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SILKEN EMBRACE
 

Annette’s eyes pop open as soon as she feels the cool tip of the dildo press against her moistening and carefully widening sex. She looks down between the U of her ample boobs and understands immediately what is happening. She shakes her head angrily, clearly terrified by the size of the proposed intruder.

‘Don’t worry, my sweet, it won’t hurt a bit. Indeed, just the opposite – crystal pure pleasure of the highest order is guaranteed, thanks to the kinky genius of Ms Blakemore.’

As the dildo begins its journey into the depth of Annette’s sex, the poor she-male seems to freeze as if dead, a sudden violent stiffening that initially concerns Christina. She hesitates. But then she sees the slight nod of Annette’s head and continues, knowing now that poor Annette is experiencing a pleasure so furious, so intense, so profound, that she has lost the ability to express its true devastating power.
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Prologue
 

Following enforced, but also secretly desired feminisation at the hands of her beautiful Aunt Jane, Shelly, along with fellow she-male Pansy, has been sent to the country headquarters of the Sissy Maids Company to be trained as a servant of the Bigger Picture, a semi-secret organisation dedicated to the feminisation of the male and the establishment of a global matriarchy known as the Femocracy. The Sissy Maids Company, which has established itself via an elaborate multilayered website as the world’s leading provider of transvestite fetish wear, spectacular videos and – secretly – highly trained she-male and female maids, is an elaborate front for the Bigger Picture’s plans for world domination.

Led by a group of brilliant beautiful and determined women, the Bigger Picture has managed to attract the attention of many other rich and powerful females, including Eleanor Groves, the wife of a former President of the United States, and Lady Emily Ashcroft, a senior Tory minister, now fully committed to the philosophy of desire at the heart of the Bigger Picture. At the silken heart of this philosophy is the willing transformation of the male into a sissy slave through a process of careful training and psychological and physical alteration. A powerful weapon in this process of profound changes is Senso, a unique material capable of imitating the sensual qualities of a wide variety of other materials, such as silk, satin, wool, cotton and nylon. Senso has a special chemical formula that encourages the production of female hormones in the male physiology and, in the right environment of domination and control, submissive behaviour.

Working with the Chief Executive of the Sissy Maids Company (SMC), Mistress Helen, the Bigger Picture is using the company’s wide-ranging connections to the global fashion industry and its commercial infrastructure to market Senso in a variety of clothing types, both conventional and fetish. At the same time, the SMC has begun to open up front branches in Europe and the United States behind which networks of dominant females loyal to the Bigger Picture can oversee the creation of a small army of she-males. This global conspiracy will become centred around Sados, a large Pacific island complex that is nearing completion. The plan is to begin to take control of governments and business structures within ten years and to have established the Femocracy within fifty.

During her training as an advanced sissy maid, Shelly has had many intensely erotic adventures and become close friends with and the periodic lover of Christina, the first sissy maid and the senior she-male in the headquarters building. She has also fallen under the hyper-erotic spell of Ms Amelia Blakemore, the SMC ‘Matron’, a trained doctor, scientist and artist who has been responsible for many of the SMC’s most outrageous fetish wear designs, and the chemical formula that led to the creation of Senso. In addition, she has become involved in a dangerous relationship with Myriam, a real girl who is the personal slave of Mistress Helen and a tool of a wicked conspiracy planned by Mistress Anne, a cruel beauty whose own she-male and equally wicked slave, Annette, is Christina’s most favoured lover.

Under the rules of the Bigger Picture, the she-male will only ever be able to take another she-male as a penetrative lover or be the sex slave of one of the male dominants who support the Bigger Picture. Thus the sissies are taught to desire anal sex and the pleasure of oral sex with both male and female partners. The punishment for sex with a female is Total Sex Change (TSC).

During her training, Pansy becomes the lover of Taylor, an enigmatic male dominant and the personal bodyguard and lover of the bisexual Eleanor Groves.

Shelly gradually becomes aware of a split within the Bigger Picture, a split between moderates and radicals. The Moderates wish to retain the male biology within the silken prison of full feminisation, thus ensuring the powerful sublimation of the male drive – assisted by Senso – into a desire for submission and be-frilled obedience to womankind. This, they believe, will be the key to establishing the Femocracy on a global scale. The Radicals disagree. For them, male desire can only be destroyed, not channelled. They preach the philosophy of Total Sex Change and the aggressive oppression of the male sex.

Led by Mistress Helen and Mistress Anne, and supported by a small group of European mistresses, the Radicals secretly plan to seize power. The opportunity to do so is provided when Shelly’s sexual relationship with the lovely Myriam is discovered during an all-important fundraising ball attended by some of the world’s most influential women. Yet this discovery is itself a discovery; for Shelly has been set up by Myriam, who has subsequently fallen in love with Shelly, on the orders of Mistress Anne. Poor Shelly is sentenced to Total Sex Change. Yet Myriam is also betrayed by Mistress Anne to keep the truth of her conspiracy quiet. She has been parcelled up for shipment to foreign slave traders.

But all is not lost, for Aunt Jane, supported by Ms Blakemore and Christina’s wife-mistress, Donna, comes to Shelly’s rescue and substitutes the treacherous Annette for Shelly and a captured and tightly tethered Mistress Anne for Myriam. It is poor Annette who is subsequently subjected to TSC and Mistress Anne, crated, bound and gagged, who is shipped into slavery.

Aunt Jane, now a champion of the Moderate cause, arranges for Shelly and Myriam to be taken to a remote safe house. She also pledges herself to work with Ms Blakemore and Donna to overthrow the Radicals, whose nominal leader, Mistress Helen, is proclaimed leader of the Bigger Picture on the evening of the fundraising ball.
  


Part One
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The first journey is bumpy and swift. Besides the main road, there is a small track running through the woods surrounding the Ashcroft mansion, and I assume this is the rough terrain we are now moving across. My tightly rubberised form bounces against Myriam and we squeal with angry desire.

After a few minutes, we come to an abrupt halt. Master Bentley climbs out of the driver’s seat and opens the rear door. He removes the silken sheet covering our erotically tethered bodies and we moan with deep masochistic pleasure into the tight rubber ball gags so expertly filling our pretty slave-girl mouths.

He removes the gorgeous buxom Myriam and for a few tormenting moments I am alone in the darkness of the wood. The cool night air washes over my rubber-encased body and I feel my stiff sex struggle painfully in the cruel pin-lined restrainer Mistress Anne insisted I wear. The tall redhead’s desperate terrified struggles as she was forced into her own rubber body bag still fill my sex-addled mind. I recall the pure terror in her gorgeous emerald eyes and her cries of horror and I am once again enveloped in a surprisingly powerful mist of sadistic desire. As I strain with need, I feel the long hard vibrator slip deeper into my arse and a further sado-erotic vision of Annette’s useless pleading and exquisite suffering replaces the teasing images of Mistress Anne. I imagine poor Annette now, bound, gagged, sealed in unforgiving and deeply sensual black rubber, hooded and tied to the chair, her mind filled with sensual terror. In the morning they will come for her, thinking she is me, and by the evening, she will have undergone TSC: Total Sex Change. And by the time the Radicals discover we have escaped and Mistress Anne has been shipped off to a life of grim white slavery, the true battle for the Bigger Picture will have begun.

I hear the sound of Master Bentley’s heavy boots crushing freshly fallen leaves, and within seconds his large masculine hands are taking hold of my delicate sissy form. I squeal with a mixture of pleasure and fear and he orders me to be silent. I obey immediately, furiously aroused by the power of his deep harsh voice.

As he carries me across the darkness, I feel a warm hand rest on my bottom and stroke it gently. I cannot resist a slight kittenish moan of pleasure and his response is a soft laugh. Then I am being lowered into a small, somewhat confined space. Almost immediately, I am aware of Myriam. It is now pitch black, but the smell and feel of her is immediately and intensely arousing. Our rubberised bodies are squashed tightly together. Then there is a loud thud: the sound of a car door being slammed shut. We have been placed together in the boot of a car!

A motor starts and a slight even vibration runs through the boot. Then the car is moving and we are forced even closer together. I feel my hard tormented sex press into Myriam. She moans desperately, responding to my helpless advances. Despite everything that has occurred between us, I still want her. Since the incredible sexual encounter that led to our current predicament, I have been possessed by a deep angry desire for this gorgeous French beauty, a desire that is – within the rules of the Bigger Picture – a crime.

The erotic journey lasts for a period of time beyond accurate calculation. It is safe to say it lasts many hours, but its true length is undermined by our total bondage and the dreadful and deeply frustrating pleasure it inspires. Both Myriam and I have been falling in and out of sleep, lulled into unconsciousness by the smooth vibrations of the car’s perfect suspension. But, eventually, the car pulls to a halt and then, after a pause of a few minutes, continues down some form of short bumpy track. Then finally it stops and there is stillness – black stillness punctuated by the sound of our desperate breathing. Then there is a hard metal click above us and a sudden explosion of blinding white light. We squeal with instant and terrible discomfort.

‘Keep your eyes tightly closed until we get inside. It’s a very sunny morning.’

We obey out of inescapable physical necessity rather than the desire to submit to this much-beloved sound: the voice of Aunt Debra. Then strong hands are upon our rubber-sealed bodies and we are being carried from the car and across a gravel driveway. The sound of feet scrunching through stone becomes the sound of feet walking down a wooden-floored corridor of some kind. A door is opened and we are carried into a large room. It is at this point that I open my eyes and gasp with shock into my tight gag. For I am being carried by Master Bentley and am in what appears to be a huge nursery! A room of hot-pink walls and a very thick white carpet. A room with only one small window positioned high in the middle of a long wall. A window of frosted glass with bars! Indeed, the warm pink light that fills the room is being provided by a large pink globe-shaped lampshade hanging from the middle of the very high ceiling.

I am placed face down on the soft carpet and then the handsome cool-eyed Master Bentley, after playfully slapping my helplessly pert and feminine bottom, outlined so exactly and so erotically by the tight gleaming rubber, leaves the room. Then I am, to my surprise, alone. I look around me and moan with a sense of despair and arousal into the gag. This is not at all what I had expected. The room is very large. Indeed, judging from its size and design, I suspect it may at some point have been a storage facility. But now its function is clear: a sissy nursery. I know this because, for my first two weeks in the SMC training academy, I was kept in a very similar room.

The door to the nursery opens. I expect to see Master Bentley carrying Myriam, but instead my tormented sissy eyes fall upon the glorious form of my wonderful Aunt Jane. I look up at her with eyes tormented by desire, fear and awe. Since I last saw her, who knows how many hours ago, she has changed into a new and typically stunning outfit: a tight polo-necked black nylon sweater that accentuates her large firm perfectly shaped breasts to a point of almost unbearable perfection; a long tight pearlgrey cotton and wool skirt that runs down to just above her ankles and, in doing so, exactly defines the erotic perfection of her always sensually buxom figure. Beneath the pleated hem of the skirt, her ankles are sheathed in expensive sheer black nylon, and her feet rest in a pair of very high-heeled black leather mules with elegant and exotic diamond buckles. Around the polo neck of the soft, always forgiving nylon sweater is a band of white pearls. Her full lips are painted into a perfect cherry-red bow. A sparkling black beauty spot rests just beyond her upper lip. Her dark-brown eyes glisten with a terrible desire-inspired passion, and her thick black hair is bound into a very tight bun with a diamond clasp. Yes, she is a vision of feminine perfection, a living goddess whom I have worshipped helplessly since first setting my helplessly girlish eyes upon her divine form.

I moan into the fat ball gag and then my eyes widen in surprise, for behind her is a familiar and equally striking figure, a figure who was present at the very beginning of my delightful feminisation and through whom I have learned some of my Aunt’s deepest and most exciting secrets. Smiling her always ironic and beautiful smile is Mary Gillette. Dressed in a pale-blue silk suit and white stiletto-heeled pumps, her long blonde hair worn loose and flowing like a waterfall of pale gold over her broad shoulders, she is a striking and deliberate colour contrast to the carefully understated but no less erotic tones of my Aunt.

‘She looks even more gorgeous in rubber bondage,’ Ms Gillette whispers, her husky voice filled with suggestion and blunt sex.

My gaze falls upon her wondrous form and I know immediately that she and my Aunt have rekindled the romance that I have seen demonstrated on more than one occasion during the last six or so months. Through her actions and words, I have discovered that she and Aunt Jane have been lesbian lovers for many years, a fact that has only added to my deep admiration and desire for my Aunt.

Aunt Jane then helps me to a sitting position, her perfume a terrible aphrodisiac, her gaze filled with love and a steely determination.

Then I find myself facing these two great beauties, my cock struggling angrily in its wicked restrainer, the nipples of my large ultra-sensitive breasts – the sweetest gift bestowed during my time at the SMC training academy – threatening to cut through the thin second skin of black Senso rubber.

‘You will stay here for the time being,’ Aunt Jane says. ‘When they discover what has happened to Anne and Annette, the Radicals will use all their resources to track us down. I can look after myself, but you are highly vulnerable to abduction. If you are caught, they will subject you to TSC and much worse. Luckily, Mary has had no contact with them and is not associated with any of the Radical networks. She is off their radar and her home is secluded enough to ensure no accidental exposure. She also has her own very useful connections.’

The tone my Aunt adopts is cool and neutral. I listen with a thudding, desperate heart and a rock-hard sex.

‘While it is true that the Moderates have saved you, it is also true that you have flouted the cardinal rule of the Femocracy. Your deeply stupid dalliance with Myriam betrayed all the faith the movement put in you, Shelly. We expected you to be stronger and wiser. You were a fool to let a pretty little slut like Myriam get the better of you. Mary will make sure she suffers for her own stupidity, but I must also make sure that you suffer too, my love. For you must learn that your sissification is permanent and absolute and that the tenets of the Bigger Picture are not optional extras. You are a servant of womankind, Shelly. Nothing more. And you must obey our rules without question. By allowing yourself to be seduced and ravished by Myriam, you have demonstrated that you learnt nothing from your time in the training academy. Therefore, we must start again. Hence this nursery. You will be babified and kept here for the entire length of your stay. You will be dummy gagged at all times and fed on a special diet. You will, while in this nursery, be allowed no form of sexual relief, except a weekly milking that will be carried out by your nanny, using a tried and tested clinical procedure. Ms Gillette will have overall responsibility for your retraining, but a nanny will be employed to look after the day-to-day business of your regression. Myriam will assist the nanny as the nursery maid.’

I listen to my gorgeous regal Aunt with an increasing sense of disbelief. My girlish eyes widen. I feel hot tears well up in them. I begin to shake my head and moan desperately and angrily into the fat mouth-stretching ball gag. I am to be returned to the regime of ultra-kinky babification for an indeterminate period! Tears begin to trickle down my soft alabaster cheeks. The shaking of my head lessens. The anger fades from my tear-logged eyes. Even as I protest, I know there is nothing I can do. Even as I squeal my sissy horror, I know I have escaped lightly.

‘I will visit you when I can but, given the task ahead of me and the rest of the Moderates, I doubt that will be often. But, when this little disagreement has been resolved, you will be allowed to return to your original sissy identity and to continue to play an important role in the implementation of the Femocracy.’

There is a pause and I try my hardest to stifle the tears.

‘Do you understand?’

I nod weakly and stare down at my rubber-sheathed feet, disappointed yet not surprised, appalled but not frightened: this is all I deserve.

My Aunt then steps forward and leans down close to me, so that our faces are inches apart. I smell her powerful, erotic perfume and my eyes feast on her large perfectly shaped breasts. My cock stretches in the restrainer and I wince with a strangely pleasurable pain. As she kneels, her skirt rises up over her legs and exposes a generous length of black nylon-wrapped thigh.

‘You know I love you, Shelly. And I know how much you love me. Prove to me just how powerful our love is.’

She then kisses me on the forehead. Our eyes meet then and I am lost in her divine gaze. Yes, I will endure anything for this woman. I will suffer any humiliation to prove the true depths of my adoration.

She rises and turns to Ms Gillette.

‘I need to get back on the road as quickly as possible. I’ll ring you when I get to London.’

Ms Gillette nods and smiles. They embrace and then exchange a long, passionate kiss. I stare at them with a terrible fundamentally frustrated longing, both excited by their lesbian love and made jealous by the sight of my beloved Aunt in the arms of this buxom cruel-eyed beauty.

Then, without turning back, Aunt Jane leaves the nursery and I am suddenly alone with Ms Mary Gillette. I hear a car door open and shut outside, then the sound of a motor starting. As the car moves down the gravel driveway, Ms Gillette’s ironic smile fades and I find myself staring fearfully into two ice-cold pale-blue eyes.

‘Well . . . now we’re alone, I think it’s best to warn you that I’ve made some very special arrangements for your stay, Shelly. I will, of course, keep a close eye on you, and also ensure that your notorious oral talents are put to regular and profitable use. But to be quite honest with you, my real interest is in Myriam. I have been charged with ensuring she is subject to a suitably strict and punitive regime, and I intend to devote all my energies to establishing and enforcing this regime. That is why I have employed Ms Lillian Ambrose to act as your nanny for the period of your babification.’ She says the name as if she expects me to have heard of this woman and to be in some way filled with either awe or terror. The blank look she subsequently receives does, however, seem to amuse her.

‘Lillian has a rather impressive track record with sissies, and she, and her rather gorgeous sister, are close personal friends of mine. I’m sure you’ll enjoy being her charge. And I’m sure she’ll enjoy looking after you. She’ll be visiting a little later today, and I will expect Myriam to have you suitably attired when she arrives. However, as it is not yet 10.00 a.m., and I’m not expecting her until 3.00 p.m., we have plenty of time. I think it’s best if you stay here for now, while I go and introduce myself to Myriam.’

She then pulls a length of black rubber cording from a pocket in her jacket and steps forward. I look at her with fear-filled eyes and she laughs.

‘Don’t worry, I’m not going to hurt you. That’s not my job. But I think it’s wise to make sure you can’t wiggle out of here.’

She then rather roughly pushes me onto my side and rolls me onto my stomach. She attaches one end of the cording to the material binding my ankles and pulls the free end roughly towards my tethered wrists. Thus, within a few painful seconds, I am secured in an unnecessarily tight hog-tie and completely immobilised.

As she secures the final knot at my wrists, she leans forward and applies a single very hard slap to my rubber-sealed bottom. I squeal with shock and pain and she bursts out laughing.

‘There. Snug as a bug. See you about lunch time.’

She leaves the nursery, locking the door behind her, and I am left face down, hardly able to move a muscle, moaning with dark masochistic pleasure into my fat rubber ball gag.

After a few minutes of staring face down at the thick white carpet, my mind tormented by the words of Aunt Jane, the strange future that awaits me playing out in a hundred ultra-kinky possibilities, I begin to take stock of my surroundings in more detail.

The nursery is indeed a very large room. The walls have been painted a deep hot-pink and decorated with beautifully crafted pictures of what seem to be Victorian dolls, but which closer inspection reveals to be a series of pictures of sissy she-males in a striking variety of ultra-kinky and humiliating baby attire! Virtually all have faces crimson with embarrassment and eyes filled with desperate tears. All are sucking helplessly on fat dummy gags and many are secured in intricate and often painful bondage. As I behold these mini-masterpieces, I am filled with a sense of my own fate and also a terribly powerful sexual need, a need that immediately produces some significant discomfort. The pins of the restrainer dig mercilessly into the stiff meat of my sex, and I know that my desire will now always inhabit the borderline between pleasure and pain.

In the centre of the nursery, a few feet from where I am tethered, is a large circular playpen. Its white wooden bars are at least five feet high and its resemblance to a cage is quite deliberate. Its almost perfectly circular interior is covered in a thick white rubber mat, upon which has been placed a collection of silk-covered cushions of various colours, a number of dolls clearly meant to be physical representations of the images on the walls, and what appears to be a number of strange-looking plastic toys.

Against the far wall of the room is a huge wooden wardrobe, both very long and very tall. Made from expensive oak and painted a high-gloss snow white, it has gleaming silver handles and very obviously dominates the room. It must be ten feet high and twenty feet wide!

Between the playpen and the wardrobe is a long metal table covered in a matching white rubber sheet and an adult-sized highchair, made from the same type of wood used in the construction of the wardrobe. Also made from the gleaming white wood is a large cot. This is positioned against the wall opposite the wardrobe. Disturbingly, there is a row of plastic knobs and a computer display panel built into the wall above the cot, and underneath it is a strange metal box, whose side panel is illuminated by a row of tiny red lights. Standing against the cot is a tall metal tripod rising from the top of which is a metal arm. Attached to the arm is a large plastic bag filled with a milk-like substance. Running down the central metal spine of the tripod (and directly from the plastic bag) is a long thin rubber tube. This, I know, is a device used for the administration of enemas.

Against another wall is a row of white shelves, upon which are stacked the various tools that will ensure the proper management of my babification: piles of thick heavily be-frilled rubber panties, pint-size baby bottles with large pink rubber teats, rubber bibs in a variety of colours, a collection of fat ribbed dummy gags – each attached to lengths of silk ribbon – coils of pink rubber-coated cording, rolls of white and silver masking tape, rubber ball gags, and much, much more.

This strange vault of babification is to be my home for the next six months. The thought of being trapped here, under the supervision of some strange nanny, a nanny who will be assisted by the gorgeous betrayer Myriam, fills me with a mixture of emotions. There is no doubt that I am appalled that the progress of my feminisation, a process I had willingly embraced under the guidance of my beautiful all-powerful Aunt Jane, is to be so brutally halted. Far from becoming the elegant graceful and totally convincing she-male, the ultra-feminine paragon of the philosophy of desire and transformation that is the Bigger Picture, I am to be imprisoned in nappies and baby girl dainties twenty-four hours a day, tightly dummy gagged, locked in this vast perverse nursery and relentlessly and intricately humiliated. Yet this dark kinky prospect also leaves me intensely aroused. My carefully nurtured masochism will find plenty to feed it in this room!
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My erotic contemplation continues for perhaps another hour or so before my thoughts are interrupted by the sound of a key turning in the lock. The large white door to the nursery opens and Mary Gillette enters, closely followed by a spectacularly costumed Myriam and two others: a striking, very plump woman and a fourth person whose body is, from my rather restricted perspective, obscured by the significant form of the woman.

But it is Myriam who attracts my immediate attention. Her lovely honey-brown eyes are filled with a shocked arousal and then I know that Ms Gillette has already seduced her. Indeed, she periodically gazes at the striking blonde dominatrix with a very telling mixture of real fear and an even more real desire. Yet even her obvious sexual excitement is not the primary focus of my desiring eyes, for Ms Gillette has wrapped her up in a particularly impressive and highly erotic uniform for her role as nursery maid and assistant to my ‘nanny’.

The dress she is wearing is made from blood-red satin. It is incredibly tight and reveals every contour of her splendid form in graphic fetishistic detail, particularly her large perfectly formed bosom and her tiny waist. It has a ridiculously short skirt, which rests at a ninety degree angle on a sea of white frou-frou petticoating. Indeed, her heavily be-frilled red silk panties are clearly visible through the petticoating, as are black nylon-sheathed upper thighs running down to long exquisitely shaped legs. The tights are made from expensive Italian nylon with seams that run down the backs of her perfect legs with a precision that is both impressive and exciting. And then there are her amazing shoes: black patent leather mules with stunning six-inch heels, incredibly testing and erotic shoes that turn each tiny step into the beginning of a teasing ballet of wiggling hips and bouncing breasts. Over the dress has been secured a white silk pinafore bound in place at the base of her spine by a huge carefully tied bow. The pinafore, which is edged with more very fine white lace, seems to contain a body fighting to escape and manages to accentuate her curvy form in a way that inspires an immediate and very well-gagged moan of desperate excitement from yours truly.

Ms Gillette draws to a halt a few inches from my face, and I find myself staring at the elegant footwear of both her and her generously proportioned companion. Before me are the sleek white pumps of Ms Gillette and a pair of dark-brown mules with exquisitely crafted three-inch stiletto heels, affixed to which are gleaming metal tips. My eyes follow the erotic contours of the shoes to rather shapely ankles sealed in dark-tan semi-opaque hose and then along the lines of long, muscular legs that disappear just below the knees into a tight-fitting tan tweed skirt.

‘This is Shelly, Lillian.’

Ms Gillette’s tone is cool, sardonic and utterly unforgiving. There will be no mercy from this beautiful ice blonde.

‘Is it possible to stand her up?’

The voice is deep, precise and filled with the rich rigorous pronunciation of the English upper class. It is a voice streaked with sensual authority and dominance, and I am immediately stirred by its sado-erotic undertones.

‘Myriam.’

Her name is her command. Suddenly, Myriam is kneeling by my face. An explosion of delicate scented petticoating brushes against my sex-heated cheeks. The cording securing the hog-tie is removed and I gasp with a pained sigh of deep relief. Then she is struggling to roll me onto my side and encouraging me to sit up, my hands and feet still tightly bound. This proves to be a very difficult task. Then there is a loud tut of impatience and firm powerful arms have slipped under mine and I am being unceremoniously hauled to my tethered feet.

‘There. Much better.’

Then I am facing her directly, a tall pleasantly rotund woman in a tweed suit and high-necked white silk blouse. A woman in her mid-fifties, perhaps, yet still very attractive, thanks to a very large tightly restrained chest and a rather chubby but strikingly beautiful face, a face distinguished by stunning emerald green eyes and very full dark-peach-painted lips in a face framed by thick autumnal red hair bound in a very tight bun by a light-green velvet band.

‘Shelly, meet Ms Lillian Ambrose.’

I look into her eyes with a mixture of trepidation and sexual attraction. Ms Ambrose is a fierce-eyed matron with an air of gloriously sensual power and firmness. In her steely gaze is a simple truth: there will only ever be complete and absolute obedience. Anything else will be firmly punished without a second’s hesitation.

I smell her strong sandalwood perfume and feel my heart flutter girlishly. Her eyes widen as she senses my arousal and a slight smile bends her lovely lips. Then, despite my inescapable and erotic bondage, I manage a slight bob curtsey.

‘What a striking creature you are, Shelly,’ Miss Ambrose whispers. ‘When Mary asked me to assist with your care and training, I was a little hesitant, given my work at the School and the constant challenges presented by Rupert. But now that we are finally meeting, now that I am seeing the genius of the Bigger Picture – well, I’m so glad I accepted!’

It is only as she mentions the name ‘Rupert’ and steps slightly to the left that I get a proper view of the fourth person who has entered the nursery. And as my eyes fall upon this strange vision and widen in amazement, Ms Ambrose’s smile broadens and her lovely eyes fill with a rather malicious pleasure.

‘Yes,’ she says, standing back completely to give me a full and truly shocking view, ‘this is Rupert, my son.’

A sob of terrible humiliation fills the room and I gasp into the fat ball gag. Before me is a vision of spectacular perversity, a vision of intricate and cruel feminisation that is not quite an image of true femininity. A sissy, most certainly, but not in any recognisable way a she-male.

Rupert is taller than me by a good two inches, but as he is wearing five-inch-high stiletto-heeled ankle boots of fine black leather, I immediately realise he is in fact quite small. His hair is the same red as his mother’s and, despite being cut short, has been styled in a very curly perm. His small girlish ears are adorned with pearl tear-drop earrings. His face has been painted a very striking alabaster and his lips – very much the lips of his impressive mother – have been painted a light peach. A small beauty spot rests just to the right of his upper lip and there is a circle of peach-coloured rouge on each snowy cheek. His green eyes are wide with a look of intense embarrassment cut through with an almost reluctant sexual excitement. He is wearing a tight black velvet jacket with large silver buttons. Beneath this is a cream silk blouse with a very high heavily be-frilled neck, which has a large silk bow tie wrapped around it, and which explodes over the top of the jacket in a deliberately excessive and dandified fashion. He is also wearing a pair of very tight silk pantaloons that run to just below his knees. The ends of the pantaloon legs are also heavily be-frilled with thick white lace. His legs below the pantaloons are sheathed in sheer black nylon. Around his very slender waist just beneath the short jacket is a thick broad belt of cream silk that exactly matches the blouse and which is tied in another very fat bow at the base of his spine.

The incredible spectacle of Rupert is topped off by the long hard and embarrassingly obvious bulge that runs across the front of his pantaloons. He is, it would seem, a particularly well-endowed sissy and in a state of some significant sexual arousal. Yet his eyes contradict this brutal physical manifestation. In these pretty green orbs there is nothing but humiliation and discomfort. Thanks to the thick face paint, it is impossible to see whether or not he is blushing, but I cannot help but expect he is – and quite furiously!

‘I think Shelly rather likes your little boy,’ Ms Gillette says, her voice filled with erotic tease.

Ms Ambrose smiles knowingly. ‘Yes, I think you’re probably right. I have considered full feminisation on more than one occasion, but given my roll in the School, I find that a sissified but distinctly male Rupert is a very helpful educational tool. Since his father walked out on us and Glynis founded the School, he has been relatively easy to control. Probably because somewhere there is still a vague hint of utterly subjugated masculinity. If we put him into skirts and panties, it would be very interesting to see the impact. I am, as you know, a stern disciplinarian, and he is spanked at least twice every day, but it amuses me to consider how many more times that girlish little bottom of his would have to be attended to if he were forced to become a full-blown she-male.’

Poor Rupert’s eyes widen with horror as his mother, this beautiful buxom dominatrix, details a possible future. Yet there is not even a squeak of resistance: it is clear he is firmly under his mother’s no doubt harsh and unforgiving control.

‘But he seems to be rather taken by his sissy attire,’ Ms Gillette responds, her amused and cruel eyes aimed firmly at Rupert’s blatantly erect sex.

Ms Ambrose’s smile widens. ‘He really doesn’t have much say whether he’s stiff or not. I use a special herbal medicine that acts as a very powerful hormonal stimulant. It seems the more aroused he is, the easier he is to control. Two large tablespoons everyday normally does the trick.’

Mary Gillette emits a harsh mocking laugh. ‘The Bigger Picture has come to the same conclusion. It will be interesting to see the impact of his new Senso silk suit.’

‘Yes. Jane assures me it will be delivered by the end of the week.’

As I listen to this dark sadistic conversation, my eyes drink up the delicate squirming form of lovely Rupert. Only once do his eyes meet mine, and when they do there is a look of both desperation and fierce desire.

‘Anyway,’ Ms Gillette continues, ‘I think it’s time to get our pretty little baby into her new clothes. We’ll begin by removing the ones she’s got on. Myriam?’

The gorgeous French maid nods, bob curtsies and then totters forward on her ultra-high heels, her hips wiggling within rustling petticoats, her ample bosom straining against the silken dress and the tightly secured pinafore and creating a teasing erotic curvature in its smooth gleaming surface. Now our eyes meet and I see the helpless powerful love that had dragged us so ruinously together. I want to repel this look with one of contempt – punishment for her betrayal – but all I can do is confess my own sex-powered affection.

She gently unties my arms and kneels down to free my feet, her petticoats brushing against my Senso rubber-imprisoned form, her powerful perfume filling my nostrils with the scent of an irresistible and powerful female sexuality.

Freed of my tight exact and exciting restriction, I quiver with a perversely masochistic passion. Myriam slips her blood-red-nailed hands beneath the collar of the ultra-tight second skin Senso rubber body suit and begins slowly but surely to peel it from my electrified body. As she pulls it down over my large heaving breasts, my eyes move back to the strangely beautiful Rupert. His mouth is open, his lips a circle of reluctant but also utterly inescapable desire. His large hard angry cock presses even tighter against its tight kinky silk prison. Our eyes meet, and this time he holds my frank sex-maddened gaze. Then I see the need I have seen in the eyes of my she-male partners and I know that we will become lovers, a thought that now probably horrifies him, but which will eventually, whether he likes it or not, drive him desperately into my tight loving silken embrace.

Then my breasts are exposed, the rubber pulled free, the cool scented air of the nursery brushing against them like the gentle kiss of ice lips. I gasp with relief and Rupert gasps with arousal. My long hard dark-pink nipples flick up like freshly sharpened blades of sissy sex hunger and a sense of deep pride fills my helplessly feminine soul. Ms Ambrose’s large green eyes widen with surprise and a dark sexual stirring. Her peach lips extend into a smile of sensual pleasure.

‘My, my,’ she whispers, as Myriam proceeds to pull the body suit down over my slender waist and my generous bosom is displayed in all its full and impressive glory.

But this is just the beginning of the visual spectacle; for very quickly the suit is pulled down around my waist and then over my sex, and the cruelly restrained and still very rampant member pops up angrily, nearly striking Myriam’s flushed cheeks as she proceeds to guide the erotic teasing suit down my long ultra-feminine legs.

‘Good grief!’ Ms Ambrose gasps.

‘Yes,’ Ms Gillette responds, her own pale-blue eyes wide with arousal. ‘Good grief, indeed.’

Myriam pulls the suit down around my ankles and then off my small feet. Then, except for the black Senso rubber restrainer, I am naked. I stand proud and furiously excited before the three gorgeous women and the dainty, very pretty and utterly stunned sissy boy. In this moment I feel the true power of the marvellous body given to me by my beloved Ms Blakemore. I moan with a primary narcissistic pleasure into the fat ball gag and bathe in the warm sado-erotic glow of my enforced and much-desired femininity.

Myriam climbs to her high-heeled feet and steps back clutching the fiendishly elaborate item of fetish wear.

‘Let’s start with the rubber panties,’ Ms Gillette orders.

Myriam curtsies and wiggle minces over to the sinister row of shelves. My eyes follow the precise seams of her stockings and the sensual swaying of her petticoated behind. How much I still want her; how easy it would be to sacrifice everything for a further few minutes of intimacy with this doe-eyed goddess.

‘I can see you’re still helplessly infatuated with Myriam,’ Ms Gillette says, shaking me from my helpless contemplation. ‘We clearly have a lot of work to do.’ Myriam turns her head slightly at Ms Gillette’s words, her eyes retaining a helpless arousal and need. Ms Gillette notices her distraction and smiles with an even greater cruelty.

‘Every time I witness your desire for her, I see a crime, Shelly. But I won’t punish you. I’ll punish her. This time it will be twelve cuts of the crop administered in the privacy of my bedroom tonight. Next time it will be the crop, plus a suitably painful and humiliating elaboration. And each time after, the punishment will become more unpleasant.’

Myriam quickly returns to her task, but I notice an immediate slowing of her step and then hear a very gentle kittenish sob. I look into Ms Gillette’s eyes with something approaching anger, trying unsuccessfully to control myself, but what I see quickly stills my resistance: a deep sadistic excitement. To save Myriam from even more suffering, I must fight this helpless desire for her new and very gorgeous French pet.

I stare down at the floor and see my sex rising up like a black sex torpedo. The one thing I will never be able to fight is my desire, my cosmic need for this intricate sissification and the women who have so very effectively imposed it. To deny the rampant sexual reality of the gorgeous Myriam will be a virtually impossible task and I know that Ms Gillette is quite aware of this fact and will use it to fuel her perverse sex games with the French beauty.

Myriam returns from the shelves carrying a pair of the strange rubber panties. The first thing I notice about them is that they have lace-frilled holes set into the front and back, as well as very heavily be-frilled lace trimming around the waist and the legs. They are also very long, in the sense that they appear designed to run high up the waist.

‘The panties are made from Senso rubber and ensure control and also proper linkage to the continence control and enema equipment,’ Ms Gillette explains to Ms Ambrose.

Myriam kneels before me again and I step gingerly into the panties.

‘You can pull these up yourself, Shelly,’ Ms Gillette instructs.

I lean forward and pull the tight thick material up over my knees, thighs and sex. The length of the panties is surprising, and I find myself struggling to pull them over my hips and then up over my stomach.

‘Help the silly girl,’ Ms Gillette snaps.

Myriam steps forward and gently pushes my hands away from the lace-trimmed rim of the panties. She then pulls them up in one rough powerful tug. Amazingly, the panties stretch up to just below my breasts. Myriam then inspires an instant, but very well-gagged squeal of utter surprise by leaning forward and slipping her hand into the lace-trimmed hole at the front of my panties and rather expertly extracting my hard much-tormented sex. Eventually, it pops out like an obscene black jack-in-the-box and dark smiles of sadistic pleasure cross the beautiful faces of the two buxom mistresses. I am also aware that the rear hole is positioned directly over the dark space at the base of my buttocks!

The panties are very tight and form a corset-like and very erotic grip around my torso and, as I run my hands over my rubber-sheathed stomach, Myriam totters to the huge wardrobe to retrieve the next tool of my wicked and sensual babification.

‘She’s clearly enjoying every second of it,’ Ms Ambrose whispers to Ms Gillette.

The beautiful blonde smiles slightly and nods. ‘For now. She can’t help herself. None of them can. The SMC feminisation process ensures that male desire becomes the most potent weapon of transformation. But after a few weeks of our special attention, I’m not too sure she’ll be so happy.’

Ms Ambrose smiles cruelly and whispers, ‘Quite’.

Once the panties have been fitted, Myriam, under Ms Gillette’s robust direction, proceeds apace with this extraordinary dressing. After the panties there is a pair of beautiful white nylon stockings. They are very opaque – at least 50 denier – and covered in a very fine pattern of tiny sparkling silver stars. As I carefully slip my long legs into the delightfully soft Senso nylon material, I am filled with a powerful and totally expected sexual thrill. For me, tights and stockings remain the essence of femininity and to slip the teasing nylon over my ultra-sensitive silken skin is always an utter delight.

The stockings have thick semi-elasticated tops that make them self-supporting – there is no need for a suspender belt or garters – and I pull them carefully into place around the tops of my thighs with a sigh of helpless sissy pleasure.

After the stockings comes another astonishing piece of elegant and sensual piece of sissy wear: a Senso pink rubber bra, with delicate lace trim around the large deep cups. It matches the extended panties and as Myriam, her eyes overflowing with adoring arousal, slips a cup over each of my very large ultra-sensitive breasts, I cannot resist a squeal of utter delight. My eyes widen and my back arches; my poor terribly tormented cock strains painfully. Tears of devastating frustration fill my eyes. ‘The poor dear must be mad with lust. How terrible.’

Ms Ambrose’s words are delivered with a teasing sarcasm, but they contain a simple truth: I am being driven insane by this boiling savage sexual need and, with my sissified form being enveloped in the most arousing of fabrics and the beautiful perfect form of Myriam within inches of my body (her hands actually on my aching boobs!), it is hardly surprising!

The bra is secured and my breasts are tightly sealed in a tender prison of Senso rubber. Suddenly I feel supported and more balanced. Then I am presented with the dress. Taken from the wardrobe with a teasing intent by Myriam, it is held before me like a trophy for the prettiest sissy in the world. My eyes betray the pleasure its design gives me, and the thought that I am about to be enveloped within it leaves me quite overwhelmed.

I can only coo with sissy delight as the dress is brought closer. It is made from a fine hot-pink satin and is essentially cone shaped, starting at a narrow, very high neck and widened downwards to a very broad skirt. It is covered in concentric hoops of thick pink lace that run like a fetish slide down to the base of the very short skirt area. Within the gaps left by the hoops there is a design of very finely embroidered pink and white silk flowers. The cone is supported by a vast mass of layered net petticoating, alternating between the colours light pink and snow white. The dress has long puffed sleeves that lead down to pearl-buttoned sleeves. It is a masterpiece of babification that leaves me giddy with sissy anticipation.

There are no zippers or buttons on the dress. Instead, I am ordered to raise my arms out in front of me and lean forward with my head down so that the dress can be fitted arms and then neck first. Myriam pulls the fat tight sleeves over my slender wrists and then carefully slips the high be-frilled neck over my head. I am then ordered to stand upright so that the dress can be pulled down over my body. A sense of absolute envelopment washes over me. I am being divinely smothered in this splendid tool of ultra-sissification. I moan into the gag with a helpless delight as the dress is guided over my desperately heaving chest.

The vast array of petticoating pushes the wider hoops out at almost a 90-degree angle. The dress is so short that my rubber-imprisoned sex is fully exposed, as are the thick stocking tops and the panties.

The dress is like a vast fetish confectionary, a cake that I have been buried within. My head rises from it like a blonde-tipped bon-bon. I am suddenly lost in sissy heaven! Yet this spectacular babification is far from complete; for as soon as the dress is positioned, Myriam retrieves more ingredients for the rich recipe of exquisite humiliation.

First there are mittens: made from the same exotic pink satin and silk as the dress, fingerless and lined with a soft but thick rubber. These are stretched over my girlish hands and secured to the sleeves of the dress via an elaborate set of eye slots that slip over the row of pearl buttons attached to each sleeve. Thus, as in the SMC nursery, my hands are effectively and very deliciously immobilised. I squirm with delight as this latest element of kinky baby bondage is applied, particularly given that the applier is the gorgeously ample Myriam.

She tries to hide a smile as she notices the impact this dressing is having and quickly kneels to fit a pair of truly dainty pink satin booties to my delicately stockinged feet. A meow of sissy pleasure fights its way past the fat ball gag as she takes my left foot in her right hand and then carefully slips it inside the adult-sized booty. It is then tied tightly in place with thick pink silk ribbon lacing in a suitably fat and sissified bow. My right foot is then also erotically incarcerated.

Then there is the bonnet. Taken from a stand resting on a chest of drawers built into the wardrobe, the bonnet is even more elaborate and spectacular than the ones we were so excited to be forced into at the SMC nursery. Like the incredible dress, it is made of a mixture of hot-pink silk and satin and its soft hood is actually an intricate set of arched and heavily be-frilled layers of silk and satin. Attached to each long silk side panel is a length of broad and quite thick pink silk ribbon. Myriam gently removes the fat ball gag and I gasp with a deep sensual relief that sends shudders of dark pleasure across my feminised form. She then slips the bonnet over my head and our eyes are again locked in a look of helpless desire. I know she will suffer for this, but there is absolutely nothing I can do to control my feelings for this gorgeous creature.

The bonnet is the final moment of true envelopment. I am buried alive in sissy finery and a sense of divine soul-crushing submission crashes over my babified form like a tidal wave. My identity is washed away. I am nothing but an aching desire for total and eternal submission, a hardly conscious thing whose only purpose is to serve these beautiful cruel women in any way they might see fit.

The bonnet is secured to my head with the ribbons. They are tied together in a huge fat bow positioned directly beneath my dimpled chin and a smile of dark amusement crosses Myriam’s face as she stands back to admire her kinky handiwork.

Yet even this is not the end of my astonishing and splendid humiliation for, once satisfied that the bonnet has been properly positioned, Myriam minces over to the shelves and retrieves a fat pink rubber-teated dummy gag. She holds it in her hands like a holy relic, moving towards me with an even more teasing smile, her body a machine of elegant erotic movement, her eyes filled with sex need and sadistic amusement.

‘Open your mouth, Shelly,’ Ms Gillette orders.

I obey and the long pink teat, which is fixed to a large heart-shaped plastic base, is slipped between my lips. My eyes widen with shock and pleasure as it is gently pressed home. The sides of the plate are covered in a form of adhesive tape which ensure that the gag is fixed firmly to my face. The long teat tickles my throat and presses down with surprising firmness on my tongue. To speak, to even squeak, is now utterly impossible.

Myriam returns to her place at Ms Gillette’s side and I notice a look of mutual desire pass between them. I know that Ms Gillette has ‘taken her pleasure’ with Myriam in the hours that I was left so tightly bound and gagged in the nursery, and I know that Myriam has enjoyed giving the pleasure. I also know that she will – despite the pain and torment that it will inevitably bring – continue to enjoy serving this cruel and beautiful woman in any way she sees fit.

Ms Gillette and Ms Ambrose stare at me with fascinated and very clearly aroused eyes.

‘How very marvellous,’ Ms Ambrose whispers. ‘The transformation is quite wonderful. A truly beautiful creation. What fun we are going to have.’

It is only then that I look again at Rupert. His own excitement is veiled beneath a look of increased unease, yet his inescapable hard-on and the light of a furious desire that burns in the heart of his large green eyes cannot hide his attraction to me and my sweet sissy dilemma.

‘Would you like to join Baby Shelly, Rupert?’

The question is dropped like an atomic bomb of teasing cruelty and poor Rupert’s face visibly sags with a mixture of horror and furious embarrassment. Then he whispers, through clenched and snow-white teeth, ‘No, mummy.’

The two mistresses laugh brutally.

‘I really don’t think it’s your decision to take, my love,’ Ms Ambrose responds. ‘Personally, I think it will do you good to be babified with Shelly for a day a week. Don’t you, Mary?’

Ms Gillette smiles and nods. ‘Oh yes. A splendid idea. It will give them a much better opportunity to get to know one another.’

Two long tears of despair begin to trickle from Rupert’s eyes and across his alabaster cheeks.

‘Good. We can talk about ordering suitable attire outside.’

I look at the sobbing, pathetic, yet strangely beautiful figure of Rupert and feel my cock fight the cruel pin-lined restrainer. How much I want to be incarcerated in this state of sweet babification with him!

‘Right,’ Ms Gillette says, clapping her hands together loudly and filling the room with a sudden sense of urgency. ‘I have quite a lot to do today, so can I suggest we get Shelly snugly secured in her playpen for the afternoon? Myriam can keep an eye on her and you’re welcome to stay, but . . .’

‘No, no,’ Ms Ambrose interrupts. ‘Rupert has his afternoon chores at the School and I need to talk to some people about his new attire. I’ll start at some point later in the week, as we agreed.’

Ms Gillette smiles and nods. ‘Myriam, please put Shelly in the pen – and remember to secure the feeding and waste tubes, and especially the new vibrator.’

Myriam curtsies her understanding and steps forward. She takes me by a mittened hand and leads me to the large circular pen. She unclips a metal locking bar and opens one of the high white metal gates. Then I am led inside, the smooth slippery surface of the booties reducing my walk to a helpless sissy shuffle and giving a severe bounce to my generous and rubber-imprisoned bosom, plus a teasing wiggle to my back side.

Once in the centre of the pen, she orders me to bend forward.

‘Right forward,’ she whispers, ‘so that you can touch the booties.’

I do so somewhat hesitantly, knowing that I will, in the process of obeying her, expose my backside fully to the view of the two mistresses and to the lovely tormented Rupert.

And as soon as I assume this terribly embarrassing position, I feel Myriam’s hands slip into the hole in the panties that is now over my helplessly exposed backside. Her fingers delve into the darkness between my buttocks and seek out the deeply entrenched vibrator, the device of constant pleasure and firm control that has become a much loved and desired – and constant – companion.

Myriam struggles to get suitable purchase on the vibrator, and I moan into the highly effective dummy gag with an angry urgent pleasure as she finally manages to work it backwards. Then, in one hard surprisingly firm tug, it pops free of my buttocks and a strange and rather unpleasant sense of looseness and loss is all that is left.

‘Stay in position,’ Myriam orders, and then I hear her leave the pen. I also hear the amused whispering of the two mistresses and the continued sobbing of poor pretty and soon-to-be-babified Rupert.

Within a few seconds, Myriam is back. Then I am aware of Ms Gillette and Ms Ambrose standing much closer.

‘She has a particularly attractive arse,’ Ms Ambrose says, her deep voice filled with a sadistic pleasure. ‘It is almost a shame not to spank it.’

‘Oh, I’m sure you’ll get plenty of opportunities to spank it every day, Lillian.’

Ms Gillette’s deliberately teasing response fills me with dread and arousal in equal sado-masochistic measure. I squirm and wiggle my buttocks with a helpless sissy exhibitionism, knowing they are watching my every move with cruel fascination.

‘Show her the vibrator first,’ Ms Gillette orders.

Myriam’s startling form is then before me. Bent forward as I am, I see only her long black nylon-wrapped legs, so close that the intricate weave of the fine sheer fabric of her hose is clearly visible, glistening in the soft pink light of this strange nursery. My cock, rampant and digging deep into my rubber-sealed tummy, stretches painfully as I ponder the fetishistic delight of this flawless black nylon so completely encasing beautiful human skin. This strange, intimate and always erotic interaction between body and hose is a guarantee of instant and powerful arousal.

Then Myriam kneels down, her sparkling pale-blue eyes still filled with a mixture of helpless love and wicked amusement, and holds before me a strange cherry-red vibrator.

‘Meet your new arse buddy,’ Ms Gillette says. ‘It really is ingenious – and a product of SMC, of course. It is shaped – more or less – like the classic vibrator. Yet it is perfectly hollow and open at the control end. This allows for the insertion of an enema probe and also excretion without its removal. A perfect tool for the incontinence training you will be subjected to during the next six months. Also, you should be warned that, like all the other SMC vibrators and anal trainers, it is fitted with a distance-activated micro-processor. This means the vibrations can be turned on remotely. You should also remember that the SMC vibrators can induce pain as well as pleasure.’

I grunt hopelessly into the dummy gag and realise how terribly exposed and helpless I am. I feel my arse twitch with nervous anticipation and await my fate with a pained anticipation.

Then Myriam unleashes a last look of paradoxical sympathy and amusement and disappears from view. Within a few teasing seconds, the cool tip of the vibrator is being pressed against my well-trained and tormented arse and I am gasping with kinky sissy pleasure into the dummy gag.

As the French beauty eases the vibrator inside me, I know that Ms Gillette, Ms Ambrose and Rupert have a clear view of every second of its steady rude insertion. As I wiggle my buttocks helplessly and squeal with a furious delight – as I demonstrate the true extent of my masochistic hunger to these gorgeous, perverse and erotically cruel women – Myriam is forced to place her free hand firmly on my buttocks to hold me in place.

A strange sigh escapes Ms Ambrose’s full peach lips and I realise my ordeal is turning her on.

Then it is inside me, pushed home with one final shove of fierce determination. I gasp with a mixture of pleasure and shock, the sense of being split in two and then suddenly put back together a unique facet of this form of intrusion. Yet my ambivalent sufferings are not quite over; for as soon as the vibrator is in place, Ms Gillette orders me to stand up straight. I do so and the vibrator slips deeper inside me. My eyes close as sex stars erupt before them.

‘Now the sheath,’ Ms Gillette instructs.

I see Myriam perform an eager bob curtsey and turn to face Rupert. Now the pretty sissy boy deliberately avoids my eager aroused gaze. But nevertheless, I see in the confused excitement beneath the sheen of angry tears a simple truth: sexual arousal.

Myriam returns from the shelves with what appears to be a semi-transparent pink latex rubber sheath.

‘Kneel,’ Ms Gillette orders, and I obey, sinking into a delightful quicksand of frou-frou petticoating. As my bootied heels press into my rubber-sealed backside, the vibrator is forced even deeper into my arse and another well-stifled moan of dark pleasure fights to find its way past the dummy gag.

Myriam is then, once again, on her kneels before me. But now she is all business. She works the sheath over my already tightly restrained sex. Strangely, the combination of two layers of rubber means I feel little as the sheath is pulled over my erect member, but a sense of helpless sissy satisfaction washes over me as I notice my sex is now colour coded with the rest of my delightful baby girl attire. However, the purpose of the sheath is not to colour code, but to further subject me to an ultra-kinky enema discipline. This becomes very apparent once the sheath has been pulled snugly into position. At its curved end, now stretched firmly over the bulging head of my cock, is a network of micro-filters, very similar to those lining the head of the restrainer, which allow me to urinate; and as I stare at this barely perceptible netting and then up at Myriam, still on her delicately stockinged knees, I notice that she has opened up two small rubber-covered panels built into the floor of the pen. From the first, she takes a narrow clear rubber tube, whose end is fitted with a strange plunger device. This she pulls towards me and then slips it over my erect member, then very carefully slips the plunger over its head. The plunger immediately grips hold of the head, squeezing it gently and not at all uncomfortably. Indeed, as it clamps around my sex, I cannot resist a gagged moan of pleasure.

After the plunger, Myriam, still crawling around fetchingly on her black-stockinged knees, pulls forward the second tube. On closer inspection, it becomes apparent that this tube is attached to a long plastic phallus of shining pink plastic. My eyes widen with fearful curiosity as she crawls around behind me and Ms Gillette then orders me to lean forward on my knees, with my bottom displayed for Myriam’s mysterious attentions.

I obey and then feel a pressure in my backside. There is little feeling – painful or otherwise; just a sense of further insertion.

Myriam is then standing and I am told to sit back on my knees. As I do so, I feel the tubing brush against my nylon-sheathed thighs.

‘You are now fully connected to the continence control network, Shelly,’ Ms Gillette explains. ‘Rather than the messy humiliation of adult-sized nappies, your babification will be controlled by the pristine humiliation of technology, which will in turn be controlled by the no doubt firm and imaginative hand of Ms Ambrose.’ I listen to her words with a growing sense of unease.

‘The tubes attached to your cock and arse will allow the release of waste matter, which will then be pumped to the recycling device fitted beneath your cot. Here it will be processed and removed into the rather ingenious waste-driven heating system of the house. The recycler will control liquids in as well as liquids out. Thus, each morning, it will administer a soapy enema via the enema probe inserted in your backside. This will be held in place for approximately fifteen minutes and then returned to the vibrator. It will then contract to allow the passage of the enema liquid and waste matter. Thanks to laxative treatments administered with your food and drink, it will be virtually impossible for you to retain the liquid for more than a few seconds. This will significantly reduce your general ability to control your bowel movements and, soon after the probe has contracted, you will be forced to void waste matter via the hollowed vibrator. The penal plug will be the only way to expel urine and, after a few hours of trying to hold your bladder, I am afraid nature will take its course.’

As her words sink in, Myriam suddenly grabs my mittened hands and very quickly binds them behind my back with what feels like a length of silk ribbon. She then repeats this process rather painfully with my elbows. Thus I am, once again, tightly bound and gagged, and completely at the cruel mercies of my beautiful determined mistresses.

It is more or less at this time that I feel an electrical rumble in my backside and then the probe, via some form of ingenious motor, begins to edge up my anus and then, after applying a terrible irresistible pressure, slips inside my lower bowel. Then I begin to feel the liquid flood from its awful head into my guts. I squeal angrily into the gag; I wiggle helplessly and frantically in my pretty baby bondage. The women – including Myriam – begin to laugh loudly. The liquid soon fills my bowels to a painfully uncomfortable level. My belly feels like a balloon pumped to bursting point. Tears of discomfort fill my eyes. As I am facing away from the women and held in position by my bondage and the tubing, it is impossible for me to turn and see their faces. But I can see them: in my mind’s eye I can see the dark smiles and the cruel eyes – even Myriam is mocking me with those gorgeous brown orbs of nubile desire. And, of course, Rupert.

Eventually, I feel the probe slip from my bowel back inside the vibrator and then contract. Within seconds, I have a dreadful and very fundamental urge to void the matter in my bowel. I shake my head and squeal. I wiggle my prettily decorated backside and the laughter of my wicked mistresses increases in contemptuous volume.

‘We’ll leave you to your useless battle, my pretty sissy pet,’ Ms Gillette announces. ‘If you’re lucky you might last ten minutes. Enjoy.’

As I struggle, whimper and wiggle, I hear my tormenters and their slaves leave the room, the sound of their laughter echoing down some unseen corridor even after the nursery door has been closed and bolted shut.

As the pressure builds up to an inevitable bursting point, my struggles increase, but to no effect whatsoever. Tears flow down my alabaster cheeks and I find myself confronting the terrible truth of my punishment. My crime is great and I had thought Mistress Helen’s punishment cruel and deeply unusual but, as I think of the total sex change she had planned for me, and what my Aunt and Ms Gillette – now assisted by Ms Ambrose – have created, I find it difficult to decide which is the worst.
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Christina hurries through the Ashcroft manor house. She has been summoned to the Library by Mistress Helen. Her steps, thanks to five-inch-high stiletto-heeled court shoes and a very carefully created femininity, are tiny and rapid. As her heels strike the marble of the main entrance foyer, her large breasts bounce desperately and her bottom wiggles with an erotic challenge. She is dressed in the elegant sexy black uniform of the Senior Housemaid: a gorgeous black satin dress, a white silk pinafore, and black-seamed nylon tights. The short dress rests on a sea of thick frou-frou petticoating and, as she wiggle minces with increasing desperation, her thick be-frilled silk panties are clearly visible, as are the moon-shaped lower globes of her pert backside.

The SMC academy has been in uproar since the discovery of the Moderate betrayal. She is not sure exactly what has happened, but it has become clear that Mistress Anne has been abducted and something truly terrible has happened to her beloved Annette.

She knocks on the door with a shaking glacé-gloved hand and Mistress Helen’s angry embittered voice rings out, its force momentarily stopping the beautiful sissy’s panic-driven heart.

‘Come!’

Christina totters into the Library to discover Mistress Helen, Mistress Céline, Mistress Sophie and Ms Blakemore. Helen is sitting at her large library desk and the other women are gathered around her.

Christina performs the deepest and most submissive of curtsies and is summoned forward. She stands to attention before the women and awaits instruction. Yet there is no instruction.

‘It’s simple: that bitch Jane and her filthy sissy slut betrayed us,’ Mistress Helen spits to the others. ‘And they weren’t the only ones. There are others, probably close to us, still in this building. We shipped Anne instead of the whore Myriam. That’s the only explanation. And Annette replaced Shelly.’

Christina’s eyes widen in shock and amazement.

‘Aziz will never give Anne back,’ Céline says. ‘She is already out of the country. In many ways she is a far more valuable asset than Myriam. She will fetch a very high price in the African markets he deals with. She is lost to us.’

Helen’s eyes suddenly fill with a terrible sadness. Christina can see a hint of tears.

‘I don’t care. We have to do everything we can to get her back. I want Sophie to track down Aziz and see what can be done. Money is no object. If necessary, use our African political connections. And Aziz’s competitors. Pay them to hurt him and find out where she is.’

Sophie nods wearily, her eyes filled with a sense of defeat even before her task has begun.

Christina finds her gaze moving to Ms Blakemore. Her hand is on Helen’s shoulder, a comforting hand, yet also, in some way, a hand trying to hold the beautiful senior mistress in place, to control her.

‘Perhaps you should go to your quarters for a few hours, Helen,’ she says. ‘Try and get some sleep. You’ve been up all night.’

Helen rudely shrugs off Ms Blakemore’s grip and looks up at her with fierce angry eyes. ‘Not now. Now it is time to act. We have to bring forward the TSC implementation and the recruitment of the second test tranche. Céline, contact the women who volunteered subjects at the fundraiser, find a suitable test subject we can push through the fast track process.’

Mistress Céline nods, her cruel smile even wider than normal. Her cold hard gaze falls upon Christina and betrays a dark desire. Christina feels fear and arousal wash over her sissy form as she remembers previous sado-erotic ordeals at the hands of this cruelly imaginative mistress.

Ms Blakemore’s large beautiful brown eyes are suddenly filled with concern. ‘Let’s not be too rash –’

‘Rash!’ Helen screams, making poor Christina nearly jump out of her pretty panties and hose. ‘Anne has been kidnapped. We have lost one of our most valuable sissies, and we have been betrayed by those we held most dear. I don’t think this is rashness. This is self-preservation.’

Ms Blakemore falls silent, a look of humiliated anger in her eyes.

‘I want a test subject primed for the accelerated induction programme and TSC as soon as possible.’

Ms Blakemore nods weakly and looks directly into Christina’s astonished eyes with something approaching dread.

Christina beholds Mistress Helen with a look of helpless admiration. She has been her slave for nearly ten years now, ever since Helen had overseen her and Annette’s feminisation and created the Sissy Maids Company. In this time she has learnt that Helen is a natural leader, a woman of considerable drive, fierce intelligence and an absolute and often cruel determination. As the lovely she-male looks at her now, her sex stiffens in its teasing Senso restrainer and she knows she wants nothing else than to obey her commands without question. Her mature buxom form is, as usual, carefully decorated. She is dressed in a very tight black nylon sweater that displays her very large, very firm bosom to perfection. Beneath the glass top of the table it is possible to see that she is wearing a very beautiful black and white check skirt that runs down to just above knees sheathed in sheer black nylon. Her shoes are black patent leather mules with striking five-inch heels. Her hair, always worn short, is styled in a neat precise pageboy. Her lips are painted a shocking blood red and her large dark-brown and very beautiful eyes are suddenly looking at Christina.

‘We have been betrayed, my pretty sissy flower,’ she says, her tone suddenly much softer. ‘Betrayed by those we loved and trusted. Unfortunately, they have molested poor Annette and changed her forever. She’ll need a lot of very special care. We’ll need you to give that care and also help us in a new phase of our great plan. Things will be much different now. You will have to suffer and learn a new level of acceptance and obedience. But it will be for the ultimate success of the Radical cause. Do you understand?’

Christina curtsies deeply without a second’s hesitation.

Helen nods. ‘You will be responsible for helping Annette through the trauma of the next few days. You will also help with the induction of the new trainee.’

Christina whispers a submissive ‘Yes, Mistress. Anything for you.’

Helen smiles and there is a moment of strange, almost reflective silence, a moment during which Christina finds herself looking at the other mistresses, especially at the plump exquisite frame of the amazing Ms Blakemore, her ample proportions sealed tightly in a white nurse’s uniform, matching hose and relatively low-heeled leather pumps, the white providing a strikingly contrasting means of emphasising her gorgeous brown-skinned face and huge honey-brown eyes, together with her thick gleaming frame of silken black hair.

Then her eyes turn to Mistresses Céline and Sophie. Céline is another striking negress, but with very short cropped hair and an athlete’s highly trained and precise figure; the multimillionaire businesswoman whose own international fashion house is behind the secret distribution of Senso; a cruel and very beautiful woman whose dark sadistic imagination Christina has sampled on more than one occasion. And then there is her lover, Sophie, the leader of the French Radicals, a notorious feminist philosopher; a vicious but utterly gorgeous lesbian intellectual with long black hair tied in a tight, almost painful bun by a thick red ribbon band, her eyes a cold, emotionless and icy blue, her thin lips stained with dark cherry lipstick. Both she and Mistress Céline are wearing trouser suits, carefully cut to show off their perfect forms, both made of expensive Italian silk. Céline’s is red and Sophie’s white. With the addition of high-heeled patent leather colour-coded boots, the two women resemble members of some harsh unforgiving lesbian army.

‘Annette is in your quarters,’ Mistress Helen says. ‘Go to her now.’

Christina curtsies, takes one more look at the stunning women and wiggle minces sweetly from the room, her dancing bottom a visual feast that none of them can resist.

As the door closes, Helen turns to Ms Blakemore. ‘I want all the fully trained sissies operated on as quickly as possible. By the end of the week.’

Ms Blakemore’s eyes betray surprise and shock, but she nods her acceptance of this final terrible command.

Christina rushes back across the entrance foyer to the lifts that will take her into the bowels of the house and the heart of the SMC training academy, the underground chambers that have been carved out of a series of tunnels built at the end of the Civil War. As she descends, she ponders the shocking news of the Moderate rebellion and the intensification of the TSC programme. She is all too aware what this will mean, both for her and all the other sissies of the SMC; but she will accept any order from Mistress Helen and her gorgeous all-powerful colleagues, even the removal of the final physical symbol of masculinity. Indeed, in some deep dark corner of her masochistic mind, the idea of TSC is strangely exciting.

She discovers Annette on the large oval bed that they have shared for the past two years. She has been sealed in a Senso pink rubber body glove and positioned on her back. She looks like a rubber snake girl, apparently armless, her legs held prisoner in one single ultra-sheath of slender but very powerful rubber. A pink very sheer nylon hood has been stretched over her head and through the nylon Christina can see that her mouth has been packed with a fat panty gag and then sealed shut with a thick strip of white duct tape.

The elaborateness of her bondage points to only one person: Mistress Helen, a woman who takes a particular and very powerful pleasure in turning her sissy slaves into bizarre bondage sculptures.

As soon as she sees Christina, Annette begins to squeal angrily and desperately. Her beautiful emerald eyes widen and bulge, her helplessly sexy wiggles increase. A cascade of ‘mmmmmmmpppphhhhs!’ fills the room. Yet, despite her deep love for Annette, a love that has been tested on more than one occasion by her close association with Mistress Anne and the she-male’s apparent adoption of many of Anne’s less attractive character traits, Christina makes no move to free her from this teasing, perverse bondage. Instead, she drinks up the hyper-erotic spectacle of Annette’s torment. She moves towards the bed, her eyes slowly crawling over the cocooned perfection of Annette’s form, her tightly restrained and now threatened sex stretching desperately against the walls of its fiendish rubber prison. She places a hand on Annette’s rubber-sealed toes and then begins to run a blood-red index fingernail along the smooth sado-erotic contour of her carefully packaged legs, walking further along the edge of the bed as she does so. Annette’s squeals of despair and anger lessen, and her nylon-covered eyes follow Christina’s progress with fear and desire.

‘You look perfectly gorgeous, my love,’ Christina whispers, her high carefully manufactured little girl’s voice another surgical gift of the Bigger Picture and the dark genius of Ms Blakemore.

Annette’s eyes widen even further, confusion replacing fear and anger.

‘When Mistress Helen told me about your awful fate . . . well, at first I was so terribly upset. But then I thought about all the opportunities your transformation offered me . . . offered us. And now I have you before me, all to myself.’

By this point her hand has reached the space where, before, Annette’s large rather beautiful cock would have been pressed desperately against the film of strong rubber. But now there is only a perfectly flat curve, a feminine space that Christina teases with her finger. Then Annette begins to squeal again, much louder, more desperately. She tries to sit up. But her bondage makes any kind of significant movement impossible. There is a look of wild angry sexual arousal in her eyes and Christina presses against the telling space a little harder.

‘Ms Blakemore once told me that she had designed a special sissy sex for TSC cases. She felt it was the least she could do for the poor victims of such a terminal punishment. An ultra-sensitive vaginal orifice that would allow extremely powerful, if somewhat unusual orgasms, and would be particularly receptive to all forms of stimulation.’

Annette seems in shock now; her fear gone, replaced with pure sex trauma.

‘I don’t think you’ve had a chance to experience the potential of your new pussy, judging by your reaction. And this is only the beginning, my love.’

Tears of sexual agony begin to leak from Annette’s beautiful green eyes and through the slender film of nylon, creating sex crystals that sparkle in the powerful white electric light.

Christina releases her erotic grip and gently helps Annette to sit up.

‘You’ve been punished unfairly, perhaps,’ Christina whispers. ‘But now you must move on, and so must I. You know I love you, Annette. You know I have always loved you.’

Annette nods weakly, her eyes now filled with a mixture of intense sexual arousal and helpless adoration.

‘Mistress Helen has given you to me, to be my lover and plaything. The potential for ecstasy is considerable. It will be like when we first met. But only many times better.’

As Annette moans her need, Christina gently unrolls the stocking hood, revealing the gorgeous redhead’s hot pink face and the very thick and broad strip of duct tape that is so effectively and sensually sealing her lips tightly shut.

‘How lucky you are, my pretty sex pet – to have Mistress Helen’s panties filling your mouth. Do they taste nice?’

Annette nods weakly, her eyes now pinned on Christina’s large perfectly formed breasts as they strain sensually against the glistening tight material of the pinafore.

‘And this lovely body glove. Another of Mistress Helen’s wonderful touches. It really does do justice to your gorgeous boobs.’

Christina gently runs her free hand over Annette’s straining rubber-encased bosom. The redhead squeals with a furious delight and bucks helplessly. Then Christina places a long hard kiss on the tape gag, directly over Annette’s sealed lips. The redhead’s emerald eyes widen with shock, joy and angry need. Christina then steps back and admires the lipstick imprint on the gag before carefully easing the rubber body glove down over Annette’s slender girlish shoulders. Annette nods her head eagerly. Yes, she is saying, yes please! Christina hardly takes her beautiful brown eyes away from Annette’s own sparkling green orbs of bottomless sissy need as she eases the Senso rubber glove over Annette’s large ultra-sensitive breasts. The perfection of Ms Blakemore’s erotic art is revealed in every soft curve of these two very beautiful boobs. Christina, as she has done on so many occasions before, leans forward and places a gentle kiss on each, running her tongue over each long hard nipple as she does so. Annette wiggles and squeals, crying into the pungent mouth-filling panty gag with a savage dark and endless fury whose molten core is animal sex.

Then Christina slides the glove down over Annette’s slender surprisingly muscular waist and the first sign of the changing becomes apparent. For at the base of her stomach is a small light line, an already barely visible scar. Annette’s gasps and wiggles stop. It is as if her desire has been frozen by an icy cloud of horrible undeniable truth.

Christina smiles reassuringly. ‘This is where we get to find out how lucky you are, my love.’

Then, in one hard tug, Christina pulls the body glove down over Annette’s hips and thighs and immediately reveals the redhead’s new sex.

The two she-males stare at this final act of feminisation with wide, expectant and anxious eyes.

Christina had anticipated more marking than the very slight scar on Annette’s lower stomach. Yet, amazingly, there is hardly any other evidence of the recent major operation. Instead, the two gorgeous she-males find themselves looking at a near-perfect vagina, silky smooth and strikingly realistic.

Annette sobs with shock and regret into her gag and stares longingly at the lovely, buxom and clearly very aroused Christina. Christina very slowly places a hand over the dark pink slit. Annette moans with an immediate sexual excitement into the fat panty gag. Her eyes widen and plead with Christina.

‘Incredible,’ Christina whispers, now tracing the straight line of the slit with her index finger and inducing much louder squeals of helpless angry pleasure in her gorgeous she-male companion, knowing as she does so that, thanks to Mistress Helen’s latest command, she too will soon be similarly endowed. Paradoxically, the thought of such a changing causes her threatened sex to strain even harder against its layers of sensually inescapable restraint.

Then, for the first time, Christina notices something on the bed next to Annette, something that causes her eyebrows to rise in amused surprise.

‘Now you will come to realise what a wonderful gift this new sex is, my sweet,’ she whispers, leaning over Annette and picking up the strange erotic device that has been placed next to the lovely tethered sissy.

She holds up what at first looks like a pink leather belt. Then its true function becomes shockingly apparent; for built into the centre of the thick length of leather that runs from one side of the belt to the other is a long, wide and ribbed dildo. Annette moans with genuine fear and also dreadful sexual anticipation into her tight fat gag. Christina knows she is still fitted with the standard sissy anal vibrator; and once the belt is fitted, she will be amply stuffed in both orifices! And this is, of course, all part of Helen’s dark plan for the lovely she-male.

By the belt there is a large jar of clear lubricating gel. Christina rests the belt back on the bed and then carefully eases the body glove down over Annette’s long, perfectly shaped legs and over her cute girlish feet with their gleaming painted toenails.

She notices that Annette’s ankles have been bound together with pink rubber cording and then, for the first time, realises that her wrists have been secured in a similar fashion behind her back at the wrists and elbows. Thus, she is utterly unable to resist what happens next: Christina scoops up a large globule of the gel and uses it to lubricate Annette’s new sex, to prepare it for the erotic intrusion of the phallic belt.

Immediately, the poor ultra-transformed she-male is hurled into an abyss of unbearable pleasure. The true erotic potential of the sensitivity of her sex is made almost astonishingly apparent by Christina’s deliberate caress, her finger slipping deep inside and teasing out a wet moist warmth. Annette bucks and squeals furiously, her eyes tightly closed, her head shaking angrily. This is too much, even for a sex-drenched graduate of the Sissy Maids Academy! Her large breasts bounce wildly, her wrists fight the unyielding rubber cording. She is falling helplessly into an abyss whose essence is the dark unclear space between agony and ecstasy. And this is only the beginning.

Annette’s eyes pop open as soon as she feels the cool tip of the dildo press against her moistening and carefully widening sex. She looks down between the U of her ample boobs and understands immediately what is happening. She shakes her head angrily, clearly terrified by the size of the proposed intruder.

‘Don’t worry, my sweet, it won’t hurt a bit. Indeed, just the opposite – crystal pure pleasure of the highest order is guaranteed, thanks to the kinky genius of Ms Blakemore.’

As the dildo begins its journey into the depth of Annette’s sex, the poor she-male seems to freeze as if dead, a sudden violent stiffening that initially concerns Christina. She hesitates. But then she sees the slight nod of Annette’s head and continues, knowing now that poor Annette is experiencing a pleasure so furious, so intense, so profound, that she has lost the ability to express its true devastating power.

Then it is pushed fully home, and Christina secures the belt in place, pulling its lower strap between the poor sex-incensed sissy’s legs and securing it by pulling it tightly between her pert, always so spankable buttocks and clipping it to the back of the tight thick waist band.

Once her kinky work is done, Christina steps back to admire the elegant beauty of the gorgeous redheaded she-male and also to wallow in the pleasure of her ‘melting’ – the gentle move from the shocked rigidity of the initial insertion, to a gradual relaxation and entry into a realm of pure, immediate and truly powerful sexual pleasure.

Soon, rather than squealing and wriggling, she is lost in a complex sex ballet, a beautiful strangely solemn writhing. Christina watches this performance with an increasing sense of arousal. She has an immediate and terrible need to join Annette. Then the thought enters her head: the thought of taking her restrained sex and using it to penetrate Annette, to have the most bizarre form of heterosexual sex imaginable!

But then the door to the room opens and Mistresses Céline and Sophie enter, followed by the beautiful, buxom and very tightly secured Pansy.

Christina, surprised by this sudden arrival, curtsies deeply.

‘Excellent!’ Mistress Céline cries. ‘You’ve secured the belt and made our lovely princess fully aware of the advantages of her radical transformation.’

Christina whispers ‘Yes, mistress. I think she likes it.’

Sophie laughs cruelly. ‘Yes, of course. As will you all!’

Pansy gives Christina a look of concern and helpless sexual excitement. Christina returns her gaze with one of intense sex hunger laced with fear. This is because poor Pansy has been placed in tight and obviously very uncomfortable bondage. Her arms have been lashed painfully behind her back with pink rubber cording at the wrists and, very cruelly, below and above her elbows. Her slender ankles have been fitted with pink rubber shackles secured together by a small length of thin silver chain. A very fat pink rubber ball gag fills her pretty girlish mouth and her cheeks seem stretched to bursting point. Her eyes are watering with the strain of the gag combined with the pressure on her arms and the desperate precarious totter that the hobble demands. And to make things even worse, a thick pink leather collar has been attached to the high neck of her dress, fixed to which is a chain leash held by Mistress Céline, who is dragging the poor sissy forward as if she was a particularly pretty pet poodle!

As usual, Pansy is very finely and erotically attired. She is dressed in a bright pink maid’s dress of very fine shimmering satin that appears painted to her ample, sex bomb figure. The dress has the required heavily be-frilled high neck (mainly hidden by the collar) and is very short. The skirt, barely reaching the tops of her thighs, rests on thick pink and white frou-frou petticoating that rises up at a very severe panty-revealing angle. Indeed, her frill-laden white silk panties are virtually on full display, and her legs are revealed in all their statuesque glory right from the edge of the panties all the way down to the shackles and white silk-lined leather ankle boots with eye-popping six-inch-high heels. Her hair had been dyed a soft strawberry blonde and bound in a tight bun with a pink silk ribbon. Over the dress she wears a very tight white silk pinafore bound in place at the base of her spine with a huge bow. In addition, she is wearing beautiful white lace gloves. She looks utterly stunning and highly distressed!

‘It seems so unfair on poor Pansy that you should be having all the fun,’ Sophie says, her voice heavy with cruel irony.

Christina instinctively flinches as Mistress Céline draws to a halt a few inches from her and then runs a bloody-nailed index finger across her silken pale cheek.

‘You look more beautiful each time we meet,’ she whispers, her eyes filled with sadistic arousal, her voice framed by a sheer inescapable threat. ‘And beauty like yours is always heightened by suffering.’

The senior maid realises that she is trapped and can do nothing to escape. She has indeed suffered at Céline’s hands on more than one occasion, and knows she will suffer again now.

‘Blakemore and Donna can do nothing to help you now, my sweet. They are helpless now that that fool Jane has acted so impetuously. Ashcroft has fled and Eleanor Groves has quietly disappeared back to America with her arrogant swine of a lover. The Radicals have control, of the Bigger Picture and you. If the Moderate sympathisers seek to resist, they will also be meeting Mr Aziz.’

The light burning in Mistress Céline’s jet-black eyes is the dark orange of casual evil. Christina feels her heart thump wildly and her knees buckle. She is terrified, yet her erection is stronger than ever!

‘If you think Blakemore will be coming to your rescue, you’re mistaken,’ Sophie adds. ‘She is already making preparations for your final terrible transformation. By the end of the week, you and Pansy will have reached the same point of no return that Annette is now so beautifully experiencing.’

Christina’s eyes widen with shock and Pansy squeals fearfully into the huge mouth-distorting ball gag. The two women laugh and exchange victorious knowing glances, clearly enjoying the sudden freedom to fulfil their cruellest desires.

‘Now,’ Céline says. ‘Let’s get on with the show. Sophie and I want to entertain ourselves for a few hours, before we make preparations for the extraction of Shelly’s replacement tomorrow morning.’

It is only now that Christina notices the small pink rubber sack that has been tied to the cording binding Pansy’s wrists so painfully behind her back. Sophie steps forward to remove the sack and then extracts another of the huge rubber ball gags from inside, this one a dark blood red.

She throws the bag on the bed and holds the gag before a quivering, yet also highly aroused Christina.

‘Open up, my naughty little pet.’

Her thick, always erotic French accent is filled with twisted pleasure. Christina looks into her crystalline blue eyes and knows a fear so dark that tears begin to well up in her own eyes.

She opens her mouth and Sophie rams the gag home with a painful angry determination. The gag crashes into the poor she-male’s mouth and suddenly it is as if her cheeks are being pumped up to explosion point. Her eyes stretch wide with discomfort and terror: she knows Mistress Sophie will show no mercy.

Then the binding begins, the application of wicked intricately painful bondage. Her arms are forced violently behind her back and then tied with an unnecessary tightness at her wrists and, like Pansy, below and above her elbows, so that the two points are touching painfully. Christina squeals angrily into the fat tormenting gag and receives a hard painful slap to her beautifully shaped black nylon-sheathed thighs for her trouble.

Her legs are then forced together and more rubber cording is used to secure with equal tightness her ankles, above and below her knees and her thighs. Still standing she is thus completely and very painfully immobilised. Tears of pain and fear trickle from her beautiful dark-brown eyes and Sophie teases her with cruel aroused words.

‘You look so unbearably pretty when you suffer, Chrissie. You obviously like pain. So how can I possibly resist giving it to you?’

While the binding has been in progress, Mistress Céline has lowered two long silver chains from electrically controlled pulleys fitted into the ceiling space. Each sissy bedroom is fitted with this device for use in the fitting of figure-training garments and punishment.

The chains dangle about four feet from the floor. Pansy is made to totter forward and turned around so that her tethered arms are facing Mistress Céline. The dark-skinned beauty then attaches the chain using a metal hook fixed at its end to the cording securing her slender silk-wrapped wrists. Fear and a furious and utterly irresistible masochistic arousal fill poor Pansy’s pretty blue eyes.

Sophie then makes Christina hop over to the chains, a precarious and painful process in five-inch-high stiletto-heeled court shoes! She is also made to face with her back to the chain and is secured to it in exactly the same way. This leaves the two gorgeous sissies facing each other, their arms tied tightly behind them and secured to the chains by their tethered wrists.

Sophie then very quickly binds Pansy’s shackled ankles, knees and thighs in exactly the same way as Céline has secured moaning sobbing Christina.

Céline then returns to the control box set into a corner of the curved wall and depresses a large red rubber-covered button. Both sissies know what will happen next and squeal into their fat brutal gags as the chains start to rise and their arms are pulled very painfully up behind them, forcing their upper torsos and heads down towards the floor. The chains are allowed to ascend to exactly the point at which the pressure on their elbows is so severe, there is a real danger of physical damage. This leaves the two sissy beauties in desperate discomfort, struggling to breathe and to retain their balance. Both know that if they fall over, they will dislocate their shoulders and be left in helpless agony.

Yet this is only the dreadful beginning of their ordeal. For as soon as they are held firm and fast in this awful position, Sophie makes a point of extracting two long thin bamboo canes from the rubber bag and holding them before the tensed flushed faces of the sissy captives.

‘Donna and Blakemore have spoilt you two terribly,’ Céline snaps, her voice filled with a sado-erotic indignation. ‘This Moderate stupidity has left you thinking you have a role to play in our grand scheme that is ridiculously beyond your station. Your role in the Radical vision is simple: mindless slaves to be used and abused as womankind sees fit. Your desire, your needs, your identities. This is all irrelevant nonsense. You are no better than domestic tools. Instruments to be used and then disposed of. Soon you will begin the process of final transformation. Those ugly dangerous cocks will be removed and, soon after, we will convince Helen to begin a further process: lobotomisation. This is all you have to look forward to, my sweets. Suffering and more suffering. And this little demonstration is just a taste of the pain that will be your permanent lot under the Radical regime.’

Then there is a terrible explosion of pure pain in Christina’s thighs. Sophie has applied the first cut of the cane. The poor sissy squeals in agony and moves forward very slightly, thus applying a further deadly pressure to her shoulders. Saliva floods over the rim of the gag and begins to trickle along with her copious tears onto the floor. Her heart pounds with utter black terror, her body is on terrible fire. Then poor Pansy is squealing and fighting the urge to move forward: Céline has administered an even more brutal cut to her shapely white nylon-sheathed thighs.

They each receive twelve cuts of the cane. Miraculously, they remain upright, but only just, and at the end of the cruel beating, both are on the verge of losing consciousness, their thighs and buttocks on fire, their vision badly blurred by hot fast-flowing tears.

They are mocked and teased by the two mistresses, whose eyes are filled with an almost psychopathic anger-fuelled pleasure. This is pure dark hate.

But then the door opens and Donna is in the room, quickly followed by Ms Blakemore. Just as Christina begins to fall forward, strong arms are being wrapped around her torso and she is being pulled back from the terrible brink.

‘Get out of here!’ Donna screams. ‘Now, you filthy bitches. Out!’

Céline stands directly in front of a furious and gorgeous Ms Blakemore.

‘You think you can stop this,’ she says, her voice filled with contempt. ‘You think Helen will listen to you. But you are wrong. And you will soon find out just how wrong. What Anne has suffered, you and all the other Moderate scum will suffer twice over.’

Ms Blakemore, her lovely brown eyes filled with a fierce anger, smiles slightly and says in a calm, even voice, ‘Get out.’

Céline gestures angrily at Sophie and the two women march out of the room, Sophie spitting at Ms Blakemore’s feet as she passes.

Ms Blakemore comes over to Pansy and the two women begin to free the brutally punished sissies.

‘We must act quickly,’ she says to Mistress Donna. ‘As quickly as possible.’
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They had come for Peter just before midday. That was all he really knew, that and the fact that he was now inside some form of moving vehicle trapped in bizarre and utterly inescapable bondage.

He had been in his bedroom, lying on the bed, reading a book. The door had flown open and a tall dark-skinned woman had entered. She was followed by two others, another tall very busty brunette and an angular blonde. All three were dressed in tight black body suits that accentuated their figures in a deliberately sexual manner.

‘Get up!’ the dark-skinned woman had shouted in a cold French accent. ‘Now!’

At first, he had been convinced he was dreaming, that he had nodded off reading Jane Eyre and was now experiencing a particularly convincing and powerful wet dream. But then the dark-skinned woman had leant forward and grabbed him by his hair. The pain was too real. He had screamed, tried to lash out and then found himself on his back on the floor. He had tried to get up, but a high-heeled foot was pressed into his chest. Then, to his horror, the brunette was on her knees at his side, working free his trouser belt.

‘What’s going on!’ he screamed, his voice girlish and terror-streaked. ‘Get off me!’

Then the blonde was on top of him. She grabbed his nose. He screamed again. But the scream was blocked halfway as something soft and considerable was rammed deep into his mouth. He tried to fight her off, but then she was directly on top of him, her knees pressing his arms at his side. She towered over him like an angel of grim female vengeance. He looked desperately into her cold blue eyes and squealed with a black terror into the gag filling his mouth. She was smiling, obviously enjoying herself. Then he saw that she had a roll of silver duct tape in her hands. Her eyes met his and he knew he was doomed. She tore a long strip from the roll and leant forward. She spread the tape over his lips and then pressed a hand against his mouth to make sure it was fixed as firmly as possible. His trousers were quickly pulled free and then, to his horror, so were his underpants. He felt his sex pop up and laughter fill the room: he was violently erect.

He was pulled into a sitting position. With his arms suddenly free, he attempted to fight off his attackers. But then, to his utter horror, a warm hand firmly grasped his cock.

‘One more wrong move and you’ll be undergoing premature sex change.’

He froze. The voice belonged to the dark-skinned woman. He looked into her eyes and saw an inescapable and utterly determined power.

Then his T-shirt was virtually ripped from his torso, his socks were jerked from his feet and he was, much to his disgust and almost unbearable embarrassment, naked.

‘Bind him and bag him,’ the French woman said, leaving him to the not too tender mercies of the brunette and the blonde.

And it was as the brunette had knelt down to begin the binding that something rang loudly in his tormented mind. Like the others, she wore a very tight black nylon body suit. Like the others, she had a stunning feminine figure, with a particularly striking pair of breasts that strained with erotic energy against the tight, almost rubber fabric of the body suit as she moved with some grace over his prone form. But then, as she had straddled him, he had seen the large hard cock straining against the crotch section of the suit! He had cried with shock and outrage into the gag, its tangy, even bitter taste becoming more and more apparent.

Then this beautiful hermaphrodite had used pink rubber-coated cording to put him in a tight and completely inescapable bondage. She had easily tipped him onto his back and then hauled his arms very painfully behind him, binding them with the cord at the wrists and elbows. Then, after playfully slapping his backside, she had secured his ankles and knees. In a few seconds, he had been made utterly helpless!

Yet this was only the beginning. He squealed and sobbed as he was rolled onto his back. One of the other suited figures handed his ambiguous tormentor what looked like a pair of white nylon tights. Yet closer examination showed only one leg; indeed, the strange clothing device seemed to be nothing but this one single sheer white nylon leg. She then began to roll the leg up his own tightly secured legs, and he quickly came to realise that it wasn’t a leg, but a nylon body sack!

As he was expertly and quickly consumed, he found himself staring up at the face of the ‘woman’ who was securing him. She was truly beautiful, with large dark eyes and thick dark hair bound in a tight practical bun. Strangely, when their eyes met again, there was no anger or determination, but rather an unnerving gentleness.

‘Lie still. It’ll be a lot easier,’ she said, in a high-pitched, rather little-girlish voice. ‘Please.’

The body glove was pulled up over his helplessly stiff sex and then across the rest of his slender naked form. Soon he was completely and very tightly sealed in sheer white nylon from head to toe. And then, still bathed in cold fear, he had finally fallen still. His eyes wide, his cock hard, his heart pounding desperately against his chest, he had suddenly realised that any kind of struggle was utterly useless.

The taste in his mouth was musty and intimate. The gag itself was made of some kind of silk. The tape was thick and held his lips shut in a vice-like grip. And then the beautiful brunette had produced a simple white nylon stocking, rolled it up into a ball and quickly stretched it over his head. He had moaned into the gag, his eyes fixed on her large perfectly formed breasts, and the world had been dimmed by a scented soft nylon mist.

Then there had been hands upon his body, powerful, strong, but also careful. He had been picked up from the floor and carried by two of the black-suited figures from the room, down the stairs and into the living room. Here, he had been placed on his feet, swaying, stunned and still violently erect, and standing, to his utter horror, before his mother. She had stood before him, a strange smile on her face, her eyes drawn helplessly to his embarrassing erection.

His mother: fifty the week before this bizarre abduction, but still beautiful. With her generous, even plump figure, honey-streaked blonde hair and soul-melting brown eyes, she stood nearly six feet tall in a pair of three-inch stiletto-heeled court shoes. She was also wearing a tight black skirt and a white silk blouse that shimmered sensually in the noon light. Her hair bound in a tight bun, her legs sheathed in sheer black nylon, her full lips a deep strawberry red, she was, as usual, a vision of striking mature beauty.

‘I’m afraid I’ve had to activate my threat a little earlier than originally anticipated,’ she had said, her large breasts rising and falling with a rapid and obvious excitement beneath the expensive silk.

She had threatened ‘to take drastic action’ after he had received a fine for drunkenness – the latest manifestation of a behavioural problem that stretched back to his father’s death seven years before. He had been twelve then and was now less than a month away from his nineteenth birthday. During the last year, she had become involved in a group called the Bigger Picture. This had coincided with his expulsion from the sixth form and the beginning of the rapid deterioration of their always problematic relationship.

‘My friends in the Bigger Picture have agreed to take you on much earlier than I anticipated. This is surely for the best, my love: if you stay in the world of men for much longer, I’m sure you’ll end up in prison. Yes, you’ll be much better off properly sissified. You’ve always been rather girlish, so I’m sure you’ll look rather lovely in tights and panties.’

He had squealed his anger at her then, his eyes wide with animal fury despite his embarrassment and inescapable bondage. And her smile had widened.

‘I hope you like the taste of my soiled panties, Peter. I’ll be sending a collection to the training facility at the end of each week for your enjoyment.’

His eyes widened with shock, a brief disgust, and then something much more disturbing – arousal. His mother had then stepped forward and placed a soft warm kiss on his forehead.

‘From now on, you are Petal. My beautiful sissy Petal.’

As she turned away, her hand had brushed against his rigid deeply tormented cock and he had cried with anger and a deeply guilty desire. His eyes had fallen upon her plump, substantial and very shapely bottom and her long black nylon-sheathed legs and he had realised he was indeed truly doomed.

And now, in this strange vehicle, he knows this simple fact with an even greater and sharper clarity. He is held down on a rubber upholstered bench by tight thick leather straps at his ankles, thighs, waist and neck. He cannot move an inch, including his head. He is looking helplessly upward at the metal roof of a transit van.

His heart begins to beat faster as the van suddenly slows. Then it stops. Then the vehicle is moving again, but much slower, across slightly bumpy ground. And it does this for maybe five minutes before stopping once more. People climb from the front of the vehicle. Doors open and slam shut. Feet crunch across gravel. Then the doors directly behind him are opened and strong afternoon light floods in.

Despite this new development, he remains silent. For the last two hours or so – the period of this strange journey – he has had plenty of time to consider what is happening; plenty of time to realise a simple disturbing truth: that he is aroused by this abduction, by its erotic framing, by its clearly sexual intent. He remembers his mother’s beauty and the secret that she has obviously known for much longer than he might have ever guessed: the secret of his transvestism, the secret of his dark, kinky and very deeply fetishistic desire. Why else the panties and why else the name Petal, the name of his secret identity, the name of the character in the series of stories he had been writing for the last two years and had been publishing on the Internet? Petal and her beautiful mistress, Lady Maria Angel, who gags her slave with her soiled panties. Maria: his stepmother’s name. Yes, it all made terrible sense – a sense strengthened by the Bigger Picture, an organisation he had been interested in since he had read about Emily Ashcroft. An organisation that had secretly excited him and driven him into a bliss of sexual arousal when his mother had announced she was attending the fundraising ball.

Then hands are working free the straps and he is being carried from the vehicle and placed on some form of flatbed trolley. He is wheeled quickly and rather uncomfortably across the rough ground of a forecourt or driveway. He manages to look to both his left and right. He is in the grounds of some vast country house. The black-suited abductors – or at least two of them – are on either side of the trolley. Then the trolley bumps roughly up onto a harder smoother surface and suddenly they are travelling down an echo-ridden corridor. Then, after only a few seconds, they are in a huge marble-floored and oval-shaped entrance hall. The precise cruel clicking of high heels explodes across this large open space. There is a woman looking down at him, a very beautiful stern brown-eyed woman with dark hair and striking blood-red lips. She is wearing a tight black dress that stresses the precise lines of a very large firm chest. His cock stirs in its teasing nylon prison and he tastes the most intimate physical secrets of his attractive, secretly loved stepmother.

‘Maria’s boy, Peter,’ she says. ‘A very good beginning, I think. She has been christened Petal. Very nice. Take her down to the Induction Room.’

Then the trolley is moving again, across the elegant grandiose hall and down into another dark but this time much longer corridor. He ponders the woman and the Induction Room. This is only the beginning of a strange adventure, one that fascinates and arouses.

Soon they are in a lift. It descends quickly. As the doors open into a basement corridor, he looks up at the woman on his right and realises it is the lovely sissy voiced she-male who had so carefully and gently placed him in this far from unpleasant fetish bondage. She returns his curious, yet no longer fearful look with a pleasant reassuring smile. Then the trolley is moving forward, down a white corridor, the crystal-white ceiling lights giving the impression not of the underworld, but of a heavenly reception centre.

There is a pause followed by the sound of a door sliding open and he is wheeled into a very large circular room with a huge oval light in the centre of a broad curved ceiling.

It is almost an operating theatre. And the operation is, he knows, his induction into feminine frillies and permanent petticoat discipline. Yes, he is now a prisoner of the Bigger Picture. He is therefore no longer male in the true sense of the word. Here, he can only be a sissy slave, a male transformed into a she-male servant whose desire has been moulded to make him the very essence of ultra-feminisation.

He is removed from the trolley and made to stand up by the mysterious she-male, balancing precariously, his vision a mist of scented white nylon. Yet even through the stocking hood he can make out the essential details: a large white room with curved walls and a dome-like roof; the doorway through which they have entered and another door, almost directly opposite; two large white wardrobes placed, rather strangely, in the dead centre of the room, next to an ornate white wooden dressing table with a large elegantly framed oval mirror and a white leather-backed stool; a shelved metal table loaded with a variety of very strange-looking, mainly metal items and by this a mysterious gym horse-like device with a thick white leather body, supported by four wooden legs that extend outwards at 45-degree angles. In a corner of the room there is a shower cubicle.

Then Peter’s attention is dragged from his surroundings by the entry of a true vision of shocking and highly erotic ultra-femininity, a gorgeous manifestation of sissy beauty that inspires a gasp of profound excited surprise.

She is dressed in pink. Of course! A truly startling pink maid’s dress made of a glimmering pink satin: a strikingly short dress balancing on a thick sea of sexy frou-frou petticoating out of which flow a pair of truly perfect legs sealed in sheer white nylon tights decorated with hundreds of tiny pink silk roses. Through the fine film of white nylon he can make out long fresh welts running across the back of her thighs.

Her feet are bound into six-inch stiletto-heeled ankle boots coated in shimmering white silk and laced tightly into position with pink silk ribbons. The dress itself is very tight and deliberately reveals and accentuates a marvellously pneumatic figure dominated by a narrow waist (clearly the product of robust corseting) and a very large and firm bosom. Over the dress has been tightly secured a white silk pinafore that gives the impression her breasts are trying to fight their way out of their various layers of deeply erotic fetishistic restraint.

Her hair, which is bound into a very tight bun with a length of pink silk ribbon tied in a fat bow, is strawberry blonde, and her eyes – which seem unnaturally large, even doll-like – are a gentle sky blue and emit the warmth of a terrible aching mind-bending desire. Her beautifully shaped voluptuous lips are shaped into a helpless O of desire. She looks up at Peter and he feels a sudden and very powerful sexual arousal.

She comes up to his three abductors and performs a deep graceful curtsey.

‘Good,’ the dark-skinned woman says. ‘Now we’re all ready.’

There is a brief pause as she considers Peter. Then she continues.

‘I have no intention of wasting my breath welcoming you to the national headquarters of the Bigger Picture and the base of operations of the Sissy Maids Company. Equally, I have no intention of explaining in any detail why you are here. Suffice to say that you are here to be radically transformed, and in the process of transformation serve a great and profound cause, a cause that will change world history permanently. So, in a way, you are truly privileged. You may not realise this for some time. But, eventually, when your changing has been completed, you will see – I am sure – the glorious truth of your new life and the role you will play in the greatest adventure in human history.’

Peter listens to this gorgeous woman and suspects she is – if only a little – mad. Yet her madness is contained by her great beauty and the impressive reality of the Bigger Picture. He looks at her perfectly formed heaving breasts and feels his cock strain against a wall of sheer nylon. A sense of submissive bliss swirls within his pounding heart. He feels dizzy with need. He imagines kneeling at her precisely heeled feet and kissing the gleaming leather tips of her court shoes.

‘But before you begin to understand, you must be properly inducted. Thus, in the next few days, you will undergo a harsh regime of the strictest feminisation at the hands of experienced mistresses of the Bigger Picture and begin to understand what will be required of you: absolute unquestioning obedience and complete surrender to the feminine. The destruction of your wretched male self and the establishment of the a new personality: the helplessly sissy slave, ultra-feminine, erotically docile and desperately servile object of female control. You will be transformed mentally and physically. You will be changed completely and permanently. And you will come to understand your transformation and to desire it: to need it in order to live. You will become an addict of a desire that will overwhelm and destroy your ugly, flawed and now useless male personality. Yes: this is the key to the therapy that will overwhelm you and all males: your desire – the hungry violent male desire that has so warped human history. This is the weapon with which we – womankind – will control you; the drug that will ensure your absolute and willing obedience to an irresistible philosophy of desire.’

Peter notices that as her rhetoric increases in power she is becoming visibly aroused. There is a film of sweat over her face, and he imagines that there is dampness elsewhere, a thought that he finds terribly exciting.

‘We know from your mother that you have already established certain key character traits that make you ideal for changing. This will assist our need to act quickly. And as time is of the essence, I suggest we start immediately.’

She then steps closer and eases the stocking hood from Peter’s face. Her powerful rose perfume teases his hot flushed nostrils and he moans into the fat gag as her nails graze slightly against his damp bulging cheeks. She discards the hood and then sets to work carefully peeling the nylon body glove from his body. Eventually the sheer nylon body glove is pulled down over his hips and his thick stiff sex pops out on full deeply embarrassing display.

Peter moans into his gag and blushes a dark horrified crimson. The two women burst into loud cruel laughter and Peter feels his soul shrink to the size of a humiliated pea.

Then he is forced to step out of the stocking. The cords binding his legs and wrists are very quickly removed and he is, except for the pungent gag, momentarily free from the ambivalent torments of his ultra-kinky bondage. Yet this freedom is at the price of the final tattered vestiges of his dignity, for his cock – ridiculously rampant – is now stretching up before the combined view of the women, the black-suited she-male and the spectacular sissy with a terrible unnerving enthusiasm. This, plus the taste of his mother’s most intimate regions, is enough to crush his will to resist absolutely and forever. Yet his will is already weak, as they obviously know, and this latest humiliation only serves to stress one simple fact: he is finding this entire weird ritual deeply arousing.

From the metal table, the second woman, the cool-eyed blonde, takes what looks like a white aerosol canister. She steps forward and then points it directly at Peter, unleashing a cold thick foam onto his chest. She quickly covers the whole of his upper body in this strange goo and then his arms and legs. The can, emptied, is then discarded. The dark-skinned woman, using a pink leather cloth, then begins to massage the foam deep into his body. As this massaging also includes his pubes and the crack between his tight, always feminine buttocks, the process is far from unpleasant! However, within a few minutes, he becomes aware of a strange warm tingling and a look of distinct alarm fills his big girlish eyes.

‘Don’t worry, prettiness, we just need it to become clearly uncomfortable.’

The blonde’s words drip with sadistic tease and within a few seconds the tingling has progressed to a state that he would describe, if he wasn’t so tightly gagged, as very uncomfortable. And soon he is hopping and squealing and the women, the she-male and the sissy are laughing with open cruelty at his suffering.

It is only when tears are trickling from his pretty eyes, his foamed buttocks are wiggling uncontrollably and his sex is bouncing before him like a particularly mad jack in the box, that the she-male takes him by the hand and leads him across the vast room towards the shower cubicle. She quickly helps him inside and, within seconds, a sheet of ice cold heart-stopping water is crashing over his tormented form. He screams, but there is only a slight vaguely angry squeal thanks to the highly water-resistant tape sealing his delicate lips firmly shut.

And as the cold water washes the thick pink foam from his body, there is a new sensation and a striking change. The new sensation is one of the most pleasant silkiness. Suddenly his skin is both ultra-sensitive and alive with an erotic electricity. Then there is the fact of what remains: his body is now completely hairless, every spec of hair previously on his teenage form has been burnt away by the foam. Also, his skin now appears a bright sissy pink!

The she-male turns the shower tap off and leads him back to the centre of the room wrapped in a very soft pink towel that torments his new sexualised flesh with what feels like a thousand teasing kisses of dark sissy love.

Naked, denuded, baby fresh and thus reborn, Peter – an expression of pure aroused shock filling his wide sky-blue eyes – parades helplessly before his captors, his silken cock a sword of sex doom. And as he wiggles before them, astonished, aroused, and yet also deeply ashamed in some indefinable way, his eyes meet those of the gorgeous sissy and, once again, he sees a terrible inescapable desire for him and for what he is about to become.

Smiling with a slightly melodramatic cruelty, the dark-skinned woman then leads him to the gym horse and insists he lie face down against its gleaming smooth hard leather surface. She then attaches his wrists to leather shackles positioned at each end of the horse’s thick warm body and his ankles to similar shackles attached to the two other legs, thus leaving him spread-eagled face down, his buttocks stretched helplessly and widely apart, his arsehole on intimate and rather clinical display.

What happens next is both horrifying and, to his astonishment, deeply exciting. First, the gorgeous sissy steps forward, kneels down so that she is both by him and slightly beneath the horse’s body. Then, she grabs hold of his achingly hard cock. He squeals with utter heart-stopping shock, yet his bondage makes any resistance to this startling intervention impossible. At first her grip is hard, unforgiving, but then he feels her hands relax slightly and, to his further amazement, she begins very gently to masturbate its rigid length! He squeals with a helpless stunned pleasure: her caress is expert and almost loving. He fights to look down at her, but his position makes it very difficult to see anything clearly.

Then he feels his cock being pulled forward and suddenly the caressing hands are harsh and unforgiving as they pull his teased member into what feels like some form of tight rubber glove. Then thin cording is being tied around the glove, thus pulling his cock firmly into place and holding it strictly and rather painfully beneath the horse.

Then he looks up and sees Pansy staring at him. She is now standing on the other side of the horse, an aroused smile on her beautiful face.

‘I think she likes you.’

These are the dark-skinned woman’s words. Peter feels his sex twitch helplessly in its bondage and feasts his tormented eyes on the stunning hyper-erotic beauty of the sissy. This, he knows, is the model his own transformation will be based upon. He looks at her tight pink dress, at the way her large perfectly formed breasts strain so desperately against the shimmering silk pinafore, and he knows this is all he wants. He tastes his mother’s panties and remembers her great beauty. He remembers his secret visits to her bedroom, to investigate the endlessly arousing delights of her underwear drawer. He remembers running his hands through her sheer nylon tights and dreaming of both his own legs wrapped in this endlessly erotic material. Yes: this now is his darkest fantasy – the fantasy of his secret stories – brought to remarkable spectacular life.

As his eyes traverse the sparkling nylon so sensually sheathing Pansy’s perfect legs, he feels a sudden pressure against his anus, a pressure that betrays the gel-smeared tip of some form of hard rubber implement.

‘The anal plug symbolises control, submission and the reorientation of desire at the heart of the sissification process. You will learn to love its tender intrusion.’

Then the dark-skinned woman begins gently to ease the plug into his back passage. And as it slips very gradually inside him, his eyes remain glued to the wondrous form of Pansy. And as he gasps into the stained sweetly perfumed panties, he knows her presence directly before him is quite deliberate, that the association of this perverse plugging with a sexually attractive sissy she-male is the beginning of a process of indoctrination.

Initially, the insertion is relatively pain-free. Indeed, he is surprised that his previously virgin arsehole is so flexible! Yet, within a minute or so, he begins to feel a distinct discomfort as a very real resistance is encountered. In response, the dark-skinned woman pushes harder and then the true nature of the operation is made graphically apparent. Tears of genuine pain begin to flood his eyes. His face reddens. He moans into the fat gag. His blurred vision is still filled with the elegant sissy beauty and her own crystal-blue eyes are filled with a genuine concern.

‘Just a little further, then we’ll be past the worst of it,’ his dusky tormentor whispers, her voice filled with deep concentration.

Then there is a sudden electric pain. His eyes wide, he squeals girlishly into the unyielding panties. His lips stretch uselessly against the firm tight tape. Surely, he thinks, something has been torn; he is grievously injured. She has gone too far. But then there is an equally sudden give and the plug slips much deeper inside him, as if a barrier has been overcome and access is now total.

He feels terribly full, yet not too uncomfortable. Indeed, the teasing impact of the plug on the walls of his anal passage is quickly made apparent and very pleasant sensations begin to pass from between his buttocks and up into his imprisoned granite-hard cock.

He is then freed from the shackles and Pansy is once again at his feet, gently working free his imprisoned and fiercely aroused member. And as she does so, she allows a blood-red-nailed finger to linger, to run gently across the enraged taut rubber length of his over-stimulated organ.

He is helped to his feet and feels the plug slip even deeper into him. He moans into the gag, feels his sex rise up and its purple head bounce against his lower stomach. Then he looks down upon the kneeling form of Pansy and drinks deep of her profound she-male beauty. The wide short skirt of her beautiful pink dress had risen up as she kneels, exposing her hosed abused thighs through a mist of frou-frou petticoating. On top of this, her heavily frilled white silk panties are on full display. And as she kneels before him, he is struck by the powerful image of absolute and quite exquisite submission that she presents so naturally.

‘I think it’s only fitting that Pansy fit the restrainer,’ the dark-skinned woman says.

Pansy lowers her eyes with a highly feminine and thus deeply attractive embarrassment and then slowly and very gracefully rises up from the rubber-matted floor. Peter watches this balletic display with sex-widened eyes and a deeply ambivalent fascination as she totters over to the metal table and takes what appears to be a slender pink rubber sheath from its gleaming silver surface. With a rather wicked smile on her gleaming pink lips, she then holds the sheath up before Peter’s fascinated eyes.

She then minces over to Peter and begins carefully to roll the sheath into a scooped bowl. He is reminded of the way his mother would roll up her stockings and tights before slipping them over her beautifully formed feet.

Then Pansy is directly before him, her powerful perfume tickling his nostrils, the frilled and wide edge of the skirt of the dress rubbing gently against the tip of his agonised sex. Once again she kneels down. The eyes of everyone are now glued upon her gorgeous sissy visage.

Then, very slowly – and with great care – she begins to slip the rubber sheath over poor Peter’s highly agitated member.

‘Until your transformation is complete, your sex will be kept in a state of permanent restraint,’ the dark-skinned woman explains. ‘The rubber sheath will allow expansion, but not the full erection required for orgasm. The head is micro-filtered to allow the removal of waste matter, but otherwise it will function as a second skin. And then, of course, there are the rings. To remind you of the evil of this particularly wayward piece of meat.’

Peter tries his very hardest to listen to the dark-skinned woman’s cruel words, but he is fighting a losing battle. He stares down at Pansy’s careful manipulations and squeals with a furious helpless pleasure. As she draws the rubber over the crimson length of his cock, he finds himself both appalled and excited in a way that he had never thought possible. Indeed, as his wiggles threaten to derail the fitting, his gorgeous black captor is forced to step forward and grip his arms firmly to help him remain still.

Finally, the sheath is stretched tightly over his balls and snapped into place. He looks down at his pink-coloured cock in amazement, and it is only now that he notices that the restrainer is covered in what seems to be a pattern of tiny light-silver-coloured veins that are only really visible at a certain angle in the strong white light of the room.

‘Now the rings.’

It is the gorgeous brown-eyed hermaphrodite who then steps forward and takes three silver rings of slightly varying size from the metal table. She walks confidently over to Pansy and stands only a few feet from Peter. She is taller than him in the low-heeled boots, and there is an athleticism to her wonderfully pneumatic figure that is perfectly expressed by the tight contours of the body suit.

She looks at Peter with warm hungry eyes and he feels her desire like a hand gripping his throat. In her hunger, and in the very similar look of Pansy, Peter sees an addiction, a terrible uncontrollable sexual need that seems induced by some hidden force. These gorgeous creatures are not only desiring in a normal human way, they have been programmed in some indefinable biological sense to desire with a power beyond what might be described as conventional human physical sexual need.

She hands the largest of the rings to Pansy, who takes it from her elegant hands with a slightly nervous smile. Then, to Peter’s surprise, she clicks the top section of the ring open and, to his far greater surprise, slips it around his rubber-sealed balls. Then she snaps the ring shut and an immediate uncomfortable pressure is applied which makes his balls bulge and strain desperately in their tight teasing rubber prison.

As poor Peter moans with significant trepidation into the panty gag, Pansy fixes the next two, smaller rings in exactly the same way – one to the base of his cock and one just beneath the straining fat head. Thus, his cock is tightly wrapped and cruelly locked. Full erection is now just not impossible, but painful.

Pansy releases a satisfied sigh and stands up. As she does so, her petticoats once again brush against his tormented cock and it expands towards full erection. And as it does so, the true power of his cruel restraint becomes apparent. The rings press painfully into the stiffening meat and he squeals with a mixture of shock and outrage, a squeal that induces cruel laughter in the two women and sympathetic, yet also aroused looks from Pansy and her body-suited colleague.

So now he is plugged and restrained and gagged, his cock sealed in rubber and metal, his arse filled with a harder rubber, his mouth stuffed with his mother’s sex-perfumed panties. Every orifice filled; all control surrendered. Now he is ready for the next stage of sinister and endlessly erotic feminisation.

The French woman turns to Pansy, a satisfied and provocative smile lighting up her beautiful, if stern face. ‘Now we can begin the dressing. Christina can help.’

Pansy performs a very deep and exact curtsey, flashing her be-frilled panties not so much for her Mistress but for the widening tormented eyes of poor Peter.

Pansy and Christina – the gorgeous honey-eyed she-male – totter over to the large long wardrobe and slide back its wide thick white wood doors. A strange, anticipatory silence now fills the room.

Inside the wardrobe is a very long row of truly spectacular and ultra-sissy girl dresses. This is immediately and shockingly apparent: an explosion of elaborate and highly fetishistic attire whose function is horrifyingly clear: the envelopment of the male form in the most aggressive and unforgiving form of infantile femininity.

The dresses, perhaps more than anything else so far experienced, spell out the true nature of Peter’s fate. And this is driven home dramatically when Pansy selects the dress closest to her – a masterful confection of cream silk – and holds it teasingly before Peter.

Pansy wiggle minces back across the rubber-matted floor with the dress held in her arms. Peter’s eyes are glued to the dress and its carrier with manic intensity. He moans helplessly into the pungent panty gag as she brings the dress within a few feet and then, once again, holds it before him.

A more detailed analysis reveals its true perverse brilliance. It is made from a very fine, yet sturdy and obviously expensive white silk. It has long straight arms with puffed and frilled sleeves. The bodice section is in fact a form of elaborately designed silk-sheathed corset and, although there are a few rear buttons leading from the neck to the middle of the back of the dress, they give way to a set of white silk laces running from the middle back to the edge of the wide and very short skirt of the dress. The skirt itself rests on a broader cloud of frou-frou petticoating made from layers of very fine lace-trimmed netting. The neck to the dress is very high and crowned with thick white lace. Yes, a true masterpiece of ultra-sissification and a gorgeous example of the design style of the Sissy Maids Company.

Pansy very carefully places the dress over the white wooden chair by the metal table. Then Christina steps into view with a pile of equally stunning sissy underwear.

She kneels down and places the underwear by Peter’s nylon-wrapped feet. Then she stands up, holding what at first appears to be another body glove of sheer white nylon. However, closer inspection reveals the glove to be something rather different: a white nylon body stocking with arms and legs. Their eyes meet and she sees the same helpless powerful desire he had seen in his bedroom and also in Pansy’s eyes. The two she-males appear permanently tormented by a deep sex need.

He watches with widening eyes as Christina proceeds to pull open the neck of the stocking and bunch its entire length into a bowl.

‘The stocking is made from Senso nylon,’ the French woman explains. ‘Senso is the key to the practical realisation of our philosophy of desire. It has certain biochemical properties that allow the material to stimulate the male hormonal system. This allows a direct and very powerful association to be created between the Senso material and sexual excitement and thus establish an extreme and quite irresistible fetish. Feminisation leads to submission and thus the association of the act of submission with arousal. And thus, control is assured.’

Peter is made to slip his feet into the soft nylon bowl, and then Christina begins to draw the stocking up his body. At first it is a rather ill-defined mist of sheer white nylon, but soon the legs begin to take shape and the electric material envelopes his freshly denuded skin in the most erotic of embraces. Then he feels it. At first, a minor rather pleasant tingling, but then a terrible physical stimulation of terrifying power. It is as if his legs were being covered in a thousand silken kisses. He squeals with shock and a dark overwhelming pleasure into the panty gag. His cock responds by straining furiously and thus cutting through the dreadful and so intimately physical stimulation with a bolt of awful, almost sickening pain.

As his body is once again submerged in the teasing beauty of sheer nylon, he begins truly to understand the power of Senso. Suddenly, his being is consumed by sex fire. Suddenly, every person and object around him has a fierce intense reality, a concentration of focus that makes him aware of the material world in a way that he had never previously believed possible. He is alive as a pure sex being, burning with a savage and fundamental sexual desire.

His eyes seem to stretch out of his head and behold the true vision that is Pansy. It is almost as if his gaze has become physical and is now caressing her buxom perfect form. Just by looking at her, he can feel her. He is astonished and in a blissful agony.

And by the time the stocking has been firmly positioned, by the time his body has been sealed in the teasing nylon second skin so that he is able to stand on two feet and stretch two arms down at his side, he is in a state of almost hallucinatory ecstasy. He moans into the gag and begs for release. Yet it is not release he is to be given, but a sudden, even more teasing shock. For as soon as the stocking is in place, Pansy, her eyes filled with mischievous perversion, slips a long pink-nailed hand between his legs and into a previously unseen opening placed directly over his engorged and tormented sex. Then, to his utter horror, she grasps Peter’s rubber-imprisoned sex and pulls it rather roughly through the lace-frilled hole, leaving its violent tumescence for all to see.

The cruel smiles on the faces of the two women say it all. This is, surely, his most spectacular and brutal humiliation and, as Pansy’s hands run eagerly over the rubber- and metal-sealed length, he squeals a terrible and expertly muffled plea for release from this dreadful yet also unbearably pleasurable torment.

Yet release is furthest from either Pansy or Christina’s mind. Indeed, as soon as poor Peter’s large tormented sex is fully revealed and is swaying desperately before them, Christina produces a pair of the frilliest white silk panties that Peter – after years of carefully studying his mother’s panties – has ever seen. Yet these are not any normal panties, a fact that is made strikingly clear when Christina holds them up before Peter’s wide sex-filled eyes: for at the front of this sea of elegant frilling is a long, also frilled sheath attachment, also of soft shimmering white silk.

Christina, a wicked hungry smile igniting her beautiful face, kneels once again. Peter, sinking deeper in the teased Senso sex trance, steps into the panties. He feels the frilled edges brush against his nylon-enveloped legs and squeals with an agonising pleasure that sends a seismic shock of dark desire crashing across his feminised form. There is surely no hope now: he is lost to the fiendish delights of Senso and to the all-powerful demands of the Bigger Picture.

Christina pulls the panties up over his furious sex and then positions them tightly yet snugly around his waist. Then she eases his rubberised sex inside the silken sheath that is in fact a part of the panties. The frilled sheath is soon filled to bursting point and rising up at an angle so severe that the tip of his cock is nearly touching his stomach. And as he looks down in an almost mindless astonishment at the strange thing that his sex is becoming, he notices that the head of the sheath – like the rubber cock glove beneath it – is covered in a fine film of micro-netting.

After the panties comes a white rubber micro-corset. Christina fits this quickly, wrapping it around his nylon-sealed waist and securing it tightly with pink rubber cord lacing that forces the air from his lungs and adds a sense of extreme, yet strangely comforting restriction.

And after the corset comes the dress, the amazing spectacular dress, held aloft with an erotic enthusiasm by the gorgeous doe-eyed Pansy. Poor Peter, his blood boiling with uncontrollable sex rage, looks at this profound symbol of ultra-sissification and feels his thighs push together with a dark delight, thus pushing the plug even deeper into his tormented and furiously aroused arse.

The back of the dress reveals a series of beautiful white pearl buttons that have been removed from their silk-edged eyes so that the dress can be opened up. Pansy kneels before the tormented moaning Peter and gently tells him to step into the dress. He obeys, his heart thumping, nervous anticipation rippling across his nylon-sheathed body. Then Pansy begins to draw the dress up his body. This is a darkly sado-erotic consumption – he is being devoured by the delicate elegant symbols of an extreme and unyielding femininity.

As the dress encloses his body, he notices a strange and disturbing fact of its perverse and complex design missed during his first teased viewing: the wide, very short skirt section is open at the front, or rather the front section has been carefully removed so that as it is pulled up over his nyloned body, his silk-sheathed sex, so angrily and obviously erect, is left completely exposed. And as Pansy slips the dress over his shoulders and begins carefully to button it tightly into position around his tormented body, he also notices that there is a small pink plastic hook set into the dress just above the open front section.

Then the last button is secured and he is fully and rather wondrously enveloped in the dress. He looks down at his sissified form and at the hard stiff silken-sheathed sex emerging from its centre, and feels a strange sense of inner calm; it is as if, for the first time in a long time, he is comfortable with himself, a thought that fills him with a mysterious and arousing serenity.

Christina then steps up, armed with a slender pink nylon ribbon. Their eyes meet again and she smiles with that same teasing warmth that had been so confusingly apparent in his bedroom. Very carefully, she then wraps the ribbon around the head of his arched hungry cock and uses its free ends to attach it tightly to the plastic ring set into the front of the dress, tying a fat sissy bow in the process.

He moans with pleasure and shock and looks up into her dark gaze with a terrible confession of deep intense longing. Her smile widens and he feels a powerful adoring attraction to this mysterious she-male beauty. His eyes fall upon her substantial chest, its perfect firm curves made stunningly apparent by the tight body suit, and he imagines worshipping her breasts with a freed and loving mouth.

The rest of the dressing happens quickly, but with an even more powerful impact. Pansy adds fingerless rubber-lined silk mittens – colour-coded to the dress exactly. She pulls them up over his hands and secures them tightly with silk ribbons fretted through the fabric of the sleeves.

Christina uses a lightly powdered sponge puff to add a touch of pink-tinged foundation to his cheeks, chin and forehead. Then she very carefully peels back the thick duct tape holding the panty gag in place. She extracts the panties and he gasps with a helpless relief. As he does so, he whispers a grateful ‘thank you’. Pansy smiles and places the wet panties on the metal table. She then proceeds to apply a dark pink lipstick to his helplessly pouting lips with considerable expertise. As she leans forward to add the finishing touches, her skirt once again brushes against his sensually imprisoned sex and he cannot resist a deep groan of angry pleasure.

Pansy combs through his short dark hair and nods with satisfaction. Then, almost immediately, Christina appears armed with perhaps the most striking and challenging tool of this strange and erotic feminisation: a pair of pink patent leather ankle boots with shocking five-inch-high heels. Peter looks at the heels and his eyes widen with considerable alarm.

‘This is going to be a little testing, Petal. But it’s really a little bit like being unable to swim and then being chucked in the deep end of a swimming pool. Once you’re faced with the inescapable reality, you quickly adapt.’

She kneels down before him once more and carefully slips his left delicately hosed foot inside the first boot. Pansy takes up a position at his right side, taking his mittened hand in her own and squeezing it in a surprisingly friendly and comforting manner.

For a moment the sissy spectacle he is being made into is rather lopsided. He instinctively maintains balance with his right foot, but when this too is placed inside the elevated embrace of the second boot, he is quickly taken to a new and very frightening level of physical uncertainty. Suddenly, he is five inches taller. Suddenly, his entire body weight is being taken on two narrow sharp pointed metal heels, strange, sado-erotic stilts. As he sways, as fear fills his always girlish face, he is immediately reminded of his mother, of her endless supply of beautiful sexy high-heeled shoes, of how he had always been so fascinated by them, of the graceful accentuation her nylon-sheathed legs, of the simple but deadly effective mechanics of their erotic design. He recalls one dreadfully teasing incident when she had slipped off a pair of black patent leather court shoes with particularly vicious and thus erotic heels and had stretched out her black nylon-sheathed toes before his stunned desperately fixed gaze, her feet still curved in the elegant intensely sensual shape demanded by the appallingly sexy shoes.

His cock strains in its tight fetish bondage and his eyes widen with a desire-framed fear. The peril of this uncertain balance is truly arousing, but also quite terrifying, and suddenly he totters backwards. He squeals like a little girl and then Pansy is standing at his side, holding him upright, whispering sexy words of sissy reassurance.

‘Just try and relax. Find the centre of gravity. The point of perfect balance. It is there. You just need to let your body find it naturally.’

Pansy’s words are soothing and also challenging. He smiles nervously and looks into her gorgeous blue eyes and feels a terribly positive desire for this buxom she-male beauty.

And, after a few minutes of careful balancing and a series of very nervous, highly tentative totters, there is a minor miracle: he is walking in the beautiful, so sexy high-heeled boots. But perhaps walking is the wrong word: the boots do not permit walking, but rather mincing, the tiny, tottering steps of a would-be sissy. He finds himself carefully placing one foot in front of another and being forced – in order to maintain his balance – to ensure that each step is as short and limited as possible. This has the immediate effect of producing a highly erotic rubbing together of his soft sheer nylon-wrapped knees and gently pushing the ever-teasing plug deeper into his tormented anus. At the same time, his hips sway and his bottom wiggles helplessly. And then there is the final dark (and rather delightful) humiliation: his imprisoned and leashed sex swaying and bouncing merrily before him like some maddened sex wand as the mistresses laugh and clap mockingly, and the she-males stare with wide aroused eyes.

And yet even the addition of the amazing boots is not the end of this spectacular ritual of forced feminisation. For even before he has demonstrated so much as a basic proficiency of movement, Christina has quietly slipped back to the wardrobe to extract two final devastating items of Peter’s consummation: a delightfully intricate and outrageously infantile pink silk and satin bonnet and a deeply shocking and humiliating king-size dummy gag!

Still coming to terms with the impact of the heels on his physical and mental being, it takes a few seconds for the reality of this next item of provoking transformation to enter fully his teased consciousness.

Christina opens up the long pink silk flaps of the incredibly ornate bonnet with a teasing promising smile. Attached to each flap is a long thick length of pink silk ribbon. She extends the wide hood of the bonnet and then lowers it down over Peter’s head, her large firm breasts brushing against his chest as she does so. The flaps are pulled down over his ears and then tied together at the chin in a fat ultra-sissy bow with the two lengths of shimmering ribbon.

Before poor Peter can consider the impact of the bonnet, which now holds his head in such a strange and highly erotic silken embrace, Pansy has taken the dummy gag and held it before him with a sudden and perhaps surprisingly sadistic glee. He stares at it and then stares at her. Then he stares at the dummy gag again. It is a long rather fat pink rubber teat fitted onto a heart-shaped pink plastic base. Attached to small slits in either side of the plate are thick long lengths of pink silk ribbon.

‘To stop your naughty sissy mouth and prepare it for certain similar-shaped objects,’ the cruel-eyed dark beauty teases, as Pansy whispers ‘Open wide, my sweet’, her voice pure silk-streaked honey.

He obeys almost helplessly, now enduring the full mind-bending impact of the Senso body stocking, and the teat is pushed home with cruel determination. He splutters a little as the fat teat presses against his tongue and the back of his throat. The plate pushes against his soft, always feminine lips and is tied firmly in place with the ribbons in another fat bow secured at the base of his bonneted neck.

And then the dressing is complete, and Peter is finally ready for his strange and ultra-kinky adventure in the sinister perverse vaults of the Sissy Maids Company.

‘Show Petal her new reflection,’ the dark-skinned woman orders Pansy.

The gorgeous sissy curtsies and then takes a stunned, furiously aroused Peter by the hand. She leads him slowly and carefully to the wardrobe. He totters forward on the high heels. This is the first time he has truly walked on them and the effect is immediate and startling. As his buttocks wiggle in their panty and hose prison with a helpless enthusiasm, as his hips sway, he feels the profound and quite irresistible power of this feminisation. As his long hard rubber- and silk-encased cock bounces up and down before him, he feels a savage sexual arousal and a sense of almost bottomless feminine submission. Thanks to Senso, he is already being consumed by the dark pleasures of sissidom. And the consumption is finally complete when he finds himself standing before a full-length mirror built into the open door of the wardrobe.

‘Say hello to Petal,’ Pansy whispers, her reflection set against his own, her smile broad and very deeply sexual.

Peter stares at the spectacle before him and feels a sense of instant attraction and strange, slightly disorienting distance. It is as if he is staring at a being he knows is, in some way, a vaguely familiar other.

He moans with an almost pained desire and knows he – or now, surely, she – is utterly doomed. And in this doom she finds a dreadful truth: the already long-developing desire for exactly this kind of transformation.

The dressing complete, the dark-skinned woman, her face alive with cruel passion, studies Peter very carefully.

‘They are obsessed with this idea of sissy innocence,’ she whispers. ‘They think they can turn men into beautiful little girls and make them love it.’ Her eyes appraise Peter with a very obvious desire.

Peter, confused by these obscure words, finds his eyes drawn once again to Pansy. The Senso fabric of his sweet ultra-feminine attire is driving him to absolute distraction. The world is alive with sexual potential. The Erotic is a chemical in the air forcing every breath to inspire thoughts of insane sexual adventure. He looks into Pansy’s big blue eyes and feels a wave of furious need crash over his delicately recreated form. And she – this gorgeous buxom tortured sissy beauty – returns his gaze with a frankness that makes his heart skip a beat. Their mutual need is clear and quite overwhelming.

‘Take him to your room,’ the dark-skinned woman then snaps. ‘Helen has made it clear that Petal will replace Shelly. She is your room mate and charge until such time as we decide otherwise. I suggest you begin with some bondage therapy, as you are needed back in the main house to serve lunch by midday.’

Shelly curtsies her eager understanding and then takes Peter – now surely Petal – by the hand. She leads him – now surely her – from the room with a reassuring and deeply sexual smile. Petal’s eyes fall upon her long white nylon-sheathed legs and she feels her sex burn desperately hard within the teasing and – thanks to the cock rings – painful restrainer.

As she totters rather precariously on the teasingly high-heeled shoes, still struggling with a dark helpless pleasure to come to terms with the uniquely feminine balance that is required to maintain an upright position, she feels the amazing constantly arousing vibrator inch deeper into her arse and moans with a fierce arousal. Thanks to the vibrator, the Senso and the beautiful wish fulfilment at the heart of her feminisation, Petal is completely and delightfully overwhelmed.

‘The first time, it can be quite a shock,’ Pansy says, her voice pure sissy honey. ‘Indeed, it can be quite a shock for rather a long time! The genius is the pleasure, the purest pleasure imaginable. One hundred per cent sex! There’s nothing you can do but give in, to surrender to the mistresses and their vision. And the more you surrender, the greater your submission, the more the pleasure!’

Petal looks at Pansy and sees an object of unbearable sexual beauty. He sees a flaming erotic toy burning bright in a world of unending desire that can never be fulfilled except through the glorious death orgasm destruction of the universe.

They come to another featureless white door with a silver number 6 pinned to it. Pansy leans forward and presses a red button next to the door and it slides open.

She then leads the aroused, astonished and confused sissy Petal into the room they will share.

The room is perhaps surprisingly large. Like the dressing room, it is oval, but the curving walls are less severe and the colours much softer. The walls are pink, the carpet a creamy white. A curving built-in closet traverses one whole side of the wall. In the centre of the room is a large double bed draped in shimmering white silk sheets. There is a bedside table and against the opposite wall a very beautiful dressing table with a large gold-framed oval mirror. Beneath the dressing table is a small pink leather-backed stool.

Besides these elegant and beautiful furnishings, the room is surprisingly empty. Indeed, there is a minimalist design ethos that betrays Pansy’s status as a slave, yet, at the same time, stresses her exotic reality as a she-male beauty.

Petal totters behind this stunning creation of the Bigger Picture, still tormented by the furious sexual arousal imparted by her first feminisation. She looks around her with surprise and angry arousal. She feels her cock fight the inescapable and cruel rings and moans helplessly into the dummy gag.

‘You’d better sit down before you fall down. I’ve forgotten what an impact the first changing can have.’

She helps a dazed Petal to the bed. The new she-male lowers her spectacularly pantied bottom onto the silk sheets and feels the endlessly teasing vibrator push deeper into her stretching, softening anus. Her eyes widen with a shocked, almost despairing desire. This is far too much of a good thing!

‘After the first dressing, most sissies have to be secured for their own good. I think you need some tight bondage before you go off bang. Then I can get ready for lunch.’

Petal’s eyes widen with a sudden dark concern. Pansy notices the sissy’s fear and smiles reassuringly.

‘There’s nothing to be frightened of,’ she whispers, slipping elegantly onto her knees and then placing her hands on Petal’s nylon-sheathed knees. ‘Bondage is part of us. To be secured, to be restricted, to be utterly helpless. This is the essence of our wonderful submission. Be honest, didn’t you secretly love it when Christina tied you up? She told me you were hard all the time. And that’s perfectly natural for a true sissy. And the evaluation reports showed you to be the strongest possibility for feminisation by far.’

Petal nods slowly, unable to speak, but her pretty eyes say all that needs to be said.

‘Of course you were!’ Pansy exclaims. ‘And this is only the beginning, my love. The beginning of your new life of total glorious pleasure. You will come to understand that your submission to the vision of the Bigger Picture is in fact the ultimate freedom. And in your bondage, you will find no greater articulation of this simple truth.’

Pansy leans forward slightly then, and her hands slip beneath the soft mist of Petal’s sexy petticoats. Petal gasps into the gag and finds herself widening her hosed feminine legs to allow Pansy better access.

‘We’re going to be such good friends,’ she whispers, rubbing the tip of her right forefinger against the hard silk-, nylon- and rubber-imprisoned length of Petal’s sex.

Then, with a shocking quickness, she removes her hands and stands up. Self-contained, calm and very beautiful, she then leans forward and places a soft wet kiss on Petal’s forehead, her hot-pink lipstick leaving a pink lip tattoo, a mark of ownership.

‘Now let’s get you ready, so that I can get ready.’

From a drawer in the bedside table she takes a number of lengths of the pink rubber-coated cording that appears to be the standard binding material in this bizarre academy of continual sissy bondage. She places the cording on the bed next to Petal, takes up one length and then she is again leaning before the wide-eyed sex-tormented novice shemale.

She uses the cording to bind Petal’s slender ankles together with a surprisingly determined tightness. Petal is immediately reminded of her binding by the she-male called Christina, but this bondage is delivered with a far more erotic intent. Indeed, as the final knot is tied, Pansy spends a few blissful seconds delicately stroking the tethered nyloned skin, and her eyes betray a fetish trance and a savage desire.

‘Aren’t tights just so delicious!’ she suddenly exclaims, her voice little-girlish yet filled with sex tease.

Poor Petal can only whimper and nod weakly as Pansy then proceeds to bind her knees with yet more cording, forcing her thighs tightly together and thus edging the tormenting and furiously erotic vibrator even deeper into her well-tested arse.

Pansy then stands and shifts position so that she is sitting on the bed in the opposite direction to Petal. She uses more cording to bind the sissy’s wrists very tightly behind her back and then her elbows, a particularly painful intervention that leaves Petal aroused yet also in some discomfort.

Satisfied that her charge is bound properly, she then takes Pansy by the ankles and pulls her legs up onto the bed. She then very gently turns the gorgeous delicately scented and petticoated novice over onto her stomach. Petal gasps with sissy fear and Pansy soothes her with a teasing whispered ‘hush now, sweetness’.

Then the final cord is used to secure a severe and utterly unforgiving hog-tie that leaves poor Petal face down on the bed, her wrists tied to her ankles, the testing heels of her shoes pressing painfully into the palms of her hands.

With her face pointed forward, she can see Pansy standing maybe six feet from the bed examining her kinky handiwork.

‘Perfect,’ she whispers. ‘Absolutely perfect.’

It is then that Pansy begins to undress and Petal is subjected to a truly cosmic teasing. Indeed, the poor she-male is, thanks to her ingenious and beautifully cruel bondage, unable to do anything else.

Pansy clearly knows she has a particularly captive audience and spends the next few minutes torturing the writhing and squealing novice with a truly devastating striptease. She slips out of her pinafore and then the spectacular pink baby maid’s dress with a series of truly balletic and erotic wiggles that leaves Petal wide-eyed and angrily frustrated.

Beneath the dress, she reveals an elegant white basque that contains her carefully designed sex bomb figure with an almost unbearable precision. Her large beautifully formed breasts strain desperately against the basque’s reinforced bra section and poor Petal’s eyes nearly pop out of her head as Pansy proceeds to work free the clips that run down her spine and then wiggle the basque over her bosom and down over her hips. Her breasts are exposed via one strong but still rather petite tug, and Petal lets out a squeal of true astonishment.

Pansy laughs and flaunts her amazing perfect tits, taking the greatest of pride in their perfection and in the impact they have on the tethered sissy who will soon be her friend and lover.

Petal has never seen such wondrous orbs and struggles angrily in her intimate expert bondage, both wishing desperately to be free and loving every constricted second of this sweet kinky imprisonment.

After the basque has fallen to her ankles, Pansy is left in only her tights, her high-heeled boots and a pair of heavily be-frilled white silk panties. Petal’s eyes widen even further as they travel down from her incredible breasts to the outline of her hard, long and obviously carefully controlled cock.

Noticing this new interest, Pansy slowly wiggles out of the panties to reveal a pink rubber-imprisoned cock through the film of stretched white nylon that is the front plate of the ultra-sheer tights.

She steps out of the knickers and then turns away from Pansy’s direct line of vision. She then bends down to untie her ankle boots, ensuring that Petal has a full and astonishing view of the exquisite and flawless orbs of her backside.

She kicks the boots off and stands back up. Then she pulls the tights down her long perfectly feminine legs, draws them over her feet and then throws them, with a sharp girlish gesture, onto the floor. She then turns back to Petal and inspires a further chorus of loud desperate deeply frustrated and extremely well-gagged squeals. Yes: this is the perfect vision of the Bigger Picture, the submissive she-male beauty in all her stunning sissy glory.

Pansy lets poor Petal feast her eyes on the splendour of her form for a few minutes and then, much to Petal’s angry well-muffled outrage, goes to the en suite bathroom to take a much-needed scented shower. Afterwards, she spends another dreadfully teasing half-hour preparing her makeup at the dressing table and then dressing in her formal serving attire: a black satin dress with white silk pinafore, sheer black nylon tights and five-inch-heeled black patent leather court shoes, her underwear a black basque almost exactly the same as the white one that had so aroused the lovely dazed and desperate Petal.

Then, fully dressed and made up, she totters over to the struggling tormented and very sexy form of Petal and places a strawberry kiss tattoo on her left and right cheeks to complement the one still gleaming on her forehead.

‘I’ll be back later,’ she whispers. ‘Then we can really begin to get to know each other.’

Poor Petal shakes her head furiously, desperate for Pansy to stay and release her from this utterly inescapable and deeply perverse bondage. Her body is on fire with the sex heat, her mind bathed in a bottomless film of agonising need. She squeals and wiggles, feels the restrainer bite into her and the vibrator burn deeper. Overwhelmed by Senso and her own natural desires, teased to exploding point by Pansy’s great beauty, she demands an impossible release.

And then Pansy is gone and she is unbearably alone, left with only her memories of the incredible striptease and the darker, even more powerful fantasies that had been partly responsible for her enslavement.

She is in agony. She is in ecstasy. The two merge and explode into a blinding white light of helpless acceptance of her sissy fate.
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They are in Mistress Helen’s elegant plush quarters. Christina, now clad in her most beautiful and erotic black maid’s costume, is serving lunch to the leader of the Radical faction and the gorgeous Ms Blakemore.

They eat cold meats and salad vegetables and drink Chablis from tall glistening glasses. Christina beholds their grace and great beauty with the awe of a priestess before two revered goddesses. And every now and again, Ms Blakemore stares up at the lovely eager she-male and smiles gently, a look of teasing sexual promise in her large dark-brown eyes.

‘I don’t think I’m being over-cautious, Helen. We have to think about . . . well, the bigger picture.’

Helen smiles tightly and takes a large bite out of a slice of smoked ham.

‘That’s what I’m doing. I’m acting now to save the future. If we hesitate – at this crucial point – then we surrender everything. We have a brief and fundamental opportunity that has been provided by a betrayal. Yes, of course, we must track down Jane and the sissy Shelly. And they must be punished. But we must also move to embrace the full Radical position as quickly as possible, to make it impossible for them to drag us back to the state of surrender that is at the heart of their sex compromise.’

Ms Blakemore – a vision of buxom perfection in her tight white uniform, matching tights and high-heeled mules, her long legs crossed, the relatively short skirt of her uniform resting teasingly on her lower thighs – beholds Mistress Helen with a look of pity. She shakes her head wearily and then smiles, defeated. A warm smile then trickles across her full red lips.

‘I didn’t come hear to talk about your plans for the future, Helen. You know that.’

Helen takes a white napkin from the table and slowly wipes her own cherry-coloured lips, slowly, carefully, sensually.

‘Really?’

‘You looked so terribly stressed. The pressure must be awful. You need to relax a little.’

‘Is that your professional medical opinion?’

‘Yes.’

‘And what do you prescribe as a cure?’

‘Love.’

There is an electric silence then. Christina sees the sex charge pass between them and feels her cruelly restrained sex stir desperately.

Ms Blakemore rises from the table and walks up to Mistress Helen. She holds out an elegant light-brown hand.

Mistress Helen smiles with a rather surprising shyness and takes the outstretched hand. She allows herself to be led from the table, across the room and through the door that leads to her bedroom. Ms Blakemore subtly gestures for Christina to follow.

Once in the bedroom, Ms Blakemore guides the strangely enraptured Mistress Helen to the large double bed placed in its exact white-carpeted centre and sits her down on its cream-coloured silk sheets.

Mistress Helen is now a woman transformed. She stares up at Ms Blakemore with large stunned childlike eyes, a woman trapped in the heart of a fierce all-pervasive desire.

‘I know how much you want me, Helen. And I want you too. We need each other.’

She then gestures for Christina to step forward. The fascinated and deeply aroused sissy maid curtsies and totters sweetly forward, her bottom wiggling with its usual helpless enthusiasm, her large tightly restrained and perfectly formed breasts bouncing happily before her.

‘We’ll start with one of Christina’s superb foot massages.’ Mistress Helen nods weakly, even submissively and stares at the gorgeous she-male beauty with needy eyes.

Christina curtsies her understanding and kneels before Mistress Helen’s feet. She then very carefully slips the high-heeled black patent leather court shoes from her black nylon-sheathed feet, her heart pumping with a nervous sex-charged anticipation. She is to give her mistress pleasure: the truest service a sissy maid can offer.

Mistress Helen instinctively stretches her feet out before Christina and rests the right foot on her wide silken lap. And as Christina begins gently to massage the warm hosed instep, Ms Blakemore leans forward and places a long gentle kiss on Mistress Helen’s quivering glistening blood-red lips.

Christina feels Helen’s foot stretch in her lap and a shiver of terrible uncontrollable pleasure passes through her body. She feels warm, always unbearably erotic nylon interlaced with sensual body heat. She presses her thumb a little harder into her mistress’s perfectly curved instep and Helen lets out a kiss-gagged squeal of surprisingly masochistic pleasure.

Christina watches – utterly transfixed – as, still locked in the kiss, Ms Blakemore begins to slide the zip of Helen’s tight-fitting dress down her back. Then, releasing herself from the kiss, Ms Blakemore carefully edges the stylish expensive dress over Mistress Helen’s broad shapely shoulders, her skin a light bronze, and then eases it down over her very large, still very shapely bosom.

Helen is wearing a black silk bra with perhaps surprisingly feminine French lace trimming. It barely contains the extraordinary generosity of her plump breasts, and Ms Blakemore – obviously struck by their great ample beauty – is eager, even before the dress is removed, to unclip the bra and let it fall – almost with a sigh of relief – from these glorious orbs. And then they are before her and before Christina. The sissy’s eyes widen with a deep honoured pleasure: the rarely seen, perfect and erotically plentiful bosom of Mistress Helen.

Leaving the dress at Mistress Helen’s waist, Ms Blakemore, a drunken smile curving her full lips, leans forward and begins gently to caress Helen’s dark nipples to angry erection. Helen’s mouth falls open, a gasp of girlish delight slips into the sex-charged air of the bedroom. Her eyes close and she whispers ‘oh yes’, her voice cracked by fierce blind need.

‘Take the dress off, Christina,’ Ms Blakemore orders.

The she-male is momentarily startled and looks at the buxom black beauty with confused fearful eyes.

‘Do as I say,’ she says, her calm elegant voice filled with a real and thus erotic threat.

Christina nods and releases Helen’s foot. She then climbs carefully to her heeled feet and stares, momentarily dumbstruck, at Mistress Helen’s astonishing chest.

Beneath the boobs, she is wearing a black silk and elastane-panelled panty girdle that is holding firm her not inconsiderable stomach. Mistress Helen has always been a well-proportioned woman, and Christina has always been deeply attracted to the erotic generosity of her form.

And she barely notices as Christina very carefully eases the dress over her wide hips and large, yet still very sexy backside, and then lowers it down her black nylon-sheathed legs and over her beautifully formed feet.

She folds the dress neatly and places it over the dressing table stool. By this point, Ms Blakemore is covering Helen’s breasts in hundreds of tender teasing kisses, and one of her hands is lodged firmly between the splendid dominant’s legs. Helen releases a terrible long pent-up cry of pleasure and a confession.

‘Yes, yes. Please, Amelia, my love. I’ve wanted you to do this to me . . . for so long.’

Ms Blakemore looks up at Christina.

‘In the dressing table – first drawer down. A dildo. Bring it here. Now.’

Christina curtsies and obeys, opening the drawer to discover a long ribbed red rubber dildo with a fat curved head. She cannot help holding it to her nose and breathing the powerful aromas of Mistress Helen’s cunt before turning to the bedside.

‘Put it on the bed and get back on your knees. Suck her feet.’

Again Christina obeys, soon back on her knees and soon gagged firmly with one of Mistress Helen’s black nylon-sheathed feet.

Ms Blakemore manages to ease the panty girdle and tights down to Helen’s thighs to expose a soaking thickly black-haired sex. She then lowers the almost delirious, overwhelmed beauty down onto her back and gently parts her wide muscular thighs. At first she uses the fingers of her left hand to prepare Helen for the dildo. Helen’s cries turn to wild screams of angry animal pleasure as the hand does its dark sensual job. Then the dildo is eased inside her as Ms Blakemore’s lips continue to pay very careful and prolonged attention to her lover’s impressive breasts and Christina sucks desperately on her feet, her own sex aching, her mind shocked to its core by this brutal graphic seduction. Then Mistress Helen bucks violently and Christina loses the foot. But by then it hardly matters. Ms Blakemore has forced the dildo all the way home and Mistress Helen is completely under her kinky control. For a moment Ms Blakemore looks down angrily at Christina.

‘Get out!’ she snaps. ‘And shut the door behind you.’

Christina curtsies deeply and totters quickly from the room, stunned and aroused, her mind spinning with images of Ms Blakemore’s aggressive seduction. Mistress Helen’s cries of dark pleasure explode behind her, their force pushing the startled excited sissy out of the bedroom and then out into the main corridor, where she promptly collides with Mistress Donna, her lovely petite wife-mistress.

She smiles her typically bright positive smile and says she would like a quiet word with Christina in her rooms. Christina returns her loving smile, curtsies deeply and follows her down the corridor.

Compared to Helen’s quarters, Donna’s rooms are modest. But they have a warmth and style that speaks more of a home and reflect Donna’s personality perfectly.

Christina has spent many happy loving nights with her wife-mistress in these rooms and has perhaps gone further than any sissy ever should with Donna in terms of their sexual activities. However, since formally being transformed into an SMC maid, Christina has never had penetrative sex with the gorgeous petite blonde. They have had many other forms of sexual contact, but none that would, strictly speaking, contravene the strictest rule of the Bigger Picture.

As they enter Donna’s living room, and with the bizarre adventure with Ms Blakemore and Mistress Helen still ringing in his mind, Christina finds herself, as she has on many other occasions, appraising her gorgeous wife-mistress with sex-hungry eyes.

It is ten years since they married, and still she is stunningly beautiful. A medium-sized blonde with a perfect, almost compact form, she has always been the kindest and gentlest of the SMC mistresses. She openly despises Céline and Sophie and was a key figure in the removal of Anne.

Tonight she is dressed in a very tight pink cashmere sweater which displays her large but never disproportionate breasts to perfection and carefully accentuates her slender waist. She is wearing a short white leather miniskirt, and white nylon tights celebrate her long beautifully shaped legs, as do a pair of pink patent leather court shoes with striking five-inch heels. Over the years, she has let her hair grow long and straight, but this afternoon it is bound into a very tight bun by a diamond butterfly-shaped clasp.

Yes: she is stunning and Christina wants her more than ever. Her love for Donna is absolute and unending as is her acceptance of her wife-mistress’s every command without a second’s hesitation.

She asks Christina to take a seat at the small circular dining table, ordering her to cross her legs tightly and pull her petticoat-laden skirt up so that they are displayed frankly and erotically in their sensual nylon prison.

Donna then draws up a chair so that she is only a few feet from her sissy she-male husband. Her big blue eyes drink up Christina’s long black nylon-sheathed legs and her helplessly swelling large breasts. The mutual sexual attraction is powerful and fills the air with a static electricity of furious desire.

‘You know I can no longer support Helen,’ Donna says. ‘Even after all we’ve been through together. Since the very beginning. Since you and I first met . . . properly.’

Christina nods weakly, remembering the strange and desire-driven events that had led to her life-changing encounter with the startling trio of Helen, Donna and Anne.

‘Her ideas have become too extreme. There’s too much hate in her. Something’s changed, Chrissy. Something to do with power. She’s been overwhelmed by the speed with which the Bigger Picture has taken off.’

Christina nods again, remembering the strange light that burned in her eyes at the meeting with the mistresses: the flame of a certain but very clear madness.

‘So we have to act, and quickly. Ms Blakemore has supported the Moderate cause since the very beginning, and it was, as you know, Jane who took action against Anne. Helen wants to accelerate TSC. She wants most of the sissies completely changed in the next few days. We have to act now if we are to save you and the Bigger Picture.’

Christina is shocked by this news, but not surprised.

‘Amelia thinks she can change Helen. Get her to see the error of her ways. Helen is dead mad about Amelia. She always has been. She’s the only woman Helen has ever confessed a real desire for. Amelia thinks she can exploit this, get Helen to see the error of her ways. She’s working on her now. And let’s hope she can get somewhere. But Céline and Sophie are fanatics, Chrissy. They’ll never give in. And that means we will have to deal with them in a more severe way. And you will have to help us my sweet.’

Christina’s eyes widen.

‘We need you to act as bait. To get us close to the two of them so that they can be overpowered. If we can get doubt in Helen’s mind and get Céline and Sophie out of the way . . . then, working with Jane, we have a chance. But we have to act quickly. And you have to understand that what I am going to do is to save the Bigger Picture.’

‘What are you going to do, Mistress?’

Donna’s eyes fill with a momentary sadness.

‘We’re going to pretend to broker a peace deal with Céline and Sophie. After our little argument earlier in the week, things are pretty bad between us. And the only way we’re going to be able to convince them we’re serious is to offer them you. You and Annette.’

Christina’s eyes widen and her heart quickens. ‘Offer us?’

‘Yes. You will be left as a peace offering in Amelia’s quarters. We’ll tell them they can do what they like. They will come and find you. They will be suspicious, so you will need to be with them for a while. You know they will hurt you, but in the frenzy of their sadistic pleasure, their guards will drop and then we’ll make our move.’

Christina ponders the risk she and Annette will run, but then she looks deep into Mistress Donna’s eyes and sees a helpless and intense love, a love that she returns twofold.

‘I will do anything for you, Mistress. Anything.’

Donna smiles warmly then leans forward and places a long passionate kiss on Christina’s soft cherry-red lips. The she-male beauty swoons with helpless pleasure and falls into a long and deeply loving embrace. She feels the soft generous body of her gorgeous wife-mistress and her cruelly imprisoned cock struggles desperately in its terrible but very necessary restraint.

‘Oh please, Mistress. Please!’ she cries, as she breaks free of Donna’s embrace and beholds the startling sexual beauty of the most important woman in her life.

Donna smiles and places her hands on Christina’s softly hosed knees.

‘Don’t worry, my sweet. You deserve relief and you’ll get it. But first, I have something else to show you. A vision of the future.’

Christina looks at her wife-mistress with confusion and just a hint of trepidation. She remembers the elaborate expensive video designed and directed by Mistress Anne that had set out a world under the Femocracy. It had been entitled ‘A Vision of the Future’ and been watched under particularly testing conditions. Yet this is not some bleak hint of the Femocracy: this is much more personal and enjoyable.

‘When all this is over,’ Donna continues, ‘when the Radicals are defeated, we will need to get on with the work of the Bigger Picture. Now that Anne has gone and Helen’s future is in doubt, a lot of the managerial burden may fall on me. And I’m not really as administratively minded as Helen. So I’ll need some serious secretarial help.’

The look of fear in Christina’s beautiful brown eyes changes quickly into one of genuine interest.

‘I’ll need you, Chrissy. As my personal assistant. In the evenings, at weekends, you can be my pretty sissy maid. But during weekdays, I need your skills as an administrator.’

As she speaks, she rises from the table and takes Christina by the hand. Then she leads her into the large simply decorated bedroom where they have spent so many deliciously kinky nights.

Donna leaves Christina standing by the large double bed and then goes over to the walk-in closet, a deep cornucopia of feminine delights and her only true excess. She returns a few moments later carrying a number of items of female clothing and places them on the bed before the curious highly excited sissy.

‘I ordered these from a London fashion house. I think they’ll look really good on you.’

Christina looks down at the clothing and then up at Donna. She hasn’t worn conventional women’s clothing for over ten years, and the thought of doing so now fills her with a deep sexual joy.

‘Try them on,’ Donna says. ‘Now.’

Christina nods weakly and Donna helps her out of the spectacular white silk pinafore and the black silk maid’s dress. As Donna’s hands and ample figure brush against Christina, the sissy beauty feels a sense of almost unbearable happiness laced with a thick dark almost mind-numbing sexual pleasure. Her mistress’s strong vaguely oriental perfume torments her flaring nostrils and her agonised sex begs for an impossible release.

Soon Christina is dressed in only her elaborate foundation wear (all personally chosen by Donna), her sheer black tights and her five-inch-heeled black patent leather court shoes. Donna lets her hands run across the white elastane-panelled panty corselette that holds Christina’s buxom form firmly in place, her eyes drinking up Christina’s generous proportions with a dark sex hunger. Donna’s love of 50s and 60s style foundation wear has provided them both with many hours of fetishistic pleasure, and poor Christina can only moan with a dreadful delight as Donna’s hands reach the crotch area.

‘There’s a website dedicated to 50s undergarments. I was thinking of buying you an original 1955 American panty girdle and waist cincher modelled by Betty Page. Would you like that?’

Christina nods and mumbles a hoarse ‘Yes, Mistress. Very much.’

‘In that case, you’ll need to be a very good girl for your mistress.’

Christina performs a tiny bob curtsey and Donna’s bright generous laugh fills the room with an aching erotic love.

Donna insists Christina leave the undergarments and hose in place, except for the white silk camiknickers that are part of her formal maid’s attire.

She wiggles out of these and then confronts the clothes on the bed. The camiknickers are quickly replaced by a pair of very pretty black silk panties, with delicately frilled edges and a teasing red heart in the centre. She pulls the panties up her nylon-sealed legs with a sigh of joy and Donna’s eyes widen with intense arousal.

After the panties come a micromini-skirt of black silk-impregnated cotton, with an elasticated waist. Once this has been positioned, it is clear just how ‘micro’ the mini-skirt is, its hem barely reaching the top of her beautifully shaped, hosed thighs. Then there is the sweater, made from black nylon, and which clings to her ample figure like a coating of jet sex oil, accentuating the exact and perfect form of her large firm perfectly designed breasts in a way that inspires a gasp of sheer sex surprise from Donna.

Finally, there is the jacket, made from a terribly expensive black Italian silk, and which is slipped over her broad but paradoxically shapely shoulders with a gentle, almost nervous care by the gorgeous clearly aroused blonde beauty.

‘There,’ Donna whispers. ‘Quite perfect!’

She guides an excited Christina to the large stand-alone mirror, held in place by an ornate white wooden frame by the closet. And when Christina sees her reflection, a gasp of surprise escapes her pretty girlish mouth, which betrays not just her pleasure in this look but a sense of genuine shock. She had forgotten just how authentic this changing has made her. Dressed in the spectacular and often surreal costumes of the SMC, her natural femininity is lost in the image of explosive sissy submission. Here, though, is a deeper and perhaps a more disturbing truth: the perfection of an illusion and its transcendence.

‘My God,’ she whispers. ‘I forgot what it felt like. To be so . . . real.’

She turns to Donna and smiles. There are tears in her wife-mistress’s eyes.

‘This brings back a lot of memories, Chrissy.’

Then she steps forward and gently kisses her beautiful transvestite slave on the lips, a kiss that grows into a further passionate embrace. Then they are staggering backwards towards the bed. They fall onto the bed, Donna beneath her she-husband. There are no commands now, no orders or control. Indeed, there is an aggression in Christina’s eager, desperate yet still intrinsically feminine movements. She hauls up Donna’s skirt to reveal the soaking gusset of her tights. She eases the tights down to her thighs and then pulls her white silk panties after them. Donna spreads her legs and Christina plunges her head between them.

Donna writhes and cries out in a dark angry and ecstatic pleasure as Christina uses her considerable oral skills to bring her wife-mistress to a profound body-quaking orgasm. Then, to Donna’s amazement, she finds herself flipped onto her stomach. Her skirt is hauled over her exposed backside and Christina’s strong hands force her thighs even further apart. Then the she-male’s highly skilled tongue is investigating her anus with an absolute commitment that inspires girlish screams of sheer delight.

After this, they lie together, side by side, Donna’s breathing hard, heavy and angrily intense. She takes Christina’s hand in hers and then sits up. She stares down at the sissy beauty, who now resembles a beautiful woman more than a highly trained sex slave. She is astonished and so very happy. She leans down and they kiss. Then, as Christina watches with amazement and delight, she removes the rest of her clothes. And as soon as she is naked, as soon as her carefully maintained and very beautiful body is exposed, she gives Christina the pleasure of suckling eagerly on her large long-nippled breasts. And as she does so, Donna manages to slip Christina’s skirt down to her knees and begin to tease her long-oppressed and boiling cock through its many layers of fetishistic restraint.

Then Christina is ordered to undress completely, until she is sitting on the bed next to Donna, her large soft breasts heaving, her pink rubber- and metal-imprisoned cock rising up before her, begging so very desperately for some form of release.

Smiling, and with the gentlest of hands, Donna unclips the cock rings and very gently eases the restrainer over her red-hot rock-hard sex. And then it is free and Christina gasps with an ecstatic release.

‘I love you beyond reason and language,’ Christina whispers. ‘Forever.’

Donna smiles and whispers ‘I love you too, my sexy little she-pet.’

She then leans forward and, to Christina’s utter amazement, takes her slave’s long thick cock deep into her mouth. She too, it turns out, is expert in the art of oral pleasuring, and she manages, through careful use of her long beautiful tongue, to prevent full orgasm for at least two minutes. But then, screaming, kicking and wiggling uncontrollably, Christina comes, exploding a thick hot lava of semen into Donna’s mouth, a lava she drinks like sweet expensive wine.
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Céline was feeling happy for the first time in weeks. The Moderate conspiracy was smashed. Tonight, finally, she would begin to take her rightful place at the very top of the Bigger Picture. Helen’s brief and rocky leadership wouldn’t last the week. Once the sissies had been fully and properly changed, she would cease control and Helen, along with the fool Blakemore and the idiot fellow traveller would be packed off to Mr Aziz. Then, it would be only a matter of time. Jane would be tracked down. Radical agents in the States would deal with Eleanor Groves. Emily Ashcroft would be disposed of as quickly as possible. Then the Bigger Picture would be hers, the true leader of the Radical cause.

Blakemore had come to her room at lunch time. She had confessed her failure to persuade Helen to join the Moderates and her willingness to negotiate a truce. She proposed they meet tonight, in her quarters. She also offered the pretty little bitch Christina and her unfortunate if equally lovely friend Annette as ‘a peace offering’.

‘Come at six. They will be waiting for you. Do what you like until eight. Then Donna and I will come in. And we’ll talk about the future.’

Céline had been surprised, but not shocked. It was inevitable they would buckle as soon as Helen refused to follow the moderate path. Now all was before her and she would celebrate with Sophie by completing her cruel induction of the sissies Christina and Annette into her particular vision of the future.

As usual, she looked fantastic. Tonight, as it was a special occasion, she had decided to show a bit of leg. The sissies were, despite the training of the misguided Moderates, helplessly heterosexual, and the sight of a beautiful woman always enraged their inescapable male desires. As their cocks stretched in their restrainers, they would know both the heart of their illness and come to understand what they would soon very much miss! And in order to invest these feelings with more power, she had slipped into a black leather mini-skirt, a pair of fishnet tights and five-inch-high stiletto-heeled mules of black leather. Add to this a tight black nylon sweater and a diamond-studded black leather jacket, and you had a perfect vision of sexually aggressive dominant womanhood.

With her cropped hair shining beneath powerful electric light, her full sensuous lips painted a bloody dark red and her black eyes glowing with cruel desire, she was indeed a truly striking image of absolute female power.

The door to Blakemore’s room was open. There was no one in the main living room area and the sound of terrified sissy squeals told her the prey were waiting in their mistress’s bedroom.

She stepped into the living room and looked around Ms Amelia Blakemore’s beautiful elegant and very tastefully decorated living room. Yes, if nothing else, the bitch had taste.

She strolled purposefully across the living room and into the bedroom and found herself confronting a pretty honeypot of dark pleasures.

Amelia had been as good as her word: set out before her were Christina and Annette. Both were on the bed, Annette dressed in a white nylon body stocking, Christina in a pink one. Both were struggling with a terror-driven determination in tight utterly inescapable bondage.

The sissies had been placed in severe and highly erotic hog-ties, their feet stretched right up to the nylon-sheathed palms. Thick white tape sealed their pretty sissy lips and red bulging cheeks betrayed fat panty gags. Both were wiggling furiously, driven by real fear and anal vibrators buzzing at full power (just as Céline had demanded). Christina’s cock, freed of the wicked and beautiful restrainer, but wrapped in a sheer nylon cock sheath that matched the colour of her body stocking, strained angrily and helplessly through a hole cut in the front of the stocking. A similar hole had also been cut in Annette’s stocking and her shaven damp slit was clearly visible through it.

The sissies regarded Céline with a terrible fear and squealed for an impossible mercy into their gags, their eyes wide, their tits shaking, their arms and legs uselessly fighting their cruel expert bondage. Yes, indeed, Amelia had done a very good job.

‘My, my.’

Céline turned to face the gorgeous form of her lover and co-Radical, Sophie. Dressed in a red silk trouser suit, her hair tightly bunned, she looked utterly ravishing. Tonight was going to be such fun.

Sophie placed a large leather bag on the bed by the sissies. They regarded it with horror and their squeals increased in desperate volume.

‘Make as much noise as you like,’ Sophie teased. ‘No one is coming to save you tonight, my pretty little sluts. Try and accept that fact and your suffering may just be a little bit less unbearable.’

The sissies wiggled and squealed and the two cruel very beautiful women laughed.

‘Start with the nipple clamps,’ Céline said. ‘Then the skin irritant for the cock and the dildo.’

Sophie smiled and extracted two pairs of vicious black metal nipple clamps with terrifyingly jagged teeth from the bag. Tears began to pour from Christina’s eyes and she shook her head angrily.

‘Start with Christina,’ Céline continued. ‘She seems the most enthusiastic.’

Sophie stepped forward and carefully placed the nipple clamps by the heads of the sissies. She then took a firm grip of Christina’s shoulders and turned her onto her side. Before she began the process of applying the clamps, she took hold of Christina’s considerable sheer nylon-sheathed sex and teased it with her blood-red-nailed fingers. The poor terrified she-male squealed with a strange mix of terror and arousal and directed a defiant look at the French beauty.

‘After the clamps, we’ll start work on this,’ she whispered, her heavily accented voice filled with twisted sexual excitement. ‘We’ll grease it with a very powerful skin irritant and then introduce you to the ball squeezer and the cock clamp. By the time we’ve finished, you’ll be begging us to chop it off.’

She laughed with darkest sadistic amusement as tears of horror flooded from Christina’s beautiful brown eyes and her well gagged squeals increased in their terror-induced ferocity. She then took up the first of the awful nipple clamps and, with a perverse delicacy, applied it to Christina’s rock-hard nylon-sheathed left nipple.

The poor she-male’s deeply pained and very high-pitched squeals filled the room as the teeth bit deep into her tender flesh, a dark song of utter physical despair that teased Céline’s ears and stirred her cruel desire.

By the time both sissies were fully clamped and writhing in agony on the bed, both women were clearly very considerably aroused. Sophie came to stand by Céline’s side. Their eyes met and a helpless smile of utter delight crossed Sophie’s lips like a ripple of water before a tidal wave. Then they kissed, long, hard, desperately. Céline felt a familiar opening of her soul, her love for Sophie almost unbearable. Sophie slipped a hand beneath Céline’s slender skirt. Then, echoing through the room, a strange mechanical click: the sound of a gun being cocked into the firing position.

Céline spun around to find herself facing Ms Blakemore, Donna and, to her utter astonishment and horror, Jane, Shelly’s beautiful and, in her eyes, treacherous aunt.

‘Sorry to interrupt the fun,’ Donna said, her voice filled with a threatening irony, her eyes filled with hate.

* * *

As she rises up from the pit of unconsciousness, Christina can hear familiar voices; voices filled with an intense, yet carefully controlled anger; voices almost whispering. The voice of her beloved Mistress Donna and the silken tones of the gorgeous Ms Blakemore. Then, for a moment, she thinks she can hear the very distinct voice of Jane, of Shelly’s beautiful, regal aunt. But surely not! Jane is at the heart of the Moderate conspiracy. She is public enemy number one as far as Mistress Helen and her Radical supporters are concerned.

The pain of the clamps had been too much. She had begun to pass out and hallucinate at the same time. As a terrible absolute darkness had enveloped her, she had seen Mistress Donna and Ms Blakemore, and Shelly’s Aunt Jane! But as she returns from the blackness, she finds Donna on the bed beside her together with Ms Blakemore and, sure enough, Jane.

‘Are you OK?’ Donna asks, her voice filled with a genuine concern. Christina, her gag and the clamps removed, smiles nervously. ‘A little stunned and aching, but I’m OK.’

Donna’s smile widens. Then she leans forward and places a gentle kiss on Christina’s forehead.

‘Good girl,’ she whispers. ‘My good lovely girl.’

‘What happened?’ the beautiful she-male asks.

‘Don’t worry, Chrissy. Everything’s fine now. And for being such a good sissy, we thought it would be nice to give you a little present.’

She gestures towards the writhing, aroused, endlessly tormented form of Annette, who is still tightly hog-tied and gagged on the bed next to Christina.

‘She’s yours for the night. To do anything you want with. Anything.’

Christina looks down at the wide-eyed tightly bound sissy and shallows hard. Her iron cock strains forward and she knows exactly what she intends to do – and what her mistresses intend her to do. This is her tremendous wondrous reward.

‘Once the Moderate pathway is re-established, we want you and Annette to remain the very best of friends,’ Donna continues. ‘She has betrayed us in the past, and she has been suitably punished. But now she has a role to play: your lover and help mate.’

Annette’s eyes widen with desire and a very beautiful anticipation. Then she nods her head slightly, fully accepting her fate and hungry for the pleasure it will surely bring.

‘Now we have to deal with Céline and Sophie,’ Donna says. ‘If all goes to plan with Helen, the Moderates will be back in control of the HQ building very soon.’

Again, Christina nods weakly.

‘Good. Now I’ll leave the two of you to your night of fun. I’ll be back at dawn.’

Then she kisses Christina once more and leaves the room. Christina stares after her in utter amazement. The door to the bedroom is closed and locked. Then she and the still deliciously tethered Annette are completely alone.

Almost immediately, Christina turns towards the tightly bound and gagged beauty, her eyes filled with sadistic desire. Annette wiggles her large nylon-sheathed tits with a sex-driven desperation. Christina unleashes a paradoxically loving and cruel smile and carefully rests a hand on Annette’s left breast, feeling her heart beat desperately through soft nylon and ultra-sensitive pale-rose flesh. Annette’s eyes widen, betraying a terrible angry and utterly helpless physical need. She is trapped in a body designed to torment her with a constant sexual hunger, to produce a powerful and utterly irresistible sexual pleasure and to respond in the most profound manner to the slightest caress. This fundamental receptivity is heightened times ten by the chemical distortions inspired by the wicked and wonderful Senso fabric. Yes, she is utterly helpless, a programmed sex machine; the perfect sissy.

Christina tweaks Annette’s constantly hard nipples and the tethered transsexual bombshell squeals into the inescapable panty gag.

‘There, there, my sugar sweetness,’ Christina whispers, slipping down the bed and dragging her hand across Annette’s stomach towards her erotically exposed sex.

‘I’ve been looking forward to this moment ever since I first laid eyes on the new improved Annette. And now we have all night together, my pretty angel. All night.’

Christina runs the sharp hard tip of a blood-red fingernail across the line of Annette’s new sex and tears of an obviously unbearable frustration begin to trickle from her glistening emerald eyes. This terrible perfect torture, the most appalling and thus the most delightful expression of sissy Annette’s endless torment.

Christina continues to explore the beautiful contours of Annette’s new form for at least another hour, building up a dreadful head of sex steam that demands yet cannot attain a furious explosive release. Poor Annette wiggles and squeals, she struggles in a limitless agony in her tight precise and deeply perverse bondage. There is to be no escape, nor does she want there to be one.

Christina’s own desire burns brightly and cruelly, yet she has the discipline of the sadist. She is priming her dainty sex machine with an expert care. The mechanics of desire are her intimate speciality.

Then, eventually, in a space where time has lost its meaning, where eternity is a loving, yet also teasing caress, Christina begins to untie Annette.

‘It seems such a shame to release you from this beautiful bondage. You look so pretty all tied up. The perfect sissy parcel. But I must have my way with you, Annette. You are my wonderful reward. And after everything that has happened, you deserve at least this one pleasure, this erotic testing of your true potential.’

Annette nods frantically and squeals with increasingly furious desperation as Christina works free the cords holding the rigid cruel hog-tie in place. A muffled sigh of profound physical relief eases itself past the tight tape seal as the cording is removed and Annette can, for first time in quite a while, extend her body.

Christina then quickly frees her ankles and knees before releasing her wrists and elbows. She then turns the gorgeous transsexual pet over onto her back and feasts her startled sex-maddened eyes on the perfect image of Annette fully revealed.

Christina looks down on Annette and knows she can do anything, even penetrate her sex. This is surely her ultimate reward, a pleasure denied to all sissies by the Bigger Picture, but here – in this unique moment – allowed thanks to the TSC status of Annette.

‘My sweet sissy angel,’ Christina whispers, as her she-male hardness drills into a startled and desperate Annette.

Annette responds by opening her legs wider. Christina laughs at this helplessly feminine act and then grabs a thigh in each hand and raises them upward, before pushing her cock even deeper into the gorgeous transsexual. Annette’s squeals rise to a new level of helpless ecstasy. Christina can see her lips straining uselessly against the firm tight tape gag, but she has no intention of releasing her mouth until she needs it.

Then she begins a classic pumping motion and very quickly the two beautiful sissies are fucking desperately. Perfumed sweat soaks through the body stockings. Annette never takes her eyes away from Christina’s as the she-male works her way towards orgasm with a grim, dark and utterly unthinking determination.

Then there is a terrible all-pervasive surprise filling Annette’s eyes. Yes: she had never thought it could be this pleasurable. Now she is beginning to understand the potential for pleasure offered by this new body. Yes: the physical joy imparted by this new version of her sissy body is the perfect termination of all notions of masculinity and control, and this very clear, profound fact is accepted absolutely. She has been modelled and programmed to desire only this. And resistance is not only futile, it is utterly impossible because it cannot be conceived.

As she comes, her whole body bucks uncontrollably. Suddenly, Christina is riding a wild unbroken horse, a gorgeous nylon-sheathed sex stallion. And then she too comes, exploding into this perfectly formed and ultra-sensitive flesh glove of dark sissy desire. Her screams of volcanic pleasure crash like lightning strikes through the air, cutting across Annette’s still very well-gagged squeals. As she begins her own uncontrollable dance of almost painful pleasure, she sees silver stars explode before her wide stunned eyes and the light in the room suddenly intensify. At the peak of her most powerful orgasms, she has often felt herself stepping across a barrier between life and death, and now, as her heart explodes with a wordless physical joy, she feels as if she is surely touching the very edge of eternity.

Exhausted, elated and, thanks to the careful biochemical restructuring at the heart of her sissification, Christina withdraws from a stunned deeply satisfied Annette still rock-hard. She knows that within a minute or less, she will be ready to return to Annette’s soft always welcoming sex, but she is more interested in using her arousal in other ways.

It is then that she very gently, even lovingly, begins to peel the thick strip of white duct tape from Annette’s soft voluptuous lips. Once it is removed, she extracts the pair of white silk panties and Annette gasps with a deep and sensual relief. Christina leans forward and very gently kisses her beautiful transsexual slave on the lips, a kiss that almost immediately transforms into a desperate hungry embrace and the erotic intertwining of mouths and tongues. Christina’s cock presses into Annette’s nylon-sheathed tummy and she cries out her renewed and profound desire.

They part and a smile of quiet sex madness passes over Christina’s sultry mouth.

‘It’s time to give those lips a different form of exercise, my love.’

Annette nods, knowing exactly what is required. She allows Christina to roll off her splendid, buxom form and fall onto her back. Within seconds, the gorgeous redhead has reversed the geographic order of this particularly sexual encounter and is on top of Christina. They kiss again. Christina’s hands rest on Annette’s large breasts as they strain against their deceptively gentle nylon prison. Annette then begins to slide the baby doll up Christina’s own pneumatic form. Her own superbly designed breasts are slowly revealed and Christina gasps with a supremely aching pleasure as Annette leans forward and begins to smother them in gently sissy kisses.

‘Oh, God,’ she gasps. ‘Oh, please.’

Annette laughs gently. ‘You’re making far too much noise, my pretty daisy. Now it’s your turn to be silenced.’

Christina’s eyes widen with a simple erotic acceptance: yes, they say, please gag me!

And Annette obliges, taking the damp panties and quickly shoving them into her willing mouth. She leans across the bed and, from the bedside table drawer, extracts the roll of white duct tape that was used so effectively to silence her. She quickly tears off a long strip and pastes it very firmly over Christina’s mouth. She smiles as the she-male’s eyes widen with a dark and deep masochistic pleasure.

‘Now we can get down to business.’

Annette slides down Christina’s gorgeous form, her soft lips peppering the beautiful she-male’s flawless skin with hundreds of tiny teasing kisses.

Christina squeals with girlish delight into the gag and her cock arches hungrily upward once again, desperate for a new release. Annette’s nylon-sheathed form brushes against this enraged and starved sex and Christina’s entire body rises up in a new desiring fury.

Annette presses Christina’s body down and lowers her head over the throbbing purple head of her lover’s stiff cock. She gently licks the head and places a tormenting kiss upon it. Then, in one swift expert movement, she takes Christina’s sex into her mouth, a deft deeply pleasurable swallowing that leaves the older she-male stunned and trapped inside a blinding white light of ecstasy.

Annette’s precise ministrations have an immediate impact and Christina explodes into her eager mouth within a few seconds. Annette accepts the erupting flow of hot salty spunk with aroused enthusiasm, swallowing every last drop as if it were the golden liquid of life.

And, eventually, Christina is spent; and now it is Annette’s turn to fall onto her back, to sink into the soft silk sheets, the taste of Christina filling her mouth and spreading over her body and soul like a mist of dark deep desire.

Then they sleep. For how long? Neither knows. All that Christina does know is that when she awakens, Annette is upon her again, helping her up onto her knees. Then the transsexual beauty is taking up a very obvious and inviting position. She is now on her hands and knees, her bottom presented, ready for the most intimate of invasions. Still erotically gagged, Christina wiggles forward and uses her hands to part Annette’s buttocks. Her cock rises up once again, revived, ready for this latest penetration; a highly trained tool of sissy pleasure.

Yes, the night stretches ahead and, as Christina slips her cock into Annette’s more than willing behind, she knows they have only just begun.
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Donna and Amelia Blakemore behold Céline with dark vengeful eyes. Céline stands directly before them in the living room of Ms Blakemore’s quarters. She is completely naked and her wrists have been tied tightly behind her back. Over the last twenty minutes she and Sophie have been forced to strip. Céline has then been forced to put a sobbing, begging and rather pathetic Sophie into a black rubber bondage suit. This, plus the two long coffin-like wooden boxes set out on the floor, were the indication of a simple terrifying fact: they were to be shipped out of the country and taken, most probably, to one of Mr Aziz’s African slave processing centres.

One of the two boxes is now nailed shut. The pathetic desperate mewings of Sophie can still be heard from deep inside, despite the fat black rubber ball gag filling her mouth and the eyeless black rubber hood covering her pretty face. Before she had been forced to fit Sophie into the sleek second-skin rubber body glove, Donna had teased two very substantial vibrators into Céline’s cunt and arse, both covered in the skin irritant she and Sophie had planned to use on the sissies. More of the irritant had been applied to her nipples and then she had been carefully consumed in the inescapable black rubber. And all the time Sophie had been begging, first ungagged and then gagged. She had offered to do anything to avoid her fate and had even turned against Céline. Yes, she had been a terrible coward and her punishment had been to be cocooned and boxed without mercy. By the evening she would be on the way to a future of terrible and utterly perverse white slavery.

But now there were only the three of them. She looks into Amelia Blakemore’s eyes and knows she is finished. The ample negress points the loaded Glock revolver at her and Céline knows she will use it without hesitation. Céline’s only chance now is to wait for her moment. Probably not now, but during the coming days. At some point there will be an opportunity for escape, an opportunity she would take without a moment’s hesitation. Then, by any means necessary, she would find her way back here to settle all the scores with the bitch Blakemore and her blonde whore.

‘What are you going to do to me?’ she asks, a highly rhetorical question.

Donna laughs bitterly, recognising a hint of fear in Céline’s always calm and confident voice.

‘First of all, have a little fun, and then get you boxed up and ready for a little journey.’

‘To meet Mr Aziz,’ Ms Blakemore adds.

Céline nods wearily, already bored by her fate.

But before she can say anything else, Donna shoves another of the huge black rubber ball gags into her mouth, pushing it roughly and deeply past her full blood-red lips. The gag prises open and fills Céline’s mouth totally. Despite herself, she squeals with shock, fear and discomfort as Donna secures it in place by buckling the two black leather straps very tightly together at the back of her neck.

‘Not so sure of ourselves now, are we?’ Donna spits, noticing the first signs of fear in Céline’s lovely coal-black eyes and pushing her towards the bed. ‘It’s easy to dish it out, but, as you’re about to see, it’s not so easy to receive it.’

With this, she shoves Céline forward onto the bed so that she bellyflops onto the silken-sheeted surface.

Donna rolls Céline over onto her back. Then there is a strange silence as Donna contemplates the simple erotic perfection of her body. She is without doubt a very beautiful woman. Donna’s look softens. She sits down on the bed next to the increasingly uneasy mistress and runs her hands over this muscled, tanned, yet also silky and flawless form. Donna’s blood-red nails glide across Céline’s firm well-proportioned breasts like scarlet-coloured blades, gently teasing Céline’s helplessly erect nipples before moving onto her neck and then the flushed and bulging cheeks of her very beautiful face.

‘I don’t understand how a woman can be so beautiful and so evil at the same time,’ Donna whispers, clearly impressed by Céline’s physique. ‘But that’s because I’m naïve. That’s because I’m weak. But I’m learning, Céline. I’m learning from you.’

She removes her hand and Ms Blakemore steps forward. She is carrying two vibrators, the SMC vibrators that are used every day on their hapless sissy slaves, exactly the same as the ones she was forced to insert into Sophie a few minutes before.

‘We thought the best way to make you understand the error of your ways, the political mistake you’ve made supporting the Radical cause, was to help you understand what it is like to be a victim of the violence you apply so easily to the she-males. Yes, let’s regard this as a bit of empathy training.’

Donna slips off the bed and her place is very quickly taken by the stunning buxom Ms Blakemore. It is then that Céline tries to sit up and kick out violently at Donna. Donna avoids Céline’s feet, then rather deftly steps forward and grabs the black beauty’s long legs by the ankles. At the same time, Ms Blakemore leans forward and pushes her back onto the bed. She drops the vibrators and then pulls the gun from a pocket in her crisp erotic white uniform. She slips the gun between Céline’s legs, pressing its cool metal tip against her thickly haired sex.

‘Don’t make me pull the trigger, bitch.’

Céline’s eyes widen with a renewed fear and she stiffens. Donna then pulls her legs apart.

‘Time to warm her up,’ the beautiful petite blonde teases.

Ms Blakemore smiles and nods. She places the gun on the bed between Céline’s legs and then takes up one of the vibrators. With a quick flick of a button set into its base, the device is buzzing, its long curved head a wicked image of helpless pleasure inducement.

At first, Ms Blakemore uses the vibrator sparingly, teasing the edge of Céline’s sex with an expert attention that soon lights the fire of a helpless arousal. Céline tries to resist, to hold a fixed angry stare directed at the lovely plump negress. But resistance really is quite useless. Céline has always secretly desired Ms Blakemore, despite everything, and soon her stern gaze melts and moans of a reluctant but inescapable pleasure begin to slip past the fat black rubber ball gag.

As Céline’s arousal becomes more apparent, Ms Blakemore’s smile widens, the gentle maternal smile that has melted so many sissy hearts.

‘There, there,’ she whispers, a soft caring ministration hiding a very obvious sexual tease and something else: the potential for sudden remorseless cruelty.

As Céline falls into the trap of her own desire, her sex moistens and Ms Blakemore begins to work the wickedly buzzing vibrator inside her. Within a few seconds, Céline is squealing with an intense angry helpless pleasure, her eyes filled with a desperate animal pleading. She has surrendered completely to Ms Blakemore’s erotic treatment.

There is a bag on the bed near to the writhing figure of Céline. This is Ms Blakemore’s ‘dark bag of tricks’, containing the tools of bondage and torture. From inside the bag, Donna extracts a white metal toothpaste tube.

‘OK. Turn her over.’

The vibrator is now lodged completely inside a sex-immobilised Céline, and Ms Blakemore takes her by her broad firm hips and gently turns her onto her stomach with no resistance. She then parts her thighs to provide unhindered access to her back passage.

Donna hands the tube to Ms Blakemore and takes a pair of white latex medical gloves from the bag. She rather expertly slips these over her hands before taking the tube back from her beautiful buxom coconspirator. She then squirts a line of clear gel out of the tube into her right palm. She dips the index finger of her left hand into the gel so that here is a thick globule of the substance resting on its latex-sheathed tip. Then, with a smile of evil concentration, she leans forward and slips her finger into Céline’s exposed anus.

Overwhelmed by the sensual ministrations of the vibrator, Céline is – at first – hardly aware of this new intrusion. But as Donna pushes deeper inside, the additional pleasure of anal stimulation becomes unavoidably apparent.

Ms Blakemore holds Céline by her hips as she wiggles with renewed excitement. Donna then very carefully coats Céline’s anal walls in the gel.

By the time Donna slips her finger from this darkest, most intimate cave of desire, poor Céline is in a state of complete and utter sexual distress.

‘The gel is a powerful skin irritant,’ Donna explains. ‘Something to take your mind off the vibrator in that naughty pussy of yours and the one that’s about to be shoved up your arse.’

Céline stiffens suddenly, already aware of the strange tingling beginning to creep over the walls of her back passage. Yet before she can fully register the true extent of the gel’s impact, Donna has taken another, thinner, smaller vibrator from the bag and, as Ms Blakemore holds the Gallic beauty in place, begins to slip it inside her twitching arsehole.

Soon her squeals of pleasure have transformed into renewed well-muffled moans of outrage. As Donna forces the vibrator inside Céline’s arse right up to its flat plastic hilt, she flicks on a small switch built into its base and it too begins to buzz angrily.

Now they have to act quickly. As Céline begins to struggle with the collision of the real powerful pleasure induced by the vibrators and the increasing irritation spreading through her anal passage, an irritation now beginning to express itself as a painful burning sensation, Donna extracts more lengths of rubber-coated cording from the sports bag. As Ms Blakemore continues to restrain the wiggling moaning Céline, Donna sets to work tightly binding her long, statuesque legs at the ankles, knees and lower thighs with the cording. This has the effect not only of securing her legs, but also of pressing the two vibrators tightly into place. Céline’s arms are then further secured with more cording at the elbows and just below the shoulders, a painful and deeply restrictive binding that leaves the beautiful ample mistress almost completely immobilised.

And this is only the beginning of her sufferings for, once she is bound, Donna produces a glossy black rubber body glove from the bag. It is exactly the same as the one Céline had been forced to imprison Sophie within.

Céline, her eyes now wide with pained pleading and a desperate, utterly irresistible desire, looks at the bag. She squeals into the gag and shakes her head furiously, no longer indifferent to her suffering. Donna laughs, aroused by her captive’s much-deserved fear and pain, and Ms Blakemore grips Céline’s calves, holding them still so that Donna can begin to edge the glove over her feet and up her perfect silky smooth golden-brown well-muscled legs.

Soon, the glove has reached her knees, a single sheath of thin yet highly durable and strong rubber which increasingly seals her body in a tight and utterly relentless grip. Then it reaches her upper thighs, her lower stomach and is being pulled up over her firm but still generous bosom.

And, eventually, it is pulled up around her neck, snapped cruelly and simply in place, leaving her gorgeous form completely enveloped in soft, always teasing and completely inescapable rubber.

Céline stares down at her cocooned form in true horror. Yet when Donna produces a matching eyeless hood, a new level of pure terror fills her lovely ice-blue eyes.

‘The vibrators have special long-life batteries that are used for industrial application. Running constantly, they should last for at least 72 hours. This should be enough time to cover your journey to the Sudan.’

Céline’s eyes widen and she squeals into the gag, once again shaking her head violently, horrified not just by her bondage, but by the fact that she is to be shipped to the notorious Sudanese slave market of Mr Aziz. From here, she knows, escape will be virtually impossible.

Donna then extracts the final item of kinky envelopment: an eyeless black rubber hood that exactly matches the glove in texture and colour.

Without another word, she leans across the prone stunned form of Céline and begins to stretch the hood over her head.

‘Don’t worry,’ she teases, ‘there are a nest of micro-filters around the nose area that will allow you to breathe.’

There is a pathetic, desperate and strangely erotic pleading in Céline’s eyes just before they are covered by the hood. Donna, her own eyes lit with sadistic vengeful glee, pulls the hood down over Céline’s face and then her neck. The hood is then sealed to the upper rim of the body glove via unseen adhesive fastenings.

And what is left? A beautifully formed rubber sex snake, a creature of pure erotic being. A tightly bound, gagged and cocooned damsel in a particularly kinky form of distress.

Donna and Ms Blakemore stand back to admire their devilish handiwork. Their eyes betray a fundamental and deeply sadistic arousal. As poor Céline wiggles and writhes, as slight kittenish moans of torment escape the silencing hood, the two captors experience a profoundly joint sense of justice and a much deeper darker sense of sexual pleasure.

They carry her writhing form to the empty wooden box and place it inside, using leather straps fixed to the walls to secure her tightly and inescapably in place. Then the lid is secured and they regard the two plain white wooden boxes with sadistic satisfaction.

‘A job well done,’ Ms Blakemore says.

‘Very well done,’ Donna agrees, her arousal fierce, her joy obvious.

‘Aziz’s men will be here at midnight.’

‘That leaves us plenty of time to . . . relax.’

Ms Blakemore smiles at Donna’s deeply suggestive words, her eyes filled with sexual promise. ‘I suggest we retire to my room. I tied Helen up before I came out and she’s probably quite desperate for a bit of company by now.’
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By the end of my third day in Ms Gillette’s elaborate and perverse nursery, I have begun to understand the true nature of ultimate submission. Within the pretty pink confines of the large room, I have lost the last vestiges of control over my identity. Smothered in the most outrageous of babified frillies, tightly dummy gagged, most of the time kept in some form of immobilising bondage, my cock sheathed and tightly ringed, my arse plugged with the buzzing and ingenious anal vibrator, I have very quickly lost all sense of time and place. Indeed, by the end of the first 24 hours, it is as if my mind – the last essential part of any true consistent personality – is beginning to melt. And this, of course, is a quite deliberate effect of the torment I am being so cruelly and systematically exposed to.

Strangely, I have seen very little of Ms Gillette and nothing more of Ms Ambrose and the rather lovely Rupert. Yet I have thought of them, especially of Rupert and his astonishing mother. As I am constantly and quite wickedly stimulated, as the enema probe fills me with its soapy cum and as I void this matter in such a humiliating manner from my bowels, as I endure a suffering of truly epic proportions, I remain helplessly and darkly excited. My erection is permanent and fights its cruel restraint with a savage and disturbing determination. I enter a new extremely powerful stage of my already fierce masochism.

And as I writhe in my erotic sufferings, I am tended to by Myriam. Yet this is not the meek sexy Myriam of the Sissy Maids Academy. No: this is a far more confident Myriam, Myriam wielding power and control on behalf of the buxom, cruel and stunningly beautiful Ms Mary Gillette.

It is Myriam who, twice a day, unbinds me, removes me from the large playpen, then straps me tightly into the adult-sized highchair for my meals. It is Myriam, always dressed in the elaborate and wildly sexy uniform of Ms Gillette’s personal French maid, who feeds me a pink plastic bowl of some strange pink-dyed mashed food and two large baby bottles of full cream, heavily sugared milk. It is Myriam who whispers teasing baby talk as I suck helplessly and desperately on the huge clear rubber teat of the bottle. It is her expensive erotic perfume that torments my helplessly flaring nostrils and her large tightly restrained breasts, held firmly in place by the black silk of her uniform dress, that fill my sex-addled vision.

Yet as she feeds me, I notice one important and new fact: there is no longer desire in her pretty eyes – a desire for me. I no longer see that strange counter-need that has led us to become fugitives from the Bigger Picture. No, her eyes are now filled with detached amusement, with ironic regard, and with a hint of true sadistic pleasure. Within a few hours, I have become an object of ridicule, a babified sissy slave to be teased and tormented, but certainly never to be desired!

And so, when I return her mocking look with one of weak anger, I know I am doomed. I know that even the she-male identity so carefully constructed by my beautiful beloved Aunt Jane, has been crushed under the weight of my complete and all-pervasive humiliation. And the grim, but always helplessly erotic fact of this humiliation is soon made apparent: for giving Myriam an angry look, I must be punished.

‘Naughty baby!’ she snaps, her lovely French-accented rebuke enough to ensure a shocking wave of intense sexual excitement. ‘How dare you look at me like that! Now you must be punished.’

She pronounces ‘punished’ puneeshed, and I swoon with a dreadful soul-crunching desire at its helplessly erotic delivery.

I am unstrapped from the highchair and helped down to my bootied feet. I am utterly helpless in her harsh but always erotic grasp. As she re-inserts and secures the fat ultra-humiliating dummy gag, our eyes meet again. She smiles slightly. I whimper with a dreadful deeply masculine sexual need, a need trapped inside the tangled neural networks of an almost cosmic masochism. In her shining smile there is a hint of her former affection, but most of it is the pleasure of cruelty, the drug of sadistic desire. Yes: I am most certainly going to suffer.

‘I think we need to grease your little dolly to start with, babikins.’

My eyes widen with a mixture of horror and furious arousal.

‘If you do not come, then it will just be a hard spanking. If you do . . . well, then we will have to put you in the Trainer.’

My eyes widen even further. Earlier, Myriam had made a cruel and teasing point of demonstrating the Trainer to me: a particularly ingenious and utterly wicked device, whose soul purpose was to expose the sissy to a prolonged period of truly awful torment.

As she leads me to a pink leather-seated metal stool placed between the highchair and the playpen, my eyes consume her great and profound beauty. The uniform she is wearing today is made of a shimmering black silk. It has a deliberately plunging and heavily frilled neckline and the skirt is so short it barely covers her upper thighs. It is extremely tight, and hugs every inch of her buxom perfectly formed torso with a deeply erotic care. Unusually, she is wearing no petticoating. The skirt is therefore pulled very tightly against her lower torso and thighs, and her black-hosed legs – so perfectly shaped, so achingly long – seem to pour out of the dress like streams of black nylon-wrapped liquid gold.

She is wearing a heavily frilled, white silk apron that is secured to her tightly corseted waist by thick silk ribbons bound in an elegant fat bow just above her splendidly ample and carefully displayed backside. Her large bosom is presented with a brazen provocation by the low curving neckline, their almost overwhelming ampleness threatening, but never achieving a sudden explosion of pale-rose woman flesh. Her long black-nyloned legs lead down to black patent leather court shoes armed with fierce and obviously very testing five-inch stiletto heels.

Her thick wavy blonde hair is bound in the tightest of buns with a diamond-studded metal clasp, and upon her head rests a curved, rectangular and heavily be-frilled maid’s cap. Her skin is pale yet flawless, her eyes honey-brown and her lips blood red. Yes, she is the perfect paradoxical expression of the power of the female form and the submission of the slave.

I am ordered to sit on the chair. I obey with an instinctive and – in the Nursery – always required bob curtsey, turning and lowering my silk-pantied behind onto the cool pink leather of the seat. Then I stare up at the gorgeous figure of Myriam as if beholding a true goddess, a divinity brought to spectacular ultra-erotic life.

Myriam leans forward and hauls up the short skirt of my baby girl dress and the layers of ornate frou-frou petticoating beneath. She uses a thick long white silk ribbon taken from a pocket in her apron to act as a belt, wrapping it around the bunched up skirt and petticoats and tying them in place in a suitably fat bow at the rear of the dress.

Then she kneels and quickly pulls my dainty white silk panties down around my white nylon-sheathed thighs. Then, with an impressive speed mixed with genuine care, she begins to inch the thicker light pink sheath from my constantly and tormented erect cock. I moan into a black despair of bottomless frustration as the tighter darker restrainer beneath is revealed. This is inched from my sex with even greater care, a slow, cruelly teasing process that leaves me squealing with heated agonised hunger into the fat dummy gag.

‘Be quite, you naughty girl!’

I try to remain silent, but as the crimson flesh of my boiling long-imprisoned sex is finally revealed, I find myself squealing even louder, with a deeply girlish desperation. Myriam tuts loudly and then pulls the restrainer free. My cock rises up before her like a rearing sex monster exploding from the depths of some primeval sea of black desire. Then, before I can do anything to resist, she quickly extracts a slender metal ruler from her apron, grasps the base of rigid sex and applies six hard agonising whacks to its rigid and utterly exposed length.

I rise up from the chair, but she forces me back down in order to complete this wicked and vicious punishment. Huge tears flood from my eyes. I shake my head furiously. This is the most dreadful and perverse of beatings; yet, when she is finished and I am a sobbing sissy wreck, my sex is harder (and redder!) than ever.

‘Now put your hands behind your back. Quickly!’

Her words are filled with a malign energy, the vital truth of her sadistic desire. And I obey her instantly, now terrified by her cruel passion and, despite everything, so terribly and helplessly excited.

She binds my wrists behind my back with a length of rubber-lined cording taken from the apparently bottomless pocket of her apron. She then uses another length of the cording to secure my elbows so tightly that they are pressed together. I squeal my protest at this unnecessary cruelty and she laughs, as if to say ‘what else do you expect!’ She adds to this cruel bondage by ordering me to pull my legs tightly together. More cording is then applied to my ankles and knees. Yet even this is not the end of the perverse securing she has in mind. For as soon as my legs are tied, she takes another, slightly longer length of the cording and ties one end of it to the cording binding my ankles. She then moves around the stool on her knees and carefully pulls the free end of the cording under the seat and up to my tightly tethered wrists. As she does this, my legs are pulled tightly beneath the stool, so that the heels of my dainty pink silk booties are nearly pressing into its underside. Myriam then ties the free end of the cording to the cording binding my wrists, thus leaving me balancing precariously in a strange seated hog-tie, a position that causes my back to arch painfully, my head to pull back and my cock to jut desperately forward, leaving me totally exposed and helpless beneath Myriam’s wicked sadistic gaze.

Then she minces provocatively and beautifully over to the shelves that hold so many of the devices of ultra-humiliation and suffering that have marked out my time in this kinky Nursery. Straining my bonnet-sealed head, my eyes again fall upon her amazing legs. My red throbbing cock stretches forward even harder. How desperate it is for release, to serve its fundamental purpose. I know resistance to Myriam’s impending caresses will be useless, and I know that even as I experience the simple ecstasy of the orgasm, I will be faced with the more complex horror of the Trainer.

When Myriam returns, she is holding a glass jar in her hand. Immediately, I know it contains the irritant gel that is used as a sissy punishment tool across the SMC/Bigger Picture. She has donned a pair of white latex gloves, another clear indication of its contents.

I fight to avoid looking at the jar and gasp with effort into the tight fat dummy gag.

Myriam laughs cruelly and then disappears from my restricted vision. I guess that she is once again on her knees and easing out a line of the terrible gel onto her latex-sealed fingers.

I wait, bound not just by the tight utterly unyielding cording, but also by a dreadful black expectation. My cock feels so hard that the slightest touch might shatter it into a million pieces, yet when I feel the sudden apprehensive touch of one of Myriam’s latex-sheathed fingers, there is no sudden brutal explosion. Instead I squeal with anger and a furious unyielding desire. Then there are two fingers engaged in an initial and very gentle caress. My squeals quickly become moans of a terrible aching pleasure. My babified body tenses and I strain uselessly against the cording that is binding me so very cruelly and effectively.

Gradually the caress becomes more confident and I feel the express train of orgasm hurtle towards its inevitable erupting crash into the face of reality. Yet even as I begin to lose control of my physical being, as I am so easily manipulated into coming and thus damning myself to the wicked torments of the Trainer, I feel the glistening film of gel now covering my sissy cock begin to take very awful effect. The strange pleasure of Myriam’s cruel masturbation is quickly cut through with the mixture of itching and burning that is the typical product of the gel’s application. And as initial discomfort turns into genuine and worrying pain, I squeal my pointless protests and wiggle uselessly in my fiendishly tight and very clever bondage.

‘Control yourself, Shelly. If you come, you’ll regret it,’ Myriam says, her voice filled with irony and sadistic pleasure, knowing I am even now just seconds away from a truly damning orgasm.

As I scream into the boundary between life and death that is the Coming, and as hot thick semen begins to spurt in jerking explosions from the dark crimson head of my cock, I feel Myriam point the sex downward, directing the lava jet of cum into some unseen container. Seizures of mind-bending power wrack my elegantly sissified form, my eyes wide, my body straining to the point where I feel as if it will explode into a million unbearably bright stars that will shine with a truly blinding intensity for a few seconds before fading into a complete and inescapable nothingness.

Then, slowly, the wild physicality of the Coming begins to pass. Yet as it does, the true impact of the gel becomes apparent. As Myriam drains off the last few drops of semen from the inflated head of my still rock-hard sex, I feel the gel begin to burn into my flesh with a new and horrible intensity. I cry into the gag and begin to shake my head furiously. Then Myriam stands up and towers over my tethered form, her face lit up by an evil smile of the darkest pleasure imaginable.

‘What a naughty little baby you are, Shelly! I am afraid it must be the Trainer for you now.’

I look at her with angry and desiring eyes. I am trapped in a whirlpool of genuine physical pain and deeply conflicting emotions.

She takes the slender metal vibrator control from her apron pocket and turns the plastic dial to full pleasure mode. I shake my head, my eyes wide with anger and fear, my cock a torch of tormented need, and her smile widens.

‘Tormenting you is such fun, my pretty babified angel. I wish I could keep you like this forever.’

Then the vibrator begins to bore deep into my arse, as it has done for many hours over the last few days, and my struggles and squeals quickly subside, yet the pain flooding across my cock actually increases!

Now I must watch the preparations for my own destruction. This is the simple sadistic intention of my buxom French captor: to witness her preparations and to suffer a slow contemplation of the dreadful torment that awaits me.

It is then that she holds up one of the pint-sized baby bottles used to feed me the sweet solution of milk, laxative and hormonal stimulant known as ‘Shelly’s Formula’. The teat head has been removed and the bottle is about a quarter full with a thick pale liquid that I immediately realise is my cum.

‘The Trainer requires a rather special version of your formula, my pretty silken petal.’

Still struggling to focus thanks to the way I am bound and the increasingly enthusiastic intervention of the vibrator, I fight to watch as she takes a full bottle from the highchair and unscrews the teat. She then uses it to fill the bottle containing my cum to the brim. She places both bottles on the highchair and totters out of my range of vision.

I listen fearfully as my cock stretches forward on fire. I squeal with an increasing desperation into the dummy gag, begging for realise from this particularly unpleasant suffering. Yet even as I do so, the profound and utterly irresistible pleasure imparted by the throbbing of the anal vibrator makes me wish that this strange torment could go on forever.

Then there is the sound of something being wheeled across the room. My angry, desperate, always aroused struggles lessen. Despite the pain, I feel a powerful fear-driven curiosity. Then the gorgeous wicked Myriam moves back into my field of vision.

She is pushing what initially appears to be a chair, but further uncomfortable observation shows that it is something much more sinister than a device for sitting!

Once the chair is positioned a few feet from me, Myriam minces back over to my painfully tethered tormented form and, to my profound relief, releases the length of cording that is binding my ankles to my wrists.

I gasp with relief into the dummy gag and allow my bootied feet to fall back to the floor. With my cock still exposed, my panties down around my knees and my arms and legs still tightly tied, Myriam insists that I stand, pulling me to my feet and leaving me to sway precariously before her.

She then reproduces the terrible metal ruler and applies one more hard whack to my terribly tortured sex. I release a high-pitched sissy squeal that is a mixture of anger humiliation and terror.

‘Now . . . hop to the Trainer, Shelly.’

And so, with my red-raw cock bouncing absurdly before me, I hop hesitantly towards the strange chair.

My tear-logged eyes behold what looks like a pink plastic chair, with high arms and long straight and rather thick legs. Attached to the base of each leg is a wheel. Fixed to one of the wheels is a brake lock that has been snapped into place by one of Myriam’s lovely elegantly heeled feet. Attached to the two front legs are rubber shackles. Two more very similar shackles are attached to the arms. Attached to the base of the chair is what appears to be a large metal box. Attached to the front of the box is a long pink rubber tube that has been uncoiled on the floor in front of the chair. Next to it is a separate unattached coil. Fixed to the one end of the unattached coil is a slender latex sheath very much like the one that has been fixed to my restrained sex during my time in the playpen.

But all of this is only of minor interest compared with the pink leather seat, for rising from the back of it is a large metal probe very similar to the one that has been plugged into the ingenious hollow vibrator when I am in the pen.

I stare at the probe and then at the two sets of thick pink leather straps that are fixed at the middle and top of the backrest and I begin to understand better something of the nature of the fate that is awaiting me.

The metal ruler strikes hard and sudden against my exposed backside and I release a very well gagged cry of shock and pain.

‘Turn around!’ Myriam snaps, and I obey immediately, terrified, yet still furiously aroused.

Myriam unties the ribbon holding my skirt in place and lets it and the inches of frou-frou petticoating fall over my exposed inflamed sex.

She then takes what appears to be a thick rubber belt from the floor beside the chair. She holds it before me with a cruel smile and I respond with a puzzled frightened stare.

‘The key to the Trainer,’ she whispers.

Set into the centre of the belt is what appears to be a metal frame containing a pint bottle-sized glass oval. It looks exotic and deeply perverse, and its purpose – although currently quite mysterious – is most certainly bound to be cruel and unusual.

She proceeds to slip the belt very slowly and very carefully around my waist and buckle it into position at the base of my spine.

I am immediately aware of the weight created by the box and its empty bottle-like core. I wobble desperately as this additional weight begins to undermine my already precarious balance. Myriam responds by holding me steady, then very quickly untying my wrists and elbows. This enables me to create a counterbalance long enough for Myriam to lower me onto the seat and, at the same time, gently slip the probe inside the hollow vibrator, which is still buzzing inside me with a cruel highly arousing fury.

Then my naked buttocks touch the cool leather of the seat and I feel the probe slot into the deep dark core of the vibrator.

I stare up at the lovely vision of harsh beauty that is Myriam and meet her cool malign gaze.

‘Very good,’ she says, clearly excited by the efficient execution of this kinky and dreadful punishment.

Then she fixes my satin- and silk-sealed wrists to the arms of the chair. Once my wrists have been buckled to the arms of the chair, she uses the straps attached to the back of the seat to tether me even tighter, wrapping the thick leather straps around my stomach and chest and fixing them tightly in place via thick silver belt buckles attached to each one. Then my ankles are quickly buckled to the legs and I am completely immobilised.

My violently erect cock still on fire, tears of pain, anger and deep frustration now trickling from my wide sissy eyes, I watch with a terribly genuine fear as Myriam proceeds to kneel down once again. As she does so, the broad petticoat-supported skirt of the gorgeous black silk maid’s dress rides upward and I find myself confronted with the almost unbearably erotic spectacle of her long black nylon-sheathed legs right up to her upper thighs. Through the fine clouds of petticoating a pair of heavily be-frilled white silk panties are clearly visible. My engorged burning cock strains forward and I squeal with a bottomless animal need.

Myriam looks up at me and her lovely helplessly cruel smile widens. ‘Not long now, my love.’

As I ponder this slightly mysterious and rather threatening statement, Myriam takes up the coil whose end is a variation on the sheath used in the playpen recycling device. Then she shuffles forward, providing me with a dreadfully clear and wickedly teasing view of her substantial perfectly formed cleavage, and takes my unfortunate member in her free hand. I squeal with fear and arousal and then she very slowly and carefully inches the sheath over my sex.

Within a few endless minutes that leave me wiggling angrily in the chair, the sheath is pulled tightly over the full infuriated length of my crimson cock.

Interestingly, the sheath does not function as a restrainer, and my tormented cock finds itself teased by strange soft rubber that I quickly realise is Senso. Indeed, within a few seconds the standard chemical interactions are taking place and the pain in my sex is quickly being replaced by a very powerful physical stimulation! As I come to terms with this sudden and far from unwelcome change of direction, Myriam takes the tube connected to the metal box fixed to the base of the chair and draws it up to the metal frame containing the oval bottle. It is now I notice a small nozzle attached to the front of the tube that slots exactly into a small circular hole in the top of the metal frame. Then, to my increasing concern, she takes the end of the tube attached to my sex and slots it into the second of three holes set into the top of the frame. And even this is not the end, for she quickly produces a third length of tubing, each end of which is fitted with a nozzle. She slots one end into the final hole in the frame and then pulls the free end up towards my face. I squeal with fear and shake my head desperately as she works free the plastic cover of the dummy gag and, to my astonishment, inserts the final nozzle directly into the centre of the fat rubber teat that is so effectively filling my mouth.

She steps back and considers the strange spectacle that must be me. Her smile widens and I know I am on the verge of a truly terrible ordeal.

‘Yes, now my pretty pet is all ready.’

Then she takes the baby’s bottle filled with the formula and my cum and, previously unseen, a small plastic funnel from the highchair. She inserts the funnel diagonally into a small hole set into the front of the metal frame and carefully pours the liquid in the bottle into it. Almost immediately the liquid begins to fill the glass bottle held in place by the metal frame.

When one bottle is empty and the other full, Myriam removes the funnel and the empty bottle. Then she swiftly crouches down by my feet and within seconds the metal box beneath the chair begins to whirr and vibrate.

Once again, Myriam stands up and steps back, her beautiful face filled with cruel irony.

‘The box is a smaller version of the recycler,’ she explains, as I fight the increasingly effective ministrations of the Senso latex sheath. ‘Both it and the belt are fitted with small electric pumps. As you can see, your sex is now attached to the belt, as is the recycler box. In a few minutes you will come. The pump in the belt will suck your cum into the belt bottle, adding to the mixture of formula and cum already there. Then the pump will switch to full power mode and the mixture will be pumped up into the dummy gag and through the porous teat into your mouth. You will swallow the formula, which contains a powerful laxative, and, thanks to your weakened bowels and anus, you will quickly void the liquid waste matter via the suction of the probe down into the recycler. Here, the liquid waste matter will be thoroughly sterilised, more formula added and then pumped back up into the belt bottle. By this time, thanks to the changes in your body chemistry initiated by the genius of Ms Blakemore and the SMC, you will be ready to come again. Thus, the training cycle will be established and the punishment complete. Here, in this training chair, you will surrender complete control of every physical aspect of your being. Here you will realise the true meaning of submission.’

I look up at this gorgeous creature, once a timid slave of wicked women, now a cruel beautiful and utterly merciless dominatrix, with appalled and amazed eyes. The truth of the ordeal has been explained. I am truly to suffer greatly. Yet even as I contemplate this awful fate, I feel my cock tremble with the earliest signs of another violent and utterly uncontrollable orgasm.

Then Myriam kicks the brake free and I find myself being wheeled towards the large apparently bottomless wardrobe that dominates the right side of the room. I squeal into the gag as the chair is pushed past the wardrobe to a shadowy wall space. Here I notice there is a small white-painted wooden door. Myriam leans forward and opens it to reveal a tiny dark space, a bit like a stairwell cupboard. Then, to my horror, I am wheeled inside and immediately plunged into absolute darkness.

I squeal with a terrible, very real terror into the fat dummy gag. I struggle vainly against the various forms of kinky bondage holding me firmly in place. But every effort I make is useless. I feel the sinister metal box throb beneath the chair. And worst of all, I feel the terrible inescapable truth of the coming orgasm. Soon I will explode into the sheath and then the grim, cruel and utterly inescapable process of the recycling at the heart of the Trainer will begin.

I hear the door close and I know Myriam has deserted me. I am to remain in this terrible cool darkness, my body completely under the control of sinister technology, my soul truly crushed. My heart pounds with fear and a dreadful apprehension. A wave of almost unbearable and deeply masochistic pleasure floods across my babified and bound form. I cry with a helpless bottomless need into the fat dummy gag, and within seconds of being plunged into this terrifying darkness, I experience a savage, deeply disturbing orgasm, a massive cosmic coming. Silver stars explode in the blackness. Every muscle strains furiously against my utterly unyielding bonds.

Yet even as I experience this tremendous elevating pleasure, I am painfully aware of what my heart-shuddering orgasm has set in motion. I feel the sheath fill with my warm thick cum and then a deep vibration shimmers across the belt. Suddenly the teasing sheath seems to squeeze my still rock-hard cock and I realise that the cum is being sucked up into the oval bottle held in the firm metal frame of the belt. My arms strain angrily and now desperately against the tight rubber shackles, but to no avail. A sense of crystal clear panic grips my pounding heart.

I listen to the cum splashing into the liquid mixed by the evil utterly gorgeous Myriam. As I struggle, I can still smell her expensive perfume (the type favoured by the buxom cruel-eyed Ms Gillette) and, in my frenzied imagination, the sharp odour of her sex. Already, with my fear at its height, I can feel my sex responding yet again to the awful caress of the Senso latex sheath.

Then the new mixture is being pumped from the bottle and into the tube that leads so inevitably to the fat dummy gag. I scream out for Myriam, for Ms Gillette, for my beloved and much missed Aunt Jane. Please! I feel a slight vibration pass through the dummy gag. The new terrible formula is only a few inches from my well-stopped mouth now. I shake my head, try to spit out the dummy gag. But every effort to escape my fate is completely and devastatingly useless.

Then I can feel the liquid passing through the front plate of the dummy gag and begin to fill the large rubber teat. Then the first taste of the disturbingly sweet formula explodes in my mouth and I know all further resistance is (as it always was) useless.

Within a few minutes I am sucking helplessly on the fat teat and in the process squeezing the formula into my mouth and down my throat. Large tears of dark deep despair mix with a renewed and equally dark masochistic desire to produce a sense of profoundly disturbing ambiguity. My cock strains, waves of pleasure emanate out from my arse across the rest of my sissy form. Sealed in Senso, so tightly bound and gagged, so completely helpless and humiliated, I find myself suddenly – in this total darkness – breaking through another barrier. Suddenly, it is as if I have left my body and floated up into the darkness of the room. But this darkness is far greater than the confined space I had been imprisoned in by lovely evil Myriam. Indeed, it is a space without bounds; the eternal blackness of a cosmic desire.

And it is here I remain for what feels like a very long time; detached, yet also connected. But not connected to my suffering body, to my desiring needful physical form. No: now I am connected to the vastness of human desire, to the will to pleasure, to the great craving of all being that is the essence of life itself.

I remain in this state until the door suddenly opens and the soft pink light of the nursery gently destroys the all-consuming blackness. I have come maybe four times. Already, I have voided waste matter into the metal box and I am consuming the second recycled formula when hands fall upon the chair and quickly wheel me from the strange horrible cubicle.

I hear a loud and angry sigh as the pink light suddenly overwhelms my temporarily damaged vision.

The room slowly comes back into focus and I find myself looking up at a clearly very annoyed Ms Gillette.

‘She’s gone too far.’

At first I think she is talking to me. But then another figure steps into my field of vision, the mature and elegantly buxom form of the rather lovely harsh-eyed Ms Ambrose.

‘I don’t think there’s any real damage done. In fact, it may help me.’

Ms Gillette’s nervous hands struggle with the shackles, belts and tubes, but eventually I am freed from this techno-bondage and helped to stand weakly and shakily upright.

‘We need to leave her to rest for a while,’ Ms Ambrose says. ‘Put her back in the pen unsecured for an hour. She’ll sleep. Then we can get started.’

It is then that I smell Ms Ambrose’s signature sandalwood perfume and she begins to come into clearer focus before me. This is the woman who will be responsible for my training, the woman who will have absolute control over this next strange and hyper-erotic stage in my sissification. I gasp with a helpless pleasure as I behold her astonishing generous form and feel my aching long-tormented cock return to life.

Today she is dressed in a very beautiful cream silk blouse with a high frilled neck. Set into the centre of the neck is a gorgeous oval-shaped emerald which exactly matches the colour of her exquisite eyes. Her thick glistening red hair is bound in a tight bun with a diamond butterfly-shaped clasp and her lips are painted a dark peach. The blouse is tucked with flawless precision into a knee-length black and white check skirt, thus pulling it down tightly over her very large, still very firm breasts. The skirt rides elegantly over the plump curve of her belly and around the broad hills of her wide shapely hips and erotically ample backside. Her long very shapely legs are sheathed in sheer black nylon, and her feet are elegantly imprisoned in three-inch stiletto-heeled court shoes of a sparkling black patent leather. She is a vision of generous mature beauty, and I am quickly lost in her powerful determined gaze. I avoid her amazing eyes and find myself staring helplessly at her large breasts as they strain against the white silk blouse.

‘He really does like you,’ Ms Gillette whispers, her voice filled with cruel amusement framed by sexual arousal.

Ms Ambrose smiles, her stern countenance momentarily broken by a warmer kinder self as she stares down at my increasingly apparent erection.

‘You can leave us alone now, Mary. I’ll be fine on my own.’

Ms Gillette nods, her own smile knowing and ironic.

‘Of course. I’ll come back in about an hour and we can get started.’

She leaves without another word and I find myself alone with this gorgeous matron, my heart pounding with a new trepidation and an even stronger desire. Almost as soon as the nursery door is closed and locked, Ms Ambrose extracts a new dummy gag from a suitably deep pocket in her long elegant skirt. It is more or less the same as the previous gag, but I immediately notice that the teat is somewhat shorter and wider and that the plastic base is a darker shade of pink.

‘Open up, my little baby petal,’ she whispers, her voice suddenly softer, gentler, and cut through with a thick core of pure sexual intent.

I obey instantaneously, overwhelmed by this amazing vision of mature beauty and the fat dummy gag is carefully slipped between my soft girlish lips.

The adhesive tape on each side of the heart-shaped plate ensures that the gag is held fast and hard and there is no chance at all of removing it, especially given my hands are still firmly imprisoned in the elaborate ultra-dainty pink satin-sheathed and fingerless mittens.

‘Good girl,’ she whispers. ‘Now let’s do something about that naughty little willy of yours.’

I moan with fear and a violently renewed need as she extracts a fresh Senso pink rubber restrainer from the skirt pocket.

‘Hold still,’ she says, carefully lowering herself down onto her black nylon-sheathed knees.

Then her hands are upon my sex and I gasp with surprise and a giddy instant pleasure into the dummy gag. My erection grows into her warm embrace and I hear a sigh of aroused amusement slip from her dark-peach lips.

‘You have a lovely cock, Shelly,’ she whispers.

Then I feel her lips brush against the engorged crimson helmet and squeal with real shock and wild delight. This is certainly not what I had expected from Ms Lillian Ambrose! Instead of a harsh unyielding nanny dominatrix, I seem to be in the hands of a plump matronly beauty who wants, above all things, to mother me in a deeply erotic way! I am astonished and ecstatic.

Then the rubber restrainer is being pulled very gently over my cock’s bulging head and down its long hard length. And immediately I am even more surprised: this is not the pin-lined punishment device promised as a daily torment for the next six months. This is an ultra-soft, but still tight and efficient restrainer – the sort that I had worn so willingly for every day I was a delicate sissy prisoner of the SMC.

‘Don’t worry,’ she says, her voice soft, loving, completely at odds with her tone when Ms Gillette was in the room. ‘We don’t need the pins anymore. I don’t think you’ll be misbehaving with me, my little beauty.’

Once the restrainer has been snapped into place, she carefully pulls the heavily be-frilled white silk panties over my sex and then straightens the spectacular, erotic dress.

‘There. Now you’re ready to go back into the pen.’

She takes me by the hand and leads me over to the playpen. I feast my eyes on her gorgeous buxom form and know that things are changing profoundly. Suddenly, I feel overwhelmed by the worshipful deeply masochistic desire previously inspired by Aunt Jane and the amazing Ms Blakemore.

Ms Ambrose leads me inside the pen and helps me to sit down in the centre. She then puffs up a number of silk cushions into a large pillow-like pile and lays me down on my back.

‘Sleep now, my pretty. I’ll be back soon. Then the fun can truly begin.’

She places a kiss on my still tightly bonneted head and I swoon with girlish delight. Our eyes meet, and this time I hold her gentle but still daunting gaze.

‘Sleep,’ she whispers.

As my eyes flutter closed, she slips from the pen. By the time she leaves the Nursery, I am in a deep dreamless sleep.
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I am awoken by a much firmer, harder-eyed Ms Ambrose.

‘Wake up, Shelly!’ she snaps, shaking me with a slightly overdramatic sternness.

I moan my weary surprise and look up at her buxom form with tired, yet quickly focused eyes. I am immediately aware that I have a truly enormous and rather painful erection that is fighting angrily against the soft and very tight embrace of the restrainer.

I sit up and try to shake off the dust of my brief and heavy slumber. And as I do so, I become aware of the others in the room and the next, utterly perverse stage of my kinky sissy adventure.

Ms Gillette stands directly behind Ms Ambrose, who has now risen from the crouching position required to wake me up and is looking down at me with beautiful stern emerald eyes.

Ms Gillette is dressed in a black silk suit and a matching open-necked blouse with a wide collar that reveals with a precise deliberation the dark valley between her large, firm and beautifully shaped breasts. She is at least four inches taller than her actual height thanks to a pair of spectacular black leather mules armed with striking vicious stiletto heels. Her thickly waved blonde hair is bound in a tight bun by a black velvet band. She looks, as always, beautiful and profoundly imposing.

Yet it is not the impressive form of Ms Gillette that ultimately attracts my attention. For as Ms Ambrose steps back from the playpen, my eyes fall upon a truly arousing spectacle. I gasp in amazement, startled and immediately stunned by the velvet-gloved fist of a fierce arousal. A few feet from Ms Ambrose is Rupert. Yet not the daintily attired pretty boy I had met previously. No: Ms Ambrose had made good on her threat to sissify him. And in a most determined fashion!

Rupert is now a vision of the most delightful and exquisitely humiliating forced feminisation. He is dressed in a gorgeous powder-blue dress made from a shimmering satin. The dress is rather like mine, but even more excessive in its sissy design. With a very high thickly be-frilled neck, long puffed sleeves and a very short skirt resting on a cloudy sea of white frou-frou petticoating, it is a deeply traditional, but no less impressive tool of feminine control. Pulled over the dress is a white silk pinafore, at the centre of which is a hand-embroidered teddy bear design. Rupert’s long and highly feminine legs are sheathed in semi-opaque white nylon tights and his small girlish feet are imprisoned in light-blue patent leather Mary Jane shoes with diamond butterfly buckles. His hands are sealed tightly in satin fingerless mittens and a large highly ornate powder-blue bonnet is tied tightly in place at his dimpled chin with a fat sissy bow.

I stare at him and he stares at me. His eyes are covered by a film of tears, yet there is also clear evidence of a deeply reluctant but also irresistible sexual excitement, a fact made shockingly clear by his violently erect and exposed cock. Yes: through the wall of petticoating one thing is stunningly apparent: his penis, which has been wrapped in a white nylon stocking, has been pulled through a lace-frilled hole set in the front of his tights and left on full and soul-crushing display.

‘Rupert – come here!’

Poor Rupert then performs a rather pathetic version of a bob curtsey and shuffles over to his beautiful ample mother.

‘Into the pen and on your knees,’ she orders.

His eyes wide with fear and something that might be anger, he hesitantly enters the pen. He looks down at me and I stare up at him, his long very hard sex hanging over my head like a particularly bizarre sword of doom. He then very slowly kneels down in front of me.

It is only now that I can see his face has been painted with thick white foundation. His lips are a light pink, and the small beauty spot remains at the side of his very kissable lips. Up close, it is clear he is very pretty and my arousal is stoked considerably by this sudden clearly erotic closeness.

Ms Ambrose returns to the pen armed with two lengths of white silk ribbon. To my delight, she kneels between us, allowing her skirt to ride up her broad firm black nylon-sheathed thighs. The smell and sight of her is quite overwhelming and I can’t resist a high-pitched moan of the deepest sissy pleasure. It is also apparent that Rupert is in a highly agitated state of sexual arousal and, as his sex rises up from beneath the layers of scented petticoats, he too moans helplessly.

‘I thought it would be nice if you could spend some time getting to know each other a bit better,’ she says, her voice now back in sensual maternal mode. ‘But we don’t want you getting too intimate, so you’ll both have to be properly secured.’

She then tells her pretty, expertly sissified son to put his arms behind his back, with the wrists crossed. He obeys with a slight reluctance and she turns a stern yet incredibly lovely look upon him that inspires swift compliance.

She binds his wrists tightly together with one of the ribbons, and uses the second to bind his ankles. To do this she has to lean across his back and I find myself with an eye-popping view of her large sexy backside, the check skirt stretched tightly across it, the backs of her hosed thighs now visible right up to the edge of a pair of white silk briefs.

As Ms Ambrose secures her sissified son, Ms Gillette places a small pink silk bag on the floor of the pen. As she leans forward, our eyes meet and I behold a dark cruel contempt whose root I have long suspected: my relationship with Aunt Jane, the woman who was once Ms Gillette’s lover. I know my humiliations and punishments will be doubled in ferocity when administered by Ms Gillette, and I know why.

Then Ms Ambrose is turning her wondrous attentions upon me. She has extracted more lengths of ribbon from her skirt pocket and within a few minutes my wrists are tied tightly behind my back and my ankles are bound firmly together. The gorgeous buxom matron then leans between us and picks up the small rubber bag. From inside, she takes a pair of white silk panties very similar to the ones that I had seen so sensually covering her considerable and very beautiful backside.

Rupert’s eyes widen significantly when he sees the panties, and he watches utterly entranced as his lovely mother carefully arranges the sexy intimate underwear so that the gusset section is inverted and exposed. He looks at her and she smiles warmly. He shakes his head slightly and mutters a weak, girlish ‘Please, mummy’. Yet his tone is far from fearful and his cock, peeking desperately through the seas of petticoating, strains angrily against the fetishistic embrace of the sheer white nylon stocking so erotically entrapping it.

‘Yesterday’s panties, petal. Just how you like them.’

He moans with helpless need and then Ms Ambrose gently presses the gusset of the panties against Rupert’s flaring nostrils. His eyes widen even further and his moans become muffled squeals of an unbearable sexual arousal. He shakes his head more fiercely and she presses harder. His cock bounces up and down desperately in its nylon prison. His eyes meet his mother’s and there is only an intense and provocative collision of desire and love. And all the time Ms Ambrose is whispering ‘you poor thing, there, there, this’ll make you feel so much better’.

I watch astonished and intensely excited as this ritual – obviously played out on many occasions previously – is performed with a careful teasing precision.

As Rupert helplessly breathes in Ms Ambrose’s most intimate fumes, I envy him with a terrible aching passion. I am hoping that I too will soon be able to sample the delights of the panties, but then, to my bitter disappointment, Ms Ambrose removes the panties, folds them up into a tight ball and very gently teases them into Rupert’s mouth, creating an erotic and sensually pungent gag.

Ms Ambrose then extracts what looks like a very large white plaster from the bag. It is as wide as her hand and about ten inches long. She tears it from its base and very slowly, almost teasingly spreads the sticky side across Rupert’s stopped mouth and bulging cheeks, very effectively gagging him.

The plaster covers the whole bottom half of Rupert’s face and creates a strange seamless space that focuses all attention on his large helplessly pleading green eyes. And, of course, he looks almost unbearably gorgeous. I find myself staring at him with a renewed and utterly perverse desire.

Yet his ordeal is far from over for as soon as Ms Ambrose is satisfied that her son is soundly gagged, she returns to the bag. From inside, she takes what at first appears to be a length of very narrow silver chain. Attached to each end is a slender pink rubber shackle.

She then proceeds to take a firm grip of poor Rupert’s large nylon-enveloped cock in one hand and slips the shackle over its thick length with the other. He squeals with dreadful arousal and a frustrated despair as Ms Ambrose pulls the shackle down the length of his sex and then snaps it into tight inescapable position around his stockinged balls.

‘Very snug,’ she whispers, turning to me and bathing my stunned eyes in the sexiest and wickedest of smiles.

I watch helpless and overwhelmed as she proceeds to lower my panties back down around my knees and slip the second shackle over my tightly restrained and burning sex in exactly the same manner.

I cry into the dummy gag, a cry that is transformed by the fat teat into a high-pitched sissy squeal of utter sex agony. Then the shackle is fitted over my balls and I am attached in a most intimate and perverse manner to the lovely Rupert.

The chain is about eighteen inches long and, as Ms Ambrose has fitted me with the shackle, poor Rupert has been dragged painfully forward on his knees so that he is just over a foot from my babified form. Indeed, we are now so close together that the billowing petticoats of our sissy costumes are quickly entangled and his sex is brushing provocatively against the edge of my dress.

‘There. Two very pretty peas in a soft cuddly pod.’

Ms Ambrose’s teasing words tickle my ears with a dreadful potential as she climbs to her high-heeled feet and slips out of the playpen, shutting and locking the door behind her.

Then I am facing pretty, slender Rupert, his alabaster cheeks bulging with the fat panty gag, his eyes wide with shocked arousal and a deep inescapable attraction. I blush at the obviousness of his need and then stare down at his large hard straining cock. It is so beautiful in its delicate stocking prison, and I know now that I want him, that I must, at some point, be his and he mine.

My sex, freed of the scented embrace of the panties, rears up beneath my own elaborate petticoating and then, to my surprise, Rupert edges forward slightly so that the sealed tips of our cocks are touching, thus expressing a simple truth: a terrible aching mutual desire.

I look at him and moan weakly, trying to communicate through the fat dummy gag. Thanks to the thick broad tape gag and the large pungent panties filling his mouth, it is impossible for him to make even a whimper of reply, but his wide sex-addled eyes and rock-hard nylon-wrapped cock say all that needs to be said.

Then this strange, kinky, so terribly arousing adventure takes a new and even more perverse turn. As we snuggle together, Ms Gillette and Ms Ambrose slip from the room, only to return separately, Ms Ambrose within minutes and Ms Gillette about a quarter of an hour later.

Ms Ambrose re-enters the Nursery pushing what looks like a flat-bed metal trolley upon which has been mounted a long thin pole. As she wheels it into the centre of the room, and thus a few feet from the playpen, I manage to get a slightly better view of the odd device and begin to understand its wicked function.

Closer inspection reveals the peculiar trolley to be a variation on a device I had seen used and been a victim of in the training academy of the Sissy Maids Company. The pole, made of a rubber-coated and very resilient metal, ends in a curved plastic vibrator, turning it into a giant metal phallus. At the foot of the pole are two white rubber shackles, positioned about a foot either side of it. They are attached to short lengths of metal chain soldered into the trolley base.

Already I have a good idea of what is to happen next. And when Ms Gillette returns, my confident interpretation is confirmed for the striking cruel-eyed blonde is accompanied by Myriam, but not the confident beautifully uniformed maid Myriam. No, this is very much slave Myriam on the verge of a most awful and well-deserved punishment.

She is dressed in a sheer white nylon body stocking that betrays her superb pneumatic figure to sado-erotic perfection. Her arms are lashed behind her back and tied painfully tight at the wrists, elbows and just below the shoulders with rubber-lined cording. A strip of the wide long white plaster covers her lower face and holds in place a gag so fat that it is causing her red cheeks to bulge like some beautiful trumpeter in full blow. She is wearing white leather mules with at least five-inch-high stiletto heels. Attached to her neck is a thick blood-red leather collar and fitted to the middle of the collar is a length of heavy metal chain held taught by the tugging grip of Ms Gillette.

Tears of fear and discomfort trickle down Myriam’s effort-tensed face as she totters forward desperately, looking very much like someone who is about to fall flat on her face at any second. Her large very beautiful breasts bounce desperately before her, and her thighs work furiously to maintain each precarious step. As she is drawn up before the sinister trolley I see that a series of red welts are clearly visible through the white sheer nylon along the back of her thighs.

Momentarily, I feel a helpless sympathy. But then I remember the earlier torments she inflicted upon me and I prepare with great eagerness to witness her terrible punishment and awful humiliation.

As soon as Myriam has been brought before the dreadful phallus, Ms Ambrose steps forward and grabs her roughly by the arm as Ms Gillette disconnects the chain leash. The two women then lift her up into the air. She squeals desperately into the all-pervasive and very tight gag, her eyes full of panic and wild fear. She stares over at Rupert and myself and sends us a pleading look. She is begging for a non-existent mercy, and we stare back at her with a helpless and deeply sadistic arousal.

‘She’s soaking,’ Ms Gillette says, her voice weakened by the effort of lifting Myriam. ‘I worked on her with a dildo for ten minutes before bringing her down.’

Ms Ambrose nods in a cool businesslike manner, and then the two women struggle to position the now frantically wriggling blonde beauty over the curved vibrator head of the pole.

Eventually they manage to get her over the top of the pole and then pull her legs down towards the shackles. Ms Gillette, grappling with a struggling leg, manages to slip the rubber shackle over Myriam’s elegant testing high-heeled shoe and then around her ankle. This has the effect of completely undermining a co-ordinated resistance and, within a few seconds, Ms Ambrose has secured the other ankle.

We watch, astonished and dreadfully aroused, as Myriam begins her terrible torment.

As soon as she is shackled, the two women step back to view the results of their kinky handiwork. Initially, Myriam manages to stand on tiptoe, so that her shaven and very wet sex, which is exposed via a be-frilled slit in the gusset of the body stocking, only brushes against the tip of the vibrator. But this puts a very significant pressure on her thigh muscles, and then the vibrator begins to buzz angrily, a high-pitched electrical shrill that fills the room with a sense of impending defeat. Poor Myriam’s sex continues to brush dangerously close to the vibrator, thus ensuring that it is teased and tickled by the buzzing curved head. Sweat pours from her straining face and her eyes are wild with horror-framed panic. She squeals and wiggles. But the more she struggles, the closer her sex comes to the fiendish eager head.

Then she is forced to relax her thigh muscles and the whole of her body weight forces her sex down onto the head of the vibrator. It slips deep inside her without the slightest resistance. And then she is held fast and helpless and her squeals of fear and anger quickly dim. Indeed, despite her obviously heartfelt attempts at resistance, it is all too apparent that she is overwhelmed by the erotic ministrations of the vibrator.

A cruel excited smile crosses Ms Gillette’s full cherry-red lips, and it is clear that Ms Ambrose is highly aroused by the sado-erotic spectacle of the lovely Myriam’s just desserts.

Ms Gillette takes a vibrator control from a pocket in her jacket and points it at Myriam’s plump, perfectly formed and tightly nylon-wrapped backside. She turns the control dial and the French beauty releases a high-pitched squeal of shock and even deeper sexual distress. Immediately it is clear that an anal vibrator is adding to the considerable torment of the one now buzzing away furiously inside her soaking cunt. Ms Ambrose, a distracted glaze in her beautiful emerald eyes, comes over to the pen and looks down on us, a goddess beholding her deliciously perverse creation.

‘Myriam will remain with you for the rest of the day. A little bit of performance art to enhance your pleasure.’

Then she looks over at her wiggling moaning son and her eyes widen with cruel passion.

‘As you can see,’ she says, addressing me, ‘Rupert is not restrained and is considerably excited. If he comes during this little meeting of sissy souls, then I am afraid he will be punished. This punishment will take four forms: his sex will be dyed hot-pink with a long-life body paint (an intervention I believe you have already experienced), a pin-lined restrainer will be fitted, as will a suitably powerful anal stimulator. Then, he will be permanently sissified.’

Poor Rupert shakes his head furiously as his fate is laid out. I look at him and find myself lost in his sensual distress. The more he struggles and squeals, the more beautiful he appears. It is clear he is, in almost every way, an ideal candidate for sissification; and it is also clear that his mother intends to ensure that he quickly enters the ranks of the Bigger Picture she-male army!

Then she kisses us both on our bonneted heads and leaves us to our desperate pleasures. She and Ms Gillette observe poor Myriam’s sufferings for a few more minutes and then, hand in hand, they leave the room. As the Nursery door is locked, I see a look of sudden and painful realisation in Rupert’s beautiful eyes: his mother and Ms Gillette are rather more than good friends! And then there is a sudden flash of jealous anger. Yet this fades as his eyes lock once again with mine.

For the next twenty minutes, Rupert fights the inevitable with a brave but futile determination. He wiggles and moans. His eyes flitter between poor struggling whimpering Myriam and me. Our cocks continue to brush together and the dreadful power of this intimate, strict and very mutual bondage begins to take its toll. On more than one occasion, I watch him try very desperately to shake off his furious sexual arousal. But all such efforts are pointless. The pure soul-crushing pleasure he receives from this elaborate sissification and from his previous costume are all too evident. His attraction to his mother and her wicked ways are also blatantly obvious. Despite his protests, he is enjoying every second of his ongoing and developing humiliation. And I know this is why, ultimately, he will not fight the huge orgasm that is brewing as we wiggle and moan helplessly in the soft yet unyielding confines of the Nursery.

Myriam’s suffering – our dark entertainment – continues to provide a regular distraction. It is clear that she is being driven quite insane by the multiple vibrator attack. Her nylon-sheathed thighs quickly become soaked in sex juice, and it is obvious she is experiencing regular and very powerful orgasms. Every five or ten minutes, her already rigidly secured body stiffens violently and her eyes widen even further. A slight extremely well-stifled moan of utter ecstasy betrays her primal pleasure, and then the round of helpless stimulation and angry arousal begins again.

The Nursery is filled with the strange sounds of this great perversion: the muffled squeals of pleasure from Myriam, the helpless moaning of Rupert and my own whimpers of intense and deeply frustrated desire. I stare down at Rupert’s large delicately covered cock and feel a dreadful sense of envy. The stocking so erotically enveloping his sex provides him with the profound freedom of orgasm. The constantly teasing and ever-present Senso restrainer imprisoning my own sex denies any possibility of sexual release. Rupert watches me watching his increasing angry tumescence and then our eyes meet. I imagine our future together in the way I had once imagined my future with the gorgeous buxom Pansy. Then I find myself thinking once again about my first true sissy love and how fate has conspired to pull us apart. I wonder what she is doing now, how she is surviving in the new cruel regime of the Radicals. I remember our delicate but intense lovemaking, the pleasures we found so easily in our transformed sissy forms. I remember her large ultra-sensitive breasts and her helpless cries of animal joy as I covered them in delicate sissy kisses. I remember her modestly sized but beautiful cock, of sucking it gently to eruption, of tasting her hot salty cum. Yes, how much I miss her!

Then my cock is tugged much harder and I am dragged from sensual daydreaming by the fierce damning orgasm that Rupert has been so uselessly resisting. His body jerks madly, every muscle stiffens; his eyes widen with terminal sex shock; he releases a series of desperate dark animal squeals into the fat panty gag held so effectively in place by the broad thick strip of plaster. Then, as his pelvis thrusts instinctively forward, his cock unloads thick creamy cum into the stocking and, within a few seconds, a grey-white head of spunk has soaked through the sheer nylon surface.

As he comes, he must know the price he will pay: that his cock will be painted with a hot-pink long-life dye, a most terrible and intimate feminisation; that, following his awful ordeal, it will be wrapped in pin-lined Senso rubber, making every helpless angry erection a torment that will constantly test the barrier between pain and pleasure; that his arse will be filled with an SMC anal vibrator and trained for one simple purpose: the creation of a central locus of sexual pleasure in the back passage – the core ecstatic damnation of the sissy. And then he will become she – he will be permanently sissified, kept in sissy dresses, in the sheerest hose, in the prettiest panties; then she will be subjected to the shocking and inescapable physical transformations demanded by the Bigger Picture, including the creation of a pair of large ultra-sensitive and always very beautiful breasts. Yes, I can see in his sobering eyes that he is fully aware of the consequences of this helpless coming. Yet even as the semen drips from the head of his stockinged sex onto the rubber floor of the playpen, I can see something else: a continuing arousal, a clear and confident excitement. Our eyes meet and I see something else: the true depth of his attraction to me and his even deeper desire for his spectacular sissy fate.
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Pansy and Petal have been allocated to the laundry room, the huge rectangular space where the clothes and associated attire of the mistresses and sissies of the SMC HQ are cleaned and ironed day in day out, from 8.00 a.m. to 12 midnight. Each laundry shift lasts four hours. They have relieved an exhausted Christina and a clearly aroused Annette.

As Annette brushes past Pansy, they exchange a strange look of recognition and desire. To Pansy’s great surprise, TSC has revitalised the lovely redhead. She had expected the terrible finality of the changing to produce a defeated and depressed sissy soul who would be an object of pity and disquiet. Yet Annette is buoyant, happy and, it would seem, constantly excited. Pansy knows that vibrators buzz at low pleasure mode in both her arse and her new ultra-sensitive cunt, but her arousal is something deeper – it is desire framed by love and acceptance, plus the secret knowledge of something important and very good.

It is 8.00 p.m. Normally, they would remain here until midnight then return to their room. But tonight will be different; for earlier, Pansy had been summoned to Ms Blakemore’s quarters to pick up her dirty washing, a chore that had quickly exploded into a wonderful sexual adventure.

She had arrived at the dusky angel’s room at just after 7.00 p.m. Ms Blakemore had unleashed her warmest sexiest smile and ushered her into the main living area.

Pansy had been prepared to be impressed by the great buxom beauty, but the ample vision that had confronted her was beyond even her wildest dreams. And equally surprising had been the presence of Mistress Helen. Ms Blakemore was dressed in a silk dressing gown that covered her chocolate-coloured and very ample form like a layer of shimmering white paint. It was very short, running down to the middle of her thighs to reveal her long perfectly formed legs sheathed in white nylon stockings held in place by elegant white lace garters. On her feet were a pair of three-inch-high stiletto-heeled silver slippers. The gown was stretched very tightly against her large beautifully formed breasts, yet it was also open slightly to reveal the dark space between these marvellous orbs. Her long erect nipples were pressed against the silk surface of the gown. Through a gap at the bottom of the gown it was possible to see that she was wearing a pair of white silk panties, with elegantly frilled edges. Her hair was released from its usual businesslike bun and flowed down against her silken shoulders in thick glossy waves.

‘Just in time,’ she had whispered, her eyes filled with wicked intent. ‘Come in.’

Pansy had curtsied deeply and followed this spectacular and much-loved mistress into the intimacy of her private quarters, her eyes pinned helplessly to Ms Blakemore’s considerable and very beautiful backside as it wiggled inside its soft silk prison. Mistress Helen, dressed in a pink semi-transparent nightdress, matching nylon stockings and very high-heeled slippers, was sitting on the sofa, her eyes filled with desire and a strange form of relief.

Pansy was dressed in a white sissy maid’s dress made from silk and satin, a white silk pinafore and white, very sheer nylon tights. Her feet in five-inch-high white patent leather ankles boots, her hands sealed in glacé gloves, her thick blonde hair tied in a tight bun with a white silk ribbon, she was a vision of sissy innocence and beauty. Her large breasts strained against the erotic tightness of the uniform and, as she tottered forward on the heels, her petite backside swayed with a helpless eroticism and her bosom bounced with girlish enthusiasm.

‘You must be missing Shelly,’ Ms Blakemore had said, walking over to a very large plastic washing basket filled with panties and tights, a basket Pansy’s pretty blue eyes had quickly fastened onto.

‘Yes, Mistress, very much.’

Ms Blakemore had smiled warmly and turned to face the sissy beauty.

‘Come here, my pretty daisy.’

Pansy had tottered forward.

‘Sit with us.’

She had sat down between the two beautiful buxom mistresses on the leather sofa.

‘These are very challenging times, Pansy. For us all.’

Pansy had nodded, her eyes moving quickly between the washing basket, Ms Blakemore’s breasts and the long pink-stockinged legs of Mistress Helen. As Ms Blakemore had sat down, the silk gown had slipped even further open and the tormented sissy had had a very good view of one of Ms Blakemore’s titanic tits, a display that was, she knew, far from accidental.

Ms Blakemore’s musk perfume had tormented Pansy’s girlish nostrils. The sissy’s eyes fed on the buxom beauty’s astonishing form with a starving man’s desperation. Her sex had strained angrily and pointlessly against the wicked sensual Senso restrainer. Her own considerable chest rose and fell desperately as her heart had pounded with a furious unyielding desire.

‘Shelly betrayed the Bigger Picture on one level. We all accept that.’

Again, Pansy had nodded weakly, very uncertain of where this conversation was going, and nervous about the dreamy look filling Mistress Helen’s honey-brown eyes.

‘Yet she was also a victim of wicked women. Particularly Mistress Anne. And she, ultimately, was punished as well.’

Pansy had looked up at Ms Blakemore with surprise.

‘Yes, I know. Strong words. But I really do think the Radical perspective is quite warped. They’ve got it all wrong.’

Pansy was now very obviously astonished, especially given the presence of an apparently totally indifferent Mistress Helen!

‘But, Mistress,’ she had whispered, her eyes darting towards Mistress Helen, ‘how can you say that and be . . .’

Ms Blakemore had smiled. ‘And be a supporter of Helen?’

Again, very nervously, Pansy had nodded.

‘I am a supporter of Helen, Pansy. We have had our differences, but now they are behind us. Helen has reconsidered her positioned and has decided to support the Moderate cause. She knows I was instrumental in the removal of Anne and the escape of Shelly and Myriam. She also has approved the removal of Mistresses Céline and Sophie.’

Pansy had felt a cold fear wash over her beautiful sissy body. Her thighs clenched together and the anal plug, a permanent companion for all SMC sissies, had pushed deeper into her always-accommodating arse.

‘I don’t know what to say,’ Pansy had whispered.

‘You don’t have to say anything. In the next twenty-four hours everything will change back to the way it was before Helen lost her way. And once things are back on course, then we can proceed confidently with our great plans for the Femocracy. And tonight, after the laundry session, I want you to bring Petal here. I have a little celebration in mind.’

Pansy had nodded and a slightly sly look entered her eyes. ‘A celebration?’

Ms Blakemore had smiled. ‘Yes, just the four of us. You, Petal, Helen and myself. And if you’re very good, we’ll even release you both from your restrainers.’

Pansy’s blushes had barely disguised her immediate and very powerful arousal. Like many of the other SMC sissies, she has a very deep and sexual crush on the gorgeous buxom Ms Blakemore. Her attentions are indeed often intimate. The walls of her quarters are covered in superbly crafted pictures of all the sissies in various states of distress, humiliation and absolute submission, pictures created by the beautiful mistress, who has a genuine and profound artistic gift. Pansy herself has been sealed on more than one occasion inside the pleasure machine hidden inside of the wall of Ms Blakemore’s bedroom, and here she has discovered the true depth of her helpless and relentless masochism. She has also been treated on one particularly amazing occasion to a prolonged and ultra-eroticised suckling on the dusky beauty’s generous and very lovely bosom. Yet never had Ms Blakemore personally overseen an actual release of her cock from the restrainer.

Ms Blakemore’s smile had progressed into a light teasing laugh.

‘You need to take the wash basket down to the Laundry for me, Pansy. It’s mainly our tights and panties tonight.’

Pansy had looked at the overflowing basket with a fetishist’s helpless passion and then up at the gorgeous countenance of this supreme beloved mistress.

‘I’d better add these as well.’

Then, to Pansy’s utter astonishment, Ms Blakemore had risen from the sofa, slipped the dressing gown down over her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. She had turned to face Pansy, whose eyes were wide and whose mouth was open with a profound and aroused surprise.

Ms Blakemore had then very teasingly slid the panties down to her stockinged knees and allowed them to fall to the floor.

Struck dumb and rigid by the astonishing spectacle of Ms Blakemore naked except for the stockings and slippers, Pansy had found it very hard to respond when the generously proportioned beauty had ordered her to pick the panties up and add them to the pile in the wash basket.

‘Hurry up, Pansy.’

Although soft-voiced, there had been real menace in Ms Blakemore’s second command and the sissy had obeyed instantly, grabbing the warm scented panties from the floor and dropping them into the basket before picking up the basket and turning to face her stunning exposed mistress.

‘Now, go about your business. And we’ll see you later.’

Pansy had performed a quick bob curtsey and then began to totter as sweetly and sexily as possible from the room. And as she had reached the door, Ms Blakemore called her back.

‘Don’t forget: you and Petal, at midnight.’

Pansy had curtsied again and, after feasting her eyes one last time on Ms Blakemore’s amazing nakedness, she had turned and slipped through the door out into the corridor.

And now she is standing before the lovely doe-eyed Petal, still holding the basket of Ms Blakemore and Mistress Helen’s secret delights. She smiles at Petal and puts the basket down on the floor.

‘Is this your first time in the Laundry?’

Petal nods weakly and whispers a nervous ‘yes’. Her eyes are filled with a tense anticipation hiding rather unsuccessfully an obvious desire. She is still remembering Pansy’s teasing words when she had tied her so tightly the other night. Pansy regards Petal very carefully. She is without doubt the most beautiful sissy she has come across since the much-missed Shelly. So naturally feminine, despite her pre-transformation flat chest, so elegant and calm in her posture and presentation. Yes: a natural.

Tonight she is wearing a very short pink trainee dress of shimmering satin, covered in a white silk and heavily frilled bib-apron. Her long statuesque legs are sheathed in very sheer pink nylon tights and her feet are erotically sealed in pink patent leather ankle boots with five-inch stiletto heels. She is wearing white glacé gloves and her thick hair is bound in a fat bun with a wide pink silk ribbon. Her eyes seem to glow with erotic intent in the soft light of the Laundry. Yes: there is an almost deliberate sexual tease in every facet of her expert feminisation that seems to come not from the fact of her changing, but from the depths of an already ultra-feminine soul.

‘There’s loads to do, as usual. But it’s really quite fun. And when we’ve finished . . . well, there’s something even more exciting planned.’

Petal’s quizzical expression inspires Pansy to unleash a dazzling and teasing smile.

‘Ms Blakemore wants to see us in her quarters, with Mistress Helen.’

Petal’s eyes light up with an instant arousal. ‘Really?’

It is the first time Pansy has heard the new sissy’s voice. Pre-transformation, it is the voice of a young man, yet even this is framed with the care and felicity of a girl, and added to the slender elegant form and the striking sissy attire, its impact is very exciting.

Pansy nods and then leads Petal to the row of washing machines and tumble driers that dominate the Laundry. Three large baskets of elegant and kinky attire have already been left for their attention and Pansy makes a point of extracting a pair of Mistress Helen’s favourite cream-coloured silk panties.

‘Aren’t they lovely?’ she says, holding them open like an exposed summer flower so that the damp gusset is exposed. ‘They belong to Mistress Helen. And they’re very wet.’

Petal stares at them in astonishment, her eyes fixed on the elegant flower patterns that run through the panties like barely perceptible veins.

‘This is the not so secret pleasure of the Laundry, Petal. This is why we like working here so very much.’

She then steps forward and presses the gusset against Petal’s nose, so that the lovely trainee sissy can breathe in these most intimate and erotic of Mistress Helen’s very personal fumes.

After about thirty seconds, Pansy pulls the panties away and she knows a fundamental moment is upon them. Petal stares at Pansy in shock and then they are suddenly in each other’s arms. The first kiss is clumsy and hard, filled with a desperate passion. Pansy can taste Mistress Helen’s sex on her new lover’s lips and her sex begs for freedom inside its tight constantly teasing Senso restrainer. She knows that poor Petal’s cock is also begging for an impossible mercy.

It is Petal who pulls away, finally. ‘I’m sorry,’ she whispers.

Pansy laughs. ‘There’s no need to be sorry, my love. This is all part of your training. Sissy love is part of our destiny. Don’t apologise . . . embrace it!’

They kiss again. This time softer, with more care. Then it is Pansy’s turn to part them.

‘We’ll have plenty of time later, Petal. Now we have to work. We need to wash this lot and start ironing the stuff in the driers. Have you ironed before?’

Petal gives Pansy a deeply concerned look and shakes her head.

‘Well, in that case I’ll just have to show you. But you’ll have to concentrate. Any mistakes later and I’ll personally give you a sound spanking.’

Petal’s eyes widen with an obvious pleasure at the thought of being spanked by the lovely Pansy.

‘Well,’ Pansy then says, her smile widening, ‘maybe I’ll spank you anyway.’

The next hour is spent working together on washing, drying and ironing the clothes of mistresses and sissies, a deeply pleasurable experience for both Pansy – who has always loved working in the Laundry – and for Petal – who finds the closeness to her new mistresses’ attire incredibly arousing. This, combined with the presence of the gorgeous teasing Pansy, creates an atmosphere of joyous sexual stimulation. Her sex, always so hard since her arrival at the SMC, is now stretching with a terrible but also enjoyable desperation against its tight delightfully unforgiving restrainer.

As they work, Pansy cannot help quizzing Petal about her past.

‘Did you dress up before you were sent here?’ she asks, once Petal has quickly come to terms with the techniques demanded to iron the wide variety of materials that make up the mistresses’ elegant and deeply sensual attire. For a moment there is an element of suspicion in Petal’s eyes. The question is sudden and might appear weighted with some secret intention. But there is only honest curiosity in Pansy’s lovely sissy eyes.

‘Not really. But I was always interested.’

‘Interested?’

‘In my mother’s clothes. In her . . . style. She’s very beautiful and elegant. She’s always dressed so very carefully. And after my father left . . . well, it was one of the things I found always got to me. Not so much her, as feminine things and femininity. I was attracted to it in a way that was deeper and more intense than just a sexual desire for a woman. And it worried me . . . terribly. And I fought it. I tried to react against it. And that’s when everything began to fall apart. When all the behaviour issues started. And I suppose that’s why I ended up here. Which is a bit ironic.’

‘But you like it here?’

Petal looks at Pansy and smiles. ‘Yes. As soon as I saw what was going to happen, I knew I could never resist. It was, in many ways, my fantasies made reality.’

Pansy smiles in agreement. Yes: fantasy made reality. For her, and for Shelly, this is the arena of the realisation of dreams. She stares at the lovely trainee sissy and sees a true sister. She imagines Petal transformed, with wide curving hips, a soft girl’s voice and large perfectly shaped breasts. She feels her sex stir and then imagines making love to Petal, making gentle extended sissy love to this gorgeous helplessly feminine creature.

Then they return eagerly to their labour, caring for this fetishistic cornucopia. They work and, periodically, they talk, exchanging fantasies and stories from their pasts. Pansy tells Petal all about her guardian, the strict beautiful Ms Hartley. Never a feminiser, she had, however, been a striking image of dominant womanhood. A tall slender and intellectually tough woman who had not been averse to using intimately physical punishments on her charge, including hard and prolonged spankings that had awakened a deep-rooted and long-hidden masochism. Indeed, she was still applying an ivory-handled hairbrush with grim determination when she – then he – was fifteen, and distinctly remembers the first time her helpless and rather angry erection had pressed hungrily through her – his – trousers into the soft warm fabric of sheer black nylon that so elegantly and erotically imprisoned Ms Hartley’s muscled and very strong thighs. Yes, Ms Hartley had known her charge was both attracted to her and betraying the earlier signs of a sissy. And it had been so simple, once she – as Dominic – had met Shelly, who was then Michael. Yes, their feminisation, overseen by Shelly’s gorgeous Aunt Jane, had been embraced and eagerly developed by Ms Hartley, a fact that had never been particularly surprising.

By 11.45 p.m., the two sissies are tired, but deeply aroused and very expectant. They have completed their allotted work early and taken their time with the final folding and stacking of undies. Petal runs her hands gently over a pair of very fine, 10-denier tights of black nylon and marvels at the slender delicate precision of the design and the terribly immediate impact of this most erotic of fabrics.

‘It’s time to go,’ Pansy says, taking the lovely stunned she-male beauty by the hand.

Pansy leads Petal from the Laundry, up into the main house and then up to the door of Ms Blakemore’s elegant quarters. Their always-testing high heels have accompanied this deeply exciting and anticipatory journey with a percussive symphony of echoing clicks and cuts, and now, as they stand before the door, Pansy feels her heart speed up with a fierce sexual excitement.

Pansy knocks on the door nervously and almost immediately Ms Blakemore’s voice – clear, confident, but never harsh – bids them enter. The two lovely apprehensive sissies stare at each other and smile. Pansy opens the door and enters. Petal quickly follows her.

Ms Blakemore is sitting on a large black leather sofa in the middle of the main living room. Sitting next to her is Mistress Helen.

‘Punctual as ever,’ the gorgeous mistress whispers.

Ms Blakemore is now dressed in the tight white uniform that has become the symbol of her role and of her tremendous sexual power. Within the SMC, there is no more popular mistress than Ms Blakemore. And perhaps there is none more powerful: for she has come, in her actions and approach to the training of sissies, to symbolise the Moderate cause. Yet she remains a favourite – if not the Favourite – of Mistress Helen. It is a thin and very dangerous line that she walks, and it is perhaps even more surprising that she walks it with such ease, a fact made clear by the presence of the strangely subdued but apparently very happy Helen at her side.

Ms Blakemore’s uniform dress is made from a strange durable silk that clings to her body like a fresh layer of fetishistic skin, revealing every inch of her superbly ample form in a deeply provocative and fiercely sexual manner. The skirt runs to just above her knees and reveals the rest of her long perfectly formed legs sheathed in semi-opaque white nylon. She is wearing five-inch stiletto-heeled court shoes of white patent leather that glisten erotically in the bright office light. Her hair is tied in a tight and exact bun by a thick white silk ribbon, and her lips sparkle a glossy blood red. Yes: she is the perfect mistress.

Mistress Helen is dressed in a tight black sweater, a simple knee-length black cotton skirt, very sheer black nylon tights and a pair of three- or four-inch stiletto-heeled mules. Her gleaming, always beautiful brown hair is bound in a tight bun. The sweater presents her very large, perfectly shaped breasts to a dreadfully erotic perfection and both pretty sex-maddened sissies fight to drag their eyes away from them.

‘Have you been behaving yourselves?’ Ms Blakemore asks, her eyes twinkling with a teasing rebuke, clearly aware of the state both she-male beauties are in.

For a moment the sissies look confused, but then guilty smiles cross their faces as they remember the long desperate kisses of a few hours before.

‘Obviously not,’ Ms Blakemore says, her own smile widening with irony and excitement perfectly mixed. ‘So before we begin, I think punishments are in order.’

Petal’s eyes widen with sudden doubt, but in Pansy’s pretty blue eyes there are only the flames of a dreadful and ever more powerful sexual excitement.

‘Take these and tie Petal up. Now.’

Ms Blakemore throws four lengths of standard white rubber-coated cording across the table. Pansy bob curtsies and then minces forward to the edge of the table, takes up the cording and turns to a worried-looking Petal.

The smile on Pansy’s face is ambiguous enough for Petal’s concern to increase significantly as the she-male steps up to the gorgeous nervous trainee and tells her, in a gentle but slightly sinister voice, to place her hands behind her back with her wrists crossed. Petal hesitates and looks over at the stunning visage of Ms Blakemore.

‘Do as you’re told,’ she says, her voice calm, careful and threatening.

Petal nods weakly and obeys; and as Pansy tightly secures her wrists with the first cord, she feels a jolt of pure masochistic pleasure shake her sissy form. Her cock strains and a helpless gasp of pleasure slips from her painted lips. Then she feels a hand slip between her legs and the gasp becomes a terrible needful moan.

‘Just tie her, Pansy. You can play later.’

Ms Blakemore’s voice cuts through this strangely ambivalent moment of dark sissy passion. Petal’s moans of pleasure are then transformed into slight but real cries of pain as Pansy proceeds to bind her elbows very tightly together and then set to work on her delicately hosed and beautifully shaped legs, securing her rapidly and quite inescapably.

Once her ankles and knees are tied tightly together, Petal is made, under Ms Blakemore’s further instruction and Pansy’s careful supervision, to hop forward so that she is directly before Ms Blakemore.

‘Gag her with this,’ Ms Blakemore says, holding up a fat pink rubber ball gag fixed to thick leather strapping.

Pansy totters forward, performs a furiously sexy bob curtsey and quickly obliges, taking the ball gag from Ms Blakemore and forcing the surprisingly soft oral intruder into Petal’s mouth with a roughness that is both shocking and arousing.

Once the gag is buckled in place, poor Petal’s eyes are wide with fear and the strain the width of the rubber ball is placing on her mouth and jaw. And as tears of discomfort begin to well up in Petal’s eyes, Pansy is summoned over to Mistress Helen.

‘Over my knee,’ she says, her voice firm but also paradoxically mellow, the light in her beautiful eyes betraying a deep dark sexual arousal.

The lovely doe-eyed sissy obeys without a microsecond of hesitation, carefully lowering herself face down over Mistress Helen’s broad lap, her eyes wide with arousal and trepidation.

Soon she finds herself held firmly over Mistress Helen’s skirted and hosed knees, a sense of ecstatic helplessness washing over her as the wide skirt of the dress is pulled up and her heavily be-frilled white silk panties exposed. Then there is a swift hard whack. A flat-handled hairbrush, taken from the space between Ms Blakemore and Mistress Helen, bounces off Pansy’s soft pert bottom after a single echoing spank and the pretty sissified she-male lets out a yelp of shock and pain. Yet before she can adjust to the explosive surprise of the first blow, a second follows, then a third. Mistress Helen delivers the spanking with a mechanical precision and within less than a minute poor Pansy has received twelve cruel strokes of the hairbrush on her buttocks and upper thighs, leaving her gasping and sobbing and begging for mercy.

Petal watches and listens. The sound of the angry slaps – ivory colliding with silk and nylon-sheathed sissy flesh – echoes across the beautiful room. Her sex expands in its tight Senso rubber restrainer and begs uselessly for release. She moans desperately into the fat rubber ball gag and strains against her tight expertly secured bondage.

Then, suddenly, it is over. Mistress Helen pushes Pansy off her gorgeous lap and the sissy staggers back to her feet, her bottom on fire, tears trickling from her pretty blue eyes, her cock rock-hard. Then Petal realises a simple fact: they are being deliberately stimulated, prepared for a much more ingenious and perverse test.

This insight is suddenly made fact when Ms Blakemore orders Pansy and Petal into the bedroom. Petal looks at the stunning black beauty with frightened worried eyes.

‘I suggest you hop, my pretty bunny.’

Mistress Helen and Ms Blakemore rise from the sofa and follow the two sissies into the huge bedroom, poor Petal bouncing precariously forward on tiny hops, her balance always micro-seconds away from complete failure.

In the bedroom, the sissies are ordered to stand before the large silken-sheeted oval bed that only hours before had been the scene of Mistress Helen’s seduction.

‘When I ordered you here,’ Ms Blakemore says, ‘I told you it was to celebrate. The question is: what are we celebrating?’

Through tear-stained eyes, Pansy reveals confusion and arousal.

‘We are celebrating a return to normality,’ Ms Blakemore explains. ‘Thus the victory of the Moderate cause. Or at least the beginning of a victory.’

Pansy’s curious gaze inspires a further amused smile.

‘Helen and I have spent a few hours talking over exactly where we need to go. I have managed to persuade her that Radicalism is a dead end. She accepts that she has been led astray by a few foolish arrogant individuals. The answer to the problem of the male cannot be found in the destruction of desire, but in its manipulation and control. Our achievements are evidence of this.’

Helen smiles with a slight embarrassment and she nods sagely, her eyes filled with her helpless love for the stunning regal Ms Blakemore.

‘Tomorrow, Helen will formally hand over leadership of the Bigger Picture to me. She will retain responsibility for the SMC business operations, but I will have overall responsibility for the political direction from now on. There will be a few battles ahead. The Radicals still have significant support in certain parts of France and the US and this will need to be dealt with. But we have neutralised their leaders, so I am optimistic we can make quick progress. The formal announcement will be made at a special meeting of the executive group at the Ambrose School, a facility that has recently affiliated to the Bigger Picture. We will leave at dawn and you two, plus Christina and Annette, will travel with us.’

The two sissies stare at their beautiful mistresses and then at each other in total amazement.

‘But now, I think we need some light relief. Especially for poor Helen. She’s had a hard day and I’ve promised her some fun.’

Ms Blakemore then turns her startling heart-stopping eyes upon Pansy.

‘Now strip. Take off everything. Down to the restrainer.’

Petal watches, amazed and furiously aroused in her tight intimately erotic bondage as Pansy obeys Ms Blakemore’s surprising and exciting order. And as Pansy undresses, her sobs lessen and the tears dry. She strips away the vital garments of total sissification with a delicate grace, with the naturalness of the Geisha, the exact geometric care of the ballet dancer. It is, finally, an affirmation of the art of being at the heart of all sissy life.

This ballet of undressing is a truly complex affair, an erotic process designed to make the difficult process of removing the intricate layers of beautiful sissy attire look perfectly natural, even easy. And the fact that Pansy achieves an impression of artless effort is a testimony to the genius of her training, the genius of the Bigger Picture.

Then she is standing before Ms Blakemore quite naked, her clothes in a neat pile on the floor, her arms at her sides, her long hard cock rising up before her in its devilishly unyielding and rather lovely pink Senso rubber prison, her exquisitely formed buttocks glowing a warm clearly painful cherry red.

Ms Blakemore studies her sissy slave with a careful, even clinical eye, observing the perfection of her design, studying a work of art she created, art as real and legitimate as the sado-erotic drawings on the wall. Yes, Petal understands this too: that in many ways Ms Blakemore is their creator, that her scientific and artistic genius has given birth to the erotic truth of the sissy form they all now share with such pride and helpless arousal.

‘Now untie Petal and strip her as well.’

Pansy looks at Ms Blakemore with confused and aroused eyes.

‘Just do as I say, Pansy.’

Pansy performs a tiny bob curtsey and turns to face the lovely terribly excited Petal.

Pansy helps Petal to her feet and turns her to face the wall. Petal finds herself looking directly at a picture on the opposite wall, a picture of Shelly dressed in a white leather basque, matching nylon stockings and pink leather ankle boots with ferocious six-inch-high heels. She is without a bra and her large pale-rose breasts struggle under the weight of two oval-shaped metal weights that have been attached to her long hard nipples by painful-looking crocodile clips. Thick white tape seals her lips and her arms are lashed tightly behind her back. She wears no panties, and her restrained cock rises up from between her legs like a pink sword of ultimate frustration. There is both pain and dreadful need in her wide eyes. She is utterly gorgeous and Petal, who has seen other pictures of her drawn by Ms Blakemore, wishes so very much that one day they will meet.

Pansy quickly removes the cording binding Petal, but, at Ms Blakemore’s instruction, leaves the fat mouth-stretching ball gag in place. She then sets about removing the wondrously intricate pink silk dress and the pinafore tied so tightly over it. Petal quivers with kittenish pleasure as the dress is pulled down over her shoulders and body to reveal the tight corseting that is at the heart of the junior’s always-testing training. Her heavily be-frilled white silk panties quickly follow the dress and pinafore, leaving her pink rubber control panties, against which her long hard cock is revealed in stark outline.

Petal is made to sit on the bed and watch as Pansy kneels before her and leans forward to remove her white nylon tights. As she peels them down over her waist and upper thighs, her generous tits brush against Petal’s knees and the younger novice sissy moans with an irresistible pleasure.

Once the tights have been pulled free, Pansy, still on her knees, shuffles forward and then gently eases the rubber panties over Petal’s sex and slips them down her legs to her ankles. Petal’s rubber-imprisoned sex pops up before her, a pink sex-in-the-box propelled by the high-octane fuel of an angry sexual frustration. Pansy stares at the sex for a few tormented moments and then helps Petal step out of the panties. And then she is as naked as Pansy, who gracefully rises to her feet. They stand face to face and their sexes brush together as Pansy adjusts her position slightly. Then Ms Blakemore steps forward and, to Pansy’s surprise, quickly pops a ball gag that exactly matches Petal’s into her mouth and straps it tightly in place.

Pansy’s eyes widen and she squeals with a familiar mixture of fear and arousal.

‘Put your hands behind your back,’ Ms Blakemore orders Pansy.

Puzzled, she obeys, and then her arms are tightly resecured at the wrists and elbows with the white nylon cording. Petal is then made to do the same and she too is quickly retied by the gorgeous dominatrix.

Then Ms Blakemore takes a large pink plastic box from beneath the bed and places it upon the rubber-wrapped mattress. She removes the lid and extracts a pink Senso nylon body glove. It is essentially a single-legged armless body stocking designed for the tight and highly erotic imprisonment of sissies. She orders Pansy to sit on the mattress and carefully kneels down at the sissy’s small girlish pink toe-nailed feet before sliding the delicate but surprisingly resilient material over them and up her long shapely and silky smooth legs.

Poor Pansy moans with a terrible pleasure as the Senso torments her ultra-sensitive skin. She wiggles with sex joy, her large breasts bounce furiously and poor Petal’s pretty eyes nearly pop out of her head!

The stocking is drawn up to the top of Pansy’s thighs and she is then ordered to stand so that it can continue its journey over her luscious she-male form. Then, finally, it is pulled into position around her neck and her marvellous pneumatic body is sealed in the soft highly teasing nylon material.

Ms Blakemore steps back and examines her latest creation. A cruel and ironic smile crosses her beautiful blood-red lips. She then steps forward and very quickly slips a hand into a be-frilled hole between Pansy’s legs and within seconds has somewhat roughly extracted Pansy’s large, desperate and very tightly restrained sex. Pansy squeals furiously and Petal watches in astonished excitement.

Once the pretty rubberised cock has been positioned to Ms Blakemore’s satisfaction, the SMC Matron extracts a second stocking from the box, this one a dark hot pink. Petal stares at it and immediately knows her fate. And within a few wondrous minutes, she too is tightly wrapped in the teasing caress of a Senso nylon body glove, her cock extracted and exposed, her eyes wide with shocked arousal, moans of profound sexual pleasure trickling past her large inescapable gag. Yet this is – of course – only the beginning!

For then Ms Blakemore extracts what at first looks like a very thick roll of white ribbon.

‘This is the latest creation of the SMC labs, my pretties: Senso ribbon tape.’

The sissies stare at the roll with excited concern.

‘It has all the properties of any Senso product. It also has the softness and subtlety of silk ribbon and the adhesive qualities of duct tape. This makes it more than prefect for sissy bondage and control.’

Ms Blakemore is soon – once again – on her hosed knees. She pulls a length of the ribbon tape from the roll and then spreads it very carefully around Pansy’s nylon-sheathed ankles.

Pansy stares down with amazement and trepidation as Ms Blakemore begins a process of sensual mummification, wrapping her legs in the tape from her ankles and up over her knees and then around her thighs. Soon her legs are sealed from her ankles right up to the edge of her rubber-sealed and exposed testicles. Ms Blakemore then tears the roll free and restarts the mummification just above the base of Pansy’s taught tormented cock. And, in a few minutes, the whole of the sissy’s shapely torso is also enveloped.

Pansy moans fearfully into the gag as her body is so intimately and erotically consumed by the Senso tape. Petal stares at the progressing mummification with astonished and aroused eyes. The two sissies exchange glances of desperate masochistic delight.

Once satisfied that Pansy is properly enveloped, the gorgeous Ms Blakemore hands the still substantial roll of tape over to Mistress Helen. The gorgeous, angrily excited Mistress, always an enthusiast for intricate and perverse sissy bondage, smiles in a distracted sex-fuelled manner and turns her attentions to Petal. The lovely novice offers no resistance as she too is cocooned in the thick, soft and tight tape. Indeed, as her mummification progresses, Petal’s well-gagged squeals of pleasure echo around the office, a confession of absolute and deeply desired submission to the wonderfully perverse imagination of this most impressive of mistresses.

Then she too is consumed and contained, a white angel of she-male desire, a living breathing sex toy parcelled up for the dark pleasures of her gorgeous buxom mistress. Ms Blakemore and Mistress Helen step back to admire their creations, their eyes filled with the careful consideration of the artist.

‘Very good,’ Mistress Helen whispers.

Then she puts the tape back in the box and extracts two white nylon stockings.

‘I added a little sex flavour to these, to keep you amused during the long night ahead.’

The sissies watch with wide, excited and slightly concerned eyes as she hands one to Ms Blakemore and they both proceed to stretch the sheer nylon over the sissies’ heads, plunging them into a world seen through an erotic filter of sheer white nylon. The damper part of the stockings are carefully positioned over each sissy’s nose and gagged mouth, these having been rubbed vigorously against the divine mistresses’ very wet sexes earlier in the day. And, as the odour of Ms Blakemore and Mistress Helen’s beautiful cunts begins to overwhelm Pansy, the stockings are pulled tightly into position.

She then helps an immobilised Pansy lie down on her back on the bed. She then repeats this process with Petal, positioning the sexy enveloped sissy so that she is laid out just a foot or so from the lovely highly agitated Pansy, leaving the two she-male beauties side by side staring up at the ceiling through erotically distorting filters of sheer white nylon.

While Ms Blakemore works to position her two pretty, perfect bondage sculptures, Mistress Helen extracts two more tools of dark sissy torment from the box. At first they appear to be two more ball gags, but closer examination reveals them to be bizarre, fiendishly clever strap-on dildoes, two long ribbed rubber cocks set on a thick curving rubber base attached to two lengths of thick pink leather strapping, one of which is fitted with a gold-coloured metal buckle.

Satisfied that the sissies are soundly and inescapably secured, Mistress Helen hands one of the strap-on dildoes to Ms Blakemore. The two buxom beauties then take up position on either side of the bed, so that they are standing a few feet from the sissies’ tightly stockinged heads. Mistress Helen leads the way by leaning forward and gently lifting Pansy’s nylon-sheathed head with a free hand. She then very carefully places the rubber base of the dildo over the curved rim of the fat ball gag filling the sissy’s mouth and pulls the strapping down the side of her head and behind it. Then, she manages to buckle the two straps tightly together so that the dildo is left rising from the front of the sissy’s head. Poor Pansy squeals her fear and discomfort, yet her rock-hard rubber-sealed cock confesses her ongoing and profound sexual arousal.

Ms Blakemore quickly repeats the fitting of the dildo with Petal, and then the two sissies are left cocooned and helpless on the bed, their restrained cocks swaying in a strange synchronisation with the long wicked-looking dildoes rising so obscenely and erotically from their expertly stopped mouths.

Their minds and bodies cry out for an immediate release in the way the drug addict begs for his next fix. Here, under the rigid and simple control of the SMC transformative process, they have been reduced to the purest, most helpless and absolute sex addicts. Yet here the high is orgasm, and it is always desperately desired yet hardly ever given. And tonight, despite Ms Blakemore’s earlier talk of a reward, it is – again – to be denied.

‘Not yet, my beauties,’ she whispers, as if reading their minds. ‘But soon. Very soon. Tonight you must suffer just a little bit more; your understanding of the power of the Moderate path must be forcefully reaffirmed. Then you will see how important it is to follow it to its inevitably ecstatic end, and thus to help us defeat the pointless cruelty of the Radical way.’

Pansy feels betrayal and astonishing admiration in equal measure. Poor Petal is merely confused and overwhelmed.

Then, from a pocket in her tight fetishistic uniform, the gorgeous Ms Blakemore extracts the infamous metal vibrator controller.

‘Full pleasure mode tonight, I think,’ she says, turning the dial to its maximum strength position.

Within seconds the sissies are facing the added challenge of the vibrators lodged deep inside their carefully trained backsides buzzing at full power. The impact is immediate and stunning. Despite the many months of training that Pansy has undergone, she is rarely subjected to the full caress of the powerful anal vibrators, and for Petal the impact of this new level of stimulation is quite astonishing.

Soon both the pretty, mummified, hooded sissies are squealing furiously into the fat rubber ball gags and wiggling with a helpless desperation. The high wailing electronic buzz of the vibrators fills the room with a strange alien ambience that is framed by the erratic harmonies of squeals, gasps and grunts.

Ms Blakemore then smiles gently at Mistress Helen.

‘There, all ready for us.’

Mistress Helen returns the smile, her eyes filled with a fierce sex need and genuine profound love.

‘I suggest we have a nice long shower together. That should get us just in the right mood. Then we can ride our little sissy horses until dawn.’

As the digital clock on her desk flicks to 1.00 a.m., Ms Blakemore takes Mistress Helen by the hand and leads her towards the en suite bathroom. Through the distorting nylon hoods of the sex-juice soaked stocking, the sissies’ eyes are wide with shock and a deep masochistic pleasure. They are lost inside their own desire in a way that only the biological male can be. And as they fall deeper into this pit of fundamental sex need, they know they are entering a level of absolute surrender to their true sissy destiny, a destiny that will involve them as key players in the forthcoming wider battle between the Moderate and Radical factions of the Bigger Picture.

Eventually, Ms Blakemore and Mistress Helen will return and lower their large beautiful bottoms onto the sissies’ softly wrapped faces; soon thick pungent sex juice will flood through the stocking hoods; soon their delicate heads will be locked in the vice-like grip of firm broad perfectly shaped thighs. In less than an hour Petal and Pansy will be nothing more than human sex toys. And both will be lost in an absolute sexual ecstasy no words can ever adequately express.
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It is the day after our great and bizarre adventure in the Nursery. Rupert has been returned to the control of Ms Ambrose after spending the entire evening locked in the playpen with me. During this time, he exploded angrily, furiously, ecstatically into the stocking sheath tied so cruelly over his sex at least five times, damning himself to full blown SMC sissification.

The plump emerald-eyed beauty Ms Ambrose had returned to the Nursery at what I assumed was the late evening. She had looked down at the pool of semen between us and the fresh spunk seeping from his nyloned cock and laughed.

‘The idea of being sissified obviously excites you, Rupert. Let’s see how excited you are when the girls see you in your new outfit.’

Rupert had looked up at his gorgeous ample mother with pleading eyes, his desire suddenly transformed into a terrible realisation.

‘Oh yes,’ she had teased, beginning to release him from this intimate ultra-kinky bondage, ‘I have no intention of leaving you here with Shelly. A new costume awaits back at the School, and I’m sure the girls will be highly amused by it.’

The poor sissy beauty had shaken his head and squealed for mercy. His beautiful mother had laughed at his discomfort and then hauled him, still tightly bound and gagged, from the pen. And as he had been led away, my eyes had been drawn helplessly once again to Ms Ambrose’s large shapely backside and her long nylon-enveloped legs.

Left alone in the pen, my eyes had returned to the continuing and highly erotic spectacle of poor gorgeous Myriam.

Throughout the five hours or so of this wondrous mind-bending ordeal, she had continued to suffer for our dark and inescapable entertainment. As we had wiggled and squealed in sissy bondage heaven, she had bounced helplessly on the end of the fiendish wicked pole vibrator. On occasion, I had managed to extract myself from the erotic bondage ballet with Rupert and look up at her erotically wobbling form. Her bouncing cruelly weighted breasts and wide, wide eyes, her extremely well-muffled squeals of equally balanced and virtually indistinguishable pain and pleasure: all of this told of the ambivalent torment that was driving her to the edge of sanity in a way that was proving far more effective than her earlier attempts to torture me!

Then Ms Gillette had returned. She had ignored me, but spent a lot of time studying the maddened form of lovely Myriam with sadistic sex-hungry eyes. She had whispered something in the French beauty’s ear and almost immediately a terror-streaked squeal was forced from her extremely well-gagged mouth. She had begun to shake her head furiously and then Ms Gillette had wheeled her from the room, her cruel laughter hanging in the air behind her like a threat of real and horrible violence. And then I had been alone. And that is how I stayed until Ms Gillette’s further return a few minutes ago.

I have slept well and long, despite being bound and gagged, and now the lovely cruel Ms Gillette is untying my arms.

‘It’s time for you to pay your sissy friend, Rupert, a little visit, and also to meet the ladies of the Ambrose Academy. Yes: a special treat for a very special occasion. There has been a very important development, my pretty sissy petal.’

I look into her eyes and moan helplessly. The thought of being paraded through a girls’ school in this babified state fills me with horror and an almost embarrassing desire. I also find myself wondering about ‘the very important development’.

‘You will need a bath and a change of outfit. As Myriam is currently tied up, I will supervise the preparations.’

I am helped to my bootied feet and know that I should take Ms Gillette’s comments regarding Myriam quite literally!

I sway precariously as I am helped from the pen. I shuffle weakly across the thickly carpeted floor of the Nursery towards the shelving that holds the vast array of tools employed so wickedly and enthusiastically in my babification. I am tired and stunned. The vibrator has buzzed deep inside me through the night, and my rubberised cock bounces exposed, hard and obscene beneath my scented petticoats. My eyes fall upon Ms Gillette’s form and I moan once again into my fat dummy gag. For the spectacle of this buxom blonde beauty is, in this moment of supreme and quite unbearable frustration, almost unbearable.

Ms Gillette is dressed in formal and deeply arousing attire. A very tight polo-necked white nylon sweater graces her splendid torso, a sweater that reveals her large firm bosom as a work of natural sex art, a perfect, exactly streamlined masterpiece of generous femininity. Pinned just above her left breast is a beautiful broach which sparkles in the soft, now quiet disorienting pink light of the Nursery. She is wearing a short black and white check skirt that reaches down to the middle of her beautifully formed thighs and reveals her long legs (which are sheathed in fine grey hose) to maximum effect. In this act of sensual revealing they are well aided by a pair of black leather court shoes with at least three-inch stiletto heels.

Her gorgeous honey-blonde hair is bound in a tight stern bun by a diamond-studded clasp and her full elegantly curved lips are painted a bloody cherry-red. Yes: she is stunningly beautiful, and I can only worship her with wide desperate very hungry eyes!

She leads me past the shelves towards a slightly hidden corner of the large room. Here I discover a frosted glass-panelled door. Ms Gillette opens it and leads me into a large pink-tiled room that seems to consist of a wide shower cubicle and a sink, above which is a glass-fronted medicine cabinet.

She guides me into the middle of the room and then helps me undress, removing the elaborate fetishistic layers of baby attire with a care that seems to fly very much in the face of her previously rough aggressive manner. Indeed, now that she is alone with me, her whole approach seems to have changed. At first, I feared that the jealously I had seen in her eyes before Aunt Jane left would be translated into some form of perverse cruelty. But as she removes my clothes, there is a rather shocking gentleness in her manner that is quickly confirmed by her voice.

‘I can see what she sees,’ she says, her voice filled with sexual tension. ‘I understand why she is drawn to you, Shelly. Why she loves you so much. But you must understand. I love her. I have always loved her.’

These words, delivered with a desperation that is shocking in its honesty, open up a whole new side of Ms Gillette’s personality. Suddenly she seems much younger, much softer. As she kneels to pull the startling baby girl dress down my body, her short skirt rides up her legs. My eyes focus on her exposed nylon-sheathed thighs, and she makes no effort to hide her incredibly beautiful body from me.

She helps me step out of the dress and then very quickly removes everything else, taking a special aroused care with the bra and gasping with a deep pleasure as my own large, almost perfect breasts are revealed.

‘Incredible,’ she whispers. ‘Utterly incredible.’

Then she does something that I find truly amazing: she leans forward and places a very soft kiss on my left breast. I feel an electric quiver of pure sexual joy spread across my sissified body and squeal with angry pleasure into the dummy gag. She then kisses my right breast. Then, much to my further disconcerted excitement, she very gently takes my breasts in her hands, as if weighing them. An ironic smile crosses her bloody lips and then she releases me from this tormenting study.

Within a few seconds I am naked except for the restrainer. Ms Gillette uses a controller taken from a pocket in her skirt to turn off the anal vibrator, and then, to my delighted surprise, after donning a pair of latex gloves, gently eases the tormentor from my stretched aching arse.

With the dummy gag still tied tightly in place, I am told to step into the shower cubicles. I curtsey my understanding and wiggle mince forward so that my body is placed directly beneath the wide silver shower head.

As I stand expectantly, Ms Gillette goes over to a plastic basket placed beneath the sink and extracts a long white rubber apron. She ties it to her highly impressive body and then returns, her high heels cracking sado-erotically against the shiny tiles and filling the room with the sound of a dark and cruel desire that makes my cock beg desperately for an impossible release.

Her beautiful sensual clothing protected by the long apron, which reaches down to her ankles, she then turns on the shower and I am immediately enveloped in a powerful jet of hot water and, within seconds, a thick cloud of steam.

I gasp with surprise into the gag and feel the water crash across my brilliantly feminised body. I am immediately gripped by a sense of intense very pleasurable relief, as my aching muscles – so tested by the events of the last twenty-four hours – begin to relax. Yet this sense of relief lasts only a few minutes, before I feel Ms Gillette’s rubber-gloved hands fall upon my silken sissy form.

She uses a heavily scented pink-coloured and oval-shaped bar of soap to wash my smooth soft form. Her rubber-gloved hands move with an erotic care that soon has me moaning with aching joy into the fat dummy gag. I beg for an impossible mercy and at the same time plead for this deep dark pleasure never to end.

She pays particular attention to my soft full perfectly shaped breasts and restrained rigid cock, covering them in a thick layer of pink soap and massaging her need deep into this ultra-sensitive sex flesh. I squeal and buck and she holds me in place with a free hand pressed upon my pert girlish bottom, whispering ‘there, there’ in a soft deeply maternal voice as I writhe in ecstatic agony.

Then there is my arse, my widened, so carefully and effectively trained arse. After she has finished driving me insane at the front end, she applies her wicked attentions to the back. Suddenly, a long rubberised and soap-covered finger slips between my buttocks and deep into my anus. I cry out and jump up in the shower of steaming water. My eyes widen with a furiously aroused surprise, and then I find myself relaxing, almost an involuntary deflation, that leaves me pressing down onto her finger with a fierce masochistic desperation.

‘There there,’ she continues to whisper. ‘There there.’

By the time she has finished this particularly erotic cleansing, I am quite shattered. I am led shaking and weak from the shower and then dried with a large very fluffy pink towel. Wrapped in the towel and in her arms, my continuing arousal is violently obvious and seems to amuse Ms Gillette greatly.

‘Now it’s time to get you fed and ready for your big trip out.’

I look at her with wary eyes, knowing that behind her warm smile there is a deep cruel desire for my very considerable humiliation.

The towel is removed and I am quickly covered in a mist of talcum powder and very strong rose-scented perfume. Then, in a careful ritual of unbearable eroticism, the vibrator is very carefully reinserted inside my more than welcoming arse.

I am wrapped in a pink silk bathrobe covered in a pattern of hundreds of tiny flowers, my hard tormented cock left so that it is poking provocatively through the front.

Within a few minutes, I am strapped into the highchair being fed a bowl of pink-coloured savoury mush and two bottles of warm sugared milk. My desperation for sustenance is very clear, and Ms Gillette gently strokes my damp brow as I suck desperately on the large teat of the pint-sized baby bottle.

Sated and a little steadier on my naked feet, I am led over to the large dressing table beyond the pen. I then find myself watching as Ms Gillette recreates, with a rather expert hand, my pretty sissy face and hair, aided by make-up and various sissy grooming tools.

As usual, I am deeply impressed by the care and skill of the mistresses of the SMC. They all seem to possess the talent of almost effortless sissy construction!

‘Before I was a model, I was a trainee hairdresser. Right back in the early 70s.’

I nod and look up via the oval dressing table mirror into her ice-blue eyes and notice the nostalgic smile crossing her still very beautiful face. She looks down at me and her smile widens.

‘That was just before I met your Aunt.’

To complete my facial make-up she has to remove the dummy gag, and it is then, to my utter horror and surprise, that I talk to her.

‘Were you lovers then?’

There is a strange threatening pause. How could I have said such a stupid thing! Surely I will be punished!

But no: there is no anger in Ms Gillette’s eyes – only a slight winsome sadness.

‘No. It took about six months, I suppose, just after we both realised we could make a go of modelling. We ended up sharing a flat in London, and one thing led to another. I had always known I . . . preferred girls; but Jane always seemed to have boyfriends. She has always liked men. That’s why she was never really interested in feminism. It was all too desperate for her. She always had power, real power. Over men and women. She didn’t need an ideology of excuses.’

It is only then that she manages to catch herself. It is as if she is coming out of a trance that has sent her back thirty years.

‘Anyway,’ she suddenly snaps. ‘Enough gossip and enough of your naughty chatter.’

She quickly paints my lips a bright deep pink and then ties the dummy back in place. She then very careful combs through my hair one more time, ensuring that it looks as thick, frothy and feminine as possible.

I look at myself and see, as I have seen on so many occasions, a very beautiful living doll, a work of art created by the perverse genius of the women of the Bigger Picture.

I am helped up from the stool and then led back towards the large cornucopia of delights that is the huge white wardrobe that dominates the Nursery. And it is here that I begin to understand just how much of a challenge the day ahead is going to be. This is made clear by the first item of sissy wear: a light pink Senso rubber body stocking, an all-consuming delight of Senso-impregnated latex designed to completely cover every inch of my sissy form.

Ms Gillette opens the stocking up at the neck and very carefully rolls the surprisingly slender item of fetish wear into a bowl, beneath which are rubber sock-like tails. I rather gingerly step into the bowl and Ms Gillette quickly slips the sock coverings over my feet and then begins very gently to easy the rest of the stocking up over my feminine form.

Soon I am enveloped in Senso; my entire silken body sheathed in this slender but very strong latex rubber, from the tips of my painted toes to my always narrow, naturally feminine neck. Like the feet, the arms end seamlessly. My hands are therefore wrapped in the equivalent of the fingerless mittens.

Ms Gillette admires the effect of the rubber body stocking on my body and is clearly impressed. She pulls open one of the large wooden doors of the wardrobe to reveal the full-length mirror and my mouth falls open with a deep highly narcissistic arousal. The stocking extenuates the startling truth of my creation in a way that is both immediate and deeply erotic. It is as if my carefully designed sissy form has been painted a bright pink: every detail is clearly visible through the slender tight furiously stimulating Senso rubber fabric, including my always hard long nipples and my restrained achingly hard sex.

‘Quite stunning,’ Ms Gillette whispers, before continuing this latest ultra-kinky and very exciting dressing.

What follows is a costume designed to humiliate, arouse and display. Yes: this is a costume chosen with a simple purpose in mind: my exposure before the students of Ms Glynis Ambrose’s academy for young ladies.

After the stocking, I am ordered into a very tight pink leather- and satin-panelled micro-corset. This is wrapped around my already slender waist and tied very tightly in place with silk ribbon lacing. I gasp into the dummy gag and my eyes widen with fear and the slightest anger: there is no need for this painful restriction – it is merely another expression of Ms Gillette’s cruel pleasure.

After the corset, I am presented with a striking pair of white silk camiknickers with heavily be-frilled legs and a tight elasticated waist. The knickers stretch down to just above my knees and the waist presses against the taut edge of the mini-corset.

After the knickers comes the stunning deliberately soul-destroying dress: the latest shocking work of SMC sado-erotic ingenuity.

It is exactly the same pink as the Senso rubber body stocking and made from a thick puffed satin material. Its shape is essentially conical, running from a thick very high and heavily be-frilled neck outwards to a wide very short skirt beneath which is attached a spectacular sea of white-and pink-layered frou-frou petticoating. It has long equally puffed sleeves designed to attach to the matching mittens. The dress is decorated with looped rows of pink lace, creating a descending pattern that seems to run from the neck right down to the also heavily frilled hemline of the skirt.

The back has been unbuttoned and I step into the dress without any instruction from a smiling clearly excited Ms Gillette.

As she pulls it up around my rubberised form, I moan with aroused anticipation into the dummy gag and stare into her beautiful ice-blue eyes. My gaze betrays an ultimate sissy surrender and an eternal bottomless desire for my elegant intricate and endlessly perverse sissy fate.

Ms Gillette secures the buttons and the dress closes around me, a powerfully erotic symbol of my consumption by the Bigger Picture. Yes: I am consumed and destroyed by my own desire, and out of this process of destruction comes glorious sissy rebirth, a rebirth that becomes strikingly apparent as I find myself again staring into the full-length mirror, beholding an image so perfect in its construction and intent that there can never be any opposition. I see my great sissy beauty and moan with a harsh all-pervasive pleasure into the dummy gag. Yes: there is absolutely no escape, and this thought fills me with an almost transcendent sissy joy! After the dress, things move more quickly. My rubberised feet are quickly imprisoned inside a pair of beautiful pink patent leather ankle boots with testing five-inch stiletto heels. The laces, tied in fat but delicate bows, are made from a beautiful dark pink silk, and around its high ankle is fixed a row of tiny bells!

After the sexy boots, my already rubber-wrapped hands are sealed in the fat silk mittens whose existence was betrayed by the sleeves of the dress. The mittens are buttoned tightly to the sleeves and my hands are utterly and inescapably immobilised.

After the mittens, and to my surprise, Ms Gillette removes the dummy gag. But my mouth is not unstopped for very long. From the pocket in her skirt, the gorgeous cruel-eyed beauty quickly extracts a pair of red silk panties and her smile widens. I look at the panties and then at her.

‘Yesterday’s panties. Something to keep you stimulated during the trip.’

She rolls the panties into a ball, with the gusset facing outwards, and then forces them deep into my mouth. My eyes widen with shock and arousal, and a slight well-muffled moan of erotic confession slips past this new gag.

She uses a broad strip of the thick face-covering plaster to hold the gag in place, stretching it across my pink-coloured lips and bulging alabaster cheeks with a paradoxical tenderness.

The efficacy of the tape is immediately apparent: it is impossible to move my lips or get any real sound to slip past the thick highly adhesive material. My eyes communicate everything that needs to be said: I am lost in a world of ultra-aroused sex madness from which there will never be any chance of escape.

Then the final touch: a new and quite incredible bonnet. It is the same pink as the elaborate dress, and made from a mixture of ruffled satins and smooth silks. Its arched hood is covered in curving lines of thick white lace, and at the top of the hood is an arched section across which the words ‘Baby Shelly’ have been printed in a thick red silk stitching. Yet perhaps the most unusual facet of this strange kinky piece of sissy headwear is that the side flaps have been designed to be tied together not beneath the chin but across the face so that the plaster gag is completely obscured and all that can be seen are my sex-addled pleading eyes!

As Ms Gillette pulls the bonnet over my head with a slow teasing care, her eyes never leave mine. The taste of her sex filling my tormented mouth, I return her piercing merciless gaze with one of utterly helpless submission. She ties the satin-coated flaps together above my lower face with a very fat dainty silk bow and then steps back to admire the humiliating intricacy of my radical babification.

‘Lovely,’ she whispers, her arousal obvious. ‘Absolutely lovely.’

Then, quickly, she binds my mittened wrists and elbows behind my back with more of the rubber-coated cording. I squeal with aroused discomfort as the knot binding my elbows is secured and I notice her cruel excited smile broaden. She then extracts a vibrator controller from her skirt pocket and within a few seconds I am experiencing the teasing pleasures of medium pleasure mode.

Then she leads me from the Nursery. Unfortunately, I am so violently aroused I am unable to take any real account of my surroundings. There is a long corridor and then a fresh blue-skied morning. I am helped to totter nervously across a gravel driveway, the bells fixed to my boots ringing sweetly in the brisk morning air, and then loaded into the back of a large silver Mercedes.

I find myself sitting next to Ms Gillette. I look up into the rear-view mirror and find myself staring at a pair of very beautiful and also very familiar eyes. Then the driver turns to face me. It is Myriam, dressed in a gorgeous black leather chauffeur’s costume and hat. I gasp with excited surprise into my inescapable gag.

Myriam starts the car. Within a few minutes we have left the wood that seems to circle Ms Gillette’s country home and are heading through a lane that cuts across a large expanse of flat fen-like fields. And it is only now that I begin to guess that we are somewhere in East Anglia.

The journey to Ms Ambrose’s Academy for Young Ladies takes just over twenty minutes. The Academy itself is a large manor house at the end of another wooded lane. Access is controlled by a large metal gate operated by cameras and remote control.

The lane quickly opens up into vast grounds that are maintained with the elegant precision of the best-kept English country houses. Indeed, the house and its grounds appear more a National Trust property than a functioning school for young ladies. Yet the grounds appear deserted.

We pull up by a large white door bordered by rather pompous white pillars. Myriam elegantly hops out and helps Ms Gillette from the car. She then skips around to my side. I am extracted with an efficient care. Then I am standing in the forecourt in my striking sissy attire, a truly odd spectacle of absolute and unyielding forced feminisation amidst the elegance and aristocratic refinement of the English countryside!

‘You really do look wonderful in this new outfit, Shelly,’ Mary Gillette says. ‘We should keep you like this permanently.’

I look into her ice-blue eyes and try to understand if she is serious. The enigmatic truth of her always makes interpreting any statement that slips past her perfect cherry lips difficult. But now, here, in this new and strange realm of ultra-sissification, I get a sudden and dreadfully erotic sense of sincerity.

She takes me by a mittened hand and I am led up marble steps into the grand entrance of Ms Ambrose’s Academy for Young Ladies.

The entrance foyer is a wide wooden-tiled space. Immediately in front and above us is a long balcony bisected by a wide staircase. Behind the landing is a large arch-shaped stained-glass window through which pours a midmorning light speckled with dust motes. At the foot of the stairs stands a tall red-haired woman who appears both familiar and strange. Dressed in a long tweed skirt, a tight cream-coloured sweater and very high-heeled court shoes, she appears the perfect representation of the strict school mistress.

Upon our entry, announced by the loud click of heels and the sweet ringing of tiny bells, she looks up and her eyes almost immediately fall upon my elaborately babified form.

‘And you,’ she says, in a clear, confident and erotically authoritative voice, ‘must be Shelly.’

Instinctively, I perform a deep submissive curtsey and the redhead claps appreciatively.

‘As lovely and eager as you promised, Mary,’ she says, stepping down from the stairs and strolling confidently across the room towards me.

Now I know I am facing Glynis Ambrose, the headmistress of the Academy. Her physical resemblance to her much more generously proportioned sister is located in the face. Her hair is much shorter, yet her striking emerald eyes announce the genetic truth of their relationship. She is taller, with a much more slender figure, although her breasts certainly hint at the considerable generosity of her sister’s! Then she is standing almost directly in front of me, her eyes wide with an obvious and dark fascination.

‘The girls are really keen to meet Shelly and her friends. Rupert has always been a popular house boy, and now he is to be fully transformed. But full-blown sissy maids – well, what with that and the meeting of the Executive . . . the place is buzzing with anticipation!’

Glynis shares her sister’s cultured upper middle-class voice and her ironic inflection. Yet there is a coldness about her, a cool calculating cruelty that is absent from Lillian. The reference to the meeting of the Executive can mean only one thing: the Bigger Picture Executive Group, the ruling council of its worldwide operations. My heart skips a beat. These women are all very obviously supporters of the Moderate cause. Have the Moderates returned to power so quickly? And then the reference to ‘Shelly and her friends’. My heart thumps with excitement as I consider the potential in these words.

‘Let’s go to my office,’ Glynis says. ‘Lillian is there with Rupert and our friends. We’ll have a little chat. Then we can have a tour of the building and meet the other girls. Then I’d like to spend some time alone with Shelly.’

I look up at the striking dominatrix and feel my kneels buckle, for in her gaze there is a very clear and deeply perverse sexual intent that tells me my time alone with her will be a little more than diverting.

I am led by Glynis Ambrose down the corridor that runs off to the right of the large central stairway. We are followed by Ms Gillette.

The headmistress’s office is at the end of the corridor. As we enter this large oak-panelled room, I am surprised (and utterly delighted!) to find not just Glynis’s lovely sister Lillian and her beautiful sissy son, but my Aunt Jane and Ms Blakemore!

Aunt Jane steps forward as I totter desperately toward her, my ankle bells ringing, squeals of delight fighting to escape my tight sweet panty gag. She wraps me up in her arms and presses my bonneted head into her ample soft bosom. Once again, I am in heaven.

Then I am being passed over to Ms Blakemore who repeats the erotic mammary envelopment and tears of absolute joy flood from my large sissy eyes.

Lillian and Glynis watch this spectacle with amused slightly cynical eyes.

Lillian is sitting on a large black leather sofa set against a far wall. The pretty, soon to be fully sissified Rupert is standing beside her. As Ms Blakemore releases me from her profound embrace, my eyes immediately fall upon him and we behold each other with surprised and intense desire.

Today Rupert is dressed in a strikingly ingenious variation of the ‘Little Lord Fauntleroy’ costume that was his usual attire. He wears a striking pink silk blouse with very thick ruffled frills running down the middle. The blouse has a very wide collar and a thick pink silk ribbon has been slipped beneath it and tied in a very fat ultra-sissy bow at the front. The blouse is tucked into a pair of very tight silk hotpants that accentuate his beautifully shaped and helplessly girlish backside and reveal in a most blatant and teasing manner his large angry erection. The high and heavily frilled legs of the pants barely cover Rupert’s slender beautiful upper thighs. His legs are sheathed in semi-opaque white tights that display his long feminine legs to a simple and highly impressive perfection. His small feet are trapped in five-inch stiletto-heeled pink patent leather court shoes that leave him tottering nervously before his beautiful buxom mother. His balance is made even more problematic by the fact that, like mine, his arms have been bound tightly behind his back at the wrists and elbows. His thick short red hair has been subjected to a particularly curly perm and his gorgeously emerald eyes are filled with a deeply erotic mixture of nervous fear and desperate sexual arousal. This look is accentuated by the fact that a thick silk scarf is covering his lower face and is tied in a fat and tight bow at the base of his slender sissy swan’s neck. Judging from the bulging cheeks hidden by the scarf, his mouth is filled with a panty gag and his lips are sealed tightly shut with the same ingenious plaster that is now so effectively silencing my helpless moans of wild sissy pleasure.

Lillian Ambrose beholds my own dainty costume with a broad smile and mock clapping.

‘Bravo, Mary! A superb effort.’

Ms Gillette performs a mock curtsey. ‘Thanks. I must say that Rupert is looking absolutely splendid as well.’

Ms Ambrose nods her agreement. ‘Yes. I think we’re at a halfway stage between his house boy image and the new sissy identity. I’m afraid he’s already addicted to the panty gags, and he’s positively mad about the arse intruder – I had it on full power all night. I had to keep him bound and gagged in my dirty washing chest for most of it, mainly because of the noise. It’s still running at moderate pleasure mode, and he seemed to be calming down a bit until Shelly turned up.’

The women laugh and I look up at my gorgeous all-powerful aunt with curious desiring eyes.

‘We have made an important breakthrough, my darling,’ she says. ‘Helen has recanted her Radical perversion. The other Radical leaders have been dispatched into a suitable slavery and, if the Executive Group meeting can be managed correctly, the Moderates will be back in control of the Bigger Picture by the end of the day.’

My heart nearly explodes with delight and I squeal with a helpless sissy pleasure.

I am led before a large mahogany desk in the centre of the spacious room. Spring light pours in through a set of wide French windows behind the desk and I feel exposed and revealed in the most intimate and exquisitely humiliating of ways. A few seconds later, Rupert shuffles forward to stand beside me. Then Glynis Ambrose takes a seat behind the desk. The other women gather around us.

‘When I first started this School, I had no idea that it would become a part of a truly historical movement,’ she says, sitting forward and staring at us in an intense and very serious manner. ‘The original plan was to produce confident young women with the skills to advance in society. Not revolutionaries or feminist activists. I have always seen the key traits of femininity as weapons for progress. We teach our students to use all the tools at their disposal to succeed in this strange world of men. Including their bodies and their sexuality. But then I met Mary.’

Glynis stares over at Ms Gillette and gives her a warm and obviously sexual smile.

‘She changed everything, for me and the School. She turned me towards the Bigger Picture, towards Emily Ashcroft and Eleanor Groves, and towards Ms Blakemore. Through them, and through the simple profound truths at the heart of the Bigger Picture, I began to see the role my School could play in creating a new generation of truly dominant females able to take forward the challenge of a historical world social change.’

As she speaks, there is increasing animation: Ms Ambrose is a convert, a true believer. Here is the passion of Mistress Helen and Ms Blakemore, a passion never shared by Aunt Jane, and certainly not shared by Ms Ambrose’s beautiful, ironic and deeply sensual sister.

‘About a year or so ago, we shifted the focus. The School would train the daughters of the Bigger Picture, the female children of its members. From fifteen to eighteen. A small, concentrated cohort. No more than twenty a year. An exclusive and necessarily expensive education for the children of the Bigger Picture elite. Lillian had already begun her experiments with sissifying Rupert. He has always been a helplessly feminine boy, quite infatuated with his mother, quite unable to fend for himself in the world of men. And very eager to help around the house. The more radical changes to his costume and status came as a bit of a shock, but despite his initial, rather loud protests, I’m afraid his deeper sexual response was all too obvious. He fought us for a little while, but once he felt the kiss of soft nylon on his shaven legs and had experienced tight inescapable bondage . . . well, then he was sissy putty in our hands. And now, he will soon be a she. A proper she-male slave girl. A true servant of the Bigger Picture.’

Poor Rupert, his face a shade of deep red above the thick broad length of silk ribbon, stares down at his elegantly high-heeled feet and his furious erection strains even harder against the tight silk of his sissy hotpants. His desire is both the core of his liberation and the guarantee of his enslavement. This is the terrible inescapable truth of the Bigger Picture.

‘Now that our little problem with the Radical faction has been sorted out, Rupert will begin his training at the SMC academy by the end of the week. Seeing that he has taken a very real shine to you, Shelly, we have decided that you will become his sissy lover and mentor. In preparation for this, you will begin to train him in the secret pleasures of sissy love tonight. Lillian has agreed that you can stay with him in his room.’

My heart skips a beat as this latest plan is revealed. I find myself turning and staring at the lovely visage of pretty, blushing Rupert. Our eyes meet and there is immediately no doubt in my mind that the thought of spending the night with me fills him with an intense sexual arousal.

‘As a way of kickstarting your . . . relationship . . . tonight you will both be freed of the restrainers,’ my glorious beautiful aunt adds, a teasingly maternal smile curving her soft full cherry-red lips.

Rupert’s eyes widen with shock and pleasure. I feel my sex twitch desperately in its rubber prison and a moan of helpless delight fights to escape my ingenious and utterly inescapable gag.

Then Ms Blakemore steps forward.

‘The struggle with the Radicals has presented the School with an interesting challenge,’ she says, resting her broad sexy bottom on the edge of Glynis Ambrose’s desk. ‘Although the core Radical rebellion is crushed, the ideas that informed it persist. Thus we must be prepared to continue the fight using all means necessary. There is no doubt that, at some point, there will have to be a swift and possibly violent confrontation. We need to be prepared, especially in France, where Céline’s followers will resist us all the way. We will fight them by using insider agents – mistresses and sissies – and also, where necessary, by the rapid deployment of a little army of commandos, all of whom will be specially trained pupils of the Ambrose Academy.’

It is now that I begin to understand the link between Mary Gillette and the events of the last few days, why I have been brought to her home and why Aunt Jane has become such a key figure in the war between Moderates and Radicals. The Ambrose Academy is not just a school for young ladies, but an ideological training centre for the Moderates, a place where a new generation of mistresses trained in the ideas and methods of the Bigger Picture can take forward the vision set out by founders like Emily Ashcroft and Amelia Blakemore, a vision now aggressively challenged by the remaining Radicals.

‘We have been weak,’ Ms Blakemore continues. ‘We all accept that. We allowed our commitment to the voluntary transformation of the male sex via the persuasive powers of Senso and the direction of male desire to block out a true understanding of the brutal intentions of the Radicals. We tried to persuade them that they were wrong and they laughed at us. Then, when we were at our weakest, they simply seized control. Without even a minor struggle. So now, we have to play their game. And play it much harder. And you, my pretty petals, must help us. When the moment comes, you must stand up on those pretty high heels and be counted.’

In a moment of strange and rather uplifting synchronicity, we both curtsey our acceptance of this important truth. A broad triumphant smile crosses Glynis Ambrose’s face. The other women laugh warmly.

‘We have nothing to be worried about here, ladies,’ Lillian says.

‘I think it’s time that Rupert showed Shelly around the Academy,’ Glynis says.

Aunt Jane nods. ‘Let me do the honours.’

And so we are led from the room, bound, gagged, tottering on pretty high heels, our tightly displayed bottoms wiggling with a girlish helplessness, our minds filled with teasingly erotic apprehension, our cocks tightly restrained and desperate for release. Tonight Rupert and I are to be together: the thought fills me with a terrible, almost dizzying excitement.

We return down the long rather dark corridor to the foyer area, my amazing, buxom and so beautiful aunt leading the way, Rupert behind her and me behind Rupert, my eyes never leaving his long white nylon-sheathed legs, my imagination trapped in the endlessly spinning whirlpool of a dark fetishistic desire.

Then we are climbing the wide dark-red carpeted stairs.

‘The ladies are at morning exercises in the upstairs dance studio. I believe the other sissies are with them. Let’s start there.’

My heart speeds up at mention of ‘the ladies’ and ‘the other sissies’: we are to be exposed to the students of the Ambrose Academy and to more pretty sissies! I find myself looking over at Rupert. His eyes are filled with a very genuine love and an equally genuine and deeply masochistic desire.

Once on the wide landing beneath the huge window, we turn right and follow another long corridor lined with large white doors sporting golden handles. Each door has a red number on it and I am immediately reminded of the SMC Academy. But this is not a facility for the training of sissies: here young women are being trained to become the dominant mistresses of sissies, the agents of change at the heart of the Bigger Picture’s dark and wondrous Philosophy of Desire.

Towards the end of the corridor there is a much larger set of double doors. My aunt brings us to a slightly unsteady halt and then looks down upon our tethered tormented sissy forms.

‘You’ll need to be on your best behaviour, girls. I want to see the tiniest and sissiest of steps and the deepest of curtsies once we’re inside.’

We look up at her with adoring and desire-streaked eyes. I again look into Rupert’s wide green eyes and I see a truly beautiful future.

Then my wonderful ample aunt pushes the doors open and leads us into a vast rectangular studio. As we totter forward with our daintiest steps, I am immediately aware of a vaguely female voice barking harsh demanding commands.

The owner of the voice is standing at the far end of the room. At the other end are a group of young women, maybe no more than eight. They are organised into groups of two, and they are huddled around objects of unseen fascination. Yet what is striking about them is not the fact of their training, but their appearance; for each is dressed in a tight black nylon leotard and matching tights, and each is uncommonly attractive, with large firm breasts, hourglass figures and long perfectly formed legs.

For a minute, it is as if I am looking at a clone army of buxom trainee sex goddesses. But then I realise a simple striking truth: these young women have been quite deliberately selected for their physical allure; each has been identified as having the key attributes required to take forward the uniquely erotic and deeply cunning mission of the Bigger Picture. These are the women who will inspire male desire and then mould it as a tool to ensure complete and inescapable submission.

Then there is a sudden disturbing silence. The woman’s voice echoes into nothingness and I am aware that the young women have turned their attentions upon us.

‘Sorry to interrupt,’ my aunt says, her voice filled with teasing irony, ‘but I thought you might like some more sissies to practise on.’

Then the woman steps forward into a pool of bright white morning light and I gasp into my mouth-filling sex-stained panty gag. For before me is Ms Hartley, the stern beautiful guardian of Dominic, the lovely young man she and my Aunt Jane transformed into Pansy.

Ms Hartley, her hair cut in a severe sado-erotic page boy, nods slightly and smiles. She is wearing a shimmering, very tight white silk blouse with a high button-up neck, a long grey skirt that reaches down to the middle of her black nylon-sheathed knees and a pair of spike-heeled black patent leather mules. As she looks down at me her blood-red smile widens.

‘Of course. The more the merrier.’

Ms Hartley calls the girls to attention.

‘Ladies, Jane has brought us two more subjects. Please take one each. You have fifteen minutes to secure them, then we will return to dance class.’

Suddenly the girls explode out from their mysterious huddles and reveal the object of their attention. As they bounce over towards us I see they have been surrounding two chairs and secured to each chair is a sissy, three of which are very familiar to me!

In one corner, I immediately recognise Christina and, to my amazement, the betrayer Annette. Both look absolutely gorgeous in costumes clearly designed for this very special occasion.

Christina is dressed in a spectacular white silk dress, with huge puffed sleeves and a very high lace be-frilled neck, around which has been wrapped a band of white pearls. The dress is covered in a design of barely perceptible silk roses and a large white silk pinafore has been tied over it. Her dark hair has been tied in a tight bun with a butterfly-shaped diamond clasp and her beautiful brown eyes are wide with a terrible sex madness. Her large perfectly designed breasts heave with a dreadful frustration and she looks at me both with shocked recognition and the darkest deepest sexual longing. A thick strip of white Senso plaster tape has been stretched very tightly over her lips and her bulging checks betray a particularly fat and inescapable gag.

The dress has a short petticoat-laden skirt and its fiendish design inspires a gasp of gagged surprise; for the front section of the skirt and petticoating is missing and rising up from between her legs, on full and terrible display, is her very large, very hard, white rubber-sealed cock! I stare at this astonishing vision and feel my own sex scream for release. I remember her member, I remember sucking and teasing it and contemplate the pleasures that must surely come.

The cock has been imprisoned in golden rings at the head, base and then with a much larger ring around the scrotum. Attached to the scrotal ring by a narrow silver chain is a small silver bell.

She is wearing white nylon tights covered in tiny silver roses. The front section of the tights has been adjusted so that there is a small elasticated and lace-frilled hole through which the rubber-sealed cock can be extracted and positioned. It is a classic SMC design whose purpose is complete, inescapable exposure and absolute control.

She is wearing no panties and her feet are erotically imprisoned in gorgeous white kid leather ankle boots with stunning six-inch stiletto heels.

She is tied to the chair with thin white rope, her ankles and knees lashed very tightly together, her wrists and elbows also tightly secured behind the white wooden chair. A further length of the white rope hangs from her tied wrists under the chair and is secured to her tightly bound ankles, thus holding her securely and rather uncomfortably in an upright sitting position.

‘The girls get so little bondage practice, except for weekly sessions with Ruppi,’ Ms Hartley explains, ‘and we thought this would be an ideal opportunity.’

My aunt smiles warmly. ‘Of course, an excellent idea. Please feel free to use Shelly as you see fit.’

I look up at my aunt and surrender without question to her will. I look over at the other sissies and see that they are all wearing exactly the same costume as Christina, but in different colours. I glance at my ex-lover and closest friend Pansy and we exchange a look of pure love and deep fierce desire. She is secured in exactly the same manner as Christina and dressed exactly the same, but her colour is hot pink – the dress, the tights, the restrainer and the boots. Then there is the sissy that is tied to the chair next to her. A sissy I have never seen before, whose colour is daisy yellow. A very, very pretty sissy who stirs my sex and widens my eyes. She is a real beauty and she beholds me with curiosity and a very obvious arousal. And then there is Annette, the gorgeous red-headed lover of Christina. The sissy who had betrayed me and then paid the ultimate price. She is dressed in a soft powder blue. Yet where the other sissies have their teasingly decorated and proudly displayed cocks, she has a powder-blue nylon-covered slit, a beautifully crafted female sex that has been carefully and erotically decorated with a blood-red dye. I look at her and see a sissy in a state of sexual ecstasy. She moans into her cheek-stretching gag, her eyes wide with a constant and utterly unforgiving sexual need. I look at her and wonder what it would be like to . . .

As the girls gather around us, they whisper and giggle. One or two pass teasing remarks to Rupert.

‘Hello, Ruppi. Don’t you look lovely today. Who’s your pretty sissy friend?’

Yet most of them stare at me with wide, clearly excited eyes.

It is then that I perform a deep curtsey and Rupert, slightly reluctantly, follows suit. A ripple of mocking applause and laughter passes around the girls and I fight to pull my eyes from so many full, nylon-imprisoned and perfectly formed pairs of breasts. And, perhaps not so strangely, the girls’ eyes struggle to avoid my own considerable bosom!

‘This is Shelly,’ my aunt announces. ‘One of the real success stories of the SMC transformative processes.’

‘Was she really once a boy?’ a very pretty blonde asks, looking at me with mocking, but also highly aroused eyes. ‘Its so hard to believe!’

‘Oh yes. Shelly was once a boy, leading a typical boy’s life. But then I took him in hand and began the process that has led . . . well, to this.’

I listen to Aunt Jane’s words and ponder my previous male existence. I know how very wrong she is when she talks about ‘my typical boy’s life’!

As the girls continue to stare, Ms Hartley enters the semicircle that has formed, a slight, cool and rather threatening smile on her very beautiful face.

‘We’ve run out of chairs, so I suggest we practise hog-ties on these two. OK?’

The girls nod enthusiastically.

‘They need to be stripped down to their undies,’ Ms Hartley snaps. ‘And girls, you need to get some more panties!’

Nervous excited laughter fills the studio as this group of lovely young women bounce out of the studio and through a door at the far end of the room. I stare at Ms Hartley with slightly puzzled eyes and her enigmatic smile returns.

‘Don’t worry, Shelly, you’ll love every second of it.’

I moan into my utterly inescapable gag and know that, whatever kinky fate she has planned for me, I will indeed enjoy every single ultra-erotic second of it! It is then that she and my Aunt untie the cord binding our arms so tightly behind our backs and help us out of our pretty, sissy outer attire. And, as the girls begin to return, each one carrying a pair of white silk panties, they discover us clad only in our testing high heels and rather similar underwear – in my case the Senso rubber body stocking and in Rupert’s case a white nylon body stocking, with the added bonus of a heavily be-frilled ‘cock hole’ out of which his tightly rubber-restrained cock rises angrily and desperately.

The girls stare in surprise at Rupert’s impressive and profoundly male sex and then at my large expertly manufactured breasts with their long helpless and permanently hard nipples.

‘This is what we’re working towards, ladies. The sissies we are playing with today are the perfect visual truth of the great battle we are waging.’

The girls nod absent-mindedly, their eyes betraying an interest that has very little to do with the intricate philosophies of the Bigger Picture.

More lengths of rope and a thick roll of Senso plaster tape are quickly produced.

‘I want you to practise the classic immobilising hog-tie,’ Ms Hartley says. ‘Sally and Bree can go first.’

The two girls step forward, Sally a petite large-breasted redhead, probably no more than eighteen, Bree, a slimmer but still well-proportioned beauty with thick glossy blonde hair and very long and shapely legs that are perfectly complemented by the sheer black nylon tights of the leotard.

‘Remove the existing gags first, but be very careful.’

Ms Hartley then orders us to kneel before the two girls and place our hands behind our backs with our wrists crossed. We obey, of course, kneeling carefully, our eyes widening with aroused fear.

I feel the pointed stiletto heels press into the soft rubber-sealed flesh of my helplessly shapely bottom and a shudder of dark masochistic need passes across my straining ultra-sensitive breasts.

My trainee mistress will be Bree. As she kneels down before me, I smell her sweat mixed with sex and a surprisingly strong perfume. She has large blue eyes that look into mine with a confusing mixture of contempt, desire and sympathy. She says nothing as she very gently pulls the thick white plaster-like tape from my lips and then rather gingerly extracts Ms Gillette’s panties. Sally undertakes the same delicate operation with Rupert, pulling his mother’s slightly large heavily be-frilled panties from his girlish mouth with a look of genuine sadistic fascination.

Bree places Ms Gillette’s panties on the floor and then, in a firm yet also mocking voice, tells me to ‘open wide’. She folds the panties in the classic manner – the damp gusset exposed – and then slips them into my mouth. At first they won’t fit, and Ms Hartley shows her how to make a small, more robust ball. Then, finally, I am re-gagged and savour the taste of this striking athletic beauty’s most intimate regions. Ms Hartley provides the girls with two small pairs of scissors to cut lengths of tape from the rolls provided to seal the fat tasty gags in place. Our heavy sex-framed breathing fills the room as the tape is pressed hard against our painted lips. We both moan with helplessly sissy pleasure and poor Rupert’s rubberised sex rises up before a clearly impressed Sally as she completes an intricate layered taping of his helplessly pouting lips.

Then the gags are complete and the girls are ordered to help us down onto our stomachs. Under Ms Hartley’s able guidance, they are then shown how to bind our wrists with the rubber cording.

‘Use two lengths, crossed in opposite directions and with double knots. Always make sure the wrists are crossed and touching. If you use this style, there is no real need to tie the ropes too tightly unless, of course, the bondage is part of a punishment.’

After the wrists, our elbows are bound with a truly punitive tightness, leaving them nearly touching and our arms completely unmovable. We moan into the panty gags with genuine pain and a strange swoon of delight passes amongst the girls.

‘Good,’ Ms Hartley whispers, obviously impressed by their binding technique! Then, with equal precision, our legs are secured with more cording at the ankles, knees and lower thighs. I feel my cock press through the rubber body stocking into the cool wooden floor of the studio and a quiver of delightful masochistic surrender flows across my body as my muscles flex uselessly against the expert bindings.

‘Now the hog-tie proper,’ Ms Hartley says. ‘The key is immobilisation without damaging the body. Again, this can be achieved without unnecessary tightness.’

We see nothing of what happens next. Face down, tethered without mercy, we can only await our fates with a subdued feminine helplessness.

Eventually, I feel the hog-tie cord being attached to my ankles and then hands are pulling my feet upwards, towards my hips. I squeal at the painful stretching pressure that follows, despite the fact that it is something I have experienced many times before.

The hog-tie is, in fact, very tight. By the time Bree has finished tying the free end of the cording to my wrists, the rubber-sealed soles of my feet are nearly pressing into the palms of my hands! Yet Ms Hartley makes no comment on the severity of this bondage. As tears of pain well up in my sex-addled eyes, I know that she is testing not only the young ladies of the Ambrose Academy, but also me.

Then we are left helpless and tormented. Bree and Sally step back, and Ms Hartley begins a disturbingly clinical discussion about their techniques.

After about five minutes of discussion, we are quickly released by Bree and Sally and then hauled back onto our knees.

‘Right, next we’ll have Mary and Sam.’

And so it goes on, for at least an hour. We are bound and panty-gagged ten times each, subjected to the hands of a variety of very beautiful and terribly keen young women, all eager to demonstrate to Ms Hartley how good they are at securing pretty, helpless and totally submissive sissies! And all the while, as I am so expertly and erotically tethered, I find myself squealing with the most profound and painfully precise pleasure, my head rising up from the floor and beholding my tightly bound and equally aroused sissy comrades.

Then, finally, we are pulled up from the floor. The girls help us back into our lovely sissy costumes with eager teasing hands and then replace our original bondage. The thick scent of mad sex fills the air.

Aunt Jane and Ms Hartley have spent most of the hour chatting quietly in a corner and now they return to us, smiling, relaxed, in total control.

‘Shelly and Rupert need to leave now,’ Aunt Jane says. ‘I think the other sissies need your attentions now. It would be helpful if their restrainers could be lubricated.’

Evil mischief and sexual arousal fills the girls’ eyes and, laughing cruelly, they turn their wicked attentions to the wide-eyed squealing sissies tied to the chairs.

We are led from the room and dressed again in our outrageously sexy sissy clothing, our heads spinning, our bodies aching, and the sweet teasing taste of ten teenage sexes filling our mouths, as well as the intimate flavours of our gorgeous unyielding mistresses, whose soft silken panties once again silence us completely and utterly behind a wall of thick duct tape.

Soon after leaving the studio, we are separated. As we totter towards the landing, Lillian Ambrose appears, her eyes filled with dark irony and perverse desire.

‘Glynis would like to see Shelly now, Jane. I will take Rupert to the kitchen. There’s lots of washing up and ironing to finish before lunch.’

Rupert looks over at me with a sudden fearful desperation and then up at his beautifully buxom mother.

‘Don’t worry,’ she says. ‘Glynis has agreed that Shelly can help you and the other sissies serve at the special Executive Group dinner and assist with your afternoon chores. Then, as a very special treat, the two of you can spend the rest of the day and the night together – just as promised, my sissy petal.’

Rupert’s eyes widen with a dreadful anticipation and he moans with ambiguous need into the fat gag. I look at him with a helpless longing. Lillian takes him by the hand and leads him off down the stairs. My eyes fall upon his very tight hotpanted bottom wiggling with such instinctively girlish enthusiasm and a sense of real joy washes over my tested sissy form.

Then, to my surprise, we do not follow Rupert and Lillian Ambrose down the stairs, but instead I am led by my lovely aunt across the landing and down the second corridor which runs off it, a slightly narrower corridor bordered by unmarked doors that leads to another set of dark-red double doors.

The doors are at the top of a series of long thickly carpeted steps and, as we climb them, the bells attached to my pretty, testing ankle boots ring down the corridor behind me.

Aunt Jane knocks gently and enters. I follow her, my heart pounding, my cock straining, my mind filled with thoughts of sexy doe-eyed Rupert!

Then we are standing in a large brightly lit room, very much at odds with the design and age of the rest of the house. This is a modern apartment designed with care, restraint and considerable taste. The overall theme is minimalist, but there is a very real hint of a strong feminine personality.

The walls are large white expanses dotted with a few carefully positioned works of contemporary art. I notice the exact clear lines and unambiguous colours of Piet Mondrian and Frank Stella.

In the centre of the room is a large metal-framed table with a wide glass top. Ms Glynis Ambrose is sitting at the table working on a laptop computer. She is still dressed in the formal very attractive attire worn in her office, but now she seems much more relaxed.

She looks over at me with softer warmer eyes, and I detect a flash of powerful sexual arousal.

‘I hear Jane took you to meet the ladies and that you assisted in a learning experience.’

I curtsey meekly and her rather beautiful smile widens.

‘She really is a little darling,’ Lillian says, looking over to Aunt Jane. ‘I can’t wait until we have Rupert properly transformed. The two of them look so lovely together. And just imagine when Ruppi has boobs!’

Aunt Jane smiles and nods, her eyes pinned to the lithe form of Lillian Ambrose, her own desire intense and very obvious.

‘I’ll bring her downstairs in time for the lunch. The Group is meeting now?’

Aunt Jane looks at her watch and nods. ‘Yes. In five minutes. I have to go.’

Ms Ambrose nods, clearly slightly annoyed by her exclusion from the Executive Group meeting, but there is also an acceptance in her eyes.

Aunt Jane looks at me and smiles.

‘Be nice to Ms Ambrose, Shelly,’ she whispers, then kisses me on the forehead and leaves.

As soon as Aunt Jane closes the door, Ms Ambrose sits back in her large leather office chair and looks at me more carefully, her striking green eyes appraising, considering, planning.

‘They really have done a marvellous job on you and your friends, Shelly.’

She laughs to herself and then stands up. She turns and walks towards a door at the rear of the room.

‘Follow me,’ she says, without looking back.

I perform an unseen curtsey and totter after her, the sound of the tiny bells secured to my ankles filling the room.

I follow the statuesque beauty into a large bedroom decorated in the same minimal style as the main living area. The double bed at the heart of the room has a deceptively slender metal frame and a very thin mattress covered in white silk sheets. Besides the bed, there is a white bedside table, a chest of drawers and a walk-in closet. The only other item of furniture is a large packed white bookcase. There are no pictures, no mirrors, not even a chair or dressing table.

Glynis Ambrose sits on the bed and gestures for me to stand before her. Her eyes run over my body like analytical laser beams, consuming and logging every detail of my sissification, eager for information on the secret processes that have led to my creation.

‘Amazing,’ she whispers to herself. ‘Absolutely amazing.’

She tells me to kneel before her. I obey without question, lowering my feminised form onto rubber-sheathed knees so that my eyes are level with her hosed knees.

‘Emily Ashcroft told me you gave her the best orgasm she had ever experienced.’ Tightly gagged, I can say nothing, and any gesture would, at this stage, be either confusing or arrogant.

‘Ruppi really hasn’t been given the opportunity to provide me with any kind of real physical pleasure. His mother is rather possessive about that particular area.’

I look up at her then and see a fierce sexual need. Yes: she is in a state of some considerable arousal. As if to confirm this, she parts her legs so that I can see into the sensual sex-scented darkness beyond.

A slight moan of excitement manages to escape my own fat panty gag. Glynis Ambrose leans forward and carefully works free the duct tape sealing my lips and holding Ms Gillette’s pungent panties firmly in place. She eases the panties out of my mouth, her eyes never leaving mine. I feel my heart speed up as the erotic power of her gaze, a blatant sexual demand, grips my body and insists on absolute submission.

She then rises up off the bed so that she is towering before me, a striking wondrous giantess. Slowly, teasingly, she gently wiggles out of the skirt, letting it fall to the floor in one dramatic plunging gesture. Then, her hands on her hips, she parts her legs and stands directly over me.

‘Worship me!’ she shouts.

I look up and the tip of my nose brushes against the tight sex-soaked gusset of her tights. She is wearing no panties and it is almost immediately clear that her sex is shaven.

I press my tongue against the front of the gusset section and run it over the nylon-sheathed outline of her sex. She gasps with a dreadful, almost desperate pleasure. Drops of her savoury sex juice drip though the gusset of the tights and onto my tongue. I push the tip of my tongue a little harder against her sex. Her gasps turn immediately into surprisingly girlish squeals of delight.

‘Yes,’ she whispers, ‘that’s it. Right there. Right fucking there!’

It is clear she must have been in an aroused state for some time, for she comes violently and loudly within a few minutes of my forced intervention, soaking my face in the process. Indeed, as the first of a number of high magnitude sex quakes crashes across her splendid body, her nyloned thighs suddenly press against the sides of my head and for a few awful seconds my skull is being crushed! I cry out in genuine pain and she suddenly releases her grip. Then, she falls back onto the bed, her breathing laboured, hard, angry, violently sexed.

I try to sit up. I lick her cum from my lips and blink away those drops that threaten to trickle into my eyes, astonished and furiously aroused.

‘Get up,’ she gasps. ‘Up here.’

With my arms bound behind my back at the wrists and elbows, it is extremely difficult to edge myself up to my high-heeled feet; indeed, after a few seconds of useless struggle, I am forced to edge myself up the bed and then rather precariously push myself upright.

I find myself staring down at Glynis Ambrose’s body, her legs wide apart, her arms thrown out above her head, her large breasts rising and falling with agonised exaltation.

‘Get up here. On the bed. Now.’

I manage to clamber up onto the bed and hover over her, my face soaked, my eyes wide, my cock threatening to burn through the rubber restrainer and plunge deep into her there and then.

‘Take the tights off,’ she gasps. ‘With your teeth. Pull them down and get back to it. Fuck me with your mouth.’

Astonished, yet also wild with an unyielding and cruelly denied desire, I wiggle forward on my knees and then virtually fall flat on my face between her legs. I manage to haul my face up over her drenched nylon-sheathed sex and grasp the waist band of her tights with my teeth. Then a deeply absurd and desperate ballet of crazed wiggling begins as I try to haul the tights over her hips and down her legs.

This strange jig eventually comes to an exhausted end when I manage to get her tights down to her lower thighs. In the process of wiggling over her body, I have managed to arouse her even more and, by the time I apply my sore but willing tongue to her copiously leaking slit, she is primed to explode with a new and equally rapid force. Indeed, within a few seconds, she is bucking and screaming, her black sex-drenched obscenities filling the room with a cloud of chaotic humanity that is carefully absent from the Spartan interior design, and which betrays a common truth about the monster that lurks at the heart of the overly controlling personality.

After this second orgasm, things change very rapidly. She sits up abruptly, wipes a cooling hand across her forehead and then looks down at me.

‘Very good. Yes. Exactly what the doctor ordered. Now get off the bed and stand to attention.’

I struggle off the bed and quickly pull myself to my high-heeled feet. Beneath the rubber body stocking, my body is coated in a thick film of hot sweat. I feel dizzy and very uncomfortable.

‘We need to get you ready for the lunch. And me.’

In the next hour, Ms Glynis Ambrose demonstrates a cool determined efficiency more in tune with the personality of her quarters and her role as the headmistress of this strange academy.

I am taken to the bathroom, quickly stripped of my clothing and then plunged under a hot shower. Immediately, I am reminded of my earlier adventure with Ms Gillette, but this is a very different washing: Ms Ambrose has no interest in teasing my silken she-male form. She merely tells me to clean myself as quickly as possible and then return to the bedroom.

I use a heavily scented bar of pink soap and a thick pink cream shampoo. I wash my body in a semi-trance, my rubber-sealed violently erect sex rising before me with a renewed and dreadful desperation. I use thick pink towels that hang from silver racks to dry my silken form and moan with helpless pleasure as the soft material teases my achingly hard nipples. A white silk robe hangs from the bathroom door and I slip this over my pneumatic she-male frame before tottering back into the bedroom.

Ms Ambrose is now dressed in a black silk suit and gleaming black patent leather ankle boots with striking five-inch heels. She has carefully redone her make-up and looks both beautiful and powerful. Yes: she is the ideal dominatrix and I am her helpless sissy slave.

On the bed is my new costume: a simple, but still highly sexual French maid’s costume, with a black satin heavily be-frilled and very short dress, a white silk pinafore, very sheer black tights and a pair of modestly heeled court shoes. Black silk panties, a rubber mini-corset and a black silk bra make up this new attire. Before dressing, I am taken into the walk-in closet, which contains a small dressing table and full-length mirror. Here, my make-up is carefully retouched and my hair dried and styled. Once again, Ms Ambrose is matter of fact, but also careful and exact. She recreates my unique sissy look with very little effort and I am impressed by her skills.

She then supervises my dressing, directly helping me with only the corset and the bra. None of the clothing is Senso impregnated, yet it is all made from very fine, obviously expensive materials and it all appears brand new.

Once I am fully attired, she stands back and studies me very carefully, arousal returning to her beautiful determined gaze.

‘Good,’ she whispers. ‘Very good.’

Then I am ordered to follow her from the room. I curtsey deeply and totter after her, my large breasts teased delightfully by the soft silk bra and bouncing sensually before me, my silk-pantied bottom wiggling helplessly, the taste of Ms Ambrose’s sex still lingering on my cherry-coloured lips.

I follow her back down the long corridor to the landing and then down the wide stairway to the entrance hall. We walk quickly across the hall over to two very large black doors. These seem to open miraculously as Ms Ambrose approaches to reveal a vast cavernous hall dominated by a very long wooden table, at which sit the young ladies of this erotic academy. At the far end of the hall, on a raised dais, is another shorter table. Seated here are Ms Blakemore, Aunt Jane, Lillian Ambrose, Ms Hartley, and, to my surprise, the lovely gentle Mistress Donna. Next to Mistress Donna is a vaguely stunned-looking Mistress Helen and next to Mistress Helen is Lady Emily Ashcroft and Ms Mary Gillette.

‘Report to Ms Bloom,’ Glynis Ambrose snaps. ‘She will show you what to do.’ She then points to the opposite end of the hall, where there is another long table and what initially appear to be three women – one dressed in a variation of the costume worn by Ms Hartley and her associates, and two more maids.

Ms Ambrose matches off to the high table and I totter towards the rear of the hall, very conscious of the fact that the room has now fallen very quiet and that the eyes of virtually every young lady are upon my buxom sissy form, a fact I find both intimidating and furiously exciting.

Ms Bloom is a plump brunette in her late forties. She wears the same gleaming white silk blouse as Ms Hartley, but her skirt is much longer, made of a shimmering black velvet that reaches down to black nylon-sheathed ankles and feet resting in three-inch stiletto-heeled black leather court shoes. Her lovely hair has been bound into a tight bun by a diamond-studded clasp and there is an air of threatening power about her that is immediate and impressive.

She looks at me with severe but rather beautiful honey-brown eyes, and I feel a quiver of masochistic pleasure course through my sissified body.

‘We’ll serve the first course now,’ she says, her voice deep, firm, erotically powerful.

It is then that I look over at the other two maids and experience deep surprise and even deeper pleasure, for the first maid, dressed exactly as myself, is Rupert.

And he looks absolutely gorgeous! And standing next to him is Myriam. To find her here is not a surprise, but the manner of her costume certainly is. She is dressed in exactly the same maid’s attire as Rupert and myself, but the punitive nature of Myriam’s position is made apparent by the fact that a large red rubber ball gag has been strapped into her mouth and her wrists are held by rubber shackles that are attached to silver chains, which are, in turn, attached to a thick black leather punishment belt fixed to her waist.

‘Yes,’ Ms Bloom says, voice cold, cruel, amused. ‘I’m afraid Myriam is being punished. Ms Gillette has asked me to pay special attention to her today.’

The three of us are quickly set to work by Ms Bloom. We take bowls of soup spread out on the table behind us and carry them, three at a time, on silver trays to the central dining table. Here the beautiful cool-eyed young ladies of the Ambrose Academy take the bowls from the trays, thanking us with mocking voices and desiring smiles. I feel hands slip beneath my short skirt and teasingly caress my hosed thighs. I fight an urge to moan with painfully acute masochistic pleasure.

As I serve, I note that each girl is wearing a strikingly and deliberately erotic uniform. Each of these buxom teenagers is clad in a very tight red woollen sweater, a white silk blouse and a red Academy tie. They also wear very short grey pleated skirts. Their inevitably long and shapely legs are sheathed in semi-opaque black tights, and their feet are sensually imprisoned in three-inch stiletto-heeled black leather court shoes. They wear their hair in tight buns and each seems to have full teasing lips painted the exact same shade of blood red.

Despite the novelty of having a full-blown SMC sissy in the room, the girls are also very interested in Rupert. It is clear that he has never been dressed in full sissy attire before and the maid’s costume is a very effective way of demonstrating just how pretty and naturally feminine he actually is.

Towards the end of the third course, Glynis Ambrose rises from her seat at the main table and brings the students to order.

‘Today is an extremely important day,’ she says, her voice confident, clear, authoritative. ‘Today we embrace fully our sisters from the Bigger Picture. Today, we formally become part of a great historical mission. Also, today, the path of the Bigger Picture has been set clearly and firmly.’

Ms Ambrose sits and a tense electric silence fills the room. Then Ms Blakemore rises, still clad in her striking white silk uniform, and faces the students of the Ambrose Academy.

‘I would like to thank Ms Ambrose for letting us meet here today. It is a gesture of good will and also a profound act of partnership. The Executive Group of the Bigger Picture has now met and agreed that the values and methods of the Moderate Perspective will remain its official ideological position. It has also been agreed that I will now act as its Chief Executive Officer, supported on the business side by Mistresses Helen and Donna and on the political side by Lady Emily Ashcroft.

‘Although we have defeated the Radicals here, the battle must continue for some time. You will play a major part in the struggle that is to come. Together we will truly change and create history. It will be an honour and a privilege to lead you.’

The speech is surprisingly nervous and short, even abrupt. And when Ms Blakemore sits down, there is a moment of confused silence, before Glynis Ambrose suddenly starts clapping very enthusiastically, inspiring others at the main table to join in and then the students themselves to erupt.

After the lunch is over, the maids, including myself, are led out via a back door into a huge, hot and chaotic kitchen. During the next two hours we are set to work washing up the lunch plates and other pots and pans and then thoroughly cleaning the kitchen. This is relentlessly hard work and overseen by Ms Bloom with a quite ruthless determination. To my horror, she watches us like a hawk as we struggle with our domestic load and is not averse to applying a viscious ivory-handled riding crop to our hosed thighs if we fail or flag. She is particularly keen to punish poor Myriam, who sobs despairingly into her fat ball gag under the repeated application of the crop. Indeed, it is clear that this sort of treatment is horribly normal and that Ms Bloom gets a powerful sado-erotic thrill from punishing the beautiful young woman.

It is nearly 4.00 p.m. by the time we are allowed to leave the kitchen. Rupert and I are told to report to Lillian Ambrose and Ms Bloom leads a terrified and clearly reluctant Myriam off to her own private quarters located in the old servants’ quarters beneath the kitchen.

I follow Rupert wearily from the kitchen and back out into the entrance hall. Then we totter back up the wide staircase. My eyes consider his very long, perfectly shaped legs with a fetishist’s intense and perverse care. These are the legs of a beautiful girl, legs made hyper-erotic by the sheerest of black nylon hose and gleaming black leather stilettos. He is utterly gorgeous and it is a crime that he has yet to be fully and properly sissified.

Eventually, we stand before a door along one of the two corridors leading off the staircase landing. He looks at me with wide beautiful green eyes and I smile nervously.

‘You’re so beautiful,’ he whispers.

‘And so are you,’ I reply, my sissy voice a pure sex tool.

He knocks lightly on the door and Lillian Ambrose’s voice snaps a curt ‘come!’ He opens the door and we both mince into a large living room.

Lillian Ambrose is sitting on a large red leather sofa next to my gorgeous beloved Aunt Jane. She has changed into a dark-blue dress, black tights and modestly heeled black leather mules. Her hair has been released from her usual bun prison and is spilling over her broad shoulders like a waterfall made golden by the late afternoon light that pours through the French-windowed balcony beyond. Aunt Jane is dressed in a long black silk dress that reaches down to her black hosed ankles and a pair of three-inch-heeled black leather court shoes. She looks utterly amazing.

Rupert curtsies and I follow suit. The women smile and beckon us forward. The softness in my aunt’s eyes betrays informality and a maternal love.

‘You really do look so good together,’ she says, her eyes lit by a very real sexual thrill.

Rupert blushes and whispers a soft ‘thank you’. The sense of resistance in him seems to have disappeared completely. He appears quite overwhelmed by a dark need for this feminisation.

Aunt Jane looks at me and her smile widens. ‘I have agreed that you can spend the night with Rupert. This evening there will be a formal dinner to celebrate the Moderate victory and the other sissies will service the event. You two have worked hard and can rest. In the morning, Rupert will return with us to begin his formal training and the process of physical transformation. You will be his maid trainer. Do you understand?’

I nod and curtsey deeply.

‘Very good. Now both of you kneel before us.’

We obey without question, our skirts rising up to reveal our pretty, heavily be-frilled panties as we lower ourselves onto our knees.

The two beautiful buxom women then kick off their shoes and hold their delicately scented hosed feet before us. We shuffle forward on our own hosed knees and place deep loving utterly submissive kisses on the warm almost unbearably soft nylon fabric.

I feel my cock strain furiously in its sweet rubber prison and thank all the gods of this strange universe for my delightful sissy fate.

Then we are ordered back to our high-heeled feet.

‘Right,’ Ms Ambrose, so obviously aroused, says, slipping back into her shoes and climbing to her feet. ‘Let’s get you into Ruppi’s room. Once inside the door will be locked and you’ll be left to your own devices for the night. You’ll need to get those uniforms off and get into your night clothes, but you needn’t go to bed just yet.’

Ms Ambrose and Aunt Jane then usher us into a room running off the main living area. We are virtually pushed through the door and then it is quickly shut and locked behind us, without even a kiss goodnight!

Then we are alone and facing each other with shocked helplessly desiring eyes.

The room is surprisingly large, with a double bed in its centre. There is also a small pink leather sofa and a matching armchair. In one corner is a fitted closet, one door of which is a large square mirror. Near the closet is a white dressing table with a large oval-framed mirror. Set against an opposite wall is a wide bookshelf filled to bursting point with books on a surprisingly wide range of subjects. Beside it is a glass-fronted cabinet loaded with what appear to be magazines. On top of the cabinet is a small combined television/DVD player and at its side are a neatly stacked pile of DVDs.

‘Perhaps we should get changed first?’

The question is delivered in a slight, very nervous voice. I nod weakly and follow Rupert to the closet. He slides back the wooden-panelled door and I find myself looking at a true cornucopia of sissy delights. At first all I can see are the large variety of sissy boy costumes that Lillian favoured until her recent decision to transform Rupert into a full-blown SMC sissy. But then, further along, there are dresses, very elaborate and beautiful dresses that bear the design markings of the Sissy Maids Company.

‘These all arrived yesterday,’ he says, his voice riddled with desire. ‘They’re lovely. Really gorgeous. And all the undies too. I’m . . . overwhelmed. This whole thing has been . . .’

He turns to look at me. I see his terrible furious need. Then I step forward and take his head in my hands and place a gentle kiss on his beautiful girlish lips. I feel his scented body quiver with nervous joy and then we embrace; the kiss deepens and hardens. He gasps and moans. His hands fall upon my breasts. He begs for release and so do I.

‘Let’s undress first,’ he whispers, his voice cracked by nerves and need. ‘Mummy has bought these really exquisite nightdresses for us.’

I nod. ‘You start,’ I say. ‘Undress me.’

I turn to allow him access to the ribbons and zipper that hold my maid’s costume in place. His heavy desperate breathing echoes throughout the room as he removes the maid’s pinafore and the black dress. He gasps with pleasure as the dress falls away and the true nature of my sissy figure is revealed. Then I turn back to face him, a teasing smile lighting up my face.

Then I very slowly unclip the bra and let it fall away in one rather dramatic gesture, revealing my always impressive bosom with pride and a sense of real power.

His eyes widen in utter astonishment and he cries out a brief sharp ‘good grief!’

I step forward and take up his left hand. I very gently place it upon my large heavy right breast, and we stand like this for a few strange detached seconds. It is almost as if time has stopped, our eyes locked together, our bodies rigid with a bottomless sissy need. Then the illusion passes and, under my careful guidance, a stunned deeply agitated Rupert helps me ease off the court shoes, black tights and, the most erotic and complex moment, the rubber panties. And as soon as his eyes see my hard tightly restrained and long-denied cock, a perhaps surprising smile crosses his very pretty face.

‘I can help you,’ he whispers, ‘with that.’

I look at him with questioning eyes and his smile widens.

‘Mummy has ordered me to be restrained in the morning. But she says we can both be free tonight. That’s why she left this.’

He gestures towards the dressing table, towards a familiar glass jar. My eyes widen as I realise the jar contains the expansion gel used in the removal of the Senso rubber restrainers.

He totters over to the table and picks up the jar. I watch him remove the lid and extract a thick globule of the gel with his index figure. He replaces the jar and then returns to kneel before me.

‘Try and relax. I’ll be as gentle as possible.’

To my surprise, there is no hesitation in his voice, no fear. It is clear that he knows exactly what to do and why he is doing it. I remember our amazing dual bondage in the nursery and his violent desperate coming. My cock edges upward and then he begins to smear the gel over it. I cry out with angry deeply frustrated pleasure as my tightly rubberised cock is smothered in the clear sticky substance. I look down at Rupert in utter amazement: it is now becoming clear that he and his mother, and my lovely Aunt Jane, have planned this moment carefully.

Then the long pink-painted fingernails of his left hand are carefully slipping under the loosening Senso rubber wrapped around my balls and edging the material over the squeezed stretched skin. My cries increase in desperation and volume as the restrainer is pulled up over my balls and then along the hot angry and very hard length of my sissy sex meat.

I emit an especially loud and angry cry that is more a scream when the restrainer is finally pulled free of my sex. I feel the relatively cool air of the room wash over my sex and a powerful sense of relief weakens my knees. The room begins to spin and I stagger backward. Then Rupert has quickly risen and taken me in his arms. I fall into his embrace and allow myself to be carried to the bed. He sits me down and then very gently lays me out on my back. I sink into soft cool scented silk sheets and sigh with a deep all-consuming sense of physical pleasure.

I look up and watch Rupert totter so very sweetly back across the room to the wardrobe. From inside he takes what appear to be two very fine pink silk dresses and brings them back over to the bed. He sets one dress out very carefully on the bed and then holds the other one before my dazed excited gaze.

‘They’re nightdresses, made from a very fine semitransparent silk. Mummy bought them for us. They’re imported from Italy.’

The dress is long, designed to cover the body from neck to toe. It has a high frilled neck with a large silk ribbon tied in a fat bow at the front.

He sets the dress down by its twin and minces back to the wardrobe, returning a few moments later armed with more sissy booty. I watch as he lays pairs of pink self-supporting stockings on top of the dresses and then pairs of ultra-frilly pink silk panties.

‘We can put these on after you’ve been relieved. Then we can talk. Mummy has ordered a sandwich supper for just after six. Myriam will serve us. Ms Bloom has promised we can play with her for a little while as well. Then maybe we can watch one of my DVDs. Mummy lets me have all the latest SMC releases. They drive me quite mad. Then, when we’re all warmed up again, we can get to know each other a little better.’

I nod helplessly, my aching burning cock straining against the cool air with a terrible, almost insane need.

Rupert looks down at my furious desperate cock and up at my large perfectly formed breasts and a gentle smile lights up his gorgeous intensely feminine face. He then leans forward and very carefully takes my sex between the thumb and forefinger of his right hand. Then I scream a terrible, prolonged ‘PLEASE!’

He chuckles and lowers his mouth over the boiling straining purple head of my long-denied cock.

‘This is going to be such fun,’ he whispers, just before taking the full tormented length deep into his warm sissy mouth.
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TELL US WHAT YOU THINK!

Readers’ ideas and opinions matter to us. Take a few minutes
to fill in the questionnaire below and you’ll be entered into a
prize draw to win a year’s worth of Nexus books (36 titles)

Terms and conditions apply – see end of questionnaire.
 

1. Sex: Are you male [image: image]   female [image: image]   a couple [image: image]?


2. Age: Under 21 [image: image]   21–30 [image: image]   31–40 [image: image]   41–50 [image: image]   51–60 [image: image]   over 60 [image: image]


3. Where do you buy your Nexus books from?
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[image: image] An independent book shop. If so, which one(s)?
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[image: image] A used book shop/charity shop
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4. How did you find out about Nexus books?
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[image: image] Recommendation
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5. In terms of settings, which do you prefer? (Tick as many as you like)


[image: image] Down to earth and as realistic as possible

[image: image] Historical settings. If so, which period do you prefer?
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[image: image] Where would you like to see an adult novel set?
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6. In terms of storylines, would you prefer:


[image: image] Simple stories that concentrate on adult interests?

[image: image] More plot and character-driven stories with less explicit adult activity?

[image: image] We value your ideas, so give us your opinion of this book:
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7. In terms of your adult interests, what do you like to read about? (Tick as many as you like)


[image: image] Traditional corporal punishment (CP)

[image: image] Modern corporal punishment
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[image: image] Restraint/bondage

[image: image] Rope bondage
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[image: image] Female domination and male submission

[image: image] Female domination and female submission
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8. Would you prefer books with a more specialised approach to your interests, i.e. a novel specifically about uniforms? If so, which subject(s) would you like to read a Nexus novel about?
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9. Would you like to read true stories in Nexus books? For instance, the true story of a submissive woman, or a male slave? Tell us which true revelations you would most like to read about:
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10. What do you like best about Nexus books?
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11. What do you like least about Nexus books?
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12. Which are your favourite titles?
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13. Who are your favourite authors?
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14. Which covers do you prefer? Those featuring: (tick as many as you like)


[image: image] Fetish outfits

[image: image] More nudity
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15. Describe your ideal Nexus novel in the space provided:
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16. Which celebrity would feature in one of your Nexus-style fantasies? We’ll post the best suggestions on our website – anonymously!
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THANKS FOR YOUR TIME

Now simply write the title of this book in the space below and cut out the questionnaire pages. Post to: Nexus, Marketing Dept., Thames Wharf Studios, Rainville Rd, London W6 9HA

Book title:[image: image]

TERMS AND CONDITIONS

1. The competition is open to UK residents only, excluding employees of Nexus and Virgin, their families, agents and anyone connected with the promotion of the competition. 2. Entrants must be aged 18 years or over. 3. Closing date for receipt of entries is 31 December 2006. 4. The first entry drawn on 7 January 2007 will be declared the winner and notified by Nexus. 5. The decision of the judges is final. No correspondence will be entered into. 6. No purchase necessary. Entries restricted to one per household. 7. The prize is non-transferable and nonrefundable and no alternatives can be substituted. 8. Nexus reserves the right to amend or terminate any part of the promotion without prior notice. 9. No responsibility is accepted for fraudulent, damaged, illegible or incomplete entries. Proof of sending is not proof of receipt. 10. The winner’s name will be available from the above address from 9 January 2007.

Promoter: Nexus, Thames Wharf Studios, Rainville Road, London, W6 9HA
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NEXUS NEW BOOKS
 

To be published in January 2007

WHIPPING TRIANGLE
G. C. Scott

Rhonda, Paul and Muriel form a love triangle with a difference. They are drawn together by their love of sex with bondage, and live a curiously intertwined life — in and out of one another’s beds, now dominant and now submissive as the urge strikes them.

Rhonda is the true dominant, relishing her control over the men and women she meets and takes into her circle. Paul finds himself attracted to her as a mistress, and at the same time he is drawn to Muriel, the submissive bank manager who loves to be restrained and ravished.

They all meet at Rhonda’s country house in order to fulfil their mutual desires for domination, submission, pain and pleasure.

£6.99 ISBN 978 0 352 34086 3
 

INSTRUMENTS OF PLEASURE
Nicole Dere

Two musically gifted young cousins, Max (the girl with the boy’s name) and Toni (vice versa) have been brought up under the tyrannous rule of Aunt Charlotte. Their lives are dramatically transformed when Charlotte gifts them to the charismatic Professor Labat, known as The Maestro.

His talents extend far beyond his musical genius, and he prepares his proteges for a novel kind of serfdom, in which their skill is combined with erotic artistry to refresh the jaded palates of the wealthy clientele in The Pleasure Dome, mansion of the notorious Lady Letitia (Titty) Laycorn.

£6.99 ISBN 978 0 352 34098 6
 

WIFE SWAP
Amber Leigh

The Nexus Enthusiast series brings us a definitive adult novel about a couple’s adventures as Swingers. Mark and Anne have been tempted by the idea of wife swapping since their first shared sexual fantasies. They have the desire, the determination and a watertight relationship. Only thing missing is the right couple to swing with.

But that small hurdle is overcome when they move next door to the sexy and exciting Johnny and Lisa. Their new neighbours are avid swappers and engaged in organising the season’s largest swinging party.

As Mark and Anne take their first tentative steps into the waters of swapping they are soon immersed in a tidal wave of new experiences. The only thing left for them to discover is whether or not their relationship is truly watertight.

£6.99 ISBN 978 0 352 34097 9
 

If you would like more information about Nexus titles, please visit our website at www.nexus-books.co.uk, or send a large stamped addressed envelope to:

Nexus, Thames Wharf Studios,

Rainville Road, London W6 9HA
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This information is correct at time of printing. For up-to-date information, please visit our website at www.nexus-books.co.uk

All books are priced at £6.99 unless another price is given.
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Please send me the books I have ticked above.

Name          ..........................................................................................

Address      ..........................................................................................

                   ..........................................................................................

                   ..........................................................................................

                   .............................................. Post code ..........................

Send to: Virgin Books Cash Sales, Thames Wharf Studios, Rainville Road, London W6 9HA

US customers: for prices and details of how to order books for delivery by mail, call 1-800-343-4499.

Please enclose a cheque or postal order, made payable to Nexus Books Ltd, to the value of the books you have ordered plus postage and packing costs as follows:

UK and BFPO – £1.00 for the first book, 50p for each subsequent book.

Overseas (including Republic of Ireland) – £2.00 for the first book, £1.00 for each subsequent book.

If you would prefer to pay by VISA, ACCESS/MASTERCARD, AMEX, DINERS CLUB or SWITCH, please write your card number and expiry date here:

......................................................................................................

Please allow up to 28 days for delivery.

Signature ......................................................................................

Our privacy policy

We will not disclose information you supply us to any other parties. We will not disclose any information which identifies you personally to any person without your express consent.

From time to time we may send out information about Nexus books and special offers. Please tick here if you do not wish to receive Nexus information.                         [image: image]
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