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Andrew finds himself imprisoned in an asylum by his wife’s fearsome Bull. In order to gain release, he has to agree with the psychiatrist’s analysis of his condition that led to his nervous breakdown. The cure, according to The Meadowland Sanatorium, is for Andrew to fulfil his fantasies of being a powerless sissy under the control of all others, 24/7. Its at times such as this that he wishes he hadn’t upset so many strong women who seem hell bent on ensuring he completes his ‘rehabilitation’. Surely his wife, Peyton, will help him escape this nightmare.

Please be warned: This is a dark take on the stories of the dumb, cuckold sissy, locked in chastity, trapped in lingerie, forced to be at the beck and call of dominant men, women and even his own wife. It includes legal advice from the formidable Ms Valda Phoenix on how to use the Power of Attorney to legally fully control another’s life.
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Chapter 1    

The man in the doctor’s white jacket continued typing his report on the computer even though Andrew noisily huffed and puffed to remind him of his presence.

Being strapped tightly to a gurney left Andrew with little means to do anything more than make noises of protest. Having been harshly instructed not to speak, by the asylum’s brutish guards, he could do nothing more.

He was naked. With the tight straps binding him to the frame and cutting into his body, his cock was embarrassingly semi aroused. His appendage was currently half, erect, with the head sticking out at 45 degrees pointing to the polystyrene tiles of the ceiling in the corner. Usually, he revelled in his masochism, but right now it was mortifying. It was bad enough being naked and helplessly bound, but for his body to betray him and then him not being able to hide his arousal was mortifying.

Finally, Andrew took the risk, by calling out to the medically attired older man, “Excuse me.”

The white jacketed man carried on as if nothing had been said and Andrew clenched his fists before dropping his head back to the cushioned bed in defeat.

He had been wheeled straight from the admissions room where a female doctor examined his pulse and blood pressure. 

She had closely cropped dark hair, a hard lean face whose attention was one hundred percent locked onto her task at hand. She busily made notes on an oddly old fashioned clip board. The rest of the hospital looked ultra modern, with thin computer screens dotted everywhere.

She didn’t appear concerned in the least to find a patient bound helplessly to a gurney.

Her voice was unusually curt for a female doctor, streaming questions at him: “Taking any medications? Do you have any allergies? Are you allergic to any medicines? Any history of heart or kidney trouble?”

The questions were rattled through, with the doctor scribbling his replies briskly onto her sheet.

All the while she ignored his own questions: “Where am I? What happened? Why I am tied down like this?”

The doctor leaned over his naked form, fastened to the wheeled hospital bed, and roughly pulled open his eyelids, checking around his eyes. Bringing out a stethoscope, she listened to his heart before checking his blood pressure.

Her actions were brisk, making Andrew feel inhuman. A bedraggled dog in a vet’s surgery may have enjoyed more sympathetic treatment.

All the time Andrew persisted with his questions. “Why don’t you answer me? What’s going on?”

The two burly medical orderlies, attired in their white trousers and short sleeved shirts, who had wheeled him into the hospital from the ambulance, also refused to address his queries.

Finally, the doctor scrawled some notes on the clipboard sheet and said:

“Listen carefully. We are busy and have no time for chit chat. You have had a break down and have been brought to the Meadowland Sanatorium for your own wellbeing.”

Andrew was aghast. A breakdown? When? Meadowland Sanatorium? How?

“Doctor, I don’t …”

But she motored on with her spiel, “We will keep you here for examination to check there are no long lasting issues. You will be taken to Professor Schröder room. Let me see, yes, a Peyton Williams has been informed. And we have also notified a Wyatt Rodriguez as to the developments …”

“Wait,” Andrew started. “Peyton is my wife but, Wyatt is …”

How could he describe Wyatt Rodriguez? The Bull he and Peyton used for cuckold games, and occasionally, sissy and bondage games. Why would Wyatt be kept informed of his treatment and condition?

“Professor Schröder will see you shortly and he will outline your condition and advise you on the best way forward. We observe a firm stance on manners and decorum at the Meadowland Sanatorium and would be grateful if you comply fully with the rules. That means, patients do not speak unless spoken to.” She glared hard at Andrew, before adding, “not ever!”

He swallowed. He hadn’t been spoken to like that since school. What did she mean no speaking? What sort of hospital was this?

She turned to the gruffly discourteous orderlies from the ambulance. “Get him up to Professor Schröder’s room straight away. Don’t put up with any nonsense from him. I don’t like gagging patients on their first day but do what you have to in order to keep his trap shut. You know how noise disturbs the other patients.”

Gag him? Ah! The penny dropped. A plan of Peyton and Wyatt to indulge his masochistic fantasies!  The notion comforted Andrew. What other possible explanation could there be for him waking up in an ambulance, buckled to a bed, and driven to a hospital waiting room?

Sanatorium. Hah. He smiled at their ruse and how he had so easily seen right through it.

Many times over the last few months, Andrew had confided in Wyatt about his bondage and gagging fantasies, anything, he had explained, to make him be truly helpless before others. It was his dark dream that led to him masturbating like a monkey on drugs.

As sometimes happened, Wyatt and Peyton would create his fantasies, usually wholly in the wrong manner. As usual, he had to put them both straight. The trouble was, they were both so engrossed in screwing each other that sometimes Andrew became forgotten. Not so much a third wheel, more like a spare wheel left out in the back yard. Not what he sought from the cuckold games, thus he stood up for himself.

Clearly, this present adventure was something daft that Wyatt had cooked up and talked his wife into. No doubt Andrew was in the middle of some elaborate BDSM club where he was supposed to enjoy the poorly handled domination game. In time, he would politely point out his view that they could have far better carried out the subterfuge had they involved him in its planning.

That is how he came to be tied down to the gurney in Professor Schröder’s room high up in the building. He had even been pushed past signs saying patients not permitted beyond this point before being taken up in a lift. No words were spoken by the orderlies, who Andrew began to view as guards, or rather, make believe guards.

Wyatt and Peyton sure as hell had gone through a lot of trouble. And all for his benefit. Which is why in part, Andrew lay quiet for a while. Let’s see how this fantasy carries on, he thought.

Professor Schröder hadn’t paid him any attention since his arrival in his office. He was in his fifties, maybe older, with a gruff, serious expression as if nothing pleased him. He was blessed with an intensity that was disturbing, even if Andrew knew this was nothing more than a foolish hoax from Wyatt.

Finally, the Professor rose, stretched and, appearing to be thinking deeply, walked slowly around to the gurney. Andrew watched his every step with interest, wondering what this actor would do wrong.

Looking down at his patient, Professor Schröder asked, “Do you know why you are here?”

Though his tone was quiet, it was deep, gruff and commanding, sounding as if it had been embellished by a good deal of nightly whiskey.

Finally, Andrew was permitted to speak! About time!

“Look I know this a game. A dumb one if you ask me. Wyatt should have checked with me first. I mean, really, who gets taken to an asylum if they have had a breakdown? This all required more thought.”

The grey haired man listened noncommittally waiting tolerantly for the patient to finish. “So you know the nature of this establishment.”

“The woman playing at being a doctor downstairs told me I am in an asylum. No.” Andrew chuckled, “sorry she said Sanatorium. But loony bin is what she meant.”

The man, pretending to be a senior doctor, corrected him, “The Meadowland Sanatorium.”

“Yeh, yeh,” Andrew chuckled. “Whatever.” It was time to compliment them, you never got anywhere merely criticising people. “Got to hand it to you. The ambulance ride was something else. Kudos.”

The Professor nodded again. “What is the evidence you have for believing Doctor Flammia is not a doctor, and this is not an establishment for the mentally infirm?”

Andrew laughed. “Oh, come on. Give it a rest. Why not release me now, eh?”

“I am just intrigued at the reasoning behind your own assessment of your situation.”

“Look, it’s obvious isn’t it?”

At that point a knock on the door was followed by it quickly opening and the tall, dark haired doctor with the severe long face entered. “How is the patient?”

“First thoughts, and it’s early days,” the Professor replied. “I’d say delusional. Severe psychosis. Possibly brought on by the breakdown. There is a loss of rationality and an inability to justify his own irrational beliefs. As usual in such patients, his beliefs are unshakeable.”

Andrew said, “Come on you guys. This is getting boring now.”

The doctor sighed but kept his attention on his medical colleague. “Dr Flammia, do we know what brought on the psychotic episodes?”

She shook her head, “it is far too early to draw medical conclusions, but I’ve explored the situation with the gentleman who called us, a Mr Rodriguez, and the patient’s wife, Peyton Williams. It transpires that the patient was intent on being forced to dress as a sissy and be helpless whilst this Mr Rodriguez had intercourse with the patient’s wife. It is a fetish called cuckolding. Apparently, the sissy aspect is a long held trope of that particular sexual practice.”

“I am, of course, aware of such sexual deviancy,” the Professor clearly didn’t approve of such antics. He took in the wooden floor whilst saying, “such games take an immense toll on the mind of some. Indeed, role playing can lead directly to a loss of reality. My immediate prognosis is that we must tread very carefully with the patient.”

The doctor identified as Dr Flammia nodded her head as if nothing in this hospital would shock her. “I have already admitted him for analysis and study.”

“Excellent,” the Professor said before looking down at Andrew. “So how long have you dressed as a girl to indulge masochistic fantasies in the aim of personal ejaculation?”

Andrew stared wide eyed, his mouth dropping open. He looked at the Professor and the doctor in turn thinking of a rebuttal. “Now look, I don’t know who has been talking to you, but they’ve got it arse about face here. I don’t dress in women’s clothes.” He emitted a forced laugh, which he feared compounded his guilt.

Of course, he knew these events were nothing more than a stunt Wyatt might pull to get more control over bedding his wife. Andrew had put his foot down recently that they were having a lot of sex while he wasn’t getting any. He pointed out to them that his fantasy was exactly that, and he didn’t want to be denied sexual congress with his own wife! That would be ludicrous.

The doctor stared hard at Andrew making him feel uncomfortable.

Andrew smiled and said, ““And if I, erm, dress, as you say, in women’s clothing, you know, occasionally, I don’t know why anyone would betray me.”

Dr Flammia said, “Denial. Classic symptoms Professor.”

“Indeed doctor. Textbook case. Locking out a painful reality. Being incapable of facing the truth without trauma. Human defence mechanisms overwhelm the subject until the fictions become truth and the truths become fictions. The brain goes pop. Breakdown. Sad.”

With that, the Professor leaned down placing his hands either side of Andrew’s head. “We will confront the reasons for your breakdown head on. This isn’t going to be easy for you. I will be asking you to be honest with yourself and your own misguided outlook, else you will never find peace in this world.”

Turning to Dr Flammia he said, “have him registered as a female patient in a female cell. I will discuss with his wife what feminine names he responds to. Those who seek gratification in wearing women’s clothing find comfort and solace only when so attired. It helps them escape the distress of the real world.”

Andrew laughed out loud and said, “Kudos. It even sounds as if there is some truth in all that bullshit.”

Doctor Flammia bends over Andrew and is even more short tempered than downstairs in the reception area. “Now listen to me. You’re not permitted to swear here. Not ever.”

“Now, now,” announces the Professor. “He is of course unaware of the rules of the house. Or I should say she is unaware, as this is how she will be referred to from now on. These deviants always have a feminine name. Obviously, he must be dressed accordingly, in the sort of racy sexualized underwear of which I do not approve. Though daring lingerie is an appalling development of these dreadfully sexualised times in which we live, it will, in this case, help the patient relax. Feel at ease with herself.”

Oh no! These words drew Andrew’s cock up to its full, firm height, aiming directly at the fluorescent lights over head. Being so exposed before strangers, with his penis betraying his pleasure in their teasing, felt alarming. The humiliating feelings then spurred more blood into his appendage, making it stand ridgely out from his crotch. And there was nothing he could do about it.

Dr Flammia rapidly scribbles notes on her clipboard. “It would appear she likes hearing about what we have in store for her!”

Huffing with disproval, the Professor continues, “Indeed! Clearly it is imperative she is not permitted to masturbate. Such an outcome would distance her from her needs and desires and ultimately an honest appraisal of herself in this world. I suggest the smallest chastity container you can find. One that is made of tungsten steel and is impossible to remove without the correct key. It is crucial, that if we seek a cure, she cannot masturbate and seek easy release. If she does satisfy herself then her urges and feelings will disappear. That would be a calamity for her therapy, taking us back to ground zero.”

Dr Flammia nodded. “Not unlike other patients we have here, Professor.”

“Indeed,” the Professor nodded. “I am afraid this is a widespread malady of these dark times in which we live. And one which demands our fullest attention. As with the other patients, she is not permitted to speak unless spoken to. Please ensure she understands this instruction. Also, she must speak with the voice, register and mannerisms of a teenage girl. Have our vocal experts work with her.” He nodded to himself, still thinking, “and yes, from now on she is to be regarded always as a ‘she’ and never a ‘he’. Particularly in conversations with Mrs Peyton Williams. It is often those close to the poor souls so afflicted who find it most challenging to accept the necessary changes. We have to support those people, ensure they can deal with the changes we seek in this young lady. That will give us the best possible path to a full recovery.”

Andrew was horrified. “Sorry, but that mustn’t happen!”

“Oh?” The professor raised his eyebrows. “What exactly?”

Andrew felt flustered, why didn’t they discuss this with him? “Peyton doesn’t approve of me dressing. That’s why it’s more of a hobby, really. She only sees it occasionally. It will stress her out.”

“Hmmm,” the Professor narrowed his eyes. “And her attitude is of course correct. But sadly, in your case, it hasn’t alleviated your perversion. Rather it has brought you to a nervous breakdown. Please do not add any further anxiety to yourself. What happens from here on, will have no input from you. You will comply with our instructions until you perfectly understand your condition. That way lies the cure. It is the only route to your full recovery.”

Andrew was becoming angry. This was crazy. He no more wanted to be dressed full time than have his dick locked away with others permanently holding the key to his chastity. That would be too terrifying for words.

“Professor,” Doctor Flammia assured the Professor, “I will change his entry forms to that of female and instruct all staff to treat her accordingly. I best take her to be depleted of all body hair and instructed in make up and hair styling.”

“Yes. Indeed. Side by side with my psychiatric work we must ensure there is practical work for her too. We must seek to cure both mind and soul, Doctor Flammia. We must remember that.”

Moments later the two orderlies reappeared, and wheeled Andrew still strapped securely to the gurney, out of the doctor’s office.

“Kudos,” Andrew called back to the two so called medical staff. “The Meadowland Sanatorium. It’s a good game, but I can see right through it. Tell Wyatt that!”

The only reaction was one of intense study from the Professor, as if he were memorising every word, whilst Dr Flammia appeared irritated by Andrew’s outburst.

Andrew chuckled. He was showing them!

The chuckling came to an abrupt halt a short while later when the orderlies bound him, bent over a frame and caned his naked backside until he wept, pleading for them to stop.

Eventually, one of the staff, raised Andrew’s chain checking his tear stained face. “You speak when spoken to, not at any other time.”

Nodding quickly, anything to be freed and soothe his fired up arse cheeks, Andrew nodded.

“What did I just say?” he asked the snivelling naked Andrew.

With so much pain, Andrew found it too hard to think, let alone speak. “I, I …”

“Too late. No hesitation permitted.” The orderly stood up, adding to his colleague, “another six. You can never punish them too much on the first day.”

“Wait please,” Andrew was frantic in his bonds. “I had to learn, I mustn’t speak unless spoken to and …”

The burly orderly crouched back down, grabbing Andrew’s nose, making Andrew snort and breathe through his mouth.

“So you don’t speak unless spoken to. Be a good girl and wait until I speak to you again before you say anything.” He then stood up and said casually to his colleague, “Just keep it at six. I think the dumb bitch is learning.”


Chapter 2    

Professor Schröder ordered Andrew to lie down on the couch whilst he took a chair next to him. He settled a yellow A4 notepad and pen on a small table next to him in a precise and oddly delicate manner for a man as large as him .

For the first time since his arrival a week before, Andrew was back in Professor Schröder’s spacious office with the blinds drawn halfway on the window limiting the cold yellow light of the early summer afternoon. The psychiatrist wore a three piece suit that could do with ironing, and was his familiar irritable, gruff self Andrew had encountered on his first visit on that very first day.

Having learned very quickly at the sanatorium that it was wiser and safer to resist speaking until permitted to do so, Andrew tugged down the shorts of his racy one piece, pink romper outfit and settled nervously on the leather couch. The shorts element of the one piece outfit were so tiny that they rode up deep into his bottom crack every time he moved. Some would have found it irrationally uncomfortable, but Andrew was one of those people who relished the discomfort of an outfit, particularly is it felt and looked sexy. He wore three inch heels, that his teachers constantly referred to as training heels, and a decorative black choker with gold flowers at the front. His dark tights had body shaping panels at the top which made his groin and tummy feel as if it were being crushed.

“Like your hair,” Professor Schröder said peering over his glasses.

The compliment was delivered reluctantly, as if it were beyond the Professor’s ability to be nice to Andrew.

Andrew replied dutifully, “Thank you, Sir,” as he had been taught but added quickly, “Sir the extensions are painful when they are putting them in.”

“Shush, girl. Everything is being done in your best possible interests. Wigs won’t fully resolve your appearance. They fall off when asleep, slip down when dancing and then you will become confused again. We must steer you away from any paths that return you to your nervous breakdown. Our aim is to help you feel relaxed about your true self.”

What a load of balls, Andrew thought, but maintained his smile as he had been trained and avoided arguing.

The older man hovered his hand over Andrew’s fake boobs before realising what he was doing and withdrew it with an embarrassed clearing of the throat. His eyes wandered down to the hose covered legs.

“My word, young lady, you do scrub up well.”

“Thank you, Sir.” As humbling as it was to be objectified so carelessly by the old letch, Andrew found his tummy tingling with butterflies at the compliments. His little dick expanded in the tiny confines of metallic chastity device.

Had he not been locked up in some dreadful psychiatric home for no good reason, he might have enjoyed this role play. As it was, he felt demeaned and helpless. He was desperate to escape his cell and these endless corridors lined with bell ringing security gates.

“I hope we are treating you well, April.”

This was too much for Andrew! Careful to maintain a dreamy smile and keep his vocal tone fluctuating like that of a girl, Andrew said, “Sir. Thank you so much for looking after me.” Once he had said the rehearsed line, he was forced to perform for what were termed adults, he added, "Sir, please may I say that I hate the straitjacket. It’s horrible.”

The professor nodded as if understanding the protest.

When he wasn’t reprimanded by the old doctor for making a complaint, Andrew felt encouraged to continue. “Sir, I don’t like the handcuffs either. Nor being tied up all the time. But the straitjacket is just horrible. Sir, I can’t escape from here because of all those terrifying security gates at every doorway. I didn’t need to be brought up here to see you in a straitjacket. In fact, Sir, I do have one or two suggestions that might improve the running of your hospital.”

The doctor listened with raised eyebrows, waiting with barely concealed impatience for the silly girl to stop jabbering. When satisfied that she wouldn’t add any more protests, he spoke softly and evenly, as one should to a child who doesn’t understand.

“April, my dear. You must channel all your thoughts into helping us improve your mental disposition. You are here for your own rehabilitation. Do you think we do not have experienced professionals study our methods? That we don’t discuss any minor deficiencies that may arise in the day to day therapy of our patients?”

“Yes Sir, but before I came here …”

Andrew’s attempt to outline how he had established a successful small business before selling it to a large company for a small fortune was stopped by a dismissive wave of the hand.

“April, we are where we are. Your delusions of believing you know more than adults are well known in the world of clinical psychology. Indeed, all children, through your lack of understanding, have imaginative fits that have to be corrected.”

This was plainly preposterous. He wasn’t a child! “Sir, if I may say so, I am 25 and …”

The Professor sighed. “Young lady, if you do not wish to be treated like a child, I suggest you stop behaving like one. It is important to your recovery that we give you space in which to grow. Had we started you off as a young woman of age 25, then you wouldn’t be armed with all the necessary conditioning that makes women behave as they do.”

Fuming at being referred to as a child, Andrew nibbled his bottom lip. He was not permitted to argue with so called adults even when he knew better.

“Please Sir, if I may, my fantasies are just a private thing. I do it behind closed doors. On my own.”

“Young lady,” the old man said, “you have suffered a breakdown. Your breakdown was caused by the stress of you needing to hide away to become your true self. Continued concealment will induce further anxiety, further stress and probably a worse breakdown. A breakdown that may be irredeemable.” He smiled    as best he could as he explained the unpalatable truth to his patient. “Young lady you are in good hands here and we will bring you to a place of peace and tranquillity where you can accept your true self and,” he leaned forward to emphasise the point, “others can see you as you truly are. Not the false construct that has caused you so much trauma.”

It had taken Andrew just a few days to realise that firstly, this was unlikely to be a dumb prank from Wyatt, though he still harboured hopes that Wyatt would appear and release him, laughing at Andrew’s reactions. Secondly, that if this truly was an asylum then the doctors would see he is perfectly sane.

“Sir, I do not feel that I am suffering from trauma. I am sure that if …”

“Young lady, we cannot continue this meditation with your constant childish interruptions. I can summon an orderly to punish you if you wish.”

“No!” Squealed Andrew, with his best April voice. “Erm, no thank you. Sir.”

The professor glanced at a cabinet behind him and then eyed the foolish sissy’s legs. “Perhaps I could punish you myself. Save them having to come back up here.”

What was that glint in the Professors eyes? Why did he speak through his teeth? Even his breathing grew short. It reminded Andrew of when Wyatt had agreed to spank either him or his wife, Peyton. Wyatt would become quietly and determinedly aggressive.

“I promise I’ll behave,” Andrew said, crossing his hose covered legs, feeling the sensual delight of every tingly moment his legs came into contact with each other. “It’s just that the straightjackets are horrible. I feel totally helpless and vulnerable in them. Especially when the guards are around.”

The Professor sighed and put down his yellow pad. “Young lady. The straitjacket is a necessary part of moving patients around difficult and dangerous areas. Simply cuffing your hands behind your back could easily lead you to the irrational notion that you might try to open a secure door yourself. It is as much for your own benefit as for the hospital’s security.”

It was Andrew’s turn to sigh. There was never any point in arguing with the staff here. Not just because he seemed to lose any debates with the medical team and teachers but because there was always the danger of being caned.

The Professor laughed good naturedly, but it sounded forced and unnatural. “One day, young lady, you will thank us for our assistance in returning you to the outside world as a fully engaged member of society. You will soon realise that if you are with an adult that they should always open the door and you should always wait until you are bid to go through it.” He chuckled to himself. “You know I tell young ladies in your situation that they should view themselves as princesses with courtiers to open doors for them.”

“Others Sir?” Andrew was shocked. “Like myself?”

“Why of course. There is no ailment under the sun that hasn’t been visited up on some poor soul before another. Hence we can treat you with such success.”

“You mean guys who are made to appear like girls?”

More genial laughter from the old man, this time with a hand rubbing Andrew’s thighs. A movement which felt electric to Andrew as the tights gave the motion a sensational tingle.

“Young lady, I love the way you always get the wrong end of the stick. No, it is the other way around. You have been dressing as a girl since early childhood, yes?”

Begrudgingly Andrew nodded. He hated having to admit to the doctor that he dressed for sexual pleasure. He feared it would be used against him.

“Rather you have been playing the role of a man the rest of the time. In so doing you have trapped your true self away in the darkness. The conflict this creates in your mind leads to great anguish and thus, to the debilitating breakdown you experienced.”

“Please sir, I can remember what happened that night! It wasn’t a breakdown”

“Oh. Do tell.”

The disbelief in the Professor’s demeanour was obvious. Clearly the psychiatrist didn’t believe him as he rested his pen on his notebook, hence wouldn’t even be bothering to take notes.

“Well, Sir. Wyatt …” Yipes! He stopped himself in time, “erm, Mr Rodriguez, had given me a drink just moments before I collapsed. I think it was drugged and …”

The Professor laughed. “My, my, what an imaginative little minx you are. All that self-delusion and all the lies you have told yourself and to your wife and friends, have trapped you in an ever tightening circle of deceit and denial. It is a habitual response of one with your inner turmoil. How can you confide in friends about your condition? They would judge you harshly.”

This was so frustrating! Andrew found himself rubbing his thighs together in anguish. Why did everyone in this madhouse twist whatever he said? As he looked up, he saw Professor Schröder stare at his wiggling thighs with wide open eyes. The Professor’s lips parted but no words emerged.

Smiling to himself, Andrew made further movements, crossing and uncrossing them, enjoying the clear aroused attention from the powerful man.

He saw the psychiatrist shiver as if bringing himself back to the present. The doctor lifted up his notepad and scribbled some notes. Andrew no longer cared that he wasn’t permitted to see what others said about him. It was just something that happened and was of no concern to him.

“Ok, young lady.” The doctor straightened himself in his leather chair and eyed the young sissy through his glasses. Had he not known this was a genuine girl then he would have found the sight before him to be deliciously sexy. He had to pull himself together, so coughed to clear his thoughts before saying, “I hear your speech and movement lessons are coming along very well. Good girl.”

Andrew smiled, he loved hearing people say he was a ‘good girl’. There was something hot and invigorating about those words when genuinely used. My God, at that moment, with a lecherous old man enjoying ogling Andrew’s body and legs with relish, Andrew felt he could masturbate to cumming despite the chastity device.

“But young lady, I see you still have low marks in choosing outfits and keeping your room tidy.”

“You mean, my cell, Sir,” Andrew said to make a point, his trained simpering smile wavering.

“I’m afraid we insist on you being able to colour coordinate clothes and be a useful member of a household by constantly tidying. You just can’t expect to get through a day by merely looking like a sexy little minx.”

Andrew giggled, flattered at the description.

The Professor placed his pad and pen back on the table before resting his large bony paw of a hand  rested on Andrew’s thigh.

“Oooooh.” Despite himself, Andrew emitted a low moan and his eyes fell sexily half closed, as if he were dreaming. He drifted away into an erotic mindless slumber.

As Andrew slipped into erotic warm darkness, he felt the doctor’s  other hand resting gently on his mouth, suddenly a thumb pushed in invading him. Andrew automatically began sucking it, tentatively at first and then then with full force. He took hold of the professor’s wrist with both his hands in order to hold it in place.

As he tried to hoover the thumb deeper into his mouth, Andrew’s moans gave way to a deep mewing.

He heard the Professor mumble something so opened his eyes lest he had been naughty in ignoring an instruction. He was forever fearful of punishment.

“Get on your knees, bitch!”

Oh! He had never before heard the Professor swear or lose his cool. As Andrew dutifully slipped from the couch to his knees on the smooth wooden floor so the Professor placed his pad back on the table and went quickly to the door. Usually the Professor’s movements were slow, stiff and meticulous but now he was almost jogging. Pens rattled in the doctor’s pocket as he moved.

Andrew heard the door being locked and a buzzer going off.

The professor snatched the straitjacket hanging near the door and brough it to Andrew.

“Arms out!”

The straitjacket! No! Andrew was about to complain when the Professor’s eyes narrowed, and his face hardened. Andrew hurriedly obeyed stretching his limbs before him.

Within moments the Professor had brought the jacket down his arms, tugging and securing the straps at Andrew’s back. He then dragged Andrews arms with great force, so they were  held behind him with a tight buckle. Andrew heard a few more fasteners being frighteningly engaged before knowing that, yet again, he was trapped and helpless.

Finally, the doctor fastened the lengths that ran between Andrew’s legs, pulling them painfully tight up against the shorts of the romper outfit. He wrapped a small piece of canvas attached to the front of the bondage jacket about the sissy’s arms at the front, fixing them in position. Andrew knew his whole upper body was now wholly helpless.

The Professor skipped to his desk and operated the intercom. Without waiting for a reply to his bleep he barked, “No calls. None at all. I’m busy.”

A female voice said, “Yes Professor Schröder,” but was cut off by the impatient older man already racing back to Andrew.

In seconds the Professor was standing threateningly above the shocked sissy.

The doctor wagged a warning finger at Andrew. “Listen here, little minx. You so much as breathe a word of this to anyone and I’ll make it my life’s work to keep you here. Forever. Got that dumb bitch?”

Never having seen the professor in a rage before, a terrified Andrew nodded. The Professor released his belt, unbuckled his own trousers, before snatching down his zip. He was a man in a hurry.

“Open your mouth, bitch. I don’t want to hear a word from you.”

With that, the towering, older man grabbed Andrew’s hair and squeezed until the hair was pinched.

Andrew squealed a protest as his head was brought up higher.

“You couldn’t do this with a wig could you? You dumb little girl!”

The shock of seeing the doctor take out his erect cock was not half as great as the size of the man’s member. It was so thick and rigid.

Andrew’s mouth fell open in astonishment and the Professor needed no further excuse to ram his hard member into the silly, little girl’s pink mouth.

“You dumb fuck,” he kept saying, as if to himself. “You dumb, fucking fuck.”

Andrews disgust and horror were worsened by his own dick hardening and uselessly spurting cum into his panties.

Bound helplessly tight in a strait jacket by an experienced hand, being forced to give a powerful man a blowjob, was the most humiliating moment of Andrew’s life. But worse, far worse was the fact that his own ever energised libido flooded in. His dick grew rigid in its confines, fattening out to fill the tiny steel compartment.

And his sexual awareness swelled with his member and swelled with the swelling in his mouth. The shame! His body was reacting positively to this. Deep down he was enjoying it. He felt his dick shiver, ready to spurt. He mustn’t. he must not give into the arousal.

But he was loving the experience and his body betrayed him totally  … every last second of it. Every last pounding movement in his mouth. His inner self relishing every futile attempt to escape his unyielding bonds.

Every time Andrew thought he could pull back his head from the long hard weapon before him so the older man would grip his hair tighter, with even more purpose, pistoning Andrew’s head back and fore in synch with the older man’s thrusts.

Later that night, after lights out, with Andrew dressed in a small baby doll outfit with tiny tight matching panties, he squirmed face down on his cell bed, remembering every moment of the doctor taking and using him. Every last fucking pleasurable moment of being used.

He groaned and came unsatisfyingly yet again.


Chapter 3    

Andrew was dressed in very tight, light blue, faded denim shorts, with a decorative turn up around the bottom. They were cut so high they revealed all his thigh in their dark tan tights. The tights were also visible through the designer tears in the material. His tee shirt was a deliciously satin, light strappy number in light pinks with lemon decorative designs. His shoes were the strappy three inch training heel.

Professor Schröder was leaning against a desk, beyond which a large tv screen showed an image of the Meadowland Sanatorium. The picture was taken from the front of the hospital, showing the faux 19th century arched entrance, with the neat lawns laid out before it. Its appearance was gentile and peaceful, unlike the grim incarcerating truth within.

The two hefty orderlies manoeuvred a compliant Andrew until he was stood in the middle of the room. Andrew had long since given up any level of protest and was swift to comply to all instructions, the alternatives were painful or humiliating. He detested being sent to bed early.

“Hands behind neck.” The voice was gruff and commanding, spoken as if not expecting Andrew to do anything other than completely obey.

Andrew knew better than to even hesitate and placed his hands at the rear of his head where they were handcuffed together. The medical assistant came around to Andrew’s front and drew a collar about his neck, trapping the short chain from the cuffs at the rear and buckling it at the front before buckling it at the front.

Andrew heard himself gasp. He had never been bound in this manner before, with his hands locked behind his head. It left him with a feeling of abject surrender and vulnerability. Wholly helpless.

He felt tingles in his tummy and, as ever, his cock betrayed him in its metal prison, by giving a small spurt into his panties beneath the tights. He was grateful no one could witness his shame at being aroused by such mortifying circumstances.

The medical assistant then drew a wider belt about his waist securing it tightly behind his back.

All the while the professor stared into the distance, his thoughts elsewhere. It was as if he had not a care in the world about Andrew’s humiliating bondage.

Satisfied that the belt around Andrew’s body was secure, the guard said to his colleague, “Hoist.”

The second guard, also in all white with a short sleeved tunic showing his bulging arm muscles, pressed a button on the wall.

Hearing a whirring of heavy chains from above him, Andrew looked up to see a metal cable being lowered above his head. A snap hook, about the size of a fist, was at the bottom of it.

The second guard pressed a button to stop the mechanism when it reached a few feet from the floor.

Grabbing hold of Andrew’s hips through his shorts, the first guard tugged the compliant sissy back a few steps and secured the waist belt to the metal ring. 

“Ok,” he said.

The second guard started the machine above them rolling and Andrew felt himself dragged back on his training heels as the chain took up the slack. The first guard kept hold of his hips, as if aiding his balance.

“Another few inches,” the first guard said as the chain took a grip raising Andrew to his toes. Andrew grew frightened. Was he going to hoisted high into the air?

“Hold!” the first guard said.

The motor stopped and Andrew knew he couldn’t move. He was locked in position and could barely shuffle his feet an inch. The first guard settled down at Andrew’s feet and wrapped a belt around the bound sissy’s ankles.

Andrew gasped in fear. 

“No please.”

“Just relax April,” Professor Schröder said reassuringly. “We will take care of you.”

Andrew felt his ankles drawn tight together and knew he dared not move. He was aware that the hoist would hold him in place if he stumbled or lost his balance, but nevertheless he felt nervous, not quite suspended but not at all in control.

The Professor rose stiffly from the table and approached the troubled patient.

For a while he stood before Andrew noticing that the sissy was avoiding eye contact. The doctor’s eyes fell to the false breasts rising and falling beneath the tee shirt as he felt himself become aroused. He gently placed his finger’s beneath Andrew’s chain and raised the sissy’s eyes up to falteringly meet his own.

“This will be difficult for you. I am going to have a meeting with your wife and her lover,” he indicated the big screen, “which you will observe on the television. You will learn something of your future and how I am ensuring you can do nothing at all to prevent it happening. Indeed. You won’t be able to affect it in the slightest.” He paused and repeated, “not in the slightest.”

“Please, Sir, I would …”

“Hush April. You must be quiet when adults address you.”

Andrew lowered his head, “yes Sir, thank you Sir.”

“As soon as I leave, the guards will cane your bottom through the shorts. Obviously not as painful a chastisement as those you have experienced in the past when your cute bottom has been bare. But still a useful punishment to remind you of how helpless you now are. We must help you accept your new position in life as soon as possible. For your own good, young lady.”

A shaking Andrew said, “Please Sir, I can’t move.”

The Professor smiled, kindly, being patient with the silly little sissy. “April, you must try to concentrate. The next hour will demonstrate, once and for all, that you no longer have any say in your own life. You are in the safe hands of others. Only when you accept your new life can you be in, any sense free.”

“Yes Sir,” April whispered.

The professor surveyed the sexy lass in her bound position and managed not to kiss her cute nose. “Indeed, April, others in this position have tried to escape once they see what is happening to them. Some have hidden in the corners not looking at the screen. This, regrettable, set up,” he indicated the cuffs and hoist, “prevents you from avoiding your new and future reality.”

He smiled warmly at the shocked girl.

Andrew’s damp eyes rolled earnestly up to her captor.  “When you mention others, erm, were they like me? I mean were they married and did they, erm, you know, dress up? Were there lovers for the wife …”

“My, my.” The Professor laughed good naturedly, patting Andrew on his firm bottom. “So many questions. I’m afraid we like to keep our patients oblivious to our process, save where it is necessary to reveal it to you poor sissies. Believe me young lady, it is better that way.”

Suddenly the screen’s image changed to one of the visitor rooms, with the steel table and chairs. There were scrapping noises of chairs being moved. Out of sight of the camera, a door creaked open.

In the image, dark figures moved around the room. It was a moment before the contrast on the video settled down to reveal Peyton sitting at one side of the table facing the camera, alongside Wyatt. She placed her straw bag on the table and took out a small notepad before placing her bag carefully on the floor next to her. She wore a light dress, with thick straps over her bare arms. Wyatt took off his suit jacket, placed it fastidiously over the back of the chair, checked his tie before settling into his seat.

“Ah,” Professor Schröder had followed the little minx’s eyes to the screen. “Seems I must be going. Be a good girl and pay attention. If you start crying, please do not trouble yourself, one of the orderlies will mop up your tears for you. We will have a chat later. Help you come to terms with what is happening to you.”

The professor took in the girl’s pert little breasts, the gentle swell of her buttocks and her legs running down to the heels. The idea of the little minx being bound in that position while he was downstairs, gave his old dick a thrill.

As soon as the door closed behind the doctor, Andrew’s beating began. Each of the men gave him 6 slices of the cane on his buttocks. Even through the denim of the shorts, the figure moulding tights and the panties, Andrew felt the whip of the bamboo.

Throughout his ordeal Andrew was pinned into position by his bondage, unable to even wiggle his bottom a few millimetres to lessen the impact.

As he sniffed up the tears of pain and indignation Andrew saw on the screen Professor Schröder and Doctor Flammia arrive in the visitor’s room. He heard a rumble of greetings as their voices were masked by the noises of chairs being moved. The professor and doctor took their seats at opposite end of the tables.

Andrew, with his stinging bottom, listened intently.

Peyton leaned over the table, “Professor, please let me see my husband. I can’t stop thinking about him locked up here.”

The professor spoke evenly, “I can assure you no place is better equipped to manage people facing mental trials than the Meadowland Sanatorium. Indeed, if it is not too modest of me to say so, we at the sanatorium see ourselves as protectors of our patients. Ensuring they receive the best treatment possible.”

“But surely,” Peyton’s eyebrows were driven high up her forehead with imploring, “I can see him for just a moment.”

Shaking his head, the psychiatrist said, “I am sure that Dr Flammia will back me up here, all the progress made can be lost in the blink of an eye. Just one reminder of life outside these walls can bring the patient back to the traumatic collapse that led to them being admitted here.”

Dr Flammia joined in, “we have a process here, Mrs Williams, which inevitably leads to the patient returning to the outside world as a fully functioning individual. At peace with themselves and the world.”

Peyton appeared doubtful.

The Professor sat up straight. “Very briefly, we identify the cause of the mental distress and then cure that. The cure is carried out in precise stages, without drugs. We work on a purely cognitive process. If taken one gentle step at a time, then the patient realises their ailments and then can self-cure them. Those who don’t admit their problems have to remain here a little while longer until they do so.”

Pulling on his cuffs, Andrew groaned with astonishment.

On the TV, Peyton said, “So they cannot be released until they agree with your diagnosis?”

Andrew shouted, “Exactly!” But then realised he sounded masculine so repeated the word in his teen age girly voice. “Exactly.”

The Professor laughed, as if slightly embarrassed. “No Peyton. The literature on these subjects, supported by ongoing research is what matters. Not my opinion. It is my belief that this patient is well on the path to recovery.”

“So we can take him home?” Peyton was hopeful.

With another friendly laugh, The Professor, rested his arms on the table. “Very soon. And this is what we need to discuss with you both. The treatment must continue at home.”

Andrew was quizzical. Why, he wondered.

Peyton said, “I don’t follow. You said he would be cured on release.”

“Yes. Indeed. But the danger of relapse is ever present. What you must understand is that the patient dressing up as a sexualised girl is a response to the stress they feel when they seek a place in which they can be relaxed and at peace. Pretending to be a male in a tough world is challenging for someone with this patient’s neurosis. The patient’s mind only finds solace in being a helpless girl. Bondage and humiliation are all aspects of the world the patient seeks as escape. They must be sheltered from any decision making.”

“Oh! So I shouldn’t have objected to him dressing up and playing his games? It’s all my fault?” Peyton put her hand to her mouth.

“No! Definitely not,” Professor Schröder said. “You did the right thing. You did what we would normally do at the start of recovery. Prevent the patient indulging their whims to ease them away from what could merely be a perversion. As you discovered it is a far more important aspect of his psyche than a simple bedroom game.”

Dr Flammia said, “Since the patient’s arrival he has been treated as a female patient. Allocated a female name and a female cell. The patient is now a she, 24 7.”

“The turnaround in her attitude has been a joy to observe,” the Professor said. “More relaxed. At ease with herself. No signs of a breakdown. In fact, she is a functioning part of our little community here.” He paused, looking into space. “Indeed, I enjoy our little assignations together now. April is a quiet, confident, well behaved young lady.”

A stunned Peyton put both her hands over her mouth. “But what happens when he, I mean she, comes home?”

“I have had discussions with Mr Rodriguez about that, and indeed Mr Rodriguez has spent time with the team establishing the ground rules for April’s new home life.”

Andrew pulled at the cuffs behind his neck and tried to inch forward on his bound feet, anything to establish some movement. This is all outrageous. And there was no way for him to interact, offer his own views. He was irrelevant.

“Wyatt hasn’t mentioned this to me,” Peyton said.

“No,” The professor replied sympathetically. “It was felt best for us to ensure that the process benefited April before we brought you on board. We have carried out this treatment in the past and some subjects take longer than others to adjust.”

Peyton was shocked. “You mean other men enjoy dressing as girls so much that they end up here and are converted into women?”

Coughing with discomfort at having to correct her, the Professor said. “Yes and no. We have had the so called Bulls in this relationship alert us to many breakdowns. It happens more often than people realise. But the patients are not turned into women. Oh no. Rather they become full time sissies. They release their inner angel and become their true selves. It is quite moving to watch. Especially after all their inner turmoil and self-loathing. To see them at peace makes the heart sing.”

This was outrageous! Andrew again tried to move in his bonds but found he was helplessly stuck fast. With his bottom still singing with pain he had to listen to his wife being brainwashed with this nonsense without being able to stop it!

“So Andrew will be happier if I treat him as a girl?” Peyton asked with disbelief colouring her words.

“Exactly. Not just happier. But April’s inner turmoil will vanish. You will find her to be far more agreeable and helpful about the house. It will be like having a dutiful daughter in your home. Help with the beds. Be with you when you are shopping. Ease your domestic burden.”

Peyton stared into space as if contemplating this development in her home.

“Well, I guess if it is what he wants …” her words trailed away with uncertainty.

“It’s not just what she wants,” the Professor said, emphasising the she. “It is what she needs.”

“Gosh.” Peyton fell silent with shock.

Dr Flammia said, “We have discussed many factors in the home with Mr Rodriguez. April will require discipline and Mr Rodriguez has very kindly offered to carry out the chastisement until you feel you can take on that responsibility.”

Wyatt modestly said, “I will do all I can for you Peyton. Once you are over the change, you will carry out your disciplining duties to the fullest. I know you.  And I think you’ll love having a daughter to enjoy life with.”

A tearful Peyton smiled before falling into the arms of her Bull.

Andrew was beside himself with rage. He was about to demand to be released when he saw that one of the white tuniced guards still held the cane.

In his best girly voice, he pleaded. “Please sirs, will you let me go. I need to talk to,” he was going to say ‘his wife’ but knew that was banned, so simply added, “them. I need to talk to them. It’s all a mistake.”

“Just hush luscious,” one of the guards sneered. He waggled the cane, so it made fearsome whooshing sounds. “Pay attention or I’ll make you pay attention.”

Andrew turned his eyes back to the screen. As soon as he was at home, he would explain to Peyton what was going on. That was now the only path forward.

“Mr Rodriguez is quite right.” Professor Schröder said matter of factly. “Once April understands her position in your household then all will be straight forward. Indeed, all the wives who have been part of these treatments are delighted with the results. And I am sure you will be too.”

With that Professor Schröder smiled. “Have you any questions?”

Peyton laughed and shook her dead. “A zillion! Wyatt says we need to provide her with a room decorated like that of a teenage girl. I mean, will that be, like forever?”

The Professor was expansive. “However you and Mr Rodriguez wish to play it. You might let April grow up to late teens or even early twenties. The decision is yours.”

“Do we find out what,” she paused, “April wants? Perhaps she will want to be older.”

The Professor laughed warmly. “No. No. April must bever be involved in any decisions from now on. There are many rocky paths that could drive April back to her previous unhappy state and subsequently a room with us. Just chat to Wyatt about it. Or indeed one of the many women who have been through this. They all get together once a month, I’m sure they would be delighted to share with you any tips.” He laughed again, “like babysitters for when you have the meeting!”

“Babysitters!” Peyton giggled. “Wow. Poor April. That would be so demeaning.”

In another room, far below them, Andrew died inside. Peyton was laughing at his humiliation! She laughed! He gritted his teeth and clenched his hands inside his cuffs. He would make a big point to her when they were at home. A major point! She would learn to treat him with a degree of respect.

Dr Flammia added, “Oh Mrs Williams. You’d be surprised. There are many women who’d love to dominate April for an evening.” She paused, “Or even an entire weekend if you two wanted to get away. It’s all now up to you.”

Rising from his seat, Professor Schröder became grave. “Just one final point. Occasionally, and this is a problem you will face at some stage, the silly little girls try to convince you that they don’t wish this treatment to continue. It is at this moment that you have to make a point. Silly little girls simply don’t know what they want, else they wouldn’t end up here would they?”

Peyton was surprised, “No. I guess not. I hadn’t thought of that.”

“Any attempt to control events, no matter how slight, must be met immediately with your full force. Is that clear?”

Peyton nodded, pushing herself into Wyatt’s strong arms for support.

Andrew was infuriated. Why couldn’t his wife see that this was a con? No doubt a ruse from Wyatt to increase his screwing opportunities with Peyton. Bastard!

Wyatt held Peyton and kissed the top of her hair. “Don’t worry Professor. April will be kept in her place. I assure you of that. I’ve given the matter a good deal of thought.”

They exchanged goodbyes and the Professor and Doctor left. Before the screen returned to the image of Meadowland Sanatorium, Wyatt gripped Peyton tightly and kissed her deeply.

Andrew was livid. He now hated Wyatt, but why was his dick spurting into his panties?

First thing was to get out of this madhouse. To do that he had to agree with the professor’s diagnosis of his supposed mental health issues.

“Sadly babe,” one of the guards said. “We have to release you now. Get you back to your cell. You do look so fucking hot like that!”

The other guard guffawed before approaching Andrew and stroking the sissy’s arse through the shorts. “You are so fucking hot! Tramp!”


Chapter 4    

Andrew had come to despise and fear the burly, white uniformed guards since arriving at the Sanctuary. They entered his cell when he was making himself up as instructed.  The Meadowland Sanatorium insisted his make up and hair were immaculate as soon as he finished his morning shower.

Andrew stood before them naked bar a towel worn around his body, girly style as he had been ordered since arrival.

“Ok, cutiepie,” one of the guards sneered. “Let’s get you dressed for your visitor.”

“Visitor, Sir?” Andrew was astonished. Other than seeing Peyton almost a week or so earlier on the TV screen, he hadn’t thought anyone had come to see him. Thought of course, he was fully aware how the Professor, the doctors and the teachers withheld information from him – for his own good!

As an inmate he was never told when he could expect a visitor or even a visit to the terrifying Professor Schröder, with his bullying, ever-ready hard cock. Instead Andrew only had his set routine, which never changed from day to day.

“Who is it, Sir?” Andrew asked in his best girly voice, just as he had been instructed.

The guard just grinned. “You’ll find out soon enough. We’re gonna cane you before you leave the cell, so don’t make it tough on yourself by upsetting us. You wouldn’t wanna add to your punishment, would you?”

“No, Sir. Sorry Sir,” he lisped with his voice slightly higher than before.

Opening his wardrobe, and reflecting on all the various outfits he was permitted, Andrew asked the guards, “If it’s not lessons and I am seeing a visitor, then it’s not school uniform day then?”

The second guard grunted a laugh. “Aren’t you clever, you dumb bitch. Of course not. You heard us. You got yourself a visitor.”

“Yes Sir, thank you Sir. So a dress then?”

“Nope cutie pie,” the first guard said. “You got instructions. So listen up. Professor Schröder says basque. Stockings. 5 inch matching heels.” He grinned. “Oh yeh. And something special we’ll let you have when you’re dressed. So get your fucking sexy arse in gear.”

“Yes Sir.”

Quarter of an hour later Andrew checked himself in the floor length mirror. Everything about his appearance had to be immaculately right. As this was a command from Professor Schröder, he was anxious to obey it to the letter.

His corset was fitted tightly, gripping his waist like a clamp, forcing out his fake boobs and flaring out his hips. His tiny chastity cage was lost inside a tight pair of black panties, decorated by layers of frills around the bum, and a pleasant lace decoration circling his thighs.

Suspenders ran down tightly to his black stockings, and his five high heels were neatly strapped to his feet.

Studying his reflection, he pushed up the back of his blonde hair, almost from habit, before turning to face the lecherous guards.

“Well fuck me,” the first guard said. “Aren’t you the most fuckable sissy in this loony bin.”

Andrew blushed hard and looked down, but his dick reacted in its confines. Why did such brutish compliments arouse himself so much? Though of course it had been three weeks since Dr Flammia had locked him into the tiny metal contraception. After being deprived of sexual release for so long just about everything aroused him. Not least his current tight fitting, sensual attire, and the heels upon he was perched.

The first guard, who seemed to be the leader, rummaged in the wardrobe.

Andrew hoped for a dress that came to only slightly above his knee, rather than one of the racy short ones Professor Schröder forced him to wear for their ‘appointments’. Appointments which usually ended with Andrew on his knees, the Professor’s hand painfully gripping his hair whilst thrusting his manhood in and out of Andrew’s mouth. As often as not, the Professor would spurt over Andrew’s face and leave his facial features decorated whilst the doctor returned to his desk to carry on with his office work.

Andrew had learnt very early on the consequences of any protests, so would kneel silently and obediently while awaiting instructions for him to clean up and leave.

The first guard drew out the most dreaded item the wardrobe held and laughed at Andrew’s look of horror.

“What’s up cutie pie, you wanna make a complaint?”

“No, Sir. No. I was just surprised. That’s all.”

“Arms outstretched, cutiepie. You know the fucking drill by now!”

Closing his eyes, Andrew pushed out both arms as the two men forced the straitjacket along them pulling it securely up to his shoulders.

He felt the second guard forcefully pulling the straps along his spine tight, securing the canvas constricting garment about him.

Andrew squealed as the belt strap about his waist was pulled hard onto its most constricting final notch, before the buckle was linked into place. He felt the wind squeezed from his tummy.

“Arms, cutie pie!” Commanded the first burly guard.

“Yes Sir.”

At the Meadowland Sanatorium even hesitancy was seen as disobedience, so he quickly cuddled his arms around his body, below his fake, but bouncing, boobs.

Guard two set about methodically ensuring the sissy’s folded arms were pulled as far around the waist as possible before locking them together at the small of his back.

Finally, a white canvas band, stitched to the front of the jacket, was slipped around his joined arms at the front and pulled tight.

Guard one grinned, showing even white teeth. “You’re not getting out of that in a fucking hurry are you, cutie pie?”

Andrew shook his head so that the blonde tresses flicked and tickled his cheeks. “No Sir.”

Finally, a black leather collar, resembling that of a large dog’s, was buckled about Andrew’s neck. A leash was then clipped to the ring dangling from the collar and guard one tugged him out of his cell door.

Andrew wiggled, as taught by the firm teachers, behind the guards as they walked past the rows of cells towards the first security door.

From behind cell doors Andrew could hear girls gasping, as if in erotic ecstasy. The sooner he could leave this appalling place and return to a life of normality the better, else he really would require a place in an asylum!

The security guards used their fobs to open the gate, which slid aside with a strident warning bell, alerting other guards that it was unlocked.

A male and female pair of guards, in the same white uniforms briefly looked in their direction. Both ogled the sexily attired patient, being helplessly drawn forward on her heels.

Andrew relaxed a little when they went up in the lift to the rest and relaxation area. He was allowed upstairs for only a few hours each day. The rest of his time was spent in lessons or therapy underground.

On the ground floor windows taunted the inmates with the sight of trees and greenery which the patients could only experience under tight security in the gardens of the asylum.

Inmates were rarely beaten here, in case visitors or members of the public witnessed the attacks. This added to the welcome sense of freedom. Though it was only freedom of a sort.

Andrew asked in his best girly voice, “Please Sirs, is it Peyton, my wife who has come today?”

The guards looked at each other and burst out laughing.

“Yeh sure,” said guard one, still holding the leash, “A cutie pie like you has a fucking wife!”

And at that point Andrew felt sick. Did he have a wife? What was Wyatt and Peyton up to while he was locked away in this home for the mentally infirm?

It was only Andrew’s presence at their home that prevented Wyatt fucking Peyton all day, every day. Now, no one would be able to stop him having his way with Peyton.

Despite his gut twisting thoughts, Andrew maintained his wiggling walk in case Professor Schröder or one of the teachers was watching him on a security camera. One thing the Meadowland Sanatorium was blessed with were cameras. They were everywhere.

One day when Professor Schröder was taunting and teasing the tearful Andrew, he had secured the sissy using ankle and wrist cuffs, pulled his hair hard and said, “listen you mindless slut, security here is the best in the land. Escape is impossible. No patient has even made it to the foyer. You are here until your owners sign the release forms. They only get to sign the release forms when I say you are cured and sufficiently fit to return to the outside world.”

He twisted Andrew’s hair painfully and glared at the terrified sissy. “And let me tell you something. You are way too much fun for me to let you go.”

Once the sissy started the water works, the Professor would grin and demand, “Now open that cock sucking mouth of yours and remind me what is the one thing at which you are competent.”

Walking in high heels whilst held securely in a straitjacket made Andrew feel both helpless and scared. He was terrified he might topple. The guards weren’t letting up in their pace and often he would have to skip along in his heels to keep up with their strides.

They fobbed through another ringing security door into an area with a sign reading, “Visitor Meetings.”

There was the whiff of fresh air here, far removed from the airconditioned, sealed areas for the inmates. Andrew tantalisingly knew that there were only two more security doors to the main entrance from this point. There awaited fresh air and freedom, but it might as well have been on another planet as far as the inmates were concerned.

The first guard tapped on a door marked ‘Visitor Room 4. Passes must be worn at all times.’

Without waiting for an answer, he opened the door onto a spacious, clean white room with a large window showing the landscaped gardens and woodlands.

A long table was at the room’s centre. On it were piles of documents, neatly stacked in piles, all of which looked like legal forms.

There were two people in the room, and Andrews’ guts twisted as he recognised both.


Chapter 5    

Ms Valda Phoenix wore her usual sexy, body hugging blouse and tight short skirt. She was immaculate, as if she had been trained by the teachers at the Asylum, but her personality was far removed from the neatly attired inmates. Ms Phoenix was a blunt, sneering lawyer, about 30 ,     who spoke in short sentences where words were spat at the listener as if fired from a machine gun.

Andrew’s wife, Peyton had known Valda Phoenix since school and recommended her as their solicitor. Andrew had hated the way she would sneer at anything he said, and fire sharp put downs in his direction – especially in front of Peyton!

When they were driving home, Andrew would say to Peyton that he was fed up with paying to be insulted. But Peyton would just giggle. Valda was an old school friend of Peyton’s, and, as a favour, carried out all their legal work, with the house, the wills and the sale of the company, for half cost. She even insisted on fighting the constructive dismissal case from a bitch of an employee called Lydia, whom Andrew had to get rid of.

To Andrew, even half price felt expensive for her sharp tongued, emasculating approach.

As soon as Andrew entered Ms Phoenix wasted no time in laughing out loud at his appearance and position. She was openly scornful of the straitjacket-fastened sissy stood, blushing like mad, before her.

“Now don’t you look a picture,” she grinned.

The other person in the room was Peyton’s lover, Wyatt. His dark suit jacket was over a chair, so he stood powerfully in his shirt, tie, slacks and brogues. Once Ms Phoenix laughed so did he.

“You can unleash the bimbo, guys,” Wyatt said to the guards. “Don’t think she’s gonna cause us much of a problem dressed like that.”

“Yes, Mr Rodriguez,” one of the guards said. “Don’t forget to fill out the form on her behaviour before you leave. Professor Schröder wants to know that the inmate’s education is helping her develop.”

“You got it,” Wyatt said.

The two guards chuckled, gently closing the door as they left.

Andrew heard the buzzing sound of a door being opened in the corridor and then all fell silent.

In the visitor’s wing you rarely heard the shouting, screaming and crying.

For a moment there was an awkward silence and then Andrew blurted out, “Please Mr Rodriguez. Please take me home. I promise to be good. I won’t complain again. I’ve learnt my lesson.”

Wyatt smiled, and in contrast to the sissy’s zippy delivery spoke slowly, in a measured tone. “I’m glad to hear it. Before coming here, you were full of grievances weren’t you babe? Eh?”

Blushing, Andrew looked down at the floor wishing he’d kept his big fat mouth shut.

Wyatt relished his power over the husband, “I wasn’t dominating you right. I had the wrong ideas. Wasn’t treating your wife with the courtesy she deserved. Remember?”

Andrew hung his head feeling ridiculous. “Yes Mr Rodriguez, Sir. I am a dumb bitch. This has been explained to me, Sir. I promise.”

“Well now. There’s a turn up for the books,” Wyatt said. “You’ve actually learnt something at last.”

“Yes Sir,” Andrew spoke quietly, shame muting his voice.

“So you think you’re well enough to be allowed home do you, Bimbo?” Wyatt asked.

Hope! Andrew gasped. “Yes Sir. Oh, yes please Sir.”

“Uh-uh,” Wyatt said as if in thought, before turning to the solicitor, “Ms Phoenix, what do you reckon? Has this dumb sissy learnt her lesson?”

Ms Phoenix came closer to Andrew and leaned against the metal table, fixed to the floor. She folded her arms.

“Well now, it seems to me that someone as dumb as her can’t make that call.”

Wyatt laughed. “Hey Bimbo, what do you think of that then?”

Even with just three weeks education at the Meadowland Sanatorium, Andrew knew that he was always in the wrong and that all others were always correct.

Andrew spoke softly, each word a dagger in his gut. “Ms Phoenix is of course right, Mr Rodriguez.”

Ms Phoenix laughed. “Oh my God Sissy. The one good thing about allowing you out is that you can come and visit me at my home. Oh my God. Would I have some fun with you.”

Andrew swallowed hard at the thought of being helpless in Valda’s home. He shivered.

Adopting a mock concerned look, Ms Phoenix said, “Wouldn’t be dreadful if I called you around while Lydia was there? Oh no. That would be just too awful for you.”

Stuttering a ‘please’, Andrew tried to think.

“Who’s Lydia?” Mr Rodriguez laughed.

Keeping her eyes fixed on the cowering sissy, the lawyer said, “Oh, only a poor lass who hates him. She sued April here for constructive dismissal.”

As he is never permitted to hide his face at the sanatorium, Andrew couldn’t throw his head into his hands to hide from the shame of the memory.

“What happened?” Mr Rodriguez asked, delighting in the dumb sissy’s chagrin.

“Oh. Only that this simpering sissy here demanded that Lydia, his emplyee wore short skirts to the office.”

Andrew cleared his throat, “Please Miss Phoenix, I just thought she could look tidier when being my personal assistant.”

“Oh, April. Such fibs. You demanded she wore mini skirts to show off, how did you put it, her lovely legs.”

“I didn’t know she was a dyke!” Andrew caught his bluster in time so briskly added, “Miss Phoenix.”

Ms phoenix bristled at the use of the word Dyke. She hated it and a simpering sissy like Andrew shouldn’t be permitted to use it. “You didn’t know much at all. After the case Lydia and I got on very well together, sharing girlfriends and thinking about how she’d love to humiliate you. We had some wonderful times exploring those possibilities.”

Andrew turned on his heels to Wyatt. “Please Mr Rodriguez, don’t let her visit me here. Please. Please!”

Andrew’s imploring made Wyatt and the lawyer laugh boisterously.

“We’ll leave that for another day … maybe.” Mr Rodriguez raised an eyebrow. “So, Miss Phoenix here has offered you a stay in her home. Well bimbo, aren’t you going to thank Ms Phoenix for her kind invite?”

With his chin down, looking at his humiliating false boobs, his cheeks so hot he could feel them, Andrew said, “Yes Sir, sorry Sir. Thank you, Ms Phoenix, for your very kind offer.”

“Then that is one hell of a fucking date!” Ms Phoenix laughed, unfolding her arms to rest them behind her, on the edge of the table. “Think I’ll get you a nice cute bunny outfit for our game. How does that sound?”

Andrew had worn a humiliating bunny outfit for Professor Schröder, and it was still in his wardrobe in his cell. “Thank you, Ms Phoenix. It sounds very nice.”

The lawyer approached Andrew the way a tiger stalks a young doe. “’cos, Bimbo, Peyton, your wife, and me are old friends. We go way back. Long before you arrived on the scene. We talk about everything.” She was within breathing distance of the nervous sissy now. “And she told me how you wanted to get another solicitor. That you were bad mouthing me to all you friends. You hear that?”

Andrew’s sickness returned. He closed his eyes tight, pulling uselessly at his imprisoned arms. “I’m sorry Ms Phoenix. I was wrong. I’m always wrong.”

His little dick shrivelled inside his metal chastity cage.

“Then honey, you work hard at your lessons and Maybe, just Maybe we can engineer a release,” Ms Phoenix said. “Would you like that Bimbo?”

Opening his tearful eyes wide with hope, Andrew said. “Oh yes, please. More than anything in the world.”

Ms Phoenix drew breath, her panties had just been soaked by a sudden and unexpected squirt from her pussy. The sissy looked just so cowed, so submissive, so eager to please. She’d had enjoyed the dynamic of having subbie boyfriends before. Not least because her tough, sharp mouthed character wouldn’t entice tough guys anyway, not that they attracted her. But no one had looked at her with such deference and hope as Andrew. He made her feel awesomely powerful.

“Then you work hard here, and I’ll tell you what, I’ll get you a nice pink bunny outfit. How does that sound?”

“Thank you, Ms Phoenix. Very kind, Ms Phoenix.”

“See if Lydia might like to see you in it.”

Andrew felt ill at the threats emanating from the lawyer. In truth as shaming as the thought was of cavorting about the cruel, aggressive Ms Phoenix wearing a bunny outfit in pink, if it got him out of the asylum then it was fine by Andrew. He knew she couldn’t be so cruel as to bring Lydia in on the deal. No one could be that sadistic.

Wyatt laughed. “Pink bunny outfit, brilliant.” He turned to Andrew, who still had his eyes fixed to the floor, “you reckon you’ve recovered from your breakdown then, bimbo?”

Swallowing, Andrew you knew exactly the correct form of words to use as his reply. “Please Sir, that is a matter for the kind people at the hospital and Professor Schröder.”

“Good girl,” Wyatt said, genuinely impressed. “Ms Phoenix here mentioned this place to me a while back when you were doing all that moaning. She said it would cure you. Apparently some other sissies are here, learning their lessons, like you!”

“Yes Sir, Mr Rodriguez. It is indeed curing me. I am most grateful”

“There you go,” Wyatt announced. “As soon as you had your breakdown, I knew exactly what to do,” Wyatt said. “In moments I was on the phone to Professor Schröder. He got you in here that very night.”

Andrew’s mind painfully remembered having a drink with Wyatt in Andrew’s living room after Wyatt had screwed his wife as part of their cuckold games. Andrew thought it the right time to explain to Wyatt that he ought not be spanking his wife Peyton. Rather she should be treated with respect and delicacy. He took a few sips of the drink Wyatt had prepared before feeling his knees buckle beneath him.

Then the nightmare began.

“Now then, as you say,” Wyatt began, “we have to have Professor Schröder sign you out in order for you to leave here. For that we need you to be a good girl in here. Carry on your lessons and for us to prepare the home for you.”

“Prepare the home, Sir?” Andrew found himself perplexed. Obviously, he had to satisfy the staff that he was cured, he understood that. But why prepare the home for him?

“Yes of course. Hasn’t Professor Schröder explained this to you?”

“No Sir,” Andrew said, concern darkening his features.

Approaching the helplessly bound, sexily clad sissy, Wyatt raised his chin. He wanted to see the dumb arsed sissy’s misery when hearing of the total degradation. “Yes. I mean we need to make you feel at home when you return.”

The relief that Andrew may have felt at the thought of him returning to his home dissipated with the notion that it had to be prepared for him. He didn’t know what they meant, and these two bullies weren’t going to tell him.

Wyatt’s eyes glistened in the day light from outside. “Don’t you trouble your little head over that. The staff here have told me that we mustn’t trouble you with anything. So let’s start at the beginning with the work Ms Phoenix has done for you.” He indicated the piles of legal documents on the table. “Let’s start with your name. That had to go didn’t it?”

“My name had to go, Sir?” Andrew didn’t understand any of this, nor did he feel comfortable in his ignorance.

Ms Phoenix was also close by Andrew, ready to observe his response to the misery they were about to inflict upon him. As a dyke, she hated men and the thought of turning this idiot into a helpless sissy before his gorgeous wife was exhilarating. Would she have a shot at bedding sexy Peyton when she saw what a dumb sissy her husband truly was?

Ms Phoenix said,  “Yes dear. We used the deed poll to change your name to something more suitable. People can hardly call you Andrew, can they? Not with you now being true to your sissy self.”

“The sanatorium have already chosen your Christian name. It’s the one you liked when playing your pervy games. April.” Mr Wyatt said, “Your full new name is April Bambi Rodriguez. How about that?”

Andrew couldn’t speak. “Sir, I ….”

“Such a pretty name,” Ms Phoenix said. “Obviously a dumb sissy like you won’t be allowed access to your deed poll site because Mr Rodriguez here has the password. We’ve set it up and we control it. You are forbidden access.”

She rubbed his lace panties, feeling the metal nub holding his little shrunken member. With satisfaction she witnessed his immediate arousal. The Professor had explained to them that with him not being able to cum and being dressed in frillies he will be in a constant state of arousal which keeps the poor sissy permanently compliant.

Andrew closed his eyes and groaned at the attention on his groin. Somehow being helpless and stroked set him on fire. His moans emanating from deep within his throat.

To break his erotic dreaminess, a hand gripped Andrew’s balls through his soft panties, stirring him awake and hauling him to the table with the legal forms.

“So,” Ms Phoenix said, “here are the documents pronouncing the change of name. April, such a sweet name. People  will know who you are the moment they hear your name.” She stared hard at the shocked sissy. “And every time people use your name you will know who you are. It is illegal for you to use any other name now April. So be warned.”

“But …I …” Surely this couldn’t be happening!

Mr Wyatt asked Ms Phoenix. “What’s the penalty for giving a false name?”

Smiling the solicitor said, “why, six months imprisonment. Imagine a silly sissy in prison with all those butch guys with hard ons.” She laughed. “Too dreadful to contemplate.”

“Oh Dear,” Wyatt said, as if concerned. “And I guess when she is released from prison, Professor Schröder will demand an immediate return to here, for further evaluation.”

“No, please, no,” Andrew pleaded.

“And Bambi for a lovely middle name.” Ms Phoenix said. “People will know your full personality just from your middle name, won’t they?”

Staring at the legal documents until they blurred, Andrew said, “but I can change it though, can’t I?”

“Aw, don’t you look worried, little one,” Ms Phoenix said, stroking his blonde hair. “No honey. Only Mr Rodriguez has access to your deed poll log in. So speak to him. Yes?”

The fog of the nightmare just descended deeper around Andrew. He knew Wyatt had a sadistic sense of humour and would love watching him squirm when being called April or Bambi. Oh god! Andrew just realised it could mean that Peyton would be calling him those names. At least she would feel sympathy for him and support him. A sudden stab of anguish with the thought: would she?

“There you are April, not too traumatic I trust,” Ms Phoenix said examining his crest fallen face. “And that brings us to who should take care of you.”

“Take care of me, Ms Phoenix?” Andrew asked shocked.

“Why of course. With you recovering from your breakdown and you’ll need a father figure. And who is a better father figure than a real Daddy.”

Andrew pulled at his arms, in a feeble attempt to free himself from the strong bindings of the straitjacket. He pretty quickly learnt for the umpteenth time that there was no escape. He shuffled helplessly on his heels.

“Please Ms Phoenix, I don’t think that will be necessary. I am sure that …”

The lawyer ran her hand down the back of his black lacy panties, her palm slipping easily over his surprisingly sexy bottom. “Silly girl. You no longer need to be sure of anything, honey. Nothing of import needs to darken your mind ever again. That’s the joy of having a Daddy.”

The solicitor used the hand that was not taking liberties with his bottom to show Andrew the second pile of legal documents.

“So Wyatt here, asked me to bring forward adoption proceedings for you.”

“What?” Remembering himself, he smartly added, “Ms Phoenix. I don’t understand what’s happening.

“Aw.” She gripped his bottom through his ruffled panties, making him leap forward in his heels. “I know you don’t. You never have. And you will never again have to trouble your delicate little Bambi brain over anything in the future. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Not wanting to look at Wyatt, whom Andrew knew would be revelling in his humiliation, Andrew asked Ms Phoenix, “I’m sure that once I am home, I will be perfectly fine.”

Wyatt took hold of his chin and twisted his dazed face around to face him. “You had your breakdown at home, didn’t you?”

If it was a damned break down, Andrew thought. More likely that Wyatt spiked his drink and set all this up, but he replied, “Yes Sir. That is true.”

“You see honey,” Ms Phoenix said, “little girls with an ever present Daddy at home are far more at ease with life.”

Swallowing, Andrew said, “Thank you Ms Phoenix. I will think over what you have said and let you know my thoughts when we next meet.”

That seemed a good way to get out of the hole the solicitor was digging and herding him into.

“Silly girl,” Ms Phoenix giggled. “Silly little girl. I’ve told you, you do not every have to worry about anything ever again. Isn’t that so wonderful. You can leave it all to Mr Rodriguez here.”

There are times when an inevitability is so dreadful that the brain somehow deludes the person into discarding it. So it is with Andrew. His brain had blanked out the destination this conversation is heading.

“With Professor Schröder’s advice and he as a reference, we have already had you adopted by Wyatt here, whom you now must call Daddy, and by Peyton, whom you must call Mummy. How does that sound?”

Refusing to even think, Andrew’s brain turned into a lump of non thinking ice.

“Look, April,” Ms Phoenix said. “Here are all the completed forms for your adoption.”

The second pile of legal documents headed ‘Adoption of April Bambi Rodriguez’ sat before Andrew.

Andrew muttered, ‘Oh my God,’ and felt as if he would collapse to the ground. For the first time since he arrived at The Meadowland Sanatorium, Andrew wanted to return to the safety and security of his own cell.

Slipping her hand deep into Andrew’s panties so the fingers could tickle his balls from the rear, Ms Phoenix used her free hand to pull back each page in turn.

“As you can see, the courts have granted adoption in a speedy manner. I have to say it was very good of Professor Schröder to give up his time and come to the court to explain how, in the interests of your health, the court needed to act quickly.” She paused, revelling in his horror. “Be sure to thank him when you next see the good Professor.”

Andrew turned to Wyatt. “Sir, please help me. I don’t want this and …”

The slap to the back of Andrew’s thigh was so harsh he squealed and hoped towards the table.

Wyatt said, “I think you mean Daddy, don’t you?”

“P-p-please. Please Don’t do this Sir.”

A second slap, even more harsh than the first.

Andrew yelped.

“I think you mean, Daddy, don’t you girl?”

Ms Phoenix said, “A Daddy may offer reasonable chastisement to a child should he think it will benefit the child. In other words,” she pulled her hand from out of the warmth of his panties and stood fore square before him, “even if you are out or with friends, your Daddy can give you the benefit of a spanking whenever you are naughty.”

Wyatt chuckled, “Tell April what you told me.”

“Oh yes,” Ms Phoenix looked as if all her Christmases had arrived in one swoop. “If you are in a shop, say a busy supermarket, bustling with people, and your Mummy or Daddy feel as if you have misbehaved, then they may administer a sound spanking on the spot. Perfectly legally.”

Andrew’s head swooned, with the bright window becoming very bright and spinning away from him.

Wyatt said, “and your Professor Schröder tells me it is the duty of a parent to maintain the discipline of their little girls.”

“Sir, erm, Daddy, please, I need to sit down.”

Wyatt sat himself down on one of the functional seats and patted his lap inviting the tearful Andrew to settle on it.

In a stupor Andrew complied, settling onto the hunky man’s lap, and then cried.

Wyatt snickered and cuddled the distressed sissy with strong comforting arms.


Chapter 6    

In her own examining room, Dr Flammia was still wearing her white doctor’s jacket but with a short skirt beneath. To Andrew she appeared different than she had appeared previously. Fresher somehow than downstairs in the surgery and cell areas. Her make up had obviously just been applied and her hair hung loosely about her head, rather being tied back in a tight ponytail.

Andrew was wearing only a constricting corset    that reached his navel, suspenders, stockings and heels. He had been told to freshen up his own face and hair before being cuffed and delivered to the normally earnest doctor. Right now, she appeared uncertain, nervous.

There were pleasant views of the immaculate gardens below, and the walls were decorated with soothing abstract paintings.

Knowing better than to ask if he can have the cuffs removed Andrew waited patiently for the doctor to speak.

“Well, my word, you do look hot,” She finally said appraising him from heels to hair.

“Thank you, Doctor Flammia.”

“Turn around,” she demanded.

He did so immediately. Hesitancy in complying with an instruction was placed on the same level as disobedience.

“And just look at that arse of yours. Wiggle it!”

Andrew did so, no longer feeling foolish when put on display and made to adopt certain positions and movements.

“Ok, turn back and sit down there.” She indicated a high backed chair in front of her orderly desk.

She settled down behind the desk and again appraised the hot sissy before opening up her computer to Andrew’s notes. She cleared her throat before saying:

“I see, by all accounts then we are making good progress with your recovery.”

“Yes, Doctor Flammia.Thank you, I feel as if I am on the road to recovery.”

She eyed him hard, “And of course you are grateful?”

“Oh yes, indeed, Doctor Flammia. Thank you so much for your, and your teams hard work in making me what I am.”

He wriggled on his sore bottom. He was always spanked before leaving the cell by the two intimidating guards, apparently to help his attitude when being with adults. It was so easy to be spanked for not appearing sufficiently appreciative of the humiliating ordeals he faced every day.

“I see your speech patterns are marked as very good. Well done April.”

“Thank you, Miss Flammia. The teachers are excellent, even with a dumb girl like me.”

She smiled supportively, “Don’t worry little girl, we will ensure that your progress continues. We won’t let you back track on your improvements.”

“Thank you, Miss Flammia.”

“Now then,” she coughed and a tinge of red appeared on her cheeks, “I see that Professor Schröder has had you complete,” again she nervously cleared her throat, “Some extra curricular activities.”

She looked up awaiting a response.

“Yes, Doctor Flammia. He said they would aid my development.”

She shook her head. “I bet he did. And are you comfortable with these,” she searched the ceiling for the right word, “shall we say, oral activities?”

Of course he wasn’t! Who wants to be strapped to a cock sucking machine for a relentless hour? But he steeled himself and said, “Yes Doctor Flammia the teachers have been very considerate in all aspects of my education. I am particularly appreciative for Professor Schröder taking time out of his busy day to aid my healing.”

“Professor Schröder seems particularly interested in you losing the gag reflex.”

Wanting to defensively fold his arms, an action that was no longer permitted to him, he placed his hands gently in his lap and tightly gripped them. He needed to deflect the path of this conversation lest he appeared critical of Professor Schröder .

“Please Miss Flammia my teachers are pleased with my development. I got two gold stars today.”

The doctor laughed at the false modesty with which April bragged about her success. “Very clever. Good girl.”

April beamed and shuffled on her seat.

Laughing at the silly girl’s reaction, Doctor Flammia settled back into her seat and said, “who developed the antidote to the gag reflex?”

“Please Miss, it was dental scientists in order to prevent patients gagging when work was carried out at the back of the throat.”

The doctor was not best pleased, and Andrew found himself becoming fearful. Surely that was right! That had been part of his history lessons at the sanatorium. Surely he wasn’t going to be punished for repeating what he had been taught!

“April, should a silly girl be so confident in her reply? Like some Neanderthal truck driver?”

Oh! “Sorry Doctor Flammia. It will never happen again,”

At that moment Andrew promised himself that even when he was free of all this nonsense, he would be wary about ever seeming to be confident in saying anything.

“Then try again, girl.”

“Yes, Doctor Flammia. Thank you. I can be so dumb at times,” April giggled at her own foolishness in the manner she had been taught. The idea was to make herself appear vulnerable and silly, thus lessen any punishment. “I think, but I don’t know, you’d know better than me.” She giggled airily. “Everyone knows better than me. But was it developed by scientists in the dental field to assist patients? I don’t know, would that be correct? I am sure you must know.”

The doctor laughed, relaxing. “Why that is excellent, April. Such a clever girl.”

The smile widened on Andrew’s lips, he could tell a painful punishment had been averted. He was wary about letting his mouth become too wide with smiling, as he had to keep it as small as possible and constantly purse the lips. Even smiling was now a regimented action.

“Don’t be put out when you make mistakes,” she continued. “We will ensure that you will never again be confident when you say anything. Not ever.”

The smile on Andrew’s face became uncertain, and he crossed his legs defensively. Obviously, they wouldn’t be able to change his social conditioning forever. His tummy tied itself into knots yet oddly his dick spurted into his panties at the thought of such unyielding power over him.

“Yes, Doctor Flammia.”

There was a long pause as the doctor eyed her uneasy patient. She licked her lips and opened a drawer on her desk. She took out a large black dildo and, with her eyes fixed on the patient, walked around the desk to hold the formidable object before him.

“Now April. Tell me about each of the methods of gag reflex and then demonstrate each one to me. What’s the first?”

“Oh!” April’s eyes opened wide with fear. She hated being tested. People always tried to catch her out. Too often she would end up over a knee or over a desk, skirt up, panties down awaiting a beating.

The doctor crouched down beside April and cooed, “Don’t worry little girl. I just want to see how your studies are developing.”

Unconvinced, Andrew swallowed and said. “Method one, if I have got this right, and I don’t usually, because I am so ditzy …”

The doctor laughed and stroked April’s wonderful blonde hair from her face. “Carry on, don’t stop.”

“So, well, I think, it’s that you make a fist with your thumb between your fingers and then squeeze.”

“Do it and open your mouth.”

April did so, using her left hand to trap her thumb as she had been taught and then leaning back her head slightly to afford the dildo easy entry.

The bulbous dildo slid along her tongue and was withdrawn to slide back in, this time to the back of the open mouth.

“Good girl, clever girl,” the doctor said, sounding a little out of breath. “Now tell me the second technique.”

Opening her eyes, April stared up at the doctor seeing her in a state of arousal. Already April’s little dick had tried to elongate, and he could feel it ready to spurt in its steel enclosure.

“I, er,” his mind felt numbed. “Oh yes,” he giggled at monetarily forgetting the term, “putting pressure on the hegu point. Like this.”

He used his left hand to pinch the concave area between the first finger and thumb of the right hand, while automatically parting his lips into a soft circle.

This time as the dildo was pumped in and out of his mouth, he heard the doctor moaning with excitement. Oh dear God, Andrew thought, if only I could come.

“Good girl, clever girl.” She was sounding hoarse.

As the soft black plastic was withdrawn, Andrew smiled at the remark. “Thank you, Miss.”

The doctor’s eyes could barely open, her breathing was in short bursts, as if she had been for a run. Her next words were mumbled.

“Yeh, and, and the third method of controlling the …”

Her words trailed off.

Andrew was no better. He too was wholly aroused by the sucking and the following of her commands.

“Miss, I press, or you press,” At that point he giggled. He wasn’t giggling as he was before but in a dreamy state, barely aware he was even giggling. “Or you could press, between the chin and lower lip and then …”

“Get your arse into the bedroom!”

Suddenly the doctor had stood tall on her heels and was pointing at a half open door, beyond which Andrew could make out a bed in the gloom.

Although shaken by the instruction he barely paused for a second before clip clopping over to the door. He must never delay complying for fear of punishment.

She was right behind him as he entered, and he found himself shoved towards the bed by her.

Turning to face her with his shocked expression, she practically rugby tackled him to the bed. He felt her weight collapse on top of him. The corset, panties and stockings left sufficient bare skin for him to feel her white coat sliding over his skin.

“You are the hottest babe we’ve ever created. Oh my God,” she mumbled as she bit at his neck.

Andrew tried to politely thank her, as he ought to following a compliment but as he parted his lips, her mouth engulfed his and her tongue thrust into his mouth filling it.

She kicked apart his stockinged legs and found himself wrapping his thighs about hers, moaning and gasping. In need. In total need. A need that would never be satisfied for as long as he was locked into his cage.

But, wow, what a driving pulsating need it was. He didn’t want that inability to climax to end, not ever.


Chapter 7    

One of the most exciting treats Andrew experienced at the Meadowland Sanatorium was trying on new outfits. Over the weeks he had been there he had worn a string of outrageously sexy garments which was a real turn on. He was permitted to spend time ogling himself in various mirrors and shown how to pose, so that his bottom and breasts stuck out. Even the more sedately attire, although being more classy than racy, was still a turn on. He had even worn a bunny girl's uniform complete with ears and tail, for a few hours, to the general giggling of his teachers - and himself.

Today, laid out on a bench he saw a dreamy short white dress. Andrew estimated it would be so short so as to barely cover his bottom and giggled at the pleasure that awaited him. He ran his fingers down its delicate fabric, finding it erotically silky to the touch.

His favourite teacher, Miss Thomas smiled, “I know. Adorable isn’t it. You’re going to be glad you behaved today and earned your rights to a nice outfit like this.”

Andrew dutifully giggled as he had been taught, when he agreed with someone. “It helps when I have to write a homework or an essay to know I’ll be rewarded if I get three gold stars in a day.”

“Good girl, clever girl,” Miss Thomas smiled.

He liked Miss Thomas she was always sympathetic, even when spanking him. As if she wanted him to succeed. Some of the other teachers were clearly sadists and elated to have a helpless victim to feed upon.

“And what colour underwear, April?” the teacher gently inquired.

“White Miss. Any other colour would show through and be slutty.”

“Clever girl,” cooed the teacher.

Andrew was thrilled, “Thank you Miss Thomas. And white tights too?”

“Exactly, honey. Though you do like your dark tan ones too, don’t you?”

“That would work?”

Miss Thomas gripped April’s hand. “Yes. Shall we try it?”

How exciting! Andrew gushed, “Oh yes, please. Yes.”

The smile fell from Miss Thomas’ lips and knowing he had said or acted in error, Andrew froze in terror. He could stomach a beating, but not to have his dressing privileges removed.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, his eyes wide with trepidation.

“There is a little trial, I call it an ordeal, you have to submit to. I’ll help you through it, I promise.”

An apprehensive Andrew was sent into a small room to strip naked, wipe away all make up and tie his hair tightly in a pony tail behind his head.

When he re-emerged, wearing only his tiny chastity device, devoid of makeup, with his hair tightly held back, he felt dreadfully exposed.

“I’m sorry about this.” Miss Thomas looked truly aggrieved.

She held out a pair of white Y-fronts.

Oh! Andrew accepted them, feeling their rough material. He looked at his teacher with bewilderment.

“I know precious but be a good girl and put them on.”

Andrew stared at the unpleasant, rough item in his hand. Where were his delightful silky panties?

He double checked the teacher but realised he had to comply. These would feel horrible beneath that charming dress he thought. He pulled them on, feeling their ugly bulging size and coarse material. When they settled loosely around his smooth, shaven hips and groin he looked abjectly at his teacher.

Miss Thomas smiled supportively. “I know April. I’m so sorry. Now this.”

“Aargh!” Andrew couldn’t believe it.

His teacher was holding out a nasty string vest, it wasn’t even a nice white colour. It was more a dull creamy hue.

“Quickly, April. No hesitation. Remember?”

Of course he remembered! Vacillation was on the same level as disobedience and wouldn’t be tolerated by the staff at the sanatorium.

Pulling the vest over his silky hair and down his body made his skin itch. It was horrendous. How do guys wear clothes so scratchy?

Next came a blue shirt. It was a dreadful colour. So insipid. It wasn’t as rough as the underwear, but it didn’t feel very nice either. Rather than sliding over his hairless body and arms it kept getting stuck on his flesh.

“Yuk,” he said to Miss Thomas.

His teacher said. “Sorry it gets worse.”

She opened a wardrobe to reveal a suit on a hanger. A dingy dark grey number.

“Sorry, April. Be a good girl and put it on as quickly as you can.”

Moments later he was dressed in a suit that felt huge and voluminous, the way guys clothes are. He longed for a tight silky number to wear.

Next were a dreadful dark pair of brogues. There was no heel, so Andrew’s feet were flat on the floor. It was a dreadful feeling. The inverse of being glamorous and attractive.

“Miss Thomas,” April said, “I hate this! These shoes make my feet look enormous.”

“I know honey. I’m sorry. Nearly done.”

She opened a door into the corridor and the two burly white garbed orderlies came in carrying a camera fixed to a tripod.  Never the greatest of conversationalists they quietly busied themselves setting up their equipment near a school desk.

Moments later Professor Schröder hurried into the room. He was a man in a rush. He stopped when he saw April attired as a man and nodded, as if accepting an unpleasant situation.

Professor Schröder was downcast. “This needn’t take long, April. I take no pleasure in this at all.”

April nodded, her eyes wide with misery.

Miss Thomas said, “Be a big girl and look in the mirror, April.”

April turned to the full-length mirror and felt distressed at the image that confronted her. The suit seemed too big and baggy all over. Shapeless. It was despairingly ugly and made him feel ugly. Professor Schröder wouldn’t find him attractive in this. There was so little form to it and the colours were ever so drab. The shoes made his feet appear big and cumbersome. Worse, whenever he moved in the suit, he felt the dreadful scratchy material rub against his now soft flesh.

With wide eyes swelling with tears, Andrew stared at Professor Schröder with earnest pleading.

“Ok April, turn and look at the camera,” Professor Schröder

The doctor spoke softly, using a guiding hand on Andrew’s shoulder to position him before his reflection.

As the Professor stepped back Andrew saw a red light flash on the camera.

“Tell the camera what you feel about the suit April,” Professor Schröder said.

For a long while Andrew, in the too big, ugly suit pouted. Finally he said. “It’s horrible. I hate it.”

The Doctor nodded, “Would you like to take it off?”

Closing his eyes, on the edge of tears, Andrew whispered, “Yes please, Sir.”

“And what would you wish to wear, April?”

It was a moment before Andrew understood the question. His eyebrows furrowed. Was he being given a choice?

“The dress on the desk please Sir.”

“Hold it up for the camera like a good girl, April.”

Andrew with a smile of uncertainty picked up the sleek, short white dress on the hanger and held it up. “This one please Sir.”

“And do you ever wish to wear that suit again, April?”

Shaking his head Andrew feared he was walking into a terrible trap where they would keep him in the dreadful suit.

“Tell the camera what you want April,” Professor Schröder said.

Licking his dry unlipsticked lips, Andrew turned to the camera and said, “I don’t want to wear horrible clothes like this. I want to wear this nice dress.”

“And what do you wish to wear beneath the dress April? Y-fronts and a vest?”

Andrew beamed a smile at the professor’s teasing. “No silly. I want my pretty silky panties and bra. Perhaps with a corset to help the look. Oh. Oh! And tights or stockings. Tights with this because it is so short for stockings. That would be slutty. Oh! And heels too. I don’t ever want to wear ghastly footwear like this. They make my feet look huge and ugly. Heels. I can wear four inch heels now. My teachers say four inches are fine for me.”

“Yes April,” the Professor smiled supportively. “But don’t say it to me. Tell the camera all that, silly girl.”

Giggling at being called a silly girl, Andrew turned to the camera and repeated himself. “Let me see. I don’t want horrible underwear, just silky nice things. Oh! And they must match too. So white bra and panties and a white corset. White tights, but my teacher says that dark tights can also work. Oh! And pretty shoes too. I think strappy ones with this dress. Definitely not ever big, smelly, horrible shoes.”

Andrew turned to the Professor to see if she had done as she had been told. The Professor nodded but didn’t smile.

A concerned April asked, “Was that all right Sir? Should I do it again?”

The Professor seemed to relax. He smiled and said. “No young lady. That is fine. Good girl.”

Good girl! April beamed. She had been called a good girl in front of her teacher and the two louts who brought her from her cell.

Suddenly the Professor was in a hurry again. “Well done Miss Thomas. Fine work. As ever. Send that little minx up to my office, we have, er, things to sort out. After she has dressed appropriately of course!”

Miss Thomas nodded, “I believe you haven’t seen April in her bunny girl outfit.”

For a moment the professor paused, the draw of wherever he was going receded. “Bunny outfit? Why no.” He glanced with discomfiture at the two guards who raised their eyebrows at each other, before turning back to Miss Thomas. “But yes. I best see that. Just so that I can mark it down in her files.”

Then, as he passed the two guards, he said to them, “Edit the tape and get it sent to Peyton Williams. Miss Thomas will have the address. It’s what she needs to see right now.”

Andrews pleasure at visiting the professor in his office while wearing his attractive bunny girl outfit was crushed into misery. Peyton would see the video? Watch him pleading to have men’s clothes removed from him while begging to wear pretty girl’s clothes! He gasped. That undid his plan of telling Peyton that this was all a game!

But already the men were carrying the video camera out of the room.

Miss Thomas said, “Come on young lady. We need to get you prepared for your visit to the Professor. He seems rather keen to have you in his room, alone.” She laughed as if sharing a bit of a joke with Andrew.

He remained, open mouthed, staring at the closed door. What had he done? They had tricked him. He would have to think up a good an explanation about the video for Peyton!

The slap to his bottom drew his attention back to Miss Thomas, who was now looking very crossly at him.

“I said get changed! Or would you like to remain in your rough suit all night?”

“Oh no, Miss Thomas. Please. I want to get it off straight away.”

Miss Thomas pulled his cheek, “Such a good girl. And what a lucky girl being able to wear her favourite bunny girl outfit for the Professor!”

They both giggled as Andrew quickly removed the hideous, disagreeable men’s clothes from himself.


Chapter 8    

Just three days later, a quaking Andrew was again attired in a corset that was even more constricting than before. He was also wearing heels, stockings along with the tightly secured straight jacket folding his arms around his own body.

The same two white clad guards leading Andrew on his leash along the secured corridors.

As soon as they passed through a few bell ringing security doors to the lifts, Andrew knew they were going upstairs. As he was wearing the straight jacket, he sickeningly feared he was about to meet Wyatt and Ms Phoenix again.

The Visitor’s room was the same, with the same scenic view, pulse of air-conditioning, steel table full of neatly laid out legal documents and, of course, the bullying Wyatt and superior Ms Phoenix.

The bull had his suit jacket on this time whilst Ms Phoenix wore a dark coloured clinging dress with matching heels. Every bit the powerful no no-nonsense lawyer Andrew had known and resented for years.

As soon as the guards left them, Ms Phoenix advanced on the helplessly strapped up sissy and held up his chin.

“You are the hottest bitch I’ve ever seen.” She snuggled up to the shaking sissy. “It’s only a few days, and you’ll be out of here. And your Daddy says I can borrow you for entire weekends.”

The solicitor’s eyes closed, her cheeks flushed. “Oh my. What I will do with you! I wonder if Lydia would be free? You could explain to her why you made her life hell at your office until she resigned. Perhaps pay back the money you won from her when she failed with her constructive dismissal case.”

“No!” Andrew shivered visibly. No one else must see him in this state.

Wyatt laughed, “Valda, you’re terrifying my little girl. And she only gets released if she is permitted by Professor Schröder. April, are you being a good girl for the kind folk helping you here?”

“Yes Daddy.” By now Andrew knew he needed to keep answers as short as possible as there was less danger of him being deemed to be naughty.

“Good girl.”

Why did the words ‘good girl’ so stimulate Andrew? He felt himself spurt into his panties, something he was increasingly wont to do at the merest sexual provocation.

Wyatt opened up his arms, “Now skip over here for a cuddle from your Daddy.”

Skip? Andrew pranced as quickly as he could on his heels into the arms of his tormentor. Any quick movement made treacherous by his heels and trapped arms.

His reward was a series of firm slaps to his pantied covered arse and the words, “Good girl, clever girl.”

In the muscular arms of the man who was now legally his Daddy, Andrew felt strangely safe and secure. The guards couldn’t bully him now. Professor Schröder couldn’t get him to humiliate himself with logical arguments that always ended with Andrew feeling dumb yet aroused. And he felt even dumber for being aroused at his own stupidity.

He snuggled into the arms of Wyatt, hoping the hug would never end.

But it did. Abruptly. Andrew felt two large hands gripping his forearms, forcing him to step back so Wyatt could glare hard at him. Andrew knew he was in trouble and swallowed.

“April? Haven’t you been told to mew when embraced? Been told to say thank you, Daddy?”

Andrew had received long lessons in how to greet his mummy and Daddy but couldn’t bring himself to carry out all the shameful actions. He was supposed to run over to them and hug them and coo or mew like a child. Obviously, he complied with the instructions of the teachers here in order to pass the exams but to carry out the directives when outside the classroom was just too god damned humbling. Especially with the sneering Wyatt who had trapped him here in the sanatorium. 

Yet he already knew he would have to obey them, especially now his Daddy had reminded him.

“Yes Daddy, sorry Daddy.”

Using the cuckold’s arms Wyatt raised him on to his toes. “Little girl. I cannot hear you.”

Oh no! Andrew felt ill. Would he tell Professor Schröder that he’d been naughty?

Quickly Andrew, in his best little girl, lisping sing-song voice said, “I’m sorry Daddy. Yes Daddy. I have missed you. I adore my Daddy.”

The response was immediate. The delicious pleasure of being told that he was a ‘good girl’ and again having his bottom firmly patted whilst in the firm embrace of a man who could protect him. The entire feeling was one of sleepy delight. A strange mixture of being humiliated and feeling at ease with the humiliation.

“Good girl,” Wyatt said enjoying the shiver of pride and pleasure in the dumb arsed cuckold. “Now let’s go through the latest developments with Ms Phoenix, shall we?”

Andrew closed his eyes. The last thing he wanted was for the crowing bully Ms Phoenix to torment him further. I mean, how bad could it be? He was already now the responsibility of his Mummy and Daddy. He’d had his name changed and right now, he couldn’t see a method of correcting that alteration.

The slap to his backside rang through the room, leaving his bottom feeling warm and sexy. He loved the feelings he had after a spanking, but never during it. After a thrashing the warmth from his buttocks spread like hot water to his locked away genitals. His arousal grew. For sure his masochism meant that the shaming aspect of the spanking, along with the power exchange, excited him too. His dick would engorge, and his mind would drop into freefall. Arousal equals dumbness. The more aroused he becomes, the dumber he feels.

Wyatt was evidently dissatisfied. “You were asked a question young lady. I hope no girl of mine is going to be rude and ignore a question asked of her. Now be a good girl for your Daddy. Shall we run through the next stage with Ms Phoenix?”

“Yes, Daddy. Thank you, Daddy.”

Though he fixed a little smile on his painted lips, as taught by the teachers in how to respond to an adult, the sight of the gloating, disdainful solicitor made him shiver with trepidation.

Ms Phoenix crooked a finger summing the helpless sissy closer to her. He obeyed without faltering.

Though she was about the same height, she seemed, as all adults did now, to be immensely powerful. Commanding and authoritative.

“You know what Lasting Power of Attorney is?” She tilted back her chin as she asked the question, like a superior tutor.

Andrew had long learnt that he was not permitted to express any knowledge. His teachers at the asylum had drummed into him that the safest way forward was always to affect stupidity and ignorance. In this case he had some inkling but was unaware of the detail.

“No, Ms Phoenix. Sorry.”

She laughed and ruffled his dyed blonde curls. “No of course you don’t. Aren’t you a little delight?”

Andrew swallowed, blushed a little more and replied in a sing song manner, “Yes Ms Phoenix. Thank you, Ms Phoenix.”

She stroked his nose, “Now why don’t you call me Aunty Valda? Ms Phoenix is for grown ups. You don’t want your mummy seeing you pretend you are a grown up do you?”

Bitch! Andrew fumed inwardly but his smile remained though quivering slightly. “Yes, Aunty Valda. Thank you, Aunty Valda.”

The lawyer melted; her eyes became hooded. “For fucks sake, you are sex on a stick!”

“Thank you, Aunty Valda,” Andrew quickly replied.

She gripped the back of his hair, cruelly and her teeth joined together, predator like. “When I get you alone, I’m gonna fuck your brains out! You’ll writhe like the fucking slut you really are.”

“Yes, Aunty Valda.”

Laughter came from behind Andrew.

Wyatt said, “You two need to keep your panties on. You’ve got a bit to explain to my little girl.”

Releasing Andrews hair, she dabbed it back into a neat style. “Laters, tramp. Laters!” She said before standing upright, head high again.

“So Lasting Power of Attorney,” Valda said, “is a prescribed legally binding deed. Every court in the world will enforce it.”

Chills ran from Andrew’s toes in his heels up to his blonde hair. Goosebumps tickled his being. Even his eyebrows fizzled as if static electricity was coursing through them. Enforced in courts throughout the world? He must not sign them, whatever they meant!

“An LPA,” she paused, spelling out, “A Lasting Power of Attorney, grants another party full ability to make all your decisions on matters such as property or financial affairs. How can a dumb little girl like you have a bank account, own a house or a car. How can a little girl spend money whenever she wishes?”

Andrew turned to Wyatt, wide eyed with hope. “Daddy. Please. I don’t like this.”

“Don’t worry, honey.” Wyatt said. “Your Aunt Valda and I have your full welfare and wellbeing at heart. So pay attention. I want you to hear this. Every fucking word.”

The large man grinned nastily, thinking back to the times when this foolish sissy would waste his time by correcting him every night he shagged Andrew’s wife. Everything he did was supposedly wrong. Dumb arse, he thought.

“Yes Daddy,” Andrew turned in his straight jacket to look at the crowing Ms Phoenix.

“So little April, in the documents you are what is called a ‘donor’. Your Mummy and Daddy are what’s termed ‘A Named Person.’ As a donor you move your ability to make any financial decision to either an Attorney, like me, else a named person, like your Daddy here.”

“Please Aunty Valda, I don’t want to sign it.”

“Oh hush with you, little April.” She put her finger to his lips. “Under the mental Health Act of 2005 the courts will make decisions for those who cannot. Now with you locked away in an Asylum, the courts had to hear from Professor Schröder as to whether or not you were mentally capable of understanding the import of these documents.”

She paused, just to indulge her knicker damping pleasure at seeing the total defeat dawn in his eyes.

“But, Miss Valda, I, I ….”

“Aw.” Ms Phoenix grinned. “Don’t you worry your little head about anything. Your Mummy and Daddy backed up Professor Schröder’s diagnosis. Sadly, you were locked in this sanatorium for your own good, so the judge accepted you couldn’t show up in person in the court.”

A quick glance at Wyatt told Andrew all he needed to know. He had been railroaded and trapped by this pair of schemers. Whilst he was in the hospital, he had no chance of convincing anyone about his plight. How could anyone think of him as sane if he was locked away in a home for the mentally infirm. He had to get out of the madhouse in order to extricate himself from this nightmare.

She lifted up a small pile of pages stapled together. “So here is Professor Schröder’s statement that you are not mentally fit to sign it and that no pressure has been brought to bear on you. It is witnessed by nurses and instructors from the hospital.”

She paused, ensuring the weight of his legal bondage was clear to the dumb sissy who had so insulted her in the past. The dumb twerp who had tried to get his wife to move away from her practice and find a new lawyer. There would not be a single chance of that now.

Ms Phoenix tilted back her chin, “So from now on, if you want so much as new pair of panties, then you must ask your Mummy and Daddy for them.”

Tyler stood closer to the shocked Andrew. “And ask politely too. I want you to be the best behaved  little girl in the neighbourhood.”

Tears flooded Andrew’s blue eyes, making them seem bigger. “Please Daddy, I think we should sit down and have a chat before anything is signed.”

The bully stroked the little sissy’s made up cheek. “Do you little one? Are you thinking again, eh? Well don’t you worry your little head about anything.”

“You see, little April,” Ms Phoenix cut in, “with you incapacitated in an asylum, we adults have signed it all for you. The judge was a little suspicious at first. But as the Meadowland Sanatorium could show your detailed medical records and the prognosis from the medical team here, well, it was a done deal.”

Andrew just stared at the documents over which he had no say. Huge wet eyes trying to take in the scale of his subjugation.  Wyatt and Peyton now controlled all his financial affairs? How was this possible?

“So little girl, you will never again have to worry about financial issues ever again.” She paused. “Like a child.”

“Please, Aunty Valda, tell me this is some horrible practical joke.”

She laughed. “Silly girl. Only children have time for pranks. We adults are too busy. Which brings me to the second Lasting Power of Attorney.”

She indicated a slightly small pile of papers on the steel table.

Tugging helplessly at his straight jacket bonds, Andrew stared at another pile of documents until the image blurred.

“This one,” she continued, with her eyes fixed on the dumb arsed, but sexy girl before her, “is a Lasting Power of Attorney for health and welfare. As the court has judged you to be incapable of such decisions your Daddy and Mummy can make them for you.”

“But, but, but …” Andrew had lost any capacity to make decisions or find the right words. As if the court were right in granting others the Power of Attorney over him.

Andrew spun around on his heels to face his tormentor, the Bull he had brought into their lives. Tears squeezed out of his eyes, making him feel even more helpless, as, with his hands secured around his body, he lacked any means to wipe them.

“Daddy. Why a health Power of Attorney? I can see why you would want to steal my money but why ...”

The slap across his thigh brought Andrew up short with a loud squeal.

“What have I told you about being a good girl in public?” Wyatt seemed genuinely irate. “Next time we come, your Mummy will be with us and,” he wagged a finger at the distraught little girl, “you will be on your best behaviour.” His eyes narrowed as he added, “throughout our visit. Not once will you mouth off like a spoiled brat nor be naughty. Got it?”

“Yes Daddy.”

For Andrew this was total degrading defeat. There was nothing to stop him becoming little more than a toy for his captors, and it was all solidly legal.

Ms Phoenix put her arm about his narrow shoulders. “No one is stealing your money honey. Or your shares in the house. Or car. They are just put into a trust for safe keeping. And adults will administer it for you, as directed by the court and the laws of the land. No one has taken it. So if you want, say, a nice pink cheerleader outfit with matching pom poms, you just have to ask,” she paused before adding with a smirk, “nicely. Now, let’s mop up these silly tears.”

Andrew remained still while she dabbed at his tears with a tissue from her bag, careful not to smudge his makeup. “You see, April, it’s important we have an L.P.A. for your health and medical affairs.” She raised his chin so that he couldn’t lose eye contract as she said, “you see. Your Daddy and I feel you should have some liposuction to tidy up your waistline. Obviously we cannot involve you in the decisions can we? A silly little girl like you. You are, according to the courts of the land, incapable of making any decisions such as that, aren’t you?”

“Liposuction, Aunty Valda?”

“Don’t you trouble your little head about anything, your Daddy will make the decisions for you,” she said enjoying her spiteful power.

A commanding arm snaked around Andrew’s shoulders, drawing him into the comfort of a rough suit.

“I haven’t yet decided,” Wyatt said softly. “Your Aunty Valda here thinks that some boobs and trimming of the waist will help your appearance in dresses.”

“But, I … ” Andrew stared up in horror at the calm smiling face of Wyatt.

“I said, don’t worry. A surgeon pal of mine says he’d love to enhance your derriere too. I told him, we all love your sexy arse as it is. Professor Schröder has mentioned your cute backside a few times since your stay here. But my surgeon pal says there isn’t anything nature has created that he cannot improve upon. How about that?”

With that the bound sissy saw bright lights and felt her knees give out.

In one swoop, Wyatt took hold of the fainting sissy, scooping her up in his arms.


Chapter 9    

The flirty outfit was short and revealing. Andrew dared not move too quickly lest the flouncy skirt flared up showing his panties beneath his dark tights. The skirt was silken by feel, so light it was like being clothed in tight whispers.  The top was a thin teeshirt of bright flowery colours of pale blues and lemons with a few darts of red. So translucent that you could see beneath it a white bra with all its delicate decorations. It just about reached his navel, at which point the short flared matching skirt began. It would be fine for a young girl, maybe a young teenager but not for someone over the age of 16 and certainly not suitable for a guy in his mid twenties about to meet his wife whom he hasn’t seen for just over a month.

Beneath the dark tights were his bright red panties with three lines of ruffles on the rear. On his feet were strappy, open toed, red heels leaving his pink painted toenails clearly visible through the hose.

In his cell, the guard in his white uniform had stabbed his finger hard into Andrew’s face.

“You gonna behave yeh?”

“Yes Sir,” Andrew said in his best girly voice.

“So I’m not gonna need the straightjacket?” His eyes narrowed with threat.

“No, no thank you Sir. I shall behave.”

The guard shared a disbelieving look with his colleague. Then they both shrugged.“Ok, babe,” the guard said, “Professor Schröder is in two minds whether you need further treatment here. You misbehave, in any way whatsoever and the straight jacket will be on and you’ll be back in your cell for another month. Got it?”

“Yes Sir, thank you for the advice Sir.”

Andrew kept up his simpering smile, until the two guards turned and headed back to the door. At that moment, Andrew breathed a sigh of relief. His single aim was to escape this awful place and then escape his predicament.

Walking through the corridors and the security gates without so much as handcuffs was a new experience for the sissy. Andrew felt lighter, though always fearful that at any moment the two guards would lace him into the straight jacket and spank his bottom with a paddle.

Up in the lifts with the two guards ogling his legs beneath his scandalously short skirt, as if he were on display for them – which of course he was.

He heard the laughing as they walked down the corridor to the visitor’s entrance. Would Peyton really be there? Apart from the video screen when she was being lied to by Professor Schröder, Andrew hadn’t seen her since the night of his breakdown and being taken to the hospital. He felt a well of relief bubble within him. Obviously she wouldn’t be able to free him from this humiliation in the hospital, but once they were home he would explain what had happened and then she would get rid of that horrible bully Wyatt. Only then could return to their married life with occasional maid games.

The Visitor’s room door took on a feeling of hope for Andrew. A sharp knock by the first guard before he opened it onto the familiar scene which was now not so familiar. The large steel table and the wide window showing the lawns and trees outside the hospital were still present but … .

Shock. There were so many people around the steel table!

A laughing, relaxed Professor Schröder sat at the head of the table with the dark suited Wyatt at the opposite end. Professor Schröder wore his custom white doctor’s jacket.

Sat near the window smiling lovingly at Andrew was Peyton in a light shift, her hair neatly styled and her make up fresh, as if she having one of her date nights with Wyatt.

Nearest Andrew, Ms Phoenix twisted around in her seat to take him in from heels to hair. She made no pretence of hiding her  revelling in his humiliation and grinned widely.

Andrew’s training kicked in, helping him overcome his anxiety.

“Mummy, Daddy!” he shrilled and beamed almost genuinely.

“April!” Peyton called and gave him a happy, girly wave.

Wyatt thumbed towards the rear of the room, “Stand over their honey. Be a good girl and keep quiet. The adults still have stuff to sort.”

“Yes Daddy,” Andrew simpered. He took his place against the wall as instructed by Wyatt, and shared another smile with Peyton, relived she didn’t know he was spurting into his panties. Why did he get so aroused in this helpless condition? No doubt, being locked away in a tiny chastity device for four weeks contributed.

His absence from sexual relief ensured he was permanently aroused, not helped by the silky outfits the hospital had him wear.

He was so relieved to see his wife after so long. He had no idea what crazy story Professor Schröder and Wyatt had fed her, but pretty soon she’d learn the dreadful conditions in which he had been kept. A morning spanking to start the day whether or not he had been naughty, followed by intense, though often fun lessons.

He dropped his hands in front of his waistband and let his knee fall before the other. His smile rarely faltered.

“As you can see,” Professor Schröder announced, “April is perfectly happy and deeply contented here. By indulging her fantasy of dressing as a girl, and a young girl at that, she finds herself placated. She has not suffered any further breakdowns since being here. We have pandered to her needs to be made truly helpless and ensured she has experienced the punishments she has always fantasised about.”

Nightmare! How could Professor Schröder share all his intimate fantasies with everyone like this?

“It is of course imperative,” Professor Schröder, became severe, “that April continues this experience at all times. She may, indeed, I am certain she will, make a few protests. But these will be made only with the desire of further enforcement and punishment. So long as we treat her as she desires then her mental state will be fine.”

Peyton sat up ready to speak. Andrew wondered if this was the moment when his wife would finally call a halt to the proceedings.

“Let me say,” Peyton began, “how pleased we are to see the progress April has made in these last few weeks. I was beside myself when I heard how she had had a breakdown at home. And all because I would only let her dress up once a week, or when Wyatt was present.”

She looked at Wyatt and held out her hand on the table to him until Wyatt gently accepted it.

Smiling, head lowered at her lover Peyton said, “I don’t know what I’d done without you, Wyatt. You have done so much for me over the last few weeks. I would have been beside myself with anxiety without you to support me. Especially when Professor Schröder said I couldn’t even visit April lest she has a full relapse”

Andrew’s forced simpering smile flickered, his eyes registering bewilderment. What? How could Peyton think such lunacy?

Peyton brought her other hand up to grip Wyatt, so she held his hand with both hers, and said, “You will make a wonderful Daddy to little April. I know you will take the time to ensure that April’s behaviour will be carefully kept in check.” She giggled, “Not least because you keep me in check.”

At this the room laughed and Andrew tightened his grip on his own hand. What was happening? Why was she being so lovey-dovey to the man who was trying to break up their marriage and destroy her husband?

There was a romantic silence during which everyone observed Wyatt, awaiting his reaction.

When at last he spoke, it was with a manner far from the severe approach he took with April. He spoke softly, eyes fixed on those of Andrew’s wife. “I promise, I promise with all my heart, that our little girl will never embarrass us by behaving like a brat in company. April will be the sweetest little girl in the neighbourhood.” Wyatt paused before adding, I am a disciplinarian, I know, but I will ensure you are proud of her attitude, especially around others.”

Ms Phoenix took in the fidgeting April at the back of the room, with the fixed smile that was starting to look like a grimace. This was delicious! How the idiot sissy must be suffering.

“Excellent,” Professor Schröder nodded. “Excellent. Discipline will keep children on the straight and narrow, help them become part of the community.”

Everyone quietly agreed to Professor Schröder’s observation, as he continued: “Which brings us to the coming out party on Saturday night.”

Andrew’s ears pricked up. Party? Coming out party?

Nodding, Peyton said, “Professor Schröder, thanks to your guidance we have everything under control. We are all set.” She glanced tenderly at Wyatt, “My lover has been a wonderful support to me in this difficult time. And I have to tell everyone, Wyatt my lover here, has worked hard to organise the list of people and the proceedings. I’d have been lost without him.”

Wyatt dismissed the praise with a modest swipe of his free hand. “I did what is necessary for the future happiness of April and you my love.”

Andrew was beside himself. Liar! Wyatt never did anything that wasn’t for his own benefit.

Professor Schröder smiled    at the lovers, knowing he’s going to love watching the video of April’s facial and body reactions to all this. “So you understand it is important to tell as many people as you can in one single moment. All of April’s old pals, his family, your neighbours,” He paused, “it is imperative that those close to April don’t hear it second hand.”

Hear what? Wondered Andrew.

Peyton smiled and said, “Professor Schröder, all April’s family will be there. Obviously, we have already told his mother and sister. We wouldn’t want anyone shocked and having a heart attack.”

Professor Schröder loved it. He asked as if of scientific inquiry, “Were they shocked?”

“Oh no,” Peyton said, “his mother knew about his, erm, hobby, from early one. Apparently, April started dressing in her clothes when he was only 5. So she half expected it. And his sister had her underwear stolen from him from the age of 7. They weren’t too surprised that he finally had been honest enough to retreat into the world he finds a comfort.”

Peyton smiled gently at April, who only a few weeks before had been her husband and was now someone to be treated like a teenage girl. Her sole purpose in life was to make up for denying April opportunities to dress, thus leading to her nervous breakdown. It was made clear to her that Professor Schröder felt she was central to April’s recovery and preventing further breakdowns. Apparently, according to the Professor, one more breakdown could finish off April. The psychiatrists and Wyatt had explained it all carefully to her. It was her duty to play a central part in April’s recovery program.

She must never again use his old name, never allow April to be naughty in the slightest way, nor to answer back. It was now her duty to ensure that April behaved appropriately until such a time as the clinic staff felt he could return to normality.

Indeed, Valda Phoenix, a close friend since school, came on board with the cure as soon as she heard about it. Considering that Valda despised men in general and her husband in particular, Peyton found herself impressed with the enthusiasm and hard work Valda had brought to the proposal. 

When the judge three times stopped the proceedings to demand to have the Donor, who was still called Andrew during much of the case, brought before the court,  Valda worked tirelessly to persuade him that time was of the essence. Professor Schröder even took time in the court to read through the diagnosis to aid the court’s conclusion.

Valda and the Professor brilliantly demonstrated that there was a serious danger of a complete mental collapse if Andrew was brought out of the hospital before the treatment had concluded satisfactorily. And, Valda had declaimed most impressively, the bills continue to come in, legal matters are in need of attending. But the person in question is incapable of handling them. Hence they had to sign over ‘power of attorney’ as soon as practicable.

Oddly, the only reward Valda sought was to borrow April for an occasional weekend. She completely waived her fees. Wyatt pointed out that this would work out for everyone as it would give them a weekend free of having a child in the house.

Peyton shook her head and grinned. How on earth did she think that April would ever make a suitable man about the house, and certainly how could he ever play the role of a husband? She knew about his penchant for dressing from when they were dating but simply dismissed it as one of those things women have to put up with. Who’d have known it could lead to a complete breakdown if he wasn’t able to do it full time?

“You have seen the plan for the announcement at the coming out party?” Professor Schröder asked Peyton and Wyatt. “My staff have worked hard in drawing up a strategy that will bring everyone onside with the recovery program and ensure April is kept in the world she has sought for so long.”

“It’s been amazingly helpful, hasn’t it?” Peyton said to Wyatt, before turning back to Professor Schröder and saying with great energy, “I think you are right. It must be handled correctly else some people might not understand.”

“So,” Professor Schröder asked, “what is the approach?”

“Well, we will gather everyone together at our house on Saturday night and we will have a little raised area for me and Wyatt to make the announcement. April will be in her bedroom upstairs. Oh my! You should see how we have decorated it for her. She will feel quite at home.”

Professor Schröder, “Yes, details are of the utmost importance. April mustn’t be permitted for one single moment to escape the world she has sought for so long.”

Looking at April but addressing the professor, Peyton lowered her voice affectionately, “Oh please don’t worry. We think we have thought of everything for April.”

Andrew squirmed with discomfort. His todger reacted crazily to these events and what was being said. It was fantasy he had never thought of before, but it really aroused him. Like others in a difficult situation he drowned himself in denial in order to cope. He just knew there would be no such party for his friends, colleagues and family. That was simply crazy, but his dick reacted by dampening his lovely red panties. When he returned to his cell, or was taken home to his bed, he would have a fantastic time imagining the erotic fantasy of being so helpless.

Then his dick would shrink at the genuine humiliation of being so helpless in a room full of adults. His dick grew and spurted and shrank and shrivelled, often in the same minute.

Even if there were any truth behind the conversation, once he was safely at home Andrew would call off this ridiculous party and bring everyone back to their senses. Why the others couldn’t see sense when it was obvious to him, was quite beyond him.

Peyton had turned back to Professor Schröder, clearly anxious for his approval. “So, once everyone is settled, Wyatt will explain about April’s nervous breakdown and will summarise you and your team’s notes on how she could have a catastrophic breakdown if we don’t treat her as a teenage girl. Please don’t worry, Wyatt has assured me he will make everyone appreciate that they must follow the rules 100%. No one must at any time treat April as anything she isn’t. Wyatt?”

Wyatt sat up straight, “In accordance with the diktats of her medical team I will impress upon everyone, friends, family and neighbours, that even if April makes any claim to be anything other than a teenage girl, it is simply a cry for help that has to be dealt with immediately. No one should be cruel, I will remind them of that. A slap to the exposed thigh, a mild spanking and a note for her Mummy and Daddy should be sufficient.”

“Indeed,” a wary Professor Schröder said. “You will also find that just admonishing her with a finger wagging scolding in front of people will be sufficient to bring her to heel.” He paused before adding expansively, “All for her own good, of course.”

Everyone nodded at the doctor’s sage advice.

After a moments contemplation of all that had been discussed Professor Schröder said to Peyton, “So at this point you introduce April to everyone. This is an important moment of course. It must be handled with care.”

“Oh indeed!” Peyton said. “I mean that really is a darling outfit she is wearing right now, so perhaps she will wear that. I mean, then no one can doubt what we will be telling them”

Professor Schröder seemed impressed. “Excellent. Obviously it has to be made clear to friends, family, neighbours and colleagues that April no longer has any control over her life. She doesn’t have a bank account, credit cards, house, car … in fact she is now wholly reliant upon others to buy her anything.”

“Indeed,” Peyton said. “Wyatt says we should give her pocket money or an allowance every week.”

The Professor shook his head disapprovingly.

Wyatt cut in with, “Obviously only if she is well behaved. Your team did say that she ought to be rewarded for good behaviour.”

“True,” Professor Schröder said thoughtfully. “Sadly, it is my view that she should be denied any responsibilities whatsoever until we feel her to be cured.”

Peyton shrugged her shoulders with uncertainty at Wyatt, awaiting his view.

“Yeh,” said Wyatt. “We get that. Let’s not run before we can walk. So we don’t share any responsibilities with April at all. Not even an allowance. Makes sense.”

“Excellent!” Announced the Professor. “Now if there are no more questions, I would like a quiet word with April before she starts her new life. And I look forward to seeing you all at the party next Saturday.”


Chapter 10    

April was wearing the same delicate flirty outfit, with its brightly coloured, tee shirt top of bright flowery colours of pale blues and lemons with the short flared skirt.

She was perched on the lap of Professor Schröder with the heavy arm of the psychiatrist pulling her tight to his crisp white shirt and tie. Tugging at her skirt, to keep it lower than her ruffled red panties, April gazed into the eyes of the doctor who would surely rescue her from the fate threatened downstairs in the visitor’s room.

The shrink’s free hand moved to April’s thigh and stoked it softly, as if April were a fragile puppy. As usual the texture of her tights turned the strokes into delightful mind warping tingles. She knew she had to supplicate and charm Professor Schröder in order to guarantee her leaving the sanatorium. Even the slightest slip in her manner could lead to the Asylum readmitting her for a further four weeks.

If he wanted to leave today, then Andrew had to play at being April for his own good.

“April. Today is a big moment for you,” the professor looked down at the lovely legs and for a moment couldn’t recall what he was about to say. Shaking his head he returned to his senses, “Ah yes, so, you are about to enter the big outside world, and I want you to know that the Meadowland Sanatorium will continue to support you. You and I will enjoy weekly sessions in private and, if you feel in need of further support, then ask your mummy or Daddy to contact me and it will be arranged.” He paused, raised his free hand to brush the blonde hair from April’s pink cheeks. “I promise I will always be available.”

April giggled, knowing that the Professor had one major reason to have her alone with him in his locked room. She wriggled playfully on the Professor’s lap, feeling the tell-tale hardness develop. Well, if everyone thought he was some dumb slut, then why not behave as such and enjoy it?

The Professor coughed with embarrassment.

“Stop fidgeting April. I said stop!”

Pulling a childish face to show she was more amused than frightened by his abrupt command, April sat perfectly still.

“You see girl, you will encounter serious and at times devastating challenges to your sense of self.” He smiled and kissed her forehead, “though as long as you behave like the cute little minx you are, all will be well.”

April giggled.

“It’s just that some adults may feel they are helping you by asking if you want to change back. These are foolish, but well meaning people. You simply thank them as politely as we have taught you and then enhance your new status in their eyes. Make it clear that you are certainly April, and not anyone else.”

April stuck up her hand with frisky enthusiasm, “Sir, Sir, Sir.”

Sighing at the interruption, Professor Schröder smiled and, raising his eyebrows to say, “Yes girl, what now?”

Giggling, April said, “Sir. If anyone, like you say, asks if I want to change back then I can ask for an ice cream or if I may go home. Would that work, do you think?”

“Good girl,” Professor Schröder nodded as if surprised. “You really have made remarkable progress in just the last week or so. Yes, those are admirable ways to ensure you are treated in an appropriate manner.”

At that point the doctor paused and stared hard at April making her bow her head.

“As I say, we are here for you, April. Always. Now then,” he cleared his throat as if searching for the right words. “Now then, I did request some extra lessons for you.”

Knowing he couldn’t escape the doctor’s perverted needs, April played along and giggled. “Yes Sir.”

Professor Schröder licked his top lip, his breathing become short and quick. “About being able to deep throat without gagging.”

Feeling his cheeks flush, April nodded. “Yes Sir.”

It was imperative April complied fully with the Professor’s needs in order to be freed. Anyway, there was something satisfying about pleasing him.

“In fact,” he said hoarsely, “I see you had five gold stars.”

Closing her eyes, April hoped, that Wyatt and Peyton weren’t aware of his courses. “Yes Sir. I have been taught methods …”

“Good girl, clever girl,” the Professor said quickly, cutting her short. He pulled his arm from around her and sat up straight. “So why not be a good girl and get down on your knees and show me how you have benefited from your lessons.”

As April obeyed, knowing that even a moment’s  reluctance could lead to further imprisonment, she saw the extent of the bulge in the Professor’s pants. It was rigid but held down by his trousers, so it resembled a thick sausage beneath the coarse material.

Licking her lips, taking a quick glance up to the Professor to ensure she was ok to continue, she reached for his belt.


Chapter 11    

Whilst April busied herself changing the flowers in the master bedroom, Peyton relaxed on the bed with a woman’s magazine. She glanced up at the industrious sissy and smiled.

“Oh April, you do look hot in those shorts.”

April was wearing the tiny shorts, with the turn ups and tears, through which her favourite dark tights could be seen. She wore a light strappy vest with light colours and the three inch heels she was permitted when cleaning.

April beamed, “Aw thank you Mummy. And you look nice in your tight jeans.”

“Oh, your Daddy certainly loves those!” Peyton laughed.

April clenched her fists and stared at the flowers without seeing them. The bastard! The man who now had full sex rights with his own wife. Andrew welled up inside of April, with angry indignation and humiliation. The bastard! The man who spent every waking second reminding Andrew that he was now only a child in their home, with as much say as one. April’s status had been reduced to a place from which even she couldn’t imagine Peyton taking her seriously again, let alone as man of the house.

“You ok, darling?” Peyton sat up on the bed, folding the magazine, her eyes wide with concern. “You looked cross.”

Quickly adopting a winning smile, April replied, “Oh no, Mummy. I was just wondering if there were too many flowers.”

“Not at all honey. Come here.” Peyton patted the bed next to her.

The command had come from nowhere but April complied immediately standing next to his former wife, who was now sitting on the edge of the bed reaching out her hand to stroke April’s thighs in their hose.

Peyton became serious, “I know you are concerned about Saturday and the party and everyone seeing you.”

Oh God! Andrew rose to the surface, full of apprehension. He had successfully put that out of his mind by busying himself around the house.

“It’s not really going to happen. I know you are only teasing me,” April said before bursting into tears and settling next Peyton.

Embracing her former husband, whom she knew she now had to treat like a young, female child for her own good, Peyton cooed, “Aw. Silly. You’ll be fine.”

Peyton dragged the distraught silly sissy on to the bed, where they embraced, April rubbing herself against the warm body of his former wife.

She kissed his nose and said, “Professor Schröder said this is a trial you must endure. You know,” She looked down at the tearful sissy, “he said that even during it you will feel happy. A sense of release he says.”

Unconvinced April pouted, “I don’t want to do it.”

For a long while Peyton stared down at the attractive girl beneath her, her eyes half closed and her wet shiny lips hanging open. She ran her fingers through April’s delightful blonde hair and said, “there are many clever people who have thought this through for you, precious. It will work out fine.”

April was clearly unconvinced and avoided eye contact. To Peyton, April appeared so sexily vulnerable she wanted to haul her into a cuddle.

Checking the clock on the bedside table, Peyton said, “Quick. Your Daddy’s not home for another hour. You know what he’s like if he sees us together. He’ll take charge. You know what men are like.”

She removed her jeans at impatient speed revealing tight white panties that made April gasp with lust. Moments later, the white panties were cast onto the jeans.

“If your Daddy were here now he’d be telling us both what to do. Let’s have some me time,” she giggled pushing down on April’s shoulders whilst the girl in the shorts lay on her back and Peyton was able to mount her face.

“Show me what you learnt at the sanatorium. Show me! Oh my God! That’s it. Fucking hell! That’s amazing.”

Never having heard his wife swear or shout at like that before, April licked quickly at the clitoris just above her mouth. It spurted over his face. He’d never before known his wife so aroused and, encouraged, he sped up his service to be even more pleasing.

April found herself spurting too, her arousal shaking through her body.

Eventually April lay lovingly in Peyton’s arms, both exhausted by their activities.

With her eyes still closed and her mind halfway to the sanctity of slumberland, Peyton said, “If I’d known you could do this, I wouldn’t have been so horrible to you about your dressing.”

Opening her eyes, she looked down at April with deep affection, “I’m sorry.”

April’s eyes opened wide with need. “Will you unlock me down below, so I can cum too?”

Laughing Peyton said,” Professor Schröder warned us about your little bratty antics. No. Of course not. Nothing until after your unveiling on Saturday night.” Seeing April becoming disconsolate she added, “I’ll have a word with your Daddy. Maybe straight after the ceremony, after everyone’s gone home. Let you go straight to bed to do what you have to. Don’t worry about the mess downstairs after the party. You can always tidy up the next morning while your Daddy and I have a nice, well deserved lie in.”

For a long while he stared at her, his features blank, then his eyes narrowed in thought and his bottom pink lip trembled. “It’s not really happening on Saturday night. Is it? It is just a silly windup.” Her features became distressed. “Please mummy tell me it’s not going to happen. Please, please!”

Peyton took the crying shaking little girl in her arms, rocking her gently as she cooed into her ear. How on earth had she ever thought April would make a good husband? She could barely make a decision for herself! And certainly she couldn’t take care of herself. Why, here she was crying and pleading for her and Wyatt to help her.

“Everything will be ok, I promise,” Peyton whispered, suddenly unconvinced by her own thoughts. What if the Professor and Wyatt were wrong? Could poor little April endure another breakdown, perhaps worse than the previous one?


Chapter 12    

“I want you to think of the times in the past when you have faced adversity,” Professor Schröder was saying down the phone to April, in his most heartening way. “You have always overcome problems and found yourself to be stronger for it.”

As she sat on her bed, in what Wyatt and Peyton kept referring to as the nursery, April dabbed at the tears on her face. Peyton had spent a good deal of time on April’s make up and hair and wagged a finger at her before leaving the bedroom, “Now don’t you dare smear your face!”

April was attired in a delicate light colourful strappy top, through which the bra could easily be seen. It came to her waist and a matching flared skirt lay over a pair of dark tan tights that ran down to her shoes with similar bright red tones to her skirt and top. She wore a red choker and her lips and finger and toe nails were a delicate pink.

Her eyes were darkened sexily with false eyelashes, enhancing the youthful look.

Peyton had even insisted she wear red panties to match the outfit rather than the bra.

After Peyton had patted April’s hair into place, she embraced April so hard that April simply melted into her arms. April kissed her mummy’s cheek to show how grateful she was for the support at this arduous time.

“Mummy I don’t want to do this,” April had sniffed.

Peyton stroked April’s face affectionately. “Aww. We are there for you. Wyatt and I will support and help you through this. Professor Schröder has explained it all to you. How, for all the terrors you are about to experience, you will feel better for it once you have been truthful with people. Then they can treat you as you need to be treated.”

It made sense to April as her mummy reassured her but as the first car pulled up on the drive she began to shake. “Please, mummy, I promise I’ll be good …”

“No honey!” Peyton knew she had to be firm with the young lady. In just the last couple of days the young girl had used her wiles to try and get around both her and Wyatt. Inevitably leading to hard spankings. “This is happening. April. Everyone is about to discover your real self and then treat you accordingly. There’ll be no more breakdowns.”

“But I …”

“Hush now. I have to go and greet the guests. They’ll be wondering where you are. Or rather, where the old you is. Now you sit on the bed like the good girl I know you can be and your Daddy and me will welcome the guests.”

At that, another car pulled up. Car doors opened and closed, voices were heard and April stared at the closed blinds of her bedroom in shock.

Once she had been alone for 30 minutes, the terror grew in her tummy. Obviously, there was no escape. The moment she left her room and reached the landing she would be in plain sight of people downstairs. The roar of laughter and chatter was overwhelming. There must have been more than fifty people enjoying themselves, oblivious to the ordeal through which April was going. His family, friends, work colleagues and neighbours.

She threw her head into her hands. This just couldn’t be happening.

It was at that point that she rang Professor Schröder on her pink mobile and exploded with tears and angst at the fate about to befall her.

“Please Professor Schröder, I thought it was all a game. I thought mummy and Daddy were teasing me.”

The old Professor sighed down the line, “No, April, adults don’t tell fibs. We have sought to prepare you for this. Remember, any ordeal has only a finite amount of time. Once you are introduced and your new life is explained then everyone will know who you really and truly are. You will suddenly realise that there is no going back. You can be your true self. You will experience true happiness and relief. Respite from the years of shame of hiding who you truly are.”

“Sir, I am so scared I feel sick.”

“Think of this from your viewpoint.” The Professor paused for a moment, “you cannot do anything about what is about to happen. You are in the hands of others. Those who love you and want what is best for you. You have made mistakes all your life. You know now that most people are smarter than you. So you can relax. Dry those tears and stand, head held high, and say, this is you, and the people close to you love you.”

April, leaned her head to one side, her hair tickling her bare shoulder. “Gosh, Sir. I hadn’t thought of that. It’s going to be ok isn’t it?”

“Exactly young lady. Why not ask your Daddy to book an extra appointment with me on Monday evening.” He cleared his throat, as if embarrassed. “Perhaps I can book a stay over for you.”

Giggling, April knew what he wanted from her with the so called stay over. Her little dick engorged with excitement in its tiny holder and April lowered her voice, “I would like that Sir. I miss you sometimes.”

“You little minx,” Professor Schröder chuckled. There was a long pause before he quietly added, “And I miss you, my little minx.”

Smiling contentedly, April said, “I feel better now Sir. I promise I’ll be brave.”

“Good girl. Leave the appointment to me. Why don’t you spend the time picking out some hot outfit for your visit? You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

Now April was crying from sheer joy. “Yes, Sir. I like choosing outfits for you. Bye for now.”

“Yes, lovely April. See you very, very soon. Bye.”

At that moment, the door opened, and the music and laughter from downstairs flooded the room. Standing in the doorway were the couple April now had to regard as her parents. Peyton, who had once been his wife and Wyatt the bullying Bull Andrew had brought into their lives.

Wyatt and Peyton helped a smiling April to her heels, as the little girl dabbed a tissue at her tears, careful not to mar the makeup.

Her Daddy seemed huge, strong and protective as he said,

Peyton ruffled April’s hair, and offered a huge smile, “Listen little one. We will be with you all the time. Any problems then you tell one of us and we will deal with it.”

Overcome with emotion at the support, April threw herself into Peyton’s arms, feeling tears whelm up. “Thank you for helping me.”

She then felt the two strong arms of her Daddy envelop them both in an embrace of support. April could sense the strength of her Daddy and immediately felt snug and protected. The immediate future would hold many humiliations for her, April knew that. She wouldn’t have a say in any aspect of her life and others would always be able to command her. But with the help of everyone around her, including the Professor, April would be able to weather the storms and even enjoy those aspects that appealed to her, until she was released from her new lowly status.

April sniffed up her tears and said, “Thank you Mummy and Daddy.”

What he was about to endure could only last a limited time, then Andrew could chat to Peyton about escaping this predicament. Surely she wouldn’t punish him for just asking? Perhaps he should discuss it with Professor Schröder first. He always seemed to be so helpful.

Peyton buried herself in Wyatt’s arms, as she said to her new little girl, “why don’t you run along downstairs? Me and your daddy just want to have a quick discussion about something that doesn’t concern you.”

At that point Peyton squealed and leapt forward, obviously Wyatt had pinched her bottom! April was furious. How dare he! And he knew his wife hated having her bottom pinched or slapped. She always admonished Andrew if he ever tried what she described as degrading treatment of women by chauvinist pigs.

To April’s surprise, Peyton let Wyatt grip her tightly, as she blushed and kissed his chin.

Wyatt said, “Or maybe a not so quick a discussion.”

Then he laughed and Peyton’s cheeks went a deeper red.

“Not in front of April!” She giggled.

“Mummy,” April was at her most plaintive, totally desperate, “I can’t go downstairs on my own looking like this. Meeting all those people I know.”

Squealing again at another pinch, Peyton laughed, controlled herself for her terrified sissy and said, “Aw. Your Daddy has already thought of that, haven’t you, Wyatt?”

Wyatt seemed to grow another six inches taller as he smirked down at the horrified April. “Yeh. You can’t go down on your own introducing yourself to all those people. You might be naughty or misbehave. You know what a brat you can be when unsupervised.”

For some reason Andrew wasn’t placated by the knowledge that he wouldn’t have to face the crowds downstairs alone. There was a sadistic grin on the Bull’s face that alarmed the helpless sissy.

“Hello April.”

The female voice came from behind him in the open doorway. It was familiar and sent chills through Andrew’s heart.

He turned to see the one person he did not want to see today, the sneering Valda Phoenix. The lawyer who despised him with so much venom that she had organised the lasting Power of Attorney over him. The legalised stripping of any say Andrew could hold over his own life before handing it over to the sadistic Wyatt.

“Ms Phoenix!” A shocked Andrew clung onto this short flirty skirt trying to tug it down over his hose clad thighs. It wouldn’t move.

Ms Phoenix approached April with her chin held high, jubilant at the anxiety in his pretty blue eyes. She said, “Why don’t you leave your Mummy and Daddy to enjoy a moment together while we take you downstairs.”

April noted the ‘we’ in the sentence and stared at the open door in fear.

Ms Phoenix called out, “Lydia. April is ready to be shown off to her friends, colleagues and family.”

Lydia appeared, wearing jeans and a tee-shirt, exactly the sort of outfit that Andrew had objected to when she worked for him. The sort of clothing that led to her leaving file a constructive dismissal notice against him.

Lydia entered the room her lips pursed with amusement, “My, my, don’t you look so delicious in your short skirt. I know how much you love short skirts. You must be ever so grateful to your Mummy and Daddy making you wear them.”

Andrew turned in terror to stare at Peyton. “Please Mummy. I’ll wait for you both. Please!”

Remaining in Wyatt’s arms, Peyton spoke soothingly. “Aw darling. You have to get used to others taking care of you from time to time. Professor Schröder is most concerned that you have time with others to completely understand your new position in life.”

“But …” Andrew couldn’t think of the words to extricate himself this appalling situation.

Wyatt said, “I’ve chatted to Ms Phoenix about just introducing you to everyone before we come down,” he grinned at Peyton, “After your Mummy and me have our,” he paused, “discussion.”

Again, Peyton giggled, and hid her face behind Wyatt’s arm.

Andrew felt his hand grabbed and saw that Ms Phoenix had gripped him and smiling. “Don’t you worry yourself too much now, silly. Your mummy says we can spank your bottom or use a ruler on your hand if you are fractious or behave like a brat.”

“Mummy, please,” Andrew said, wide eyed with terror.

“Now you run along like a good girl,” Peyton said firmly, as instructed by the staff at the sanitorium, if there was any naughty backchat from April. “I’m sure everyone is desperate to meet you. Ms Phoenix and her friend will stay close to you to ensure you don’t get into trouble and we’ll,” she blushed hard as she looked up at Wyatt, “join you shortly, later and make the speeches.”

Lydia asked generally, “why don’t we spank her bottom before she goes downstairs. Just so she knows her position?”

“What a splendid idea,” Ms Phoenix said before turning to Wyatt. “That ok, for her legally binding Daddy? We both give her an over the knee spanking to ensure she behaves?”

Wyatt was already guiding Peyton out of the nursery and said dismissively, “You two are in charge. Professor Schröder wants April to experience the control of others, so she is in your hands. Whatever you think best.”

A dismayed Andrew watched the Bull guide his wife onto the landing from where he heard an almighty slap followed by a giggle.

He heard Wyatt say in a low voice, “Perhaps another young lady needs to get her arse spanked.”

There was more giggling from Andrew’s wife until Andrew heard the master bedroom door closed. Bastard, Andrew thought. Bastard!

Suddenly Lydia filled his field of vision. “Your Daddy tells me there is a slipper in your drawer for your spankings. Why not be a good girl and show me?”

Tears filled April’s eyes as she stared anxiously at Ms Phoenix for support.

The lawyer folded her arms and said, “I hope you are not hesitating over obeying an instruction, April. I don’t think your Mummy and Daddy will want to hear about that.”

Suddenly April’s new life clicked into focus. As demeaning and horrifying as meeting everyone downstairs would be, it was going to be nothing like as humiliating as the rest of his time as April. Everyone could reach for a slipper, or a paddle, or even the dreaded cane. Any adult would be able to admonish him, send him to bed early or to the corner, and there was nothing Andrew could do other than obey.

April fished out of the top drawer the slipper with her thumb and forefinger, turned to look at the dominant dykes and burst into tears.
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