple velvet, with a very low cut neckline. It was rather tight, showing off all of Mistress Nina's womanly curves which were still shapely enough when, as now, they were assisted by a good girdle. 

Petunia was not yet dressed for the occasion, although in truth his outfit was elaborate enough. 

Today he was wearing a short uniform of black, elaborately trimmed with white lace, and a darling little matching maid's cap perched on his mass of blonde curls — a wig, needless to say: Petunia was kept  fully depilated, from the top of his head to his pencilled-on eyebrows and, last and least, his locked-up ‘sissy clit’. 

“Alright, girl,” she said shortly when she had done admiring herself, “go and change into your party frock, then wait to be called for.” 

Petunia bobbed a quite perfect curtsey (a skill that had been literally caned into him), then teetered off, hips swinging in regulation fashion as he walked away on his high heels (walking so well and so womanly in heels was another skill learned through the cane). 

Mistress Nina in turn made her way sedately downstairs. 

IN THE GARDEN

Mistress Nina was very excited at the prospect of entertaining guests at this evening's party, her first for a while. It would give her the chance to catch up with several ladies she had helped with their recalcitrant male partners. In particular she was looking forward to meeting Miranda Grant's mother. Miranda Grant — Miranda Roberts as she then was — had received copious help and encouragement over the phone and in person in dealing with her useless, waste-of-space husband. Said husband, formerly ‘Tom’, was now ‘Prissy Polly Pansy’, and the full-time uniformed maid-servant of his own mother-in-law! Of course, she wasn't really his mother-in-law any more, since Miranda had divorced the pathetic sissy. But still…

First to arrive were Fiona and June, two old friends of Nina's who had expressed a keen interest in learning more about the world of female domination. Though neither had as yet acquired a slave of their own, Nina was sure that her influence would tell in the end, and they would ‘take the plunge’. She hoped this this evening's party would be a major step in the right direction. 

Nina brought them both outside, where they could sit and enjoy the late afternoon sun. They sat out on garden chairs on her large front lawn, which would allow them to see the guests as they arrived. Once Nina was settled down with her friends, she rang for her ‘staff’. That, she knew, would give the girls something to think about! 

First to arrive was Tom, her house-boy as Mistress Nina styled him. He was completely nude, as always. He came to a halt a few feet away, bowed low, then stood rigidly at attention. Both guests were a little shocked, but eyed him avidly. 

“What's that thing on his… on him?” asked June, as coy as ever. Fiona sniggered. 

“That,” proclaimed Mistress Nina with delight (she loved answering  this question above all others), “is his chastity device, or cock restrainer if you will. It is to stop him playing with himself.” 

June just sat and stared then, first at Nina, then back at Tom. 

And at that moment who should arrive but Petunia! If Tom was a surprise and a half, then Petunia was an out and out shock! It was obviously no slave-girl who minced into the room on ridiculously high heels, came to a petticoat-swaying halt, and bobbed an elaborate curtsey. Under the blonde curls, the face was heavily made-up — too heavily made-up, into a caricature of the

‘painted tart’. And the uniform. Well, the uniform was something else. It was shocking pink in colour, and really so short it could barely even be called a mini-dress. A mass of frilly lace adorned it, and frilly lace petticoats swished and swayed under the skirt of the dress with the slightest movement. Seamed black lace stockings adored the rather hefty legs, and the matching

pink heels were fully seven inches high. 

Both girls stared. And the same thought went through both heads: this was clearly a man — of sorts. Yes, despite externals, he was very obviously a man rather than a woman, in fact he whole get-up seemed designed to emphasise rather than disguise that fact — as was indeed the case. 

But what sort of man would do this, or allow this? 

Nina laughed at the expression on June's face, and on Fiona's — this particular plaything was new to  her as well. 

“This is Pentunia, my new lady's maid,” she announced, and waited for the barrage of questions. 

But neither June nor Fiona had anything to say. This whole world was new to June; and while Fiona had known about Tom, she still thought of him more as a compliant, obedient boy-friend

— the ideal boy-friend! — rather than as Nina's  slave. 

Nina waved a hand towards a corner of the room, and at once Petunia bobbed another curtsey and minced over there, to stand, hands folded neatly in front, waiting to serve. 

Nina turned her attention to Tom. 

“Come here boy,” she ordered curtly. 

Tom moved closer. Nina reached between her ample cleavage and extracted a key which hung from a simple gold chain. This she used to unlock the heavy iron cylinder about his cock. It swung open, and came free; and Nina placed it casually on the table before them. Then she took Tom's cock in her hand. 

“He's not badly built, as it happens,” she remarked. 

June and Fiona just gawped. 

“Let's get you all the way up for the girls, shall we, Tom-tom?” Nina said, and her hand continued its stimulating motion. In no time at all, it seemed, Tom's cock was long and stiff and hard as a rock. 

Fiona gave a low whistle. 

“I'll bet that whopper sees some use?” 

“Oh, well, I don't know about that,” said Nina coyly. “In fact he hasn't had any since I gave him Petunia last month,” she added casually, cupping Tom's balls in her hand as she spoke. 

“Since you…” June echoed. “But… he's… not gay, surely?” 

“Oh heavens no!” cackled Nina. “Nor is Petunia for that matter. But, it is that or nothing, and he has learned to take every opportunity that offers. They so rarely do…” 

Nina sniggered, and gave Tom's balls a squeeze. 

“I like to keep these nice and full!” 

June nodded slowly. 

“Oh I see. And what about Petunia?” 

“What, you mean does Tom give him a reach-around or something?!” Nina laughed. “Oh, no!” 

she continued decisively. “Pentunia's little cockette stays locked, period!” 

All the women ran her eyes over Tom's well-muscled form as he stood there, erect cock quivering slightly, eyes staring into the middle distance. 

“As will Tom-tom's one day, perhaps, if he isn't a very good boy…” Nina simpered, then giggled. Fiona couldn't help joining in. 

“So what… I mean with Petunia..?” June flushed. She had always found talking about sex explicitly a bit embarrassing. 

“Oh, buggery generally,” replied Nina breezily, in the same tone as though she were answering a question about her prize marigolds, “also gives a blow-job now and again, but generally takes it good and hard up the arse! Which I'm sure Petunia loves really, the dirty little slut, though it does make such a fuss about it. But that's all an act, I'm sure.” 

“You watch?” 

June's eyes were wide. 

“Well of course I do! Wouldn't miss it for the world! Anyway, that explains the state of this thing” — she released Tom's balls and gave his stiff, rigid cock a playful, but quite hard, slap with her hand. “Hasn't come for weeks and weeks, see?” 

June nodded. Well, that made sense, she thought. Poor sod! 

“Of course I give Petunia a good seeing-to myself, now and again,” she continued. 

“Oh? How… I mean, you said he — it, sorry! — it was never unlocked…” 

“I said  I give  it a seeing-to, not the other way round!” 

Nina saw the confusion on her friend's face. Honestly, June was a darling, but she could be so naïve sometimes! 

“I wear a strap-on dildo, darling,” she elaborated. “First Petunia sucks it off, and then up the bum it goes! It's double-ended, so I get full satisfaction…” Her face took on a dreamy expression. 

“Petunia likes it good and hard.” 

June looked over at Petunia, who was still stood over by the drinks tray, humbly waiting to serve. 

The face was quite unreadable, partly due to the heavy make-up with which it was caked, but also due to the fact that Petunia took good care  not to let such an emotion as discontent show on

his face. That was always severely punished. He was well within earshot, so he would have heard every word. Nina, as usual, didn't seem to care. June guessed that in fact she  preferred to talk about her playthings in their presence. 

“I use Tom here as a sex slave and houseboy, but he knows that if he doesn't keep up to scratch, he too can become a frilly little faggot in no time!” 

She positively cackled this time. Tom just stood silently at attention. Doubtless this wasn't the first time he had heard that threat! His cock was still stiffly erect. 

“So, anyway, how's  your sex life?” enquired Nina of June then, with a wink and a smile. 

“Oh, don't ask,” replied June with a sigh. 

“Tell you what? Why don't I give you Tom for tonight, after the party I mean?” 

“Oh, I couldn't…” 

“Of course you could! Can't take your eyes of him, and that's a fact!” 

“Oh, well, yes, but…” 

“No buts darling! I insist! You are my guest! And you are my best friend! And my bestie deserves better than she's been getting — much better!” 

Then she turned her attention to Tom again. 

“Better get this thing down, so you are in tip-top condition should my friend decide to use it!” 

So saying, she squeezed the head of Tom's cock viciously between two long, painted nails. He gave an involuntary cry. 

“Oh don't be such a big sissy!” said Nina dismissively, “or you'll get turned into one!” 

June had to laugh at that. the thought of this big Chesterfields-style hunk turned into — well, turned into a  thing like Petunia! 

Tom's cock was soon quite shrivelled, and Nina briskly reapplied the chastity device, making sure it was good and tight before snapping the padlock shut. 

“Of you go!” she said then with a hefty slap on his well-muscled rump. “Yes, Ma'am,” the naked slave said respectfully, and was gone. Fiona and June both watched his powerful, well-built form as he hurried away. Fiona licked her lips and stage-whispered “lucky bitch!” at her friend. And they both dissolved in giggles, while Nina beamed with pride. 

THE GUESTS ARRIVE

Then, the first car came up the drive and parked. A slim, petite blonde got out and walked

towards them. She had a face that was unmistakably that of a 100% dominant woman. The blue eyes were cold and piercing. She was accompanied by what the friends presumed to her slave, crawling after her on all floors, led by a chain leash. It was difficult for any of them to tell much more about him (her? it?) than that, as he was completely encased in shining black latex. 

She and Nina hugged and kissed, and Fiona and June were introduced to Mistress Kirsty. 

“My latest project,” she said with a wave of the hand at the bizarre figure on all fours in front of them, “a sort of essay in  total dehumanisation.” 

Both Fiona and June were nothing less than stunned. Even Mistress Nina seemed just a little taken aback. 

The next to arrive was Mistress Angela, a large, tall, imposing, mature black woman, clad in black and red leather. Minced along beside her was a feminised white male, almost as ridiculous a sight as Petunia. But almost conventional compared to Mistress Melanie's ‘latest project’. She greeted every one in a deep Jamaican accent. and her accompanying sissy curtseyed humbly to each lady in turn. 

Next to come was a big brash blonde in a very tight short white dress, with matching white high heels. It just had to be an Essex girl. And it was! Beside her on all fours was a — well, one supposed it was a man, though the full latex body-suit it wore was black pattered with white dots, and had a dog's muzzle and tail. 

“Awright Nina?” 

“Debbie! How are you! Lovely to see you again!” 

They hugged and kissed. 

“And how is spotty-wotty, hmm?” And Nina knelt and fondled the ‘dog’ playfully. 

It was then she noticed the unrestrained cock. An imp of wickedness whispered into her ear. She grasped the limp member and began to manipulate it skillfully. In no time at at all, it was hard. 

“Dear me, Debbie!” Nina exclaimed theatrically, rising to her feet again, “just as well we haven't any bitches here this evening, or Spot would be rutting away like billy-o!” 

“Oh, tell me about it,” sighed Debbie, “Can't seem to find a restrainer that just stays on, you know? ”Always chaffing or something… I don't know… I'm thinking of getting him fixed, actually!“

Nina nodded in sympathy. 

”Yes, that might be for the best.“

”Yeah, you know, always trying to rub themselves up against somefink, ain't they? I took care of his paws, otherwise he'd probably be playing with himself right now.“

And indeed the wretched male's hands were encased in latex mittens so made that he could not form a fist. 

At this moment, 'Spot' began to whimper. A loud ”Oi!“ from Debbie was accompanied by a hard kick from her pointed black leather boot into Spot's side. He gave one final pathetic whimper, and was silent. Debbie tutted. ”You fink you've got 'em all trained up, and they still bloody make a fuss!“ She raised her eyes to heaven dramatically, and Nina nodded sympathetically. 

”Come and sit down, darling. And I will send Petunia for a bowl of water for ‘Spot’!“

June stared at ‘Spot’, then at Fiona. Now this was a couple Fiona knew about. 

”He's an ex-investment banker.“

”Ex? Oh, retired?“

”Enslaved!“

June giggled. 

”I think she was a secretary or something…“ Fiona went on. 

”No doubt at all who the senior partner is now, eh?!“

”Come along, Timmykins!“ a loud, clear voice sang out then. 

Mrs Farthingdale had arrived. Her 'Timmykins' was a shy young lad with a slim frame and long hair. He worn no elaborate fetish outfit. In fact, he was simply completely nude. Well, apart from the cruel cylinder of stainless steel which tightly imprisoned his shrunken little willy! A large padlock dangled from it. 

”Miranda, lovely to see you!“ Nina gushed. They embraced and kissed like the old, old friends they were. 

”And this darling little pet is behaving himself, I hope?“ she said, patting Timmykins on the cheek. 

”Oh, we had a little fuss about the party, but I can be very persuasive,“ said Mrs Farthingdale. 

Timmy said nothing, but blushed even redder and hung his head. 

The next lady to arrive was Julie — Jumbo Julie, as she was known in her modelling days. As her professional name would imply, she was a big lady. Mature in years now, her blonde hair regularly renewed from a bottle, but still attractive for those how like the big blonde blowsy type. 

Despite her age and size, her outfit was — well, ‘scanty’ to say the least. In fact, to be blunt about it, she was in her underwear! 

In detail, Julie was wearing a sturdy bra of black lace which struggled to contain her large, heavy breasts; a tightly-laced black leather waist cincher which likewise struggled to hold in her big belly; a pair of lacey black panties which concealed very little of her big bottom; and a black lace suspender belt with stockings. Black pumps with a 4” heel completed her ensemble. 

Her left hand kept a firm grip on a dog-leash. Her slave, Paul, walked behind her, led by that leash, which was fastened to the ring of the padlocked penis restrainer he was wearing, And that is absolutely all Paul was wearing! He was young, tall and slim. His face was red, and he kept his eyes lowered. Clearly, he was very new to all this. 

As they walked slowly up the drive towards the assembled guests, June could not take her eyes off the somewhat ill-matched couple. 

“Bloody hell, she must be twice his age!” whispered June to Fiona. 

“Yeah, and twice his weight!” 

“Ssshhh!!” 

“She keeps him completely naked, you know.” 

“Well, I can see that!” 

“No, I mean, all the time, not just for this.” 

“What did she do with his clothes then?” puzzled June, ever the practical one. 

“I think she gave them to the British Heart Foundation,” replied Fiona breezily. 

“Ohhh…” 

June's voice trailed off. She couldn't take her eyes off the big, mature blonde leading her naked toy boy by a leash attached to his cock — a cock that was  literally under her lock and key. Talk about a female-led relationship! 

Nina looked over, laughing. 

“I can see you are impressed!” 

“Well…” June grinned. 

“If she can do it, you can!” 

“Well, I dunno about that… what's the story with them, then?” 

“I think he was a fan, you know? Collected all the photos series, and a few videos she did. 

Eventually he got kindof ‘stalky’, tracked her down, and … well… got a little more than he bargained for, I guess!” 

Nina laughed heartlessly. 

“Yeah, but…” 

“‘Yeah but’ nothing, girl! You've got eyes in your head, you can see. Tall, slim, but quite well-built with it, and still pretty young — and he is the  property of that big old bird! Her  naked slave! So: if she can do it, so can you. Later on I'll introduce you and maybe you can pick up some tips! And you too, Fee!” 

Last to arrive was Mrs Grant. She was a well-built mature lady. She had made a special effort for this evening and was done up to the nines. And so indeed was her companion. Prissy Polly Pansy was wearing his ‘show uniform’, a skimpy, ridiculously impractical affair of lace and frills, shocking pink in colour, with copious although very short petticoats. He had been severely corseted as well, so that his already much-reduced waistline was now something most girls would kill for. 

Nina was all over her at once. 

“Ooooh, you must be Mrs Grant?” she greeted her with enthusiasm, and gave her a hug. 

“The one and only,” replied Belinda Grant, very pleased with all the attention. 

“And this splendid creature is Prissy Polly Pansy, unless I am very much mistaken?” Nina went on, eying the sissy up and down. 

“That's right. Works for me full-time now. Getting to be quite useful around the place, although he still needs plenty of stick.” 

“Oh, I am sure he does!” enthused Nina. “Spare the rod and spoil the sissy!” 

Mrs Grant giggled like a schoolgirl. 

“Oh, and how is Miranda doing with that new lover of hers?” Miranda went on in a gay voice, still speaking to Mrs Grant but looking right at Prissy Polly Pansy. 

“Marvellous! They moved in together last month, going from strength to strength. It is lovely to see my girl settling down at last with a real man!” 

Mrs Grant too looked right in Prissy Polly Pansy's face as she said this. Then she caught Nina's eye and winked. Nina gave a satisfied cackle. 

“Good. So everyone ended up getting just what they wanted!” 

And the two of them laughed out loud together. 

Prissy Polly Pansy stood, arrayed in all his finery (his ‘party frock’ his owner had called it), listening helplessly to the heartless taunting. Low as he had sunk, his utter humiliation had previously only been witnessed by his ex-wife and her mother. Now, for the first time, he was to be exposed in front of strangers. Mrs Grant had already gloatingly described to him in detail how this ‘Mistress Nina’ had advised and helped Miranda every step of the way in his feminisation and enslavement. 

THE EVENING'S ENTERTAINMENT

With the guests, and their slaves, all assembled in the big room given over to the party, Nina clapped her hands for silence and addressed the company. 

“Now girls,” Nina continued, “you all know who I am and why you are here. But just in case, because I see a few new faces, I will give you a brief outline of what it is I do. I might start by saying what it is that I do  not do. I do not just dress men up as French maids and the like. That might be their fantasy, but it is not what they get. No, I turn those whom I chose into simpering, mincing caricatures of femininity: extreme, outrageous. They don't prance about in front of a mirror now and again — this is 24/7! They have no other clothes, only a wardrobe full of elaborate uniforms. And they spend eighteen hours a day seven days a week at non-stop mind-numbing domestic drudgery. And there is no way out! They are not men any more, but they are just as certainly not real women. They are sissy slaves — for life!” 

Nina's little speech was greeted with enthusiastic applause. 

“Now girls! Quiet please. We have a new member,… yes, thank you… we have a new member… and I want you now to give a very warm welcome to … Belinda Grant!” 

There was a round of applause. 

Belinda Grant beamed. 

“Thank you all so much!” 

Then she dug her elbow violently into Prissy Polly Pansy's side, who recollected what he must do, and bobbed an elaborate curtsey.  That fairly brought the house down. 

“I am sure Belinda will not mind me saying that is is definitely the Senior Mistress at this evening's entertainment…” 

Belinda nodded and smiled. 

“I wish her every happiness, and many, many more years of supremacy!” 

There was a round of a applause. 

“And for her precious little Pansy beside her, many, many more years of sissified servitude!” 

More applause, mingled with cat-calls. 

Belinda gave Prissy Polly Pansy's rump a good hard pinch through his the short skirt of his skimpy uniform. 

“Thank your hostess for such kindness,” she hissed in a loud whisper. 

Prissy Polly Pansy at once executed another elaborate curtsey, and lisped out a very subdued

“thank you, Mistress Nina”. 

After Nina's speech, drinks were served by Petunia. Prissy Polly Pansy was pressed into service too. Tom had been told to kneel by June's chair, and to wait on her personally hand and foot. He did so, most respectfully, though it was all June could do not to drag him off to a guest room there and then. But of course that would have been just too rude. She fingered the key to his cock restrainer, which Nina had given her. Like her, she wore the chain around her neck, the key down in her cleavage. Ooooh, she couldn't wait! 

As Petunia passed by bearing yet another tray full of drinks, wobbling just a little on his pink high heels, Julie leaned close to her slave, who was kneeling beside her chair, and whispered, 

“you should think your self lucky. Or would you  like to be turned into another little Miss Thing like that pathetic sissy there? Or how about Prissy Polly Pansy?” Paul shook his head frantically, cheeks crimson, unable to speak. Julie smiled with glee. That would be another thing she could keep hanging over his head! 

Mrs Farthingdale had also drawn her slave's attention to the sissies. 

“Now Timmykins,” she drawling patronisingly, patting his long, silken hair as she spoke, “you see what a lucky boy you are, don't you?” 

“Yes, Ma'am,” he said quietly. Comparatively speaking, he supposed he was. 

“Now girls!” Nina had to shout to make herself heard. “Now girls, may I have your attention please?” Heads turned in her direction, conversations became muted. “We have a floor show for your delectation.” She paused for effect, then went on: “My very own sissy maid is going to do a sexy strip-tease for us all!” There were hoots and cat-calls. “So, ladies, please, a big round of a applause for — Provocative Petunia!” 

And Petunia came mincing up in its elaborate yet skimpy outfit. 

The room feel suddenly silent. 

First the cap came off. Then a big show was made of removing each stocking in turn. The dress was lifted and lowered several times, then off it came too. Pentunia stood revealed in just bra and panties. The bulge in its panties was the only unmistakable sign of its former sex. 

A big show was made of removing the bra, though there was not much to be coy about —

Mistress Nina was not a believer in hormone treatments. It was far from her intentions that her sissies should give up one sex for another. No! They must remain sissified male playthings, stripped of every last shred of masculinity, but still obviously of the male sex. 

Finally, after much to and fro-ing with the skimpy panties, Petunia was nude. Well, apart form the cock restrainer. The mass of bottle-blonde curls and the heavily made-up face formed a curious contrast to the scrawny, middle-aged, masculine body. The pink ribbon tied in a bow around the head of the shrunken penis added an extra incongruity. 

The sissy then made a move to remove the pink ribbon from around his neck. Up the hand went, then away. And again. And then slowly it was untied and thrown into the midst of the watching women. Then, the sissy moved to the other item of his ‘uniform’ — the pink ribbon tied in a bow about the head of his penis. Again, he made a big show of slowly removing it. He threw the ribbon toward Mrs Grant, and simpered coquettishly. There were whoops and cat-calls. Utterly naked now save for the ever-present iron cock restrainer, he got his legs even wider, put his hands behind his head, and wiggled his out-stuck tongue, moving his head in simulation of ecstasy. 

Hoots and cat-calls and even a wolf-whistle or two filled the air. Nina insisted that Petunia take a bow, and then another, before the wretched ex-man was allowed to leave the stage and get dressed again. 

Nina took the stage again. 

“Pentunia's arse and mouth are  fully available this evening!” she proclaimed emphatically. “So, any of you ladies who fancy allowing your slave relief in the most humiliating way possible for him — not to mention Petunia! — do feel free to make use of it. That's in addition to any fun you want to have with it yourselves, of course. And do let me know if it fails to please in  any way, and we can have an impromptu session of public punishment for the useless scrubber!” 

Next, Tom was summoned up. 

“Not much point in ‘Big Bollocks’ here doing a strip-tease, is there?” Nina said playfully, giving Tom's balls a firm squeeze. 

Again the restrainer was removed. Twice in one day. Unheard of! Nina's skilled hand soon had him erect. Proudly she displayed her naked slave to the assembled company, and a dozen pairs of female eyes drank in the spectacle. His erect cock quivered as Nina stroked it. 

“Poor darling! how frustrating it must be, locked up in this nasty old thing all the time!” 

She patted his cheek with a patronising air. 

Her eyes shone with sadistic delight; without a trace of pity. He nodded his head dumbly, unable to speak. 

“She we let him have a wank, girls?” she called out then. 

This was met by a mixed chorus of “yes”s and “no”s. 

She put her head on one side, as though considering. 

“Hmm, I think the ‘noes’ have it,” she announced. 

“Oh dear! Never mind! Perhaps you can wank for us at the next party — now let me think, when is that? Hmmm, yes, now I remember. I was planning one for September. No point sooner, so many away on holiday for the summer. You see, my boy? That's only three months away! And it gives you something to look forward to, doesn't it?” she simpered at him, her eyes alight with sadistic amusement. 

And so the evening progressed. 

Each sissy maid found himself over a female lap more than once, knickers down, getting a sound spanking with one of the hair-brushes which Mistress Nina had thoughtfully had left on most available surfaces. 

The guests who were sober got tipsy, and those already tipsy got tipsier. In particular Mrs Grant. 

Although Mrs Grant got a lot of fun out of using and abusing Prissy Polly Pansy, she missed having a real man. Truth to tell, she had become rather jealous of Julie and Mrs Farthingdale in particular, each with their naked male slave in tow. Oh, imagine! A naked Chippendale on a leash, with his cock under her lock and key! So when Nina announced that those guests who wished to remain were free to use the guest rooms for some fun, Mrs Grant, not quite as steady on her feet as usual, teetered over in her high heels and asked Nina about the possibility of Tom. 

“No, I am afraid not,” Nina said kindly but firmly. “Tom is spoken for by another lady guest. But some other time, I'm sure.” 

Mrs Grant looked disappointed but was soon cheered up by Mrs Farthingdale's intervention, who informed her that her Timmy had a very well-trained tongue which was at her complete disposal for an hour or two. She, after all, could make use of him any time she wanted. Mrs Grant looked the nude toy boy over, and licked her lips. 

“If you are sure you don't mind?” 

“No, no, not at all! I am having great fun. Just hand him back before ten, as I really must be off by then.” 

Gradually, the guests paired off, so to speak, some ladies with their own slaves, some ladies swapping. 

June, as promised, found herself with Tom, who on Nina's earlier instructions, carried her out the door, and act which met with loud cheers and applause. 

At that, Mrs Grant gave Timmy's bum a tight squeeze and whispered into his ear, “feeling

sleepy, dearie?” “If it pleases you, Ma'am,” the hapless naked youth replied in a low voice. “Oh it does darlin', it does!” she continued lasciviously, openly groping him now. She stood, and tipsily lead him from the room. Her hand never left his bum. 

Soon, Julie too wobbled off, also rather unsteadily. Showing off, she made Paul crawl on his hands and knees behind her, tugging impatiently on the cock leash if he lagged behind. They left the room to scattered applause. 

The party broke up soon afterwards. Fiona and Nina sat up for a while to chat, while the remaining guests enjoyed themselves in various ways upstairs. 

JULIE AND PAUL

Julie started by having her slave undress her. Then she stretched out on the bed and thrust up her ample rump, and ordered lazily, “lick my arse, slave.” 

Her slave had been expecting this. It was a ritual his big, strict owner had introduced some time ago, as a way of 'showing respect', as she had put it. It was the beginning of a body worship session that would last the whole evening. 

She kicked him and he moved away. Julie turned around and sprawled, legs wide. Paul at once without being told buried his face in her pubis. 

Finally Julie pushed his head away. 

“Get inside me!” she panted. 

Paul was only too happy to comply. Such occasions were not as common as they once were, and he would try his utmost to perform to her expectations when he was granted the privilege. For that is what it was now: a privilege. He paced himself very carefully as he thrust, he dare not come before told to. At last he heard the words:

“Come for me!” 

Paul let go and spurted almost at once. Julie too quivered in orgasm, and dug her nails into his back. 

“You have the life of Reilly as my slave, compared to those others, don't you, slave Paul?” Julie murmured as she lay there afterwards, her slave still on top of her. 

“Oh yes, Mistress, yes. Thank you.” 

Paul was effusive in his agreement and his gratitude. He felt he had to be, if he was not going to end up like Prissy Polly Pansy! 

MRS GRANT AND TIMMYKINS

Once in the bedroom, Mrs Grant noticed that a riding crop had been laid on the bed, just in case. 

She didn't feel she had to use it, though she was sure to draw Timmy's attention to it. 

But she  did have Timmy lie across her lap for a little warm-up. She hadn't been able to take her eyes of his pert firm young bottom earlier. She took a hair-brush from the dressing table, grasped it firmly, and brought it down hard on Timmy's cute little bum. He gasped. 

“Get over my lap, sweetie!” she said as she seated herself. 

Meekly, the lad complied. She proceeded to spank his bare bottom as hard as she could, making the poor lad squeal out loud. 

Once she had had her fill of that, and with her captive lad in tears, she tossed the hair-brush aside, pulled her knickers hurriedly down, pushed Timmy onto the bed, and unceremoniously straddled his head. 

“Lick my pussy, toy-boy!” she exclaimed hoarsely. 

Yes, that's right, that's what she needed… She could get herself a toy boy, for sure, she thought, why not? She stroked her heavy breasts through her dress, feeling the mounting waves of pleasure from little Timmy's hard-working tongue. She certainly could… and she could then make Prissy Polly Pansy watch them together. Oh, that would be delicious! Make the pathetic pansy watch while she was entertained for hours on end by some well-built, well-hung hunk a third of her age! Ooooooh! And Belinda Grant simply exploded in orgasm. Shortly afterwards, she fell into a drunken slumber, lying on top of the timid slender youth she had used for her pleasure. 

TOM AND JUNE

As June was staying the night, she took her time about leading Tom upstairs. But eventually she did so. She ascended the stairs tipsily, one stair at a time. Nina had thoughtfully fitted a leash to Tom's cock restrainer, by which June now literally led him! 

“Get me undressed, you big hunk!” she slurred. 

Tom, with expertise born of long practice, quickly undressed his superior. His skill did not prevent his getting his face slapped for 'copping a feel'. 

“No touching up until I say so!” scolded June, then belched drunkenly. 

Once nude, June flopped down on the bed. The room spun a little. She spread her legs and pointed imperiously between them. It took a while, but Tom had a skilled tongue in his head, and so June was brought to noisy orgasm. She spent a few minutes letting that old feeling wash over her, then turned and lay prone. 

“Let's see how you are on the other end…” 

Tom knew what he had to do now. Obediently he pressed his face between her ample bum

cheeks and put his tired tongue to work again. 

After a while savouring the exquisite sensations aroused in her nether regions by the slave's skillful oral attentions, she kicked him away. 

“Lie flat,” she ordered. “I'm gonna sit on your face.” 

The slave did as he was told. June grabbed the riding crop from the bedside table, and planted her fat arse right on his face. Again, his tongue went to work, without needing to be told. Soon June was rocking back and forth, riding him, and as her pleasure mounted she grew louder and more abandoned. 

“Oh fuck yeah! Oooohhh! Aaahhh… oh yeah… does… does Ni— does YOUR OWNER make you do this? Does she make you lick her big fat arse?” 

A muffled sound accompanied by what felt like a nod of assent. 

“I'll bet she does!” 

June reached back again and lashed the riding crop down as hard she could. There was another muffled sound, a grunt of pain. 

“Work that tongue, boy!” June said stridently. And surrendered herself once more to the exquisite sensations. 

“Oh yeah, yeah, lick, arse-licker, lick… Fuckin' hell! I think I'll keep you there all night…” 

And she very nearly did. As it happened, June never did use the key. It lay un-used and un-noticed on the bedside table. So Tom's teased cock remained locked up, and his pent-up sexual frustration was given no release. 

It may safely be said that if Mistress Nina could have seen what was going on in  this guest room, she would have had no doubt at all that she had made another convert! 

THE END
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