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   1. Sissy School

   It is just after 8.00am on a beautiful Monday morning in late spring. The front door bell announces a visitor. Agnes Vale, a calm smile already lighting up her beautiful face, puts down her copy of the Daily Telegraph and rises with practiced elegance from a black leather armchair. She walks form the living room and down a long hallway to the front door of her large, secluded and very special house. She is a vision of gorgeous dominant womanhood: her plump but shapely form wrapped in a tight, knee length black dress, its rather provocative neckline revealing a large, yet still firm bosom; her long, perfectly shaped legs wrapped in sheer black nylon and leading down to feet encased in stiletto heeled, black patent leather court shoes; her thick, black hair bound in a tight and very prim bun; her large honey brown eyes filled with a deeply maternal authority. In the heels, she stands nearly six feet tall, a truly impressive and very beautiful woman a few weeks from her fifty third birthday.

   She opens the door to greet the lovely Mrs Abigail Wolf and her only son. Mrs’ Wolf’s son is just sixteen, yet his appearance is unlike that of any normal teenage boy. Indeed, it would be very difficult to guess that he is in any way a member of the male sex, for he is dressed as a little girl, or rather as one of Miss Vale’s carefully feminised “sissy angels”.

   Standing just over five foot six in white patent leather Mary Jane shoes, the son is dressed in a striking cream satin dress decorated with a pattern of white silk roses. The dress has long, puffed sleeves and is very short, its wide skirt resting at almost a ninety degree angle on a semi transparent foundation of multiple white lace petticoats. Clearly visible through the petticoats is a pair of heavily frilled white silk “rumba” style knickers. His long, surprisingly shapely legs are sealed in sheer white nylon tights and his hands are imprisoned in thickly padded, white silk mittens buttoned into the sleeves of the dress. Around each of his wrists is a white leather shackle, running from which is a slender silver chain. These two short chains are, in turn, connected to a thick white leather belt that enfolds the centre of the beautiful dress and his slender, girlish waist. His face is that of a pretty Victorian doll, covered in a layer of expertly applied white foundation, with a circle of pink rouge on each cheek. His lips, which are also painted pink, are hidden beneath the heart-shaped plastic plate of a long, phallic-shaped rubber dummy, which is held in place around his head via two lengths of thick pink silk ribbon bound tightly together in a bow at the base of his neck. The ribbons are secured around the edges of a beautiful white silk bonnet, which covers his shaven head and frames a pretty and helplessly feminine face with a thick trimming of frilled white lace. A curved satin plate runs across the top of the bonnet. Sown into the plate using strands of pink silk is the sissy name given to him by his mother: Tammy Prettykins.

   Miss Vale’s smile widens as she beholds the lovely Tammy. The sissy is obviously hugely embarrassed and upset. His sky blue eyes are pointed firmly at Miss Vale’s leather shod feet. It is obvious he has been crying and is fighting back further sobs of intense humiliation.

   ‘My, how lovely you look Tammy!’ Miss Vale exclaims, her voice full of teasing maternal interest. ‘And is this a new outfit? It really does suit you, especially the wonderful bonnet.’

   Tammy nods weakly at his gorgeous mother’s insistence, crushed by his exposure before the beautiful headmistress of the Vale Sissy School, but clearly much too frightened to disobey.

   Miss Vale turns towards Tammy’s mother, her smile instantly more knowing.

   Abigail Wolf is 45, a tall blonde who wears her thick, wavy hair short. Her striking pale blue eyes (a perfect match for her sissified son’s) are filled with a wicked sense of pleasure and something approaching sexual excitement. Her cherry red lips are curved into a wide, generous, even grateful smile. She stands a good three or so inches above Tammy in open toed, stiletto heeled pumps. She is wearing a very tight silver silk blouse stretched across a full, firm bosom, a beautifully cut black jacket and a matching skirt that reaches just to the middle of strong, perfectly formed thighs. Her very long, exquisitely shaped legs are sheathed in black nylon. This stunning woman is dressed for her job as a senior executive in the City.

   ‘I take it Tammy has enjoyed his Easter break?’ Miss Vale asks, her gaze frank, inviting,

   ‘Oh yes, a wonderful time at home with his sisters, cousins and Auntie Fiona,’ Mrs Wolf says, her voice filled with enthusiasm, her blue eyes drinking in the sensual presence of Miss Vale. ‘A house full of females! We certainly kept him on his toes.’

   A muffled sob slips past the dummy and a shudder of despair ripples across the poor sissy’s beautifully attired form.

   ‘And he was well behaved?’

   Mrs Wolf’s smile fades slightly. ‘Well…most of the time, but I’m afraid we had one or two moments of naughtiness. He was very upset when the girls put him in nappies, and I’m afraid I had to spank him quite regularly; but given where we were six months ago, I think it’s clear he’s making very good progress.’

   More solemn now, Miss Vale nods, her eyes turning back towards the deeply unhappy sissy. Then she gestures for Mrs Wolf and her son to enter the house.  

   Mrs Wolf pats Tammy on his pantied behind and the sissy steps reluctantly into the hallway, his petticoats rustling loudly against his nylon sheathed legs. And it is at this point that Nicolette, Miss Vale’s personal maid, appears in the corridor, the rapid, percussive strike of her stiletto heels against highly polished wood announcing an eager arrival.

   Nicolette was previously Nicholas Ramsey. At 21, he is over 30 years younger than Miss Vale, but was once her eager lover. Now, like Tammy, there is no evidence of a male identity: Nicolette is a tall, beautifully proportioned blonde dressed in a classic French maid’s uniform: a black satin and very short dress with a white silk pinafore, sheer black nylon tights, very high heeled, black leather court shoes, and a dainty white silk cap with two long strands of matching silk ribbon running down to the edge of the high, frilled neck of the dress. A true stunner with her own long, perfectly shaped legs, legs intensely and erotically accentuated by the dark, flawless nylon, and, perhaps most surprising of all, a large bosom straining against the folds of the dress and the pinafore.

   ‘Take Tammy to the Nursery and put him in Pen 4. Make sure the plug is turned to maximum for at least 15 minutes. I think we’ll welcome back all our pretty pupils with a maximum power vibration this morning’

   Tammy releases a much louder sob of despair at the mention of the plug. He suddenly looks up at the strangely beautiful visage of Nicolette with fear, real anger and something approaching sexual attraction. The pretty, outlandishly costumed sissy shakes his head and looks pleadingly at his attractive mother, his baby blue eyes drowned in outrage and terror.

   ‘Off you go, Tammy!’ his mother orders. ‘Mummy will be back on Friday and then we can spend a lovely weekend at home with the girls. Remember, Cousin Julie is bringing all her old dolls for you to play with and Auntie Fiona has promised you a new dress!’

   The unfortunate, although strikingly pretty sissy lowers his head in shame and defeat, tears now trickling down his rouged cheeks.

   Nicolette, beholding Miss Vale with adoring hazel eyes, then performs a deep, panty flashing curtsey before leading a sobbing Tammy down the hall to the Nursery. The two women watch Nicolette’s delightful wiggle mince with impressive and obviously aroused eyes as the sound of Tammy’s loudly rustling petticoats nearly drowns out her sobs of humiliation and fear, his legs held tightly together, his steps tiny the regulation “sissy mince”.

   ‘I’ll be back on Friday afternoon, about 4.00pm,’ Mrs Wolf says, handing Miss Vale a large, pink rubber, duffle-style bag. Inside are Tammy’s personal effects and training tools: two pint sized baby bottles, a plastic zip lock packet packed with five pairs of soiled panties, two more dummies - each with long, phallic shaped teats, a collection of bibs (each with his teasing sissy name sown into the towelling fabric), and a make-up bag. ‘Fiona has donated a pair of panties, as have her daughter and Tammy’s sister. The other two are mine – more than enough to keep him happy at night.’

   Miss Vale’s smile broadens, her eyes appraising Tammy’s beautiful mother with sexual frankness. ‘Excellent. Thank you.’

   Mrs Wolf returns the smile. ‘I really can’t thank you enough for everything you’ve done, Agnes. My life has been totally transformed. It had been hell since Brandon died. And now…well, it’s like I can start again.’

   Miss Vale, now quite serious, nods. ‘You can both start again. By the end of his treatment, Tammy will be ready for complete transformation into an obedient she-male. You will have a caring, devoted daughter who will serve you eagerly and without question. And she will find happiness and fulfilment in this role, I assure you.’

   Then, to Miss Vale’s surprise, Mrs Wolf takes her hands and places a tender, nervous kiss on the older woman’s right cheek. An electric charge of sexual pleasure shoots down between Miss Vale’s legs and she cannot resist a gasp of very obvious arousal.

   ‘Perhaps I can…see you?’ Mrs Wolf whispers, her voice hoarse with desire.

   Miss Vale is surprised but also excited by Mrs Wolf’s words. ‘Yes, of course…come back on Thursday evening, after the sissies are in bed. Say 8.00pm? Nicolette will serve us dinner.’

   Stepping back from the stunning Miss Vale, Mrs Wolf nods, smiles. ‘Yes, that would be lovely. I’ll see you then.’

   There is a charged silence. Mrs Wolf clearly wants to say more. Her husband, nearly fifteen years older, had died suddenly just over a year ago, and, in the months that followed, she had struggled to manage her only son. Despite having inherited her husband’s very considerable fortune, Mrs Wolf found no solution to her son’s increasingly wayward behaviour until she had been made aware of Miss Vale’s very unique service.  

   Miss Vale watches with sex teased eyes as Mrs Wolf walk to her car, a new silver Mercedes. The car is parked in the secluded, hedge bordered drive of the large Georgian house. From the country lane beyond, only the top of the house is visible: privacy is a vital requirement of Miss Vale’s work and Silk House provides it superbly.

   Mrs Wolf turns as she opens the driver side door, waves and then elegantly slips into the car, Miss Vale’s eyes widening as the younger woman’s short skirt rises up quite deliberately to reveal more of her lovely, hosed legs.

   The car soon moves off down the long gravel driveway, then out onto the country lane that runs through Silk Wood to the village.

   Miss Vale leaves the door open, knowing that in a few minutes her second sissy charge will arrive.

   During the next 20 minutes, three more sissified teenage boys are delivered to Silk House by their grateful guardians.

   First, and only a few minutes after Tammy, there is Daisy Nappylove. A few months older than Tammy, Daisy arrives with his grandmother, Miss Agatha Rose, a tall, regal and still beautiful woman in her late 50s. Miss Rose, her hair a sea of elegantly ordered blonde curls, her lips blood red, her eyes a piercing emerald green, is dressed in a gorgeous dark blue suit with a knee length skirt and a cream coloured blouse. Her long, still shapely legs are sealed in sheer black nylon and a pair of tight, black leather, very high heeled boots. She is a striking figure of absolute female power. Her grandson, however, is an image of pathetic and embarrassingly intricate ultra-feminisation. For poor Daisy is dressed is an outrageous pink silk romper suit, with a very high, heavily be-frilled neck, long, puffed sleeves and frilled leg sections that reach only to the middle of his thighs. His long, perfectly shaped legs are sealed in opaque white nylon tights. Like Tammy, he is wearing a pair of patent leather Mary Janes (also pink). His hands are sealed in pink satin, heavily padded fingerlesss mittens and a large bonnet edged with thickly-frilled white lace covers his shaven head. And, just like Daisy, there is a curving name plate running across the top of the bonnet. However, there are also distinct differences from Daisy: a large bulge around the bottom half of the romper suit reveals that, beneath this pretty sissy confection, the unfortunate young man is wearing a nappy. His arms are bound tightly behind his back at the elbows and wrists with silk ribbons, and a thick, pink satin scarf is wrapped around his face, leaving only his pale blue eyes, wide with humiliation and despair, visible. Miss Vale knows that, beneath the scarf, his lips have been sealed with a thick strip of white duct tape and his mouth filled with a pair of Miss Rose’s used panties.

   After a brief, teasing chat, poor Daisy, now sobbing like the little baby girl he most surely has become, is marched off to the Nursery by the lovely Nicolette. Miss Rose passes the rubber bag filled with Daisy’s humiliating sissy effects to the beautiful headmistress and then departs.

   Soon after, Mrs Rachel Jackson and her daughter Amanda arrive with their sissified charge, Cindy Tinkles. Cindy is nearly 17, his mother 42 and his sister 21. Cindy is perhaps the very prettiest of this year’s intake. Small in stature (in his stockinged feet just five feet four inches tall), he is clad in a gorgeous white satin dress shaped like an inverted cone, which expands out from a high, lace frilled neck to a wide skirt that rests on a sea of thick white organza petticoating. The dress itself is lined with hoops of beautiful pink silk. Between the each hoop is an intricate design of silk stitched flowers. Beneath the spectacular petticoating is a pair of very heavily frilled, cream coloured rumba-style panties His long, feminine legs are sealed in opaque pink tights and his small, girlish feet are held dainty captive by a pair of stiletto heeled, pink patent leather ankle boots. Like the other sissies, he wears a baby bonnet over a shaven head, this made of white satin and with the obligatory name plate. His arms, held at his sides, but raised at a ninety degree angle to his hips, are secured inside white satin, heavily padded fingerless mittens. A dummy gag, very similar to the one worn by Tammy, fills his mouth. His face, also like his fellow sissies, has been painted snow white, with a pink rouge heart on each cheek. He is the perfect vision of ultra-sissy beauty, and Miss Vale cannot resist teasingly complementing him on his appearance and tickling him under his delightfully dimpled chin. Yet this vision is amusingly enhanced by one particularly wicked addition to this deeply humiliating costume: around each ankle and each wrist is a pink band holding a set of tiny bells, each of which provides a sweet, tinkling accompaniment when the poor sissy makes even the slightest movement.

   Cindy is already quietly sobbing as Miss Vale teases him. Miss Vale is well aware that his older sister, already a highly regarded designer in the fashion industry, has taken a keen interest in her younger brother’s sissification, and that she is a strict and unforgiving taskmistress. It would seem that she has already punished him for some no doubt minor infraction of the many rules that define his tormented life in the Jackson household.

   ‘I am afraid Cindy has been very naughty,’ Mrs Jackson says, confirming Miss Vale’s suspicion. ‘He failed to keep his legs tightly together when serving our breakfast. Mandy – always eagle eyed – noticed a gap of a t least an inch. She gave him a very sound spanking with one of her old school gym slippers just before we came out.’

   The similarity between Mrs Jackson, a wealthy, widowed businesswoman, her daughter and her sissified son are striking. All three have dark brown eyes. Mrs Jackson and her daughter share an almost Mediterranean complexion and thick, wavy jet black hair. As poor Cindy has had his face painted snow white just like the other sissies and his head is shaven beneath the bonnet, it is difficult to tell if he shares his female relatives’ other features. Unlike Cindy, however, Mrs Jackson and her daughter have strikingly voluptuous figures, with large breasts and broad hips off set by long, shapely yet also powerful legs. Both women dress to accentuate their generous forms. Mrs Jackson wears a tight black nylon sweater beneath a black leather jacket, with a short black and white check skirt, sheer black nylon tights and stiletto heeled court shoes. Rachel wears a striking black business suit with a cream silk blouse, her height accentuated by very high heeled, black patent leather mules.

   As Cindy is led away sobbing into his fat dummy gag by the lovely Nicolette, the mother and daughter complement Miss Vale on the success of her “radical therapy” and, like Mrs Woolf, make a point of saying how much happier they (although not Cindy!) are. They hand over the pink rubber bag of “effects” then leave.

   Soon after the two lovely women have left, the final of the four sissies enrolled that year arrives with his aunt, Miss Helen Stacey. Frilly Rubber Doll is perhaps the most outrageously costumed of all the unfortunate pupils. Unlike Cindy, Frilly is tall. He is wearing a powder blue rubber smock dress that reaches down to just below his waist. The dress rests on a thick shelve of white and powder blue layered petticoating that explodes out around his hips and upper thighs. Clearly visible beneath this dense jungle petticoats are a pair of powder blue rubber bloomers than reach down to just above the sissy’s knees. His legs are sheathed in very sheer white nylon tights, and his feet rest in a pair of powder blue patent leather Mary Janes. The dress has long, layered sleeves. The sissy wears the obligatory heavily padded, fingerless mittens (of the same powder blue rubber), and a startling powder blue bonnet made up of many layers of a more slender rubber material, which surrounds his head and face, making him look like some strange alien flower. A dummy gag fills his mouth, and his sissy name is revealed not via the bonnet, but by a white satin, heart shaped plate fixed to the front of the striking rubber dress.

   Miss Stacey is in her late 30s. A well known television journalist, she is dressed in a grey business suit, with a very short skirt revealing long, very beautiful legs sheathed in powder grey tights. Her thick blonde hair is bound in a very tight bun. She wears black leather, stiletto heeled court shoes that perfectly accentuate her stunning legs. She has striking sky blue eyes and lips painted a dark, bloody strawberry. With the figure of a 20 year old, she is a vision of carefully preserved female beauty and Miss Vale is quite smitten by her.

   Miss Stacey smiles and reports happily that Frilly is making good progress. Miss Vale knows that Miss Stacey took charge of Frilly after her sister had endured years of abuse by her ex-husband. Following a particularly messy divorce, the sister had fled back to America, leaving her son in the strict and unforgiving care of his aunt, a radical lesbian feminist.

   Frilly stares down at Miss Vale’s feet, fighting back tears of shame. He is nearly 18, and the oldest of the current sissy intake. He is subject to a particularly harsh of control at home, where is often put in the care of Miss Stacey’s lover, a star female athlete who has a deeply perverse and cruel imagination. In a way, Miss Vale feels sorry for the poor sissy.

   Following a sound slap to his nylon sheathed thighs, Frilly totters into the hallway with almost a dummy gagged sigh of relief. As Nicolette leads the stunned young man to the nursery, Miss Stacey hands over the standard bag of sissy effects. They exchange a few strained pleasantries and then Miss Stacey leaves, Miss Vale’s eyes following the confident stride of her long legs back to her BMW sports car with a dark, almost painful longing.

   Then Miss Vale closes the tall, heavy front door, picks up the four rubber bags filled with dummies, bottles and soiled panties, and heads down the long corridor to the Nursery, a smile of quiet triumph lighting up her truly beautiful face.

   It is two years since Miss Vale opened her very special school for wayward young men. It is more than three years since her husband, a multi-millionaire film producer 30 years her senior, had died and left her the fortune that has allowed her to purchase of Silk House and begin this great experiment. During her brief but lucrative marriage, she had come to realise that the only hope for the world was the subjugation of the destructive instincts of the male via radical feminisation therapy. This therapy had subsequently been carefully honed on Nicholas, the deeply submissive and utterly infatuated younger lover she had taken after her husband’s death. He had willingly submitted to sissification and then to the surgical changes that had allowed him to become the stunning she-male, Nicolette. He had been a co-operative subject with submissive femininity encoded into his personality. He had been a relatively easy object to practice her ideas on, and the results had been spectacular. The real test had been applying her ideas to less willing subjects: young men filled with aggression and hatred, tormented by biology and a society that glorified violence, oppression and greed. Young men at a certain age; boys rather than men. Males at their physical peek, overwhelmed by the most intense desires, the most uncontrollable and dangerous energies. Her plan had been to take these desires and energies and turn them inside out. A slow and delicate process that could take a year or more to produce positive outcomes: completely submissive, sissified males ready and willing to become eager she male servants.

   It is in Silk House that each year Miss Vale oversees this slow but inevitable change with four males whose behaviour has proven unmanageable. Four wayward young men who are making their female guardian’s lives a misery and urgently need radical reform. It is in this elegant, isolated house in the countryside that Miss Vale provides her unique service. A service that is expensive: the fee for the year is £50,000, which does not include the cost of the dresses and the vast array of accessories. Yes: Miss Vale’s sissy school is a particularly exclusive service for the wealthy.

   As she enters the Nursery, she is pleased to see that all four sissies have been penned, bound and their plugs set to maximum vibration.

   The Nursery is a big, high ceilinged room that had originally been a library. Now the long walls are painted a light pink. Large framed photographs of the four previous babified graduates and the four new pupils line one wall. Eventually Miss Vale will fill the entire wall with the successful products of her radical behavioural therapy.

   The room is lit by two large oval shades emitting a soft pink light and also by natural light entering via shaded French windows. In the centre of this open space are four circular play pens, each made from white mahogany, each containing one of the four sissy pupils. Each sissy is now secured in exactly the same manner: his arms bound behind his back with strong pink silk ribbons at his elbows and wrists and then bound via a further ribbon to his similarly bound ankles. Each sissy’s knees have also been tightly bound. Thus each is bound into a strict, inescapable kneeling “hogtie”.

   Each pen is filled with dolls and teddy bears provided by the sissy guardians and numerous female relatives. Each sissy is kneeling on a thick pink rubber mat which exactly fits the circumference of the pen. And each sissy is squirming with an intense mixture of humiliation, discomfort and powerful, inescapable sexual pleasure.

   Beneath each sissy’s mass of sweet feminine frills, there is a hidden secret, the secret of a control that ensures obedience and, increasingly, submission to the fate Miss Vale has so carefully designed for each of her pretty, helpless pupils. This is the secret of the restrainer and the anal plug. At the very beginning of their induction into sissy school, each forcibly feminised young man is fitted with a pink latex rubber restraining device, which is stretched tightly over oiled, teased and violently erect cocks and bulging balls. This is held in place with two silver rings –one slotted tightly into position beneath the head of the circumcised cock (circumcision being an absolute condition of entry into Miss Vale’s sissy school), and one slotted around the balls. The rings and the rubber restrainer allow nearly full erection, but make ejaculation impossible. However, each fiendish rubber device has a head covered in micro-perforations to allow urination. And since their arrival at the school five months earlier, none of the sissies have been allowed any form of sexual release. Given their age, this deliberate suppression of what in any healthy young male is a furious energy has left the poor sissies in a permanent state of deeply tormenting sexual frustration. Yet this frustration is perhaps Miss Vale’s most powerful weapon of control. It is the means by which the sexuality of the sissies is gradually directed away from the aggressive objectification of the female towards absolute submission to all females and a deep and addictive love of every aspect of their sissification.

   Then there is the anal plug: the second vital tool in the control and redirection of sissy sexuality, and also the inescapable guarantor of good behaviour. The plug, also fitted at the very beginning of the training year, is phallus-shaped and made from pink plastic. It resembles and has some of the properties of a vibrator, and is inserted deep into the anus of each of the unfortunate sissy pupils. Thanks to the wonders of modern technology, the plug can be controlled remotely, and each member of Miss Vale’s staff is issued with a mobile device capable of activating all the functions of the plug. These functions include 4 levels of teasing vibration, the ability to heat up and the ability to release a powerful skin irritant. The two later functions of the plug are of particular importance in ensuring submission to the rigors of the training regime (as each sissy has discovered on a number of occasions!) However, as Miss Vale surveys her four tightly bound and helpless sissy beauties, the plugs are serving their most important function: a powerful and irresistible source of penetrative sexual stimulation. This stimulation is given even more force by the terrible frustration of sexual release that this ensured by the restrainer.

   The two tools of control thus work together to restructure the formidable matrix of male desire, moving the source of stimulation from the cock to the arse, from the male penetrative tool to the deeply feminine orifice of the exposed and helpless sissy arsehole. And this is only the beginning. At the beginning of each term a longer and thicker plug is inserted, stretching and teasing the arse even more intensely. Also, from the beginning of this second term – this term - the pretty, ultra-feminised pupils will begin to learn the strange pleasures of sissy love. Over the next 12 weeks, gradually but surely, the four sissies will be partnered and, under Nicolette’s expert instruction, transformed into lovers. By the end of the current term, the powerful sexual energy of the young male will have been re-channelled into not just an intense desire for sissification and submission, but also into a desire for each other. 

    As the sissies struggle and moan in their playpens, four sets of angry, sex tormented eyes turn towards the strikingly beautiful figure of Miss Vale. The gorgeous mistress beholds her charges with a sense of deep satisfaction, revelling in absolute power and the profound conviction that she is surely doing the right thing.

   She stares down at each sissy in turn, deliberately holding each tortured gaze with a look that mixes both maternal care and stern, unforgiving authority. It is immediately clear that, despite their bizarre fate, each of the young sissified males is deeply and helplessly attracted to the buxom form of the headmistress: their tormented eyes cannot resist feeding on Miss Vale’s strikingly curvaceous body. They desire her despite everything, and soon they will desire the absolute submission that is at the heart of Miss Vale’s training method.

   A smile crosses her beautiful blood red lips as she studies the elaborate costumes of each pretty sissy charge. Once again she finds herself marvelling at the wicked inventiveness of the female guardians. It is a condition of Miss Vale’s sissy school that each guardian is a collaborator in the process of training and transformation. Each has played a crucial role in the design of “the look” of their sissy charge, working with specialist designers employed by the school to come up with a wardrobe that reflects a unique and always amusingly outrageous approach to sissy costuming. Each guardian also ensures the continuation of the strict sissification regime when the pretty, helpless and deeply humiliated charges are at home, during weekends and holidays. Thus, there is a profound and mutual partnership between the staff of the school and the guardians.

   Miss Vale turns her gaze upon the wondrous form of Nicolette. The perfect she-male, the model for all that has followed. As usual, she is aware that the sissies are trying to avoid looking at this beautiful creature in her deeply erotic and teasing costume. For if they do, they will confess a terrible, inescapable and shame inducing desire. Their shame is caused by a simple, tormenting fact: all four sissies have been made very clearly aware that Nicolette, despite her absolutely convincing appearance, is a she-male. For all four sissies were, in the early days of their training, exposed to Nicolette’s beautiful and rather unique naked form. “She-Male Anatomy” had been an hour long class in the first, very demanding week of sissy training. It had been during this class that the four had been made aware of their strange destiny as Nicolette had revealed herself naked, her body that of a stunning sex goddess, plus the startling addition of a tightly restrained, long and very hard cock.

   There had been much squealing and sobbing that particular morning. All four plugs had, in the end, been set to release a short, intense heat followed by a dose of the very powerful skin irritant. Later, Miss Vale had personally administered a sound spanking to each sissy.

   But despite what they know, the sissies remain helplessly attracted to the gorgeous Nicolette. And during this term, Nicolette will break any final resistance: soon each of these pretty, shamed sissy boys will be her willing and devoted plaything.    

   A collective squeal of fear fills the scented air as the Matron, Margaret Hollywell, enters the room. A very plump but also attractive woman in her mid-fifties, the Matron inspires a deep and justified fear in all the sissy charges; for it is the Matron who is responsible for their body hygiene, discipline and general health. She also oversees the medical aspects of the transformative process. Each of the pretty sissy charges has learnt that the Matron is a figure to be feared and obeyed without question. She has demonstrated herself to be a very strict disciplinarian with a wide variety of ingenious and deeply humiliating punishments for even the slightest infraction of the school’s many regulations.

   Miss Hollywell is clad in a tight white uniform dress that quite deliberately accentuates her considerable form, especially her very large bosom, broad hips and large, yet shapely backside. Her legs, long and strong, are sheathed in white nylon tights, and she is wearing white patent leather, stiletto heeled courts hoes. Her thick, wavy blond hair is bound in a tight bun, on top of which is pinned a classic white nurse’s cap. Her eyes are a startling sky blue and her lips a deep blood red. Overall her face is plump, with an obvious double chin, but still incredibly pretty.

   The Matron is followed into the nursery by Miss Myriam Duvall, the School’s femininity instructor. A gorgeous French blonde in her mid thirties, Miss Duvall is an ex-ballet dancer, who is responsible for training the sissies in all aspects of their movement, deportment, make up and dress. In the first term of the academic year, her focus had been mainly on sissy movement. Increasingly in the second term and during almost all of the third and final term, her focus will be on the make and dress of the emerging she-males.

   Miss Duvall is dressed in very tight black leggings and a matching, equally tight, black nylon sweater. Knee length, stiletto-heeled black leather boots add to the impression of a sleek, utterly unforgiving dominatrix, as does her short blonde hair and dark brown eyes, which are filled with a bright sadistic fire. Her lips, full and glistening, are painted soft peach. Her fit, precise form, with its exquisite dancer’s figure and grace, reflects her absolute commitment to physical fitness and the power of appearance, a commitment she demands of her sissy charges with an unforgiving passion.

   Despite their almost exactly opposite figures and dress, the two women have one item of clothing in common – a thick leather utility belt. Miss Hollywell’s is white, and Miss Duvall’s black. Attached to both are some of the tools of control vital to the day to day management of the sissy pupils. First there is the crop, a beautiful ivory handled riding crop used to encourage and discipline. Then there is the retardant spray, used at certain points to reduce the tumescence of the sissies constantly erect cocks. Then there is the anal plug remote control. And finally, there is the electronic key that can open and lock every door in the building.

   Miss Vale also wears a version of the belt, with the same items attached. As the two other women approach her, she releases the remote and uses it to turn off the fiercely vibrator and teasing plugs.

   ‘Margaret, can you start with Tammy and Daisy this morning. I suggest an extra strong enema, given the amount of time they’ve gone without a good cleansing, followed by the first of the stage two injections.’

   Tammy and Daisy, although relieved of the terrible torment of the plugs, release well gagged squeals of horror and fear at the mention of enemas and injections. Their eyes wide with fear and outrage, they struggle uselessly against their tight bonds and shake their pretty, bonneted heads furiously.

   ‘I also suggest a very sound spanking followed by a dose of the skin irritant.’

   As the two sissies struggle and squeal, a broad, cruel smile curves Miss Hollywell’s perfect lips. ‘It will be my pleasure, Headmistress,’ she says, gesturing abruptly for Nicolette to prepare the sissies for the next stage of their bizarre, tormenting day.

   ‘And Myriam, can you take Frilly for the first make up class, please.’

   Miss Duvall smiles and whispers a husky ‘Qui, Madame’ before turning her powerful gaze on a terrified, but quite mute Frilly Rubber Doll.

   ‘And for Cindy,’ Miss Vale says, turning her own devastating gaze on the very prettiest of the sissies, ‘I think we’ll start with a suckle.’

   The very feminine, doe-eyed sissy looks up at the Headmistress with a mixture of fear and arousal. The other sissies are no doubt filled with envy, but at some point in the next week, their suffering will also be briefly relived by the teasing pleasures of a suckle session with Miss Vale. Each of these pretty, elaborately sissified creatures will have the opportunity to suckle like little baby girls on the large, perfectly formed breasts of the astonishing beautiful Headmistress.

   Soon, all four sissies are ready for the first activity of what will be a very busy and endlessly humiliating day. Thanks to Nicolette’s deceptive physical strength and the liberal application of Miss Hollywell’s crop, Tammy and Daisy are standing before the impressive matron, their hands and elbows bound tightly behind their backs. Each has now been fitted with a sissy training collar, a very high and thick and made from white leather, that makes any movement of the neck and head impossible. Attached to the front of the collar is a silver chain leash. The leather handles of the leashes are held in Miss Hollywell’s rubber gloved hands.

   Their eyes cast modestly and fearfully downward, their white nylon sheathed legs held closely together, the sissies fight back sobs of fear, their nostrils tormented by the Matron’s powerful musk perfume, their eyes fighting to rise from the floor towards the hugely alluring spectacle of her large, heaving bosom.

   Frilly is similarly bound, and clearly intensely aroused. The poor sissy, despite his fear and humiliation, is quite overwhelmed by the elegant beauty of Miss Duvall. Holding the leash in one hand, she steps forward and tickles him under the chin with the other, whispering teasing baby talk in French. If it wasn’t for the restrainer, the poor sissy beauty would probably ejaculate on the spot.

   And then there is Cindy, pretty and so very feminine Cindy. Also, bound, collared and leashed, she stares up at Miss Vale with wide, fearful and sex maddened eyes. The petite beauty knows that she is to be the first that week to be taken to Miss Vale’s private rooms and subject to the strange but incredible ritual of “suckling”. In only a few minutes, she will be sitting on the headmistresses lap, still tightly bound. But the collar and the fat dummy gag will have been removed. The gorgeous, mature Miss Vale will have slowly opened her dress to reveal her large bosom straining behind the brassiere section of a white, elastane panelled corselette. Astonished and made truly desperate by months of awfully frustrating restraint, Cindy will be unable to stifle a moan of deep, angry pleasure. Then the headmistress will unclip the front of the brassiere and reveal her wonderful breasts. Tears of need will pour from Cindy’s pretty eyes before Miss Vale guides his head towards the nipple of her left breast. His lips, painted a bright sissy pink, will willingly wrap around the long, hard nipple and he will begin instinctively to suck. Miss Vale will whisper sweet baby talk and gently rock her sissy charge, her free hand stroking his nylon sheathed thighs. This baby talk will slowly collapse into moans of pleasure and a final girlish cry of ecstasy.

   As the sissies are led from the Nursery by their gorgeous, utterly determined mistresses, they fight to demonstrate the tinniest steps and the sweetest “wiggle mince”. Tears of humiliation and frustration trickle down their alabaster cheeks. They fight moans of fear and anger, utterly helpless but also filled with masculine resistance. Yet they know this resistance is less than it was only a few weeks ago. As their eyes fill with the spectacle of their mistresses shapely backsides, their erections strain with an even greater fury and the plugs tease their widening arses. Strange feelings are beginning to gradually emerge. Feelings of arousal and surrender, feelings routed in a terrible, unspeakable pleasure in this intricate and bizarre humiliation, and in their absolute submission to womankind.






   2. Special Therapy

   Mrs Anthea Swan arrived home just after 3pm carrying a number of shopping bags and a large, rectangular dress box. A very handsome woman in her mid-fifties, she placed the bags on the hallway carpet and balanced the long, thin, pink-coloured box on an ornate mahogany table that also contained the phone and a key tray.

   Directly opposite the table was a full length mirror. Mrs Swan slipped out of her white overcoat, hung it up and then inspected her striking form carefully. A tall, plump blonde, with long, thick hair today bound in a very tight, even stern bun, Anthea Swan had a very full figure that was deliberately accentuated by a tight, white satin blouse with a high neck around which was tied a large, wide bow. The blouse revealed the teasing, maternal form of her large, still firm bosom in a way she knew provoked desiring looks from even young men, a fact that both amused her and helped tremendously with the project she was currently pursuing. She also wore a knee length black and white check skirt that mapped out the ample geography of her wide hips and large, yet shapely bottom to provocative perfection. Her long, strong, yet elegantly curved legs were sealed in sheer black nylon tights and her feet rested in a pair of three inch, stiletto-heeled, black leather court shoes. Her large, sky blue eyes widened and a satisfied smile shaped her full, strawberry coloured lips. Yes: she was exactly as she needed to be to prepare her nephew for the visit of his mother and older sister.

   Satisfied with her appearance, Mrs Swan took up the bags and the book and climbed the stairs of the large, Georgian house. From behind, the view of her large bottom moving with a deeply erotic rhythm inside the tight folds of the skirt would have been a terrible torment for any male. The sound of her hosed legs brushing together and against the fabric of the skirt was an erotic sonata echoing around the quiet, beautiful house. Each step she took was elegant and careful, yet also determined. Her sister and niece would arrive by tea time: she had less than two hours to prepare her nephew for their visit.

   She moved down the long, rather shadowy upstairs corridor towards a white wooden door right at the very end. Originally, this had been one of two guest bedrooms. Now it was the Nursery. Placing the bags and the dress box on the floor, she took a large, silver key from a pocket in her skirt and inserted it into the door’s gold framed lock. As she turned the key, a muffled squeal – high pitched, girlish and desperate – came from inside the room. Smiling, filled with confidence and joy in the task ahead, she opened the door, picked up the various items of shopping and entered the room.

   The Nursery was a small, rectangular room bathed in a soft pink light. At the far end of the room were a set of wide, square windows that were now barred and covered by a pair of long dark red curtains. In front of the curtains was a rather beautiful antique dressing table with a large, silver framed oval mirror. Placed on the table top were jars and tubes of various coloured ointments and creams, perfumes, lipsticks, all manner of other make-up items and a striking strawberry blonde wig that rested on a white plastic wig stand. Just beyond the dressing table, to the left, was a tall, broad, white wood wardrobe. A matching chest of drawers stood beside it.

   A doorway next to the drawers led through to a small en suite bathroom. On the other side of the doorway was a tall, adult-sized baby’s high chair made of the same wood as the drawers and the wardrobe. The highchair was one of two, the other having been painted a bright pink and kept in the dining room. Mrs Swan often used it when she was entertaining visitors, as she would later that afternoon. And opposite the highchair was the cot, a beautiful confection of pink wood designed, like the high chair, for an adult-sized baby. And inside the cot was her babified nephew, Pansy Nappy Love.

   Since she had entered the Nursery, the muffled squealing evident in the corridor had risen in volume and intensity. Its source lay in the cot, imprisoned, helpless, humiliated and furious. A young man on his 18th birthday, who was being subject to a unique and outrageous form of therapy carefully designed by his lovely Aunt Anthea.

   Pansy was dressed, as he had been for the last 3 weeks, in the clothes of a baby girl. Early in the day, after a morning of hard domestic labour (mainly cleaning and ironing), he had been placed in the en suite shower, soaped and scented, dried and powdered, his naked body silky smooth thanks to the weekly application of a powerful hair removal cream (including, to Pansy’s utter horror, his head).

   After an intimate and helplessly arousing drying at the hands of his gorgeous, ample-figured Aunt, he had then been led naked back into the Nursery. His cock had been, as usual, rock hard. Yet even this most intense expression of his masculinity had been subdued by a tool of female control: it had been sealed, as it was now and since his arrival at Mrs Swan’s home, in a very tight, pink rubber sheath held in place with sturdy silver rings placed just beneath its bulging head, at its base and around Pansy’s bulging balls. For three weeks, this unique restraining device, perforated at the head to allow urination, had made any form of self-abuse or ejaculation impossible. For 3 weeks, Pansy’s naturally powerful teenage male desire had been denied and his own levels of sexual need and frustration had risen to a level where he was now permanently hard and always desperately aroused. At the heart of Mrs Swan’s plans for Pansy would be the utilisation and redirection of this furious desire towards sissy submission and the loving worship of Mrs Swan, his mother, his sister – the gorgeous Beverly - and his beautiful female cousin, Jocasta.

   After the bathing, Mrs Swan had dressed Pansy for his afternoon “nap”. Today his nap would be a little longer than usual, as the lovely Anthea Swan had needed to go into town for the various very special items required for her sissy nephew’s 18th birthday party.

   Tears of despair and frustration had trickled down the sissy’s face, which – like all of his body – was covered in a thick, snow white, water-proof foundation cream. He had stood before her, his hands behind his back, his mouth stopped by the fat rubber teat of an especially designed dummy gag, his lips – permanently dyed a bright sissy pink – covered by the circular plastic plate of the gag, which was held in place by two strands of narrow rubber cording held in place by a tight, fat bow at the back of his neck. He had tried to look at the floor, to strike the demure, modest pose his beautiful aunt demanded at all times. Yet even this had been a torment for the restrained, hugely frustrated male: for instantly his wide, tear-soaked eyes had been filled with the sado-erotic vision of Mrs Swan’s stiletto-heeled, black leather court shoes and her long, elegant legs sealed in sheer black nylon. With his pink rubber imprisoned cock rising up before him like a maddened sex snake, his eyes had slowly moved from the lovely spectacle of his aunt’s shoes and legs to her large, firm bosom gently rising and falling beneath the tight, gleaming material of the cream satin blouse.

   It had been then that she had taken his cream coloured, prettily dimpled chin in her hands and guided his pretty, baby blue eyes, highlighted by long, helplessly fluttering eyelashes and a delicate pink eye shadow, towards her own.

   ‘I need to pop out to get your birthday suit, Pansy. So your nap will be a longer today. But I’m sure you’ll have sweet sissy dreams about your baby birthday party with Mummy, Beverley and Jocasta.’

   Her words had been designed to humiliate and he had responded by widening his eyes with fear and outrage, shaking his head furiously and squealing into the dummy gag. Her response had been to burst out laughing.

   ‘Oh, do stop pretending you can’t wait to show yourself off to Mummy!’

   Then, too his shock and horror, she had taken his hard, long, surprisingly thick cock in her hands and given it a good, strong squeeze, sending his squeals upwards by at least a girlish octave.

   ‘This is all the proof I need that you’re loving every second of your new sissy life!’

   He sobbed quietly as she had dressed him, defeated, confused, terrified at his impending exposure before his mother, sister and cousin. Yet he had submitted without question as large, despairing tears had trickled down his face. She had fitted him with afresh, adult-sized “Pampers”-style nappy that pressed his restrained cock hard against his stomach and also pushed the anal plug permanently fitted into his backside a little deeper into his widened, tormented arse; a fact he had acknowledged with a helpless squeak of arousal, and which she had compounded with teasing baby talk.

   ‘Does little baby like her pretty little bottom plug? I think she does!’

   This expert mockery, combined with a little tickle under his white, dimpled chin, ensured even faster flowing tears of deep unhappiness from her pathetic, intricately sissified nephew.

   The plug, a long, phallic-shaped tube of hard pink rubber smeared in K-Y jelly, was removed for about 20 minutes each day. This was in the morning, just before poor Pansy Nappylove received his daily enema, an ordeal he cried all the way through, yet which, combined with his diet of baby milk and liquidised vegetable mush, made any unpleasant nappy changings by his dominant, beautiful aunt totally unnecessary.

   After the nappy had come a pair of semi-transparent, pink plastic panties. With heavily frilled waist and leg sections and a design of red roses weaving over their gleaming surface, the panties were perfect agents of the intense and constant humiliation that was central to Mrs Swan’s training method. They were also very noisy, ensuring that each step the poor sissy teenager took was accompanied by hilarious baby squeaks!

   Mrs Swan had, as usual, made Pansy take the panties from her, perform a pretty bob curtsey of gratitude and then step rather gingerly into them. A smile of dark satisfaction had crossed Mrs Swan’s lovely face as her sissy nephew had wiggled the squeaking panties up his long, very shapely and silky smooth legs and then over the bulging nappy. She had then stepped forward and ensured that the panties were pulled very tightly into position, deliberately allowing her ample bosom to brush against his smooth, snow white chest and inspiring a deep, helpless moan of terribly frustrated male need.

   Once satisfied that the plastic panties were properly positioned, she had presented Pansy with a pair of the very special opaque, white nylon tights she had especially made for her sissy charge. Although exactly the same as any normal pair of tights in terms of the legs, the upper support section of the tights was much longer; indeed, when pulled fully into position, the tights reached to the top of the sissy’s chest and just beneath Pansy’s smooth, hairless armpits. This almost totally emersion in soft white nylon, the creation of a delicate second skin that constantly teased ultra-sensitive, silky smooth sissy skin was a further instrument of arousal and control. And even as Pansy, after taking the tights from his stunning aunt with a further dainty bob curtsey, began, with a striking feminine grace, to guide the tights carefully over his feet and up his legs, it was clear that – despite his humiliation and deeply repressed anger – Pansy was helplessly aroused by the sweet caress of this most fetishistic of fabrics.

   The tights also had an immediate and profound transformative effect. Instantly, the helpless, pathetic sissy prisoner became something else, something strikingly and inescapably feminine. As Mrs Swan helped her nephew pull the tights firmly up to the top of his chest, she had been struck – not for the first time – by the natural femininity of her nephew, and how quickly this teenage boy could be made to look like a rather pretty little girl. And she knew that he too was aware of just how feminine he appeared and how deeply disturbing and humiliating this knowledge was.

   Once the tights had been positioned, she had left him standing with his hands behind his back and his head bowed, a strange feminine mannequin awaiting the next stage of awful and inescapable transformation.

    She had then walked over to the wardrobe, knowing that Pansy’s eyes would now be pulled helplessly towards the teasing sight of her large, round bottom moving with such tantalisingly erotic grace against the tight covering of the check skirt. Opening the broad wooden doors of the wardrobe, she had revealed a long row of truly strange sissy delights: a carefully composed collection of little girl dresses, high necked smocks, satin blouses with long, outrageously puffed sleeves, micro mini-skirts, baby pyjamas and ultra-cute romper suits: Pansy’s soul-crushing sissy wardrobe in all its wondrous and deeply humiliating glory. And it had been one of the three romper suits that she had carefully extracted from the wardrobe and held up before him.

   ‘I think this one for your nap today, Pansy,’ she had said, her deep, sensual voice filled with mocking humour, her piercing crystal blue gaze meeting his own sex maddened, defeated and horrified look with overwhelming power and confidence.

   The romper suit was made from a gleaming, hot pink satin, with a high, lace-frilled neck and long, puffed sleeves. It had very short, white lace frilled leg sections which were thickened with a layer of soft padding. A very pretty pattern of pink and white roses made from an expensive silk ran across the chest section of the suit. The suit was secured via a row of pink plastic buttons that ran along its back.

   The poor sissy had looked at the romper suit with a familiar despair, yet he knew not to protest. In the last three weeks, Pansy had learnt that the slightest sign of resistance would automatically earn him a variety of stern, perverse and always painful punishments. He had also learnt, to his astonishment and horror, that Aunt Anthea was physically stronger than him. Indeed, thanks to a special drug that laced all his meals (a drug he knew nothing about), he was becoming a little weaker each day. And yet he weaker he had become, the stronger his libido seemed to be!

   Nappied, hosed and helpless, a truly strange, yet very feminine character with his snow white body, shaven head and dummy gagged mouth, Pansy had stepped forward, performed another bob curtsey and taken the soft, humiliating romper suit from his aunt’s beautiful, blood red-nailed hands, his eyes cast down towards her shapely, dark hosed legs and high heels, his tightly restrained cock burning desperately deep within its soft nappy prison.

   He had stepped into the with the same careful, feminine grace with which he had donned the plastic panties, pulling the elasticated, heavily frilled leg sections up his own white nylon sheathed legs and then up over his slender torso and shoulders. Mrs Swan, smiling broadly, her beautiful pale blue eyes filled with an obvious sexual arousal, had stepped behind her sissy nephew, each movement of her curvaceous, ample form graceful, sensual, teasing. Then buttoned up the suit so that it was pulled very tightly into place over Pansy’s upper body.

   ‘Snug as a pretty sissy bug in a rug,’ she had whispered, threading the last plastic button into place at the top of the romper suit’s high, befrilled neck.

   Then she had stepped in from of the humiliated, clearly appalled sissy to ponder her strange, yet strikingly pretty creation.

   The tight, pink romper suit had hugged Pansy’s girlish figure like a new skin of soft, tormenting satin. She had known that, thanks to poor Pansy’s silken, ultra-sensitive skin, that was exactly what it felt like; and that despite the dreadful humiliation of the sissy costume, he had been fighting significant sexual arousal. With his shaven head and dummy stopped mouth, and the very significant bulge of the nappy clearly visible through the tight material of the romper suit, Pansy had reasonable the big, silly little girl sissy that Mrs Swan was determined he was to become on a permanent basis.

   The suit had been quickly followed by further items of outrageous sissy wear: thickly padded, fingerless mittens of matching pink satin and pretty baby boots, also thickly padded and made from exactly the same material. The mittens were designed to button into the long sleeves of the romper suit and, once fitted, they were impossible to remove by the wearer. As Mrs Swan had buttoned the mittens into place, poor Pansy’s snow white face had been only two or so inches from his striking, buxom aunt’s very considerable bosom, and the pathetic teenager had been unable to resist staring at them with a furious longing, soundly gagged moans of deeply frustrated desire only just fighting their way past the fat dummy gag. The booties were tied in place by Mrs Swan with lengths of pink silk ribbon that had been carefully intertwined through eye slots running around the frilled diameter of each item of baby footwear. As she had knelt down before him, she had allowed the tight, check skirt to ride up her black nylon sheathed legs to reveal the wide, muscular and yet intensely erotic shape of her thighs, a sight that induced an even louder squeal of frustrated sexual need from the helpless, pretty and utterly pathetic sissy.

   As she tied the loose ends of the two ribbons in fat bows, she looked up at her sissy charge and smiled warmly.

   ‘Baby likes Auntie’s lovely sheer tights, doesn’t she? Would baby like to wear a pair too?’

   Pansy’s own eyes had been filled with a now familiar mixture of desire and anger, a helpless collision of fury at his strange fate and a deep, dark, intense desire for his beautiful, elegant and very shapely aunt.

   Standing up, Mrs Swan had straightened her skirt, aware of Pansy’s eyes drinking up her form with the desperation of a man dying of thirst.

   After the booties, she had moved quickly, aware of the time and the need to get Pansy wrapped up nice and tightly for his extended afternoon nap. He had watched with fear widened eyes, his long, false eyelashes fluttering helplessly, as the ample beauty had taken a pretty pink “sleep bonnet” from the chest of draws, a simple baby’s bonnet made from the same pink satin with heavy white lace frilling around hits curved diameter. She had placed this on the edge of the thick pink rubber mattress that filled the cot. Then she had moved to a small white plastic bag placed at the foot of the chest of drawers. Pansy’s eyes had widened further, knowing full well what the bag usually contained. And from inside, she had taken a pair of her own panties – a simple black cotton pair with a design of white roses – and a pair of her black nylon tights. Both had been worn the day before and still bore the intimate imprint of her most private regions.

   ‘Seeing baby was so keen to wear my tights, I thought I’d give you a little treat for your nap.’

   Poor Pansy watched with horror and arousal as she had placed the tights and panties by the bonnet and then untied the rubber cording holding the fat, intensely humiliating dummy gag in place.

   Despite his evidence outrage at his bizarre sissy, there had been no word of protest as the extra-large teat of the dummy was pulled from his bright pink lips. Other than an audible sigh of relief, Pansy had remained silent, knowing too well the price he would pay for even the slightest squeak of protest.

   Mrs Swan had then returned to the cot mattress and taken up the pair of slightly damp tights. Making sure Pansy could see her every move, she had then squeezed the tights into a ball, with the especially damp gusset section positioned so that it comprised nearly one half of its circumference. This she had then forced deep in Pansy’s mouth, inspiring a squeal of fear and anger.

   She had left him standing there, so sweetly babified, his mouth stuffed with her soiled tights, as she had returned to the drawers, taking a thick roll of very wide white duct tape from the top drawer, then returning to him, holding the tape before her like a threatening weapon.

   The poor sissy fool had shaken his head desperately as she had torn a long strip of the wide tape from the roll and then pressed it over his mouth and bulging cheeks. Two more strips had followed, so that all of his face below his nose was covered in the thick, inescapable tape.

   Satisfied with her kinky handiwork, she had taken the panties from the cot and then slid them slowly, teasingly over the sissy’s perfectly bald, snow white head, positioning them so that the gusset section was stretched tightly over Pansy’s helplessly flaring nostrils and thus ensuring that the he was forced to breathe her most intimate aromas deep into his lungs. She then wrapped an extra-long strip of tape around his head just below his nostrils to hold the panties firmly in place.

   Even as he had been so tightly and strangely tethered, the poor babified sissy had been in a state of some considerable sexual discomfort, and a low, desperate moan of sexual hunger and dreadful frustration was emanating from beneath the fat hose and tape gag.

   Checking that the tape was held firm, she had pressed the palm of her hand hard against his mouth, pushing the panties tighter against his nose and inspiring a louder mouth of helpless arousal and brought a cruel, teasing smile to her beautiful face.

   ‘That’s right, my little baby bunting, breath in all Auntie’s special scents.’

   Tears welled up in his wide, sex maddened eyes as she had then returned to the drawers, extracting a pair of opaque white nylon stockings (at least 50 denier) from the middle drawer and then had made her way back to her tormented sissy charge.

   She had stretched open the first stocking into a wide bowl and then, with a speed born of much practice, draw it over his shiny, hairless head and down over his face, fitting Pansy with a tight hood of soft, opaque nylon and inducing a squeal of genuine fear.

   Thus Pansy had been gagged with his Aunt’s tights and masked with a pair of her soiled panties, and – finally – hooded with a nylon stocking that left only his tear soaked eyes just barely visible through the frilly legs holes of the soft, black panties. And as soon as the hood had been pulled tightly into place, she had used the second stocking to bind his mittened wrists very tightly together behind his back.

   It was then that she had taken up the pretty pink satin sleep bonnet and slipped it over Pansy’s stockinged head, carefully positioning it so that his nylon sheathed and panty masked face was ringed by a delicate cordon of white lace frills. She had then secured the two lengths of light pink silk ribbon that were attached to each side of the bonnet and drawn them together under his nylon sheathed chin before securing them in a tight, fat bow.

   ‘Perfect,’ she had whispered, stepping back to admire the babified vision of absolute sissy servitude that Pansy had become. ‘Absolutely perfect.’

   Poor Pansy was now sobbing, his head cast down towards his aunt’s high heeled courts, the tears soaking through the material of the opaque stocking and creating two hilarious panda-like circles. Where there had once been an arrogance, poorly behaved teenage male, there was now expertly decorated and utterly helpless sissy slave, furious at his forced transformation, yet unable to resist it. A sissy slave who, to his utter horror, was finding himself increasingly aroused by the teasing feminine fabrics that consumed his increasingly girlish physical form.

   Then she had led him to the adult-sized cot and made him lay face down on the thick rubber mattress. The pathetic sissy had struggle to maintain his balance as his aunt had helped him to lean over the mattress and then edge himself into the required face down position. But his babified body had soon been slotted neatly into the full length of the cot. Mrs Swan had then set to work securing him for his extend afternoon nap.

   She had then taken six lengths of white rubber cording from a small shoebox stored beneath the cot and placed them by Pansy’s nylon wrapped, bonnet and panty masked head. The poor sissy was breathy deeply and desperately into the pungent gusset section of his beautiful aunt’s panties and it was clear he was in a state of some considerable sexual distress. His tear soaked eyes had widened when he saw the cording, for he knew the test that was to come.

   She had used the first cord to bind his bootied ankles tightly together. She had then used further lengths to bind his legs above and below his knees. The poor sissy moaned with discomfort and fear as his Aunt Anthea applied this rigorous and cruel bondage, securing tight knots and ensuring that the cording bit deep into Pansy’s increasingly sensitive skin.

   Then she had applied further lengths of the cording, this time to his elbows – pinning them painfully together – and to his already bounds wrists, packaging up her sissy nephew with a cruel, eroticised enthusiasm.

   Yet even this had not been the end. For his soon as his body had been secured, she had taken up the final length of the rubber cording and tied one end of it to the cording binding his bootied ankles. Then she had, in one hard tug, pulled the free end of the cording forward and consequently pulled poor Pansy’s ankles back over his body. She had increased the pressure so that his ankles had eventually been pulled up to his tethered, mittened hands, thus forcing him into a tight and clearly uncomfortable hogtie position. Then, with his feet pressed up against the satin covered palms of his hands, she had secured the free end of the cording to the length of cording binding his wrists, thus completing the punishing hogtie and leaving poor Pansy moaning desperately into the gag and breathing heavily and deeply into the pungent panty mask.

   Smiling, feeling a familiar tingle of dark sexual excitement, Mrs Swan had stepped back from the cot to admire the strict and perverse symmetry of her bondage sculpture. Pansy had moaned and wriggled helplessly, his nylon hooded face tilting towards his aunt’s buxom and utterly gorgeous figure, his tear-soaked eyes wide with fear, discomfort and a helpless, furious desire.  

   Aware that the poor sissy fool might roll off the mattress and fall to the floor, she had then stepped forward and pulled up the barred side of the cot. The cot itself had been deliberately designed to be narrow and just contain the body of a teenage male about Pansy’s size. Therefore, when Mrs Swan had locked the side panel into position, the unfortunate Sissy found himself held in a very limited space and unable to move an inch. He had therefore been held fast in the hogtie position.

   And this was how he had been imprisoned for the past three and a half hours. His high pitched, sissy squeals grew louder as she moved closer to the cot, his discomfort obvious as was his continuing sexual torment. She unlocked the sidebar and lowered to the floor. She then whispered teasing baby talk and caressed his nylon sheathed cheek.

   ‘Has baby missed his Auntie?’ she teased, as Pansy wiggled desperately in his sissy bondage. ‘I can see you’re really excited that mummy, Bev and Jocasta will be here in just a little while. It’ll be your first chance to show off how pretty you are. And I’ve got loads of lovely treats for you to wear to your birthday party, Pansy. You’ll look absolutely gorgeous! And I’m sure the ladies will be desperate to play with you!’

   The sissy’s pretty blue eyes were wide with fear and anger through the tear soaked nylon hood. He tried to shake his head, to let his gorgeous, buxom aunt know that his was exactly what he didn’t want! But she just patted him on the head and then began to free him from his intricate, perverse and very uncomfortable bondage.

   In a few minutes, Pansy was sitting up, only his wrists still bound behind his back with the nylon stocking. He moaned deeply into the tights gag as the circulation slowly brought his numbed, strained and pained body back to life.

   While he sat, head bowed, stunned, still masked and hooded, she slipped into the en suite bathroom and used the toilet, in the process discretely filling a laboratory jar stored in the bathroom cabinet with her urine. She then returned to the nursery with a dark, teasing smile lighting up her lovely face and placed the jar on the top of the chest of drawers.

   Poor Pansy was still too distracted by physical discomfort to notice any of this, but his attention was quickly directed back to his beautiful, ample figured aunt once she began to unbutton the tight, deeply flattering cream satin blouse.

   ‘It’s got rather hot in here,’ she teased, her eyes burning into his. ‘And we need to get you washed, powdered and scented before we dress you.’

   His moans of pain quickly turned to moans of helpless and very powerful sexual desire as Anthea Swan slipped the blouse from her shoulders and down her long, surprisingly muscular arms to reveal the top half of a black, satin panelled panty corselette, a fascinating and deeply erotic piece of shape wear designed to both restraint and accentuate Mrs Swan’s already considerable and generous curves.

   She allowed the blouse to fall to the floor and then, in a series of outrageously provocative wiggles, worked the check skirt down her long, perfectly shaped, black nylon sheathed legs and elegantly stepped out of it to reveal the full, astonishing beauty of the panty corselette and her own incredible, buxom form, a masterpiece of ample beauty that left poor Pansy squealing with the full force of his angry, tightly restrained teenage sexual hunger.

   ‘There,’ she lightly whispered, ‘much better.’

   Pansy stared at this perfect vision of mature, dominant womanhood in utter amazement, his eyes filled with desire and also despair. As he helplessly breathed in her most secret scents and tasted the soft, dark truth of her exquisite and all powerful femininity, he knew he was utterly helpless and doomed to surrender, that his imprisonment as a baby girl was inescapable and, to his horror, increasingly exciting. His cock, rock hard for days now, pressed through the fabric of the tight rubber restrainer into the soft, thickly padded material of the deeply humiliating nappy. As he wiggled in his sissy attire, the plug bored deeper into his backside, and the further it went, the more aroused he became!

   Stunned and enveloped in a black sex fury, Pansy offered absolutely no resistance as his stunning aunt, in her incredibly sexy underwear, helped him from the cot and across the room to the bathroom. Here, with only a whimper of agonising sexual frustration, he allowed himself to be untied and stripped of his sissy clothing. Not a single gesture of resistance greeted the removal of the bonnet and the stocking hood, nor the panty mask, the thick duct tape, nor the fat tights gag. Soon, he was naked, every inch of his shaven, silky smooth body painted snow white, his perfectly bald head shining in the soft pink light of the bathroom. His cock rose up in its pink rubber restraint with an angry desperation, a sleek, pink totem pole dedicated to the worship of his beautiful, buxom mistress, her authority absolute and undeniable.

   Mrs Swan led her stunned, helpless sissy nephew to the shower cubicle and left in cowering beneath a jet of powerful, steaming hot water, a tablet of heavily scented pink-coloured soap in his hands. As he began to wash his sweat soaked body, each gesture carefully elegant and feminine to reflect the way he had been so strictly trained over the past few week, Mrs Swan returned to the nursery and began to unpack the various items of shopping she had brought back from her three hour trip, laying them out carefully on the thick pink rubber mattress of the cot so that Pansy would get a clear view of these new baby delights as he came back into the room.

   She took him out of the shower after 10 minutes, his silken form soaked and, thanks to the soap, very heavily scented. Taking a thick, extra fluffy towel from a rack on the wall beside the cubicle, she wrapped him in its warp, soft embrace and began to dry his slender, sissy form.

   Poor Pansy’s wide, stunned eyes never left his aunt’s large, welcoming bosom as it strained against the brassiere section of the corselette. Even when she paid particular attention to his rampant, rubber imprisoned cock, the unfortunate sissy - despite naughty, ungagged moans of pleasure - never let his eyes wander from the splendour of his aunt’s magnificent chest.

   After this teasing, deliberately erotic drying, Anthea Swan carefully inspected her sissy lips (she had used dye-style, waterproof lipstick and his soft, girlish were still perfectly styled in a sweet, ultra-feminine bow). She then smothered his silken form in a cloud of heavily scented lavender talcum powder and quickly followed it with a thick mist of musk perfume, leaving Pansy smelling as well as looking ultra-feminine.

   Then she led her pretty sissy charge from the bathroom back into the nursery, and a gasp of surprise laced with fear slipped from his painted mouth.

   ‘Yes, my little baby petal, aren’t they lovely!’

   Pansy was made to stand to attention, his hands behind his back, his legs held tightly together, his rubber sealed cock rising up before him, as Mrs Swan held up one by one the strange, rather beautiful and deeply fetishistic items laid out on the cot’s rubber mattress, displaying it before the sissy’s widening eyes with an obviously cruel pleasure.

   ‘A very special nappy to start off, Pansy!’

   The wide eyed, horrified sissy stared at the latest manifestation of his soul crushing humiliation and felt fresh tears well up in his baby blue eyes. For the nappy itself was only a part of the strange item of babified clothing that was being held before him. It was much more thickly padded than any of the nappies he had been forced to wear before. It was also contained within a thick pink rubber panty which was decorated with a design of white teddy bears! The leg and waist sections of the panty were also thickly frilled with ea delicate woven white lace.

   After the nappy, Aunt Anthea held up a strange, white nylon body stocking, which had feet just like any normal pair of tights, but also much thicker, ribbed glove-like sections which were fingerless and a high neck that seemed to be circled by a strip of Velcro. Then there was a pair of spectacular white rumba style panties make from elasticated satin and covered in layers of organza frills. And after this, the buxom beauty produced a pair of pink rubber bloomers, with long, intricately buffed legs, heavily frilled at the ends and also around the elasticated waist.

   Then there were the boots: white patent leather ankle boots with pink silk laces and 4 inch stiletto heels. Pansy stare at the boots in utter astonishment and also fear: on occasion during the last few weeks, Aunt Anthea had made Pansy wear high heeled courts hoes, spending time teaching the sissy how to walk smoothly and elegantly, but these heels were much higher than anything previously experienced and a bolt of genuine trepidation passed through his ultra-feminised form.

   “Yes, babikins, these will be a challenge. But you must look your best for mummy and the girls!’

   It was then that fresh tears began to trickle down Pansy’s alabaster cheeks and she began to fight back sobs of despair and fear, creating a spectacle that his aunt clearly found hilarious.

   ‘Oh don’t start pretending you’re upset, my little sissy flower. I know you can’t wait to be presented to mummy! And I’m sure she’ll be very impressed by the progress you’ve made.’

   Then, Aunt Anthea held up what appeared to be a white, sheer nylon hood. It was similar to the stocking hoods used by his Aunt for his naps and at night (when he was secured in a tight, pink satin sleep sack, his mouth filled with a soft rubber “sleep gag”, a pair of his aunt’s pungent soiled panties pulled tightly over his face), but it was also clearly more carefully and specifically designed. This was made apparent by a small mouth hole placed at the front of the hood, which was bordered by an intricate design of rose coloured nylon petals.

   Next, Aunt Anthea held up a truly gorgeous dress and a gasp of amazement slipped from between the sissy’s pretty pink lips in between the increasingly loud sobs of despair.

   ‘As you can see, I was at Miss Fiona’s this afternoon.’

   Miss Fiona Wallace was a local dress maker who Aunt Anthea had commissioned to design and make most of Pansy’s outrageous and endlessly humiliating wardrobe. Her imagination, like his aunt’s, was endlessly perverse and ensured the poor sissy was never without suitably ultra-feminine baby girl attire.

   This latest creation was made from the same pink rubber as the bloomers. It was a very short smock-style dress whose wide skirt was fitted with thick layers of white and pink organza petticoating. It also had a very high, lace frilled neck, and long, puffed arms with heavily lace-frilled sleeves. And, to Pansy’s utter horror, across its smooth rubber front, stitched in a white silk thread in an elegant handwritten style, were the words Pansy Nappylove.

   The dress was quickly followed by a pair of pink latex rubber tights, clearly made to match the dress exactly. Then there was a gorgeously bonnet, as cut from the same pink rubber material, with thick organza style frilling similar to the petticoats around its semi-circular rim.

   ‘You’re going to be mummy’s little rubber baby doll. The girls will absolutely adore you, sweetling!’ Aunt Anthea said, her eyes filled with cruel pleasure and an obvious sexual arousal.

   Yet, despite this outrageous teasing and the terrible fact of the new, intricate and furiously humiliating costume, poor Pansy Nappylove remained quiet, the tears trickling down his snow white cheeks the only sign of his true, terrible unhappiness and intense, soul crushing embarrassment. Pansy knew too well the consequences of any form of resistance. For a moment he looked beyond his beautiful aunt towards the far wall. On a hook, by the side of the cot, hanging from a length of black leather, was a long, thin, ivory handled riding crop. There sis of his last encounter with this wicked tool of correction were still visible on his delicately shaped, white bottom. And this punishment had been for merely coughing into a particularly large and damp panty gag!

   Then Pansy’s baby blue eyes returned to his ample figured, gorgeous aunt, her generous form so strikingly and erotically displayed by the panty corselette, her long, strong legs exquisitely displayed by the sheer black nylon tights and high heeled black leather court shoes. Her full, sensual and cherry coloured lips curved into a teasing smile and she held before an object that came very close, despite the ever present horror of the crop, to inducing a cry of defiance. For Aunt Anthea was hold aloft a long, thick, pink coloured penis gag made of shiny, hard rubber!

   The gag, which even had a large, bulbous head, was fitted with a circular pink leather base from which two matching leather straps ran, one from each side. And as he stared at the bizarre, terrified gag and found his eyes following Aunt Anthea as she walked across the room to the chest of drawers. It was then that she delicately lowered the long, hard rubber shaft of the gag into the laboratory jar of her golden coloured urine.

   ‘Let’s just leave that to soak for a little while,’ she teased, returning to the cot.

   Pansy felt more tears of horror and humiliation trickle down his cheeks. But still he made no sound of protest. Instead, he watched stunned, appalled and yet also – to his utter self- loathing – aroused, as Aunt Anthea held up the final items of his new, outrageous sissy costume: a thick, white leather belt, attached to the sides of which were two leather, rubber lined shackles of the same colour. Then there two more of exactly the same shackles held together by a short length of silver chain. And, for the gloriously bizarre finale: a pair of circular very heavily padded and fingers mittens of the same pink rubber as the dress and a thick, pink satin scarf.

   And so, over the next thirty of so minutes, poor, frustrated and very frightened Pansy was helped into the spectacular, perverse and unbearably humiliating costume, a special “sissy birthday outfit” conceived by his lovely, plump aunt for his “debut” before his mother, his sister and his gorgeous cousin (a beautiful young woman for whom he had had a terrible crush since his early teenage years).

   He offered no resistance and co-operated silently, pulling the strange rubber nappy into place, its thick, soft padding strangely comforting, its snugness, even tightness immediately apparent, especially between his legs, where it pressed the teasing plug even deep into his widening anus. Then there was the deceptively slender white body stocking.

   To his surprise, the stocking had a back section that enabled it to be unfastened and opened up. The fastening mechanism was a series of circular Velcro strips in place of buttons that ran up to another Velcro strip that travelled the circumference of the neck. His Aunt helped him step into the sheer, soft and so terribly teasing legs of the tights, which she had rolled into two wide bowls. He drew the tights over his feet and then, in a charmingly feminine manner, wiggled them carefully up his legs and over the thick, bulging, pink rubber covered nappy. His aunt then moved in very close to him, the presence of her gorgeous body a dreadful torment, and helped him slip the arm sections over his hands and pull the stocking up over the length of his carefully sissified form. And once it was pulled tightly into position, she secured it firmly in place using the Velcro strips.

   ‘I know how much you love sheer nylon, Pansy. So from now on, you will be enveloped in it permanently. Miss Wallace has made seven body stockings, one for each day of the week!’

   Fighting to keep his eyes from his aunt’s large, swelling bosom and her own long, nylon sheathed legs, Pansy felt his hard, tormented cock press angrily against the unyielding rings of the restrainer, aroused by the teasing words and the gentle, soft and deeply erotic embrace of the body stocking.

   Yet the submersion in nylon was not over. For once the body stocking was in place, Aunt Anthea took up the strange, sheer nylon hood. Pansy was used to being hooded and accepted this latest humiliation in tearful silence, allowing his aunt to slip the hood over his bald, shining head and then slowly down over his face, plunging him into a world seen through the filter of semi-opaque white nylon. Yet unlike the other hoods he had been forced to wear over the last few weeks, this once was fitted with the peculiar petal rimmed mouth hole.

   ‘Perfect,’ Aunt Anthea whispered, fitted the hood firmly to the Velcro stripped neck of the body stocking, her barely restrained bosom brushing against his chest. ‘Absolute encasement in lovely, soft nylon. You must be very excited, Pansy!’

   Despite the distraction of his beautiful Aunt’s physical closeness, Pansy found himself looking down at the hand sections of the body stocking. They were much thicker than the rest of the stocking and almost rigid. It was immediately apparent that he could hardly move his hands!

   Satisfied that her sissy nephew was suitably consumed by nylon, Aunt Anthea then moved to the rubber tights. With her assistance, Pansy opened the surprisingly soft and flexible latex rubber tights into a wide bowl before gingerly arching his right, nylon encased foot with its pink-painted toenails into a classically feminine position and then slipping it into the corresponding leg of the tights. He did the same with the left leg and then began very gently to pull the strange rubber hose up his long, nylon sheathed legs, which once again progressed up his lower body via a series of deeply feminine wiggles.

   Like the nylon tights he was forced to wear, the rubber tights had a very long upper section that meant by the time Pansy had manoeuvred the tights into place they covered his already nylon imprisoned body from his painted toes to the tips of his stiff pink nipples, thus enveloping most of his silken form in a very soft and also tight third skin of latex rubber. And it was the tightness that was immediately apparent. Despite their softness, the tights seemed almost immediately to constrict and thus physically emphasise the terrible reality of his absolute servitude.

   Aunt Anthea complemented her helpless, tormented and pretty sissy nephew on the impact of the tights and then helped him step into the astonishing rubber bloomers. Their elasticated rim provided a further firm grip on his stomach and allowed the bloomers to be pulled very tightly and exactly into place. The bloomers were quickly followed by the spectacle rumba panties, which left Pansy with a multi-layered and devastatingly humiliating set of pretty ultra-feminine undies over his nyloned body!

   Aunt Anthea moved with purpose now, clearly determined to ensure her helpless charge was transformed into this latest version of a pathetic sissy slave as quickly as possible.

   After the underwear came the beautiful, but also very testing stiletto-heeled pink leather ankle boots. Pansy was made to sit on the cot’s thick rubber mattress, pressing the plug deeper into his tormented arse as he did so. Then he was treated to the teasing spectacle of his aunt kneeling before him and fitting the boots to his rubber sheathed feet. As she leant forward to fit the first boot, the poor sissy was given a perfect and furiously arousing view of his Aunt’s large, yet still impressively firm bosom as it seemed to struggle for release from the delightful prison that was the panty corselette.

   She took his right foot and guided it gently into the first boot’s soft leather embrace. It reached up to the middle of his rubberised shin and, once positioned, was quickly yet expertly tied tightly into place using the pink silk laces, leaving a dainty bow neatly positioned between the two highest silver eyes.

   The second boot was then fitted and Pansy was ordered to stand up.

   As his gorgeous, buxom aunt rose up before him, her gaze never leaving him, Pansy very carefully pulled himself from the cot and onto his now very high heeled feet. At first he swayed nervously, finding the combination of the heels, the very restrictive tights and nylon hood disorienting, but his aunt was quick to inspire him to move forward.

   ‘I know how much you like walking in heels, Pansy, so there’s no excuse. Off you go – legs together, small, balanced steps and a pretty wiggle of that lovely bottom of yours! Come on, or I’ll use the crop!’

   And so he began slowly and carefully, his body shaking with fear and trepidation, to move forward, each step initially a terrifying challenge to his balance, a risk that at any second could result in humiliating collapse and possible injury. Yet, after a few minutes, it was easier: by taking the smaller steps, by keeping his rubber sealed legs closely together, he was able to establish both balance and rhythm, essentially a form of ultra-feminine wiggle mince that seemed to provide a steadiness that inspired confidence and reduced his fear considerably. Then, just a little later, he was walking more quickly, demonstrating a sweet sissy totter that clearly delighted his lovely, plump aunt.

   ‘That’s it, Pansy! Well done, my little baby petal! Now, hands at your sides and wiggle that bottom a little more.’

   He obeyed her without a second’s hesitation and was rewarded with a round of amused applause. To his surprise, he found himself taking pride in the fact that he could please Aunt Anthea, that his mincing femininity gave her pleasure. He felt his sex strain painfully against the restraining rings and as he moved, his rubberised thighs held closely together, the anal plug moved deeper into his arse, his totter-style walk creating a pumping rhythm that was helplessly arousing!

   After five or so minutes, when it was clear Pansy was now moving with a confident sissy grace, Aunt Anthea returned to the dressing, taking up the astonishing pink rubber dress from the cot mattress and holding it up before him.

   ‘Right, sweetling, let’s get you into this lovely little confection!’

   His aunt, her sensual, generous figure so devastatingly displayed by the panty corselette, slipped the thick, puffed arms of the pink rubber dress up over his arms. He bent his neck forward and the high, heavily frilled neck section was slipped over it. The dress was then allowed to fall over his slender, sissified form.

   Despite the rubber material, the dress was surprisingly light. It was also very short: even with the layers of organza petticoating, it fell only to the top of the rumba panties, leaving them quite deliberately visible. The sleeves were very narrow at the wrists and, he noticed each was circled by a strip of pink Velcro.

   ‘Splendid,’ his aunt cried, admiring the latest addition to the strange, perverse creation that was Pansy Nappylove.

   He looked down through the stocking hood at the dress and saw that name: Pansy Napplove. Elegantly and awfully stitched across the front of the dress, designed to be visible to all who beheld the helpless, pathetic sissy. This, he knew, was how he would be – very soon – presented to his mother, his sister and his cousin. A terrible fear and giddiness washed over him. Fresh tears welled up in his eyes.

   It was then that his gorgeous aunt took up the thick, white leather belt and held it up before him, a cruel smile lighting up her beautiful face.

   ‘We don’t want you trying to run away when mummy and the girls turn up!’ she teased, stepping forward and wrapping the belt tightly around his waist.

   He offered no resistance as the belt was buckled tightly into place at the base of his back, forcing the petticoats to rise up in the process and thus reveal more of the spectacular and deeply embarrassing rumba panties. Then his gorgeous, all powerful aunt carefully slipped each of his wrists through the rubber leather shackles attached to each side of the belt and buckled them into place quite high up his wrist, leaving his hands pinned to his sides.

   No sooner had she secured the shackles than she took the two thick, large, circular and fingerless mittens from the mattress. She carefully slipped each over his hands (already immobilised thanks to the thickly ribbed hand sections of the body stocking and tied that very tightly into place with silk ribbon ties that were wound through the wrist sections.

   Poor Pansy had never felt so helpless: despite all the bondage he had endured over the last few weeks, this shackling left him feeling totally in the cruel, imaginative hands of his beautiful, ample-figured aunt, little more than a plaything whose sole function was to amuse and, perhaps, arouse.

   And after each of the heavily padded, circular mittens were in place, Aunt Anthea took up the shackles connected by about 6 inches of slender silver chain. These opened out to wrap around each of Pansy’s slender, bootied ankles and were then locked tightly in place via a pretty, bow shaped and very small silver padlock.

   Rising and stepping back, a big, triumphant smile lighting up her lovely face, Aunt Anthea reconsidered her sissy masterpiece. Pansy stared back at his aunt through the film of soft, feminine nylon with a mixture of helpless fear, crushing embarrassment and a terrible shame inducing desire.

   ‘Now…for the final touch.’

   The pathetic, overwhelmed sissy could only watch in utter horror as his gorgeous aunt, erotically resplendent in the figure hugging panty corselette and sheer black tights, crossed the nursery to the chest of drawers. It was already obvious to Pansy what was about to happen and fresh tears of despair were leaking from his eyes and soaking through the nylon hood. Yet, even in the midst of this awful truth, he managed to remain silent, watching as he is aunt extracted the long, thick penis gag from the jar of her own urine, gently tapped off a few golden yellow droplets and then returned to her pretty, tightly secured and utterly appalled sissy nephew.

   She held the obscene, urine soaked gag before him.

   ‘Open wide, my pretty baby flower.’

   His tear soaked eyes widened in disgust and were momentarily filled with a renewed resistance. Then he shook his head.

   Aunt Anthea’s smile quickly faded and a dark, angry look spread across her beautiful face.

   ‘Your remember what happened last time your shook your head at me, Pansy, don’t you?’

   Yes, he remembered: six cuts of the crop on his bare backside followed by the insertion of a new anal plug bathed in a powerful skin irritant. He had been tightly bound and gagged and locked in a narrow storage cupboard under the stairs for two hours, forced to stand in absolute darkness squealing in pain as his arsehole was tortured relentlessly, his mouth stuffed with a tampon taped in place with bands of thick white duct tape that had covered his face from the tip of his chin to the edge of his desperately flaring nostrils.

   And so he fell silent and opened his mouth wide, tears soaking through the hood, a sense of utter self-loathing crashing over his delicately sissified form.

   Aunt Anthea pushed the gag through the flower shaped hole in the hood and into his mouth. Even open wide, his mouth was quickly and disgustingly filled, the piss soaked, hard pink rubber pressing his tongue absolutely flat, its widened head pushing firmly against the roof his mouth.

   As the gag was driven home, its circular leather plate pressed against Pansy’s pink lips. He was forced to bite down hard on the harder part just before his lips, and then Aunt Anthea pulled the two leather straps running from base behind his nylon covered head and buckled them tightly into place, sealing the gag tightly and inescapably in place.

   Pansy was immediately aware of the sharp taste of his aunt’s urine and moaned with horror and disgust into the gag. It was then that the absolute effectiveness of the gag was displayed; for despite the moaning, there was no sound allowed past the long, hard penis gag: pretty Pansy was completely and utterly silenced!

   Satisfied and obviously deeply amused by the obscene effectiveness of the gag, Aunt Anthea then took up the final piece of the bizarre and deeply humiliating costume: the lovely pink bonnet with its layered organza rim. She slipped this over Pansy’s nylon sheathed head and then tied in tightly in place via the two long pink silk ribbons that ran from the two satin side flaps of the bonnet. As she did so, she leant forward and placed a red lipped kiss on the circular plate of the penis gag, pressing her considerable bosom into his own perfectly flat chest and ensuring the poor sissy was even more tormented by the latest tease.

   Then, finally, pretty sissy Pansy was ready. Smiling and in a state of some considerable arousal, Aunt Anthea returned to the chest of drawers. From within, she took a silver chain lease with a white leather handle. She attached the end eye of the leash to one fitted into the centre of the belt. She then lead the helplessly, hobbled and quietly sobbing sissy to the full length mirror that was positioned between the tall, white wooden doors of the wardrobe, so that Pansy could finally behold his aunt’s latest creation.

   Initially, Anthea said nothing. She stood behind Pansy as he looked with wide, damp eyes at the strange creature he had become: a sissified mutation of what had once been a teenage boy. Today he would be eighteen, yet the reflection he faced revealed a babified mannequin within which he was now permanently imprisoned.

   ‘My pretty sissy doll,’ Aunt Anthea then said, as if reading his mind. ‘A toy that mummy and the girls can spend the rest of the weekend playing with. A living baby Barbie!’

   His head fell and a sense of utter defeat spread over his ultra-feminised form.

   ‘Don’t you want to be my pretty sissy doll, Pansy? Isn’t this what you really want? All those days spent pretending to be a boy, showing off, being aggressive, bullying and shouting. It was a total lie…wasn’t it? All the time you secretly dreamed of being a pretty sissy doll, a lovely plaything for the women you’ve always wanted to serve and obey.’

   As she spoke, he looked up again at his reflection, at the strange, faceless head, its lower half covered by the thick white leather straps of the gag. Through the sheer white nylon of the hood, he saw that the gag plate was shaped like a pink rose and fitted perfectly over the decorated mouth hole. He felt the long, thick gag fill his mouth and flatten his tongue. He was forced to suck obscenely on its fat, probing length to maintain steady breathing, each suck drawing the tang of his aunt’s urine deeper into his sissified form.

   ‘I can see you’re enjoying the gag,’ his aunt continued, amused by the helpless, deeply humiliating sucking.

   Pansy, suddenly infuriated, tried to squeal angry denial, but only a very slight, barely audible whimper managed to fight its way past the long, thick rubber phallus.

   ‘Of course, once we’ve got you fully transformed, the boys will be queuing up to play with you.’

   Aunt Anthea’s words came as a carefully launched missile that inspired an immediate horror. The poor, pathetic sissy, unable to make any real sound of resistance, his eyes wide with outrage, shook his bonneted head angrily. His gorgeous Aunt burst into mocking laughter.

   ‘Oh don’t be such a silly little baby, Pansy! You must know this is only the beginning of your training. I’ve spent a lot of time discussing the future with mummy and your sister. They both agree that you should be fully transformed into a pretty little girl. Although a very special one! I’ve already made the arrangements to begin the hormone treatments and, once they’ve taken hold, a plastic surgeon friend of mine has agreed to provide the breast implants. Mummy and Bev are particularly keen that you have a very large, sensitive pair of boobies by the end of the year. And once that’s sorted, we can begin to think about the full sex change. My doctor friend is already working on the creation of an ultra-sensitive vagina for a number of her transsexual patients. I’ve put you as near to the top of her waiting list as possible, so within twelve months you should be totally transformed!’

   By now, poor Pansy was wiggling and struggling furiously in his bonds, panic and horror overwhelming his fear of the consequences of resistance.           

   Laughing loudly at her terrified, appalled sissy nephew, Aunt Anthea strode across the nursery towards the cot. From the wall, she took the long, ivory handled riding crop and returned to her pathetic, helpless and very angry charge.

   ‘Just think,’ she continued to tease, ‘we can plug you in all three orifices at once: a nice fat penis gag to keep you permanently quiet, a much bigger, thicker plug for that naughty little arse of yours and an especially fat dildo locked into your new, always tingling pussy.’

   Tears soaked through the nylon hood as Pansy struggled against the shackles holding his arms and legs prisoner. He continued to shake his head and totter angrily in the stiletto heeled ankle boots.

   It was then that Aunt Anthea applied a sudden, hard whack of the crop to Pansy’s rubber sheathed thighs. Despite the thicker material of the latex rubber, the crop still bit deeply into the flesh of his thighs and inspired a different kind of hopping and struggle.

   ‘Now, be quiet or you will receive five more cuts!’

   The pain quickly overwhelmed horror at his awful fate. His struggles lessened. He stood before his beautiful aunt, his head bowed, his soul crushed. He looked up only to watch her slip her buxom, curvy, gorgeous body back into the blouse and skirt and felt his cock – the precious, aching tool of masculinity that within a year would be transformed into a permanently plugged and ultra-sensitive vagina– strain angrily against its layers of feminine restraint.  

   ‘Now,’ Aunt Anthea continued, ‘let’s get you downstairs. The ladies will be here in a few minutes. And they are bringing lots of lovely sissy presents for you. I also asked them all to bring their worn panties from the last five days. Something for you to look forward to during next week’s naps and during those long, naughty nights in the sleep sack. You really are a very lucky sissy, Pansy!’

   Miss Anthea Swan then tugged at the leash and led her terrified, helpless sissy nephew out onto the landing of the large, elegant house. Despite everything, as he tottered desperately along behind her, Pansy couldn’t keep his wide, tear filled eyes away from his aunt’s large, perfectly formed backside as it moved with a teasing, deeply erotic grace within the folds of the tight, checked skirt. As they approached the winding stairway that led down to the circular entrance hall, the doorbell suddenly echoed around them.

   ‘It’s open!’ Aunt Anthea shouted down the stairs. ‘Let yourselves in!’






   3. Sons into Daughters

   Mrs Noble opens the door and smiles warmly at Mrs Lane, her next door neighbour of the last six months.

   ‘Everything went as planned, Debbie. Heather is upstairs with them now, adding the finishing touches.’

   Debra Lane, a tall, plump, very attractive blonde in her late forties returns Helen Noble’s smile and steps into the hallway. The two women then embrace and kiss. It is a slow, passionate kiss that signals their newly discovered and profoundly sexual partnership. As they withdraw from this erotic embrace, Debra releases an almost helpless moan of pleasure.

   ‘You’re so beautiful, Helen. I’m so lucky to have found you. And now everything is finally working out with the boys, too. All thanks to you and Heather.’

   Helen Noble, an equally plump, yet also equally beautiful brunette in her early fifties, blushes with genuine modesty.

   ‘Without your help Debbie, we wouldn’t have been able to do anything with them.’

   Debra’s lovely smile widens and she takes Helen’s warm, elegant hands in her own, her sky blue eyes filled with a deep, almost desperate need. Helen then leads her new lover into the living room.

   ‘I can’t wait to see them,’ Debra whispers, her eyes caressing Helen’s impressive figure. Despite her fifty odd years, Helen is a truly gorgeous spectacle. Dressed in a tight black sweater, a knee-length black and white check skirt, very sheer black nylon stockings and black patent leather, high heeled court shoes, she resembles a particularly beautiful school mistress, especially now that her long, thick black hair has been bound tightly in a very strict bun held in place by a diamond studded clasp.

   ‘We’ll go up in a minute,’ Helen replies, her own eyes fixed on Debra’s lovely body, which today is clad in a semi-transparent white silk blouse that perfectly reveals the lace trimmed cups of her brassiere and the two large, soft breasts they contain, a surprisingly short black skirt which displays her long, very shapely, black nylon sheathed legs to perfection, and a pair of stiletto heeled mules.

   Helen stares lovingly at Debra’s substantial breasts and memories of the previous torrid night of passion come flooding back. Giddy with desire, she takes a freshly opened bottle of chilled white wine from the living room table and fills two glasses. She passes a glass to her lover and proposes a toast.

   ‘To Prissy and Chrissy!’

   Debra smiles and raises her glass. ‘Yes, to our new sissy sons.’

   Helen laughs. ‘Not sons, now, Debbie.’

   ‘No,’ Debra replies, ‘of course not. To our new sissy daughters!’

   The beautiful women laugh even louder and raise their glasses, their eyes meeting and finding a powerful, deeply sexual love.

   As they drink, there is a brief, contemplative silence, a silence filled with memories of their two very wayward teenage sons. Patrick, Debra’s son, aged 15, and Christopher, Helen’s son, who will be 16 next week. Sons who, individually, have been terrible tests for two single mothers, but together have become truly dreadful monsters, evil twins of misrule who have plagued their parents and the whole neighbourhood with constant bad behaviour, who have bullied poor Heather, Christopher’s sister, so intensely that, even though she is two years older, the unfortunate girl has recently suffered a minor breakdown and sought psychiatric advice. And it was at this moment, now some six weeks old, that Helen had exclaimed to Debra, ‘If only they’d been girls.’ Those fateful words echo down the last few weeks to the point of this merry toast, words that inspired a plan to transform their naughty, aggressive, angry sons into submissive, passive, well behaved daughters; or rather, deliberately designed she-males sentenced to a particularly rigorous and humiliating sissy subjugation.

   For the last six weeks, the Helen, Debra and Heather have been secretly preparing for the transformation of Patrick and Christopher into Prissy and Chrissy. With the help of a number of close friends in the neighbourhood, a whole sissy wardrobe has been prepared. The women have also designed and overseen the construction of a special nursery, a complex piece of construction which has been kept from the boys via the disguise of turning Helen’s cellar into a spare room. Such is Patrick and Christopher’s indifference to the world around them, they have paid very little attention to the work being undertaken by a firm of builders owned by a very sympathetic neighbour, a neighbour whose own property had recently been damaged by the twisted actions of the two teenagers. In addition to these secret preparations, the women have also arranged for the boys to be removed from their local school. Christopher is only a few months from completing his final year, whereas Patrick still has another year to go, but the school authorities, in particular the sorely tested headmistress, are more than happy for the two to be taken into “private tuition”. Then there are the rest of the neighbours, the real victims of the two teenagers’ reign of terror. As well as the builder, there are the local teenage girls, all of whom have been terrorised at some point or other by Pat and Chris, and, of course, the long suffering mothers of these much abused girls. All have been informed of the plan and all have very willingly helped when required. And, later this afternoon, there will be a very special party to introduce Prissy and Sissy to the womenfolk of the neighbourhood.

   ‘Well then,’ Helen purrs, her eyes burning with a deep, triumphant pleasure, ‘let’s go meet the girls.’

   She then leads her lover to Heather’s bedroom. As Debra follows the lovely Helen, her heart pounding with delighted anticipation, she finds herself recalling the last twenty four hours. How the two boys had been persuaded by Heather to come into the house to share an elicit bottle of cider, not knowing that the alcohol was laced with a very powerful sleeping drug, a drug that had quickly left them both unconscious and likely to remain so for many hours. How the three women had then carefully stripped the boys naked and put their discarded clothing in one of the many packing crates now filled with the all their male clothing and possessions, and which would soon be given to a suitably obscure charity. How they had so painstakingly washed the boys and used a very potent hair removal cream to rid their surprisingly girlish physiques of every inch of body hair (the cream ensured there wouldn’t be even a speck of hair visible for at least a week, which allowed plenty of time to arrange a permanent denuding). How they had covered the boys’ bodies in a positive ocean of powerful feminine perfumes and taken them to Heather’s bedroom. How they had then dressed them in their new sissy costumes.

   The dressing had been terribly exciting and also deeply amusing. But before the lovely sissy clothes, there had been the more intimate items of feminine control: the cherry red rubber cock re-strainers that had been carefully eased over their sexes and secured with special metal rings snapped into place around their testicles; the hot pink rubber phalluses that had been slipped between their surprisingly pert buttocks with the aid of large amounts of KY jelly. The special, ultra tight pink rubber panties pulled over their now silky smooth legs and positioned around their slender waists.

   Then there had been the gorgeous sissy attire. First: special, strengthened panty girdles, whose tough elastane waists had reached up beyond their babyish navels. Then pink nylon tights, rolled with some care and effort up the legs of the two unconscious youths. And after the tights, the gorgeous white silk panties covered in row upon row of beautiful French lace. Then gorgeous, leather reinforced, pink rubber mini corsets, which had been tightly secured around their waists and embraced their slender torsos from just above the lovely panties up to their soon to be rouged (and eventually pierced) nipples.

   And after this mass of sissy underwear, there were truly spectacular dresses. Each made from stunning hot pink satin, with long, puffed arms whose wrists, very high button up necks and very short skirts were ringed with thick white lace frills. Sown into each skirt were layers of thick pink lace petticoating, and each bodice area was covered in a subtle pattern of pink silk roses.

   Dressed in this pretty, deeply humiliating costume, the boys, who were now well on the way to becoming a very special kind of girl, had been placed on the bed side by side and left to sleep until the morning.

   Heather, a huge smile of contentment and anticipation lighting up her face, had gone to Christopher’s much larger bedroom (now to be her own) and very quickly fallen asleep. But Helen and Debra had found themselves face to face outside Heather’s bedroom, their eyes locked together. They had embraced and kissed; then they had rushed to Helen’s bedroom.

   The three women returned to what had been Heather’s bedroom (and would now become a very special “training room”) just as the hallway clock struck 7.00am. The vaguely stirring boys had been helped from the bed and into two very high-backed chairs placed before Heather’s elegant dressing table mirror. Here, as they fought to retain consciousness, their sissy bodies carefully strapped to the chairs, the women had set to work transforming their faces.

   First, a thick, snow-white foundation cream was spread across every inch of their faces, giving them the look of china dolls. The cream, like all of the make-up that was applied, had been chemically enhanced to give it the water-resistant qualities of a dye. It could not be removed by simple washing or by the effects of perspiration. Indeed, the only way it could be removed was through the application of a powerful, specially designed cleansing gel.

   Once the boys’ faces were covered, their eyelids were painted a bright hot pink that matched exactly the spectacular dresses. Long false eyelashes were fixed to their half-open eyes. Each gleaming snow coloured cheek was covered in a precise circle of hot pink rouge. Their soft lips were painted the same shade of sissy hot pink and diamond stud-style, clip-on earrings were attached to each of their ears.

   The boys now looked exactly as their mothers had intended: intricately feminised young males, very girlish boys, very delicate teenage sissies. This was because, initially, there was to be no pretence regarding their true sex: no clever wigs and padded bras. For the first few months of their ordeal, Prissy and Sissy were to wear their hair very short and their slender figures were to remain blatantly male. Thus, at least initially, everyone would be able to see that these two young men were undergoing a very severe form of petticoat punishment, that there were not truly girls but rather pathetic, helpless, ultra- sissy she-males. This was to be the first humiliating stage of their transformation.

   Satisfied by their handiwork, the women had then returned their drugged and still semi-conscious captives to the bed. Debra, after kissing her new lover on the cheek, had left to make arrangements for the party due to be held later that day. Helen and Heather had then set about restraining their new sissy charges.

   First they had slipped very high heeled, pink patent leather ankles boots over the sissies hosed feet. Through small eyelets fixed to the side of each boot, they had then passed a slender silver chain, which was locked in place with a tiny silver padlock. This left only six inches of slack between each boot. Then they had slipped intricate, rubber lined, fingerless mittens of hot pink satin over the sissies hands and tied them in place at the wrists with thick white silk ribbons. Then restraining belts were produced. Made from thick, pink leather, they were wrapped around each she-male’s waist and buckled tightly in place. Secured to the front of each belt were two very short lengths of chain, which were in turn attached to two matching pink leather shackles. These were quickly slipped around the sissies wrists and then tightly buckled in place. Finally, as the unfortunate youths now very pretty eyes began to flutter open, two large pacifiers were produced. Each had a huge, orb-shaped rubber teat fixed to a curved plastic base. Attached to each side of the base was a long length of cream-coloured silk ribbon. The teats were forced into the captive’s mouths and the plastic bases were pressed against their painted lips. The inside of each plastic base was lined with a powerful adhesive tape, which sealed the dummy tightly in place. An added security was provided by tying the silk ribbons in a fat bow at the back of each sissy’s head.

   Helen smiled at her beautiful daughter. ‘They’ll be fully conscious in a few minutes. I’ll leave the rest of the preparations to you. I suggest you exact some well-earned revenge - the crop is in my room, on the bed. Perhaps six cuts each on the thighs when they start protesting. I’ll be back with Debbie just before lunch.’

   And now, just before lunch time, Helen returns, as promised, with Debra. Approaching the bedroom, they hear the angry, pained squeals of their sissified sons. As Helen opens the door, the squeals become louder, much more desperate: pleas for release from a terrible, bizarre fate. But there will be no release.

   Helen walks into the room. Heather is standing by the two intricately feminised boys, a proud, wicked grin lighting up her lovely face. The boys are sitting on the edge of the bed, tears pouring from their terror and anger filled eyes. They look surprisingly pretty, and Debra, following Helen into the room, is very keen to loudly announce this awful fact.

   Heather has made the boys’ sissy appearance even more delightfully humiliating by fitting to each unfortunate a huge, be-frilled baby girl’s bonnet made from the same hot pink material as the lovely dress. Each bonnet has been tied in place at the chin with a huge baby bow of gorgeous hot pink silk.

   As they see their mothers, the “boys” release a series of even louder and more desperate sissy squeals from behind the fat dummy gags that so effectively fill their mouths. Their tear-logged eyes plead for release from the ultra-humiliating costumes and they wiggle angrily in their strange sissy bondage. But instead of words of comfort from their mothers, they receive only laughter and cruel teasing. And it is only now that both realise they are the victims of three angry women who wish to extract a very long-term revenge.

   ‘They look positively divine!’ Debra exclaims, to poor Patrick’s utter horror.

   ‘They struggled quite a bit when they first came round,’ Heather says, taking up a vicious looking ivory handled riding crop and bringing it down hard on the boys’ thighs in order to silence their sissy squeals. ‘But I took your advice and gave them both a sound thrashing. As neither of them can walk unassisted in the heels and hobble chain, or use their hands, well…it soon became clear a form of reluctant obedience was the best way to avoid more pain.’

   Now sobbing pathetically, Patrick and Christopher stare angrily down at their delicately hosed and stinging thighs, too humiliated to gaze up at their conspiring mothers, too frightened of Heather and her crop to make any more useless protests.

   Heather, dressed in a red silk blouse, a black leather mini skirt, very sheer black tights and high heels, her own striking jet hair flooding like a lake of black gold over her shapely shoulders, is quite radiant. Her lovely brown eyes burn with power and triumph. Helen is so very happy for her, and delighted that their plans for the boys have got off to such a wonderful start.

   Meanwhile Debra has strolled over to Patrick and, to his renewed outrage, started to fuss with his bonnet and complement him on his appearance. Helen, following her lover’s example, moves closer to Christopher (who is blushing furiously and avoiding her gaze). She then addresses them both.

   ‘You’ve only got yourselves to blame for this,’ she snaps, her gaze hard, cold, utterly unforgiving. ‘You’ve made your sister’s life a nightmare, humiliated your mothers, and terrorised the entire neighbourhood. It’s a miracle the police haven’t been called.

   Now it’s time for your lives to become a nightmare, for you to be humiliated, and for us to terrorise you. But not with horrible male-style aggression. No, we’re going to use more subtle, much more effective methods, methods you’re already experiencing. Put simply, you will now live as sissified she-males, boys who will be dressed and treated like little girls at all times. Boys permanently feminised and under the strict control of women. Namely, Mrs Lane, Heather and myself. But also, over the coming weeks and years, all the other women you have wronged on so many occasions.’

   As Helen details their fate, the boys eyes finally move towards her, eyes filled with a new, deeper terror inspired by the simple, inescapable truth of their sissy future. Yet now there is no protest, only an increased flow of tears and a desperately doomed sobbing.

   “Today you will be reborn in a realm of pure sissidom,’ Helen continues. “Patrick will become Prissy and Christopher will become Chrissy. You will be dummy gagged most of the time, as none of us has any interest in anything you might have to say, although your mouths will be freed at feeding times, when you will receive a baby bottle filled with milk, plus standard meals of a very special sissy mush. Also, there may be the odd occasion when your mouths will be used to give your various mistresses pleasure. And, for your amusement, there will be other types of gag to experience.

   As you can no doubt feel, your male privates have been tightly sealed up. The rubber sex glove prevents a full erection and will remain in place at all times. Special filters have been sown into the heads to allow you to use your potties without removing the restrainers. You will be allowed no form of sexual release, other than a monthly milking carried out by either myself or Mrs Lane; although in the longer term, we may permit you to find pleasure in each other, but this will very much depend on your progress. Also, your bottoms will be permanently plugged, accept for toilet purposes at the beginning and end of each day. Over the coming months, longer, fatter plugs will be inserted, to ensure you never get too used to that particularly intimate and humiliating intrusion, and that a standard level of disciplining discomfort is maintained.”

   The poor victims are now lost in a hopeless, bitter silence, too stunned even to sob.

   ‘Although you will be permanently sissified, we have no intention of allowing you to waste time sitting around looking pretty. You will earn your sissy living acting as our house maids. You will be responsible for all the cleaning, washing, ironing and any other appropriate work required in this house and also in Mrs Lane’s house. In addition, you will be rented you out to our neighbours. Thus, not only will you repay us with domestic labour, but we will make money from your constant and elaborate humiliation.

   You will be supervised by Heather for your domestic duties and a suitable uniform will be provided. You will also act as our personal maids. Prissy will serve me and Chrissy will serve Mrs Lane. This will involve assisting us with bathing, dressing, looking after our clothing and, now and again, providing various forms of sexual relief.”

   The sissies eyes widen in amazement at this last sentence.

   “Discipline will be strict and constant. The crop will be the standard means of short-term punishment, but we have also designed a variety of more longer-term punishments for more serious misbehaviour. You will be hobbled, chained and mittened permanently, as we are sure you are even now planning some form of escape. As you will also be almost constantly gagged, especially when in each other’s company, a joint bid is most probably impossible.

   In a little while, you will be led down to the nursery, which will be your new accommodation.’

   There follows a moment of strange, gloomy silence, a moment of coming to terms with a truly dreadful reality, a moment before Heather waves the crop threateningly and pulls poor Prissy to his feet. With Helen and Debra’s help, Chrissy is also hauled up. Then, the two unfortunate sissies are led from the room, tottering on perilously high heels, taking desperate, tiny mincing steps because of the hobble chain, their sweetly pantied bottoms wiggling with helpless, feminine desperation. And as they start to realise just how difficult it will be to walk in the heels and chains, with the belts, with the fat plugs that are rammed so deeply into their tender sissy arses, they get a terrible glimpse of the future. Then sad, pathetic whimpers of defeat and despair begin to leak from their well gagged, painted mouths and the flow of girlish tears returns.

   * * *

   It takes nearly thirty minutes to get to the door that leads to the cellar, a very painful thirty minutes thanks to Heather’s inspiring use of the crop. Debra opens the door and flicks on a light to reveal the steep steps that lead down into the sissies new home. And it is another ten minutes before the two helpless, sobbing she-males are able to see the full extent of the work that has been carried out on the cellar, work that has transformed the cavernous room into a vast sissy nursery.

   The first thing the two unfortunates notice is a very powerful white strip light that has been fitted to the ceiling, a light that reveals a long rectangular room now painted a very bright pink. The floor has been covered in a thick, extra fluffy white carpet.

   A spectacular set of gleaming white wardrobes, plus two large chests of drawers have been built into one entire wall of the room. Attached to the opposite wall is a set of shelves loaded with a vast array of bizarre, terrifying devices: rubber tubes, rolls of masking tape, piles of thick, extra-large nappies, coils of rubber cording, baby’s bottles, more elaborate dummy gags, leather collars, more shackles, more cock restrainers, some lined with tiny pins, much larger rubber phalli (some thickly ribbed), jars of Vaseline and skin irritant; an endless collection of sissification tools that inspire amazed and horrified looks from the sissies and much cruel laughter from their new mistresses.

   In the centre of the room is a very large, white cot, an adult sized baby’s bed made from gleaming metal. Yet not just adult sized: this is a double cot, with a pink rubber wrapped double mattress. Both sides of the cot are protected by metal bar fencing, which can be lowered to admit the sissies. At the foot of the mattress are two very fat, white silk encased pillows and a number of neatly folded white silk sheets. To the sissies increased horror, there are also pink leather shackles fitted to the top, middle and bottom of each side of the mattress.

   Beyond the cot is a large, very ornate dressing table with a huge oval mirror. Placed before the dressing table are two white leather backed stools. On the table are a vast variety of make-up items and perfumes.

   The two sissies are led over to the stools. They are then lowered onto them, so that they sit with their backs to the table directly facing their mothers, who are now standing by the long white doors of the huge wardrobe.

   ‘This is your new home, and these are your lovely new clothes,’ Debra announces in a deliberately mocking manner, pulling back one of the sliding doors to reveal a long row of spectacular sissy dresses. There are maybe 30 separate dresses, of many different colours, and there are two of each type.

   ‘One for every occasion,’ Debra continues in a cruel, teasing voice, her lovely eyes filled with a terrible, vengeful desire. ‘Plus drawers packed with lovely stockings, tights, knickers, petticoats, panty girdles, corsets; plus a huge array of baby attire – more nappies, plastic and rubber panties, socks, woollen stockings, romper suits. Just too much to mention, really. And all yours, my darlings. Aren’t you sooo lucky!?’

   ‘And there’s loads of pretty shoes, my baby sweets,’ Helen adds, imitating Debra’s manner exactly as she pulls open another door to reveal row upon row of booties, Mary Janes and stiletto heeled ankle boots.

   ‘But we’ll save those for later,’ Debra continues. ‘You look lovely just the way you are for now.’

   Helen then opens a door very close to the wardrobe and reveals a beautiful, pink tiled bathroom, complete with a very large shower stall covered by a rubber curtain decorated with smiling teddy bears.

   All three women burst out laughing as poor Chrissy begins to cry angrily once again, his tear-filled eyes wild with fresh outrage, his pretty rouged cheeks bulging, the fat dummy gag turning his protest into useless, girlish squeals, his daintily bonneted head shaking with fury and fear.

   ‘Oh dear, baby Chrissy is all upset!’ Helen teases. ‘Perhaps she needs a little while in the play pen to calm her down.’

   ‘Yes, let’s put them both in there until the party,’ Heather says, her own eyes full of sadistic glee.

   Debra agrees. ‘That’s a good idea. We need at least an hour to get sorted upstairs.’

   By this time poor Prissy has also started to renew his protests. But they are, of course, quite useless. Heather steps forward and uses the crop mercilessly on their hosed knees. Both sissies squeal with added fury and real pain. Then they are hauled to their feet by their grinning mothers and led to a previously un-noticed and very large white wooden playpen in a corner of the room.

   Heather opens the pen’s wooden gate and the sissies, tottering desperately and still squealing angrily, are pushed inside.

   The playpen is circular and very high. A white rubber mat, decorated with a design of pink roses, covers the base. Helen and Debra force their squealing she-sons into the centre of the pen. Heather then enters armed with numerous lengths of pink silk ribbon. The two mothers take a length each and carefully kneel down by their intensely humiliated, angry and delicately sissified sons. They then set about binding their stockinged ankles very tightly together with the ribbons. Heather distributes more lengths and soon the poor she-males’ knees and thighs are also lashed tightly together. Then Helen and Debra force their tethered sons to kneel, so that they are directly facing the two beautiful, mature and utterly merciless women. The poor sissies unleash a new torrent of outraged, helplessly girlish squeals through their fat dummy gags, but are unable to resist. As they are lowered into position, their short skirts rise up around their hosed thighs and expose their pretty, frilly knickers through transparent clouds of petticoating. As they fall reluctantly into the kneeling position, the heels of their lovely ankle boots press painfully into their pantied buttocks and squeals of anger turn into whimpers of pain. Their discomfort is ignored by their mothers, who are now kneeling by the sissies sides and working mittened hands out of leather shackles. But this is not to free their sons: as soon as their tightly mittened hands are released, they are forced painfully behind the boys’ backs and then bound together at the wrists and elbows. And, as a final, painful touch, a further length of ribbon is used to bind their tethered wrists to their trussed ankles, thus forcing the heels even deeper into their tormented backsides and also securing the sissy boys into an inescapable kneeling hogtie.

   Yet even this is not the end of their bondage ordeal. For as soon as they are secured, Heather produces two lengths of pink coloured, rubber coated cord. Helen takes the lengths of cord from her daughter and slips the first one through the left shackle attached to Prissy’s belt. She then runs it through the right shackle of Chrissy’s belt and pulls the two ends of the cord tautly together between the sissies before tying it a very tight knot, thus forcing one side of the two sissies very closely together. She then repeats the procedure with the second set of shackles, and soon the poor sissies have been bound tightly together, their chests forced up against each other, the tips of their wicked dummy gags touching.

   The two deeply reluctant she-males struggle desperately, but the combination of the severe sitting hog tie and the cords pulling them so intimately together, makes any real movement impossible. Instead, all they can do is whimper and squeal and wiggle. Yet the more they wiggle, the closer they are pulled together!

   The three women step out of the pen and Heather locks the gate. They observe the bound, gagged, babified she-males with cruel, amused smiles.

   ‘That should keep them entertained for an hour,” Helen says, inspiring general laughter.

   ‘And they look so sweet together,’ Heather teases, inspiring an angry squeal from her she-brother, Chrissy. ‘Like two sissy lovers.’

   ‘I think we can make them look even sweeter,’ Debra adds, taking a rectangular, black metal box from a pocket in her skirt.

   ‘What an excellent idea,’ Helen agrees, her cruel smile widening.

   Debra holds the box up so that the two tethered sissies can just about see the strange device. At the top of the box is a small plastic dial, and in the middle are three plastic buttons.

   ‘The box controls the anal plugs,’ Debra explains, ‘which, in turn, will help control you.’

   The poor sissies squeals diminish considerably at the mention of the painful anal plugs lodged deep in their backsides. Their eyes fill with a very real horror and their struggles cease.

   ‘The plugs,’ Debra continues, ‘are rather clever little things. They have an electronic sensor which allows remote control of a number of very interesting features. Thus, using the dial and the appropriate button, they can be made to vibrate at different strengths. They can also be made to emit a powerful skin irritant and to heat up. Again, the level of irritant and temperature can be controlled by the dial. This multi-functional feature will be a key part of your training.’

   As Debra details the wicked ingenuity of the plugs, tears return to the poor sissies girlish eyes and moans of despair fight to escape their tight, fat, deeply humiliating dummy gags.

   ‘We thought it would be nice,’ Helen says, ‘to let you experience the positive side of the plugs while we prepare for your little Coming Out party.’

   Debra then presses the top button and slowly turns the dial towards the middle of its range. The sissies stare at each other in horror, waiting with appalling trepidation for the torture to begin.

   Yet this is no torture. Deep within their back passages, the plugs begin to throb gently, then to vibrate. The sissies eyes widen, they squeal. They try desperately to free themselves from their terrible babified bondage. But they can hardly move an inch, and their renewed struggles only pull them closer together and push their pantied buttocks deeper and harder into the heels of the dainty ankle boots.

   Slowly their struggles lessen. The vibrations quickly drill to the very core of their bodies and send irresistible waves of a very powerful pleasure flowing across their babified forms. Soon, struggles turn to an unavoidable writhing. Try as they might, the two reluctant she-males are helplessly aroused by the wicked teasing of the vibrating plugs. And as they writhe, they cannot avoid pressing their bodies and the tips of their fat dummy gags tightly together, and their wide, sex filled sissy eyes meet. As much as they want to escape this ultra-humiliating fate, they cannot help but surrender to the pleasure of the vibrations. And soon even the question of escape has faded from their minds, and they are staring into each other’s eyes with an intense sexual arousal.

   And inevitably, each sissy’s penis is soon stiffening in the tight rubber re-strainers; although, ultimately, only a rather painful three-quarter erection is possible. Yet, due to the way they are forced together, even a three-quarter erection presents an embarrassing predicament. Very quickly each becomes intimately aware of the other’s tumescence and new squeals of outrage are fighting to escape the gags. They once again wiggle desperately but uselessly, trying to escape this dreadfully intimate humiliation. But, as before, the more they wiggle, the quicker they are overwhelmed by new levels of intense physical pleasure, and the less they protest. And soon, rather than muffled despair, their fat, tight gags are holding back a powerfully renewed and well-muffled excitement - strange, girlish moans of pleasure.

   ‘Well, that seems to have quietened them down,’ Helen says, a smile of quiet triumph lighting up her beautiful face. ‘I suggest we go upstairs and get ready for our guests.’

   And so the three gorgeous women, whispering secretly and laughing, leave their beautifully sissified charges to their pretty dance of helpless desire, safe in the knowledge that the first stage of Chrissy and Prissy’s transformation from wayward, angry sons into obedient, dainty she-male daughters is complete.

   * * *

   It is over an hour before Helen and her beautiful daughter, Heather, return. By this time, Chrissy and Prissy are trapped inside a whirlpool of mutual sexual excitement that has washed away any thought of escape. With the wicked plugs humming in their sissy backsides, with their babified forms bound so closely together, both have confronted sexual arousal of an intensity never previously experienced. Now they are quite deliberately forcing their tethered bodies together and moaning girlishly into their fat dummy gags. Their eyes lock together through a shared gaze of sex hunger, and, despite the pain, both sissies push their pantied buttocks into the cruel high heels of the leather ankles boots in a desperate effort to force the vibrating plugs even deeper into their arses.

   And even as their vengeful mothers and Heather peer down at their sissified victims with deeply amused, contemptuous eyes, Chrissy and Prissy cannot resist the waves of intense sexual pleasure crashing over their bodies and continue to writhe and moan with a fierce, all pervasive arousal.

   ‘My, my,’ Helen teases, ‘our two sissies seem to have taken to each other with a passion.’

   ‘I always knew they were queer,’ Heather spits, her beautiful eyes filled with a cruel triumph.

   ‘That wouldn’t surprise me at all,’ Helen replies, clearly stimulated by the sissy spectacle. ‘It would explain all the aggression – they were resisting their true natures.’

   The women continue to behold the erotic dance with amused fascination, silenced by the ease of their sissy sons’ transformation and the absolute power they now wield.

   ‘Well,’ Helen eventually whispers, a sadistic smile lighting up her lovely face, ‘they’ll have plenty of time to discover their true natures.’.

   Heather then takes the oblong control box from a pocket in her skirt and turns off the merciless vibrators. Slowly (very slowly) the sissies writhing and dummy gagged moaning fades. As if awaking from a strange, wicked dream, Chrissy and Prissy become aware of their surroundings once again and the grim reality of their mutual fate returns to shake them from deep arousal. Eyes wide with desire quickly transform into eyes filled with a terrible embarrassment and deep self-loathing. Tears quickly replace sexual need. Moans of intense, masochistic pleasure become gagged whimpers of despair.

   ‘We can turn you on and off like mechanical dolls,’ Heather teases as she and Helen untie their sissy charges. ‘Like all males, sex is the key to controlling you. Once we have that under control, everything else is easy.’

   Once untied, the sissies are helped to their heeled feet and led from the playpen, their numb, weakened legs wobbling and adding to the challenge to balance posed by the heels and the wicked hobble chains.

   They are led back to the dressing table and made to sit on the leather backed seats directly facing the large oval mirror. The restraining belts are removed from their waists and left staring at their reflections. Despite the heat generated by their time in the playpen, the sissies make up remains unblemished – a tribute to the permanence and resilience of the make-up dyes the women have employed to decorate their hapless she-sons. And it is only now that the two young men begin to realise the terrible extent of their forced transformation: the dressing table has forced them to confront the true nature of their physical appearance and thus their terrible feminised fate. Suddenly, two wayward, perhaps handsome and masculine teenage boys have been turned, as if by some awful dominatrix magic, into two very pretty, whimpering baby girls, their sweet, pale faces highlighted by expert and permanent make up and the spectacular, soul destroying bonnets, their soft pink lips covered by the circular pink plastic plate of an inescapable dummy gag, their bodies imprisoned in delightful sissy satin, silk and sheer nylon.

   They look at themselves and at each other. Tears trickle down snow white cheeks stretched by the fat dummy gags. A soul crushing humiliation washes over their sissified forms.

   ‘I can see you both like your new sissy look,’ Heather teases, waving the crop before them in a deliberately threatening manner, standing over them like some beautiful goddess of cruel female retribution.

   Eventually, the she-males are helped back to their high heeled feet and lead them over to the wardrobe. Then it quickly becomes clear that the humiliation so brilliantly assured by their ultra-feminine baby costumes is far from over; for from the depths of the terrible wardrobe, Helen has now produced two white silk pinafores, delicately edged with beautiful white French lace. These are quickly slipped over the helpless she-males’ bonneted heads and tied tightly in place behind their backs via lengths of cream coloured silk ribbon belting, which are quickly fixed in the fattest, sissiest bows imaginable. And on the chest of each pinafore is a large pink satin heart, and crossing each heart in elegant white silk lettering is the relevant sissy’s name.

   ‘Perfect,’ Helen whispers, as Heather sets about re-tying the very reluctant she-male’s arms tightly behind their backs at their elbows and wrists with more pink silk ribbons. ‘Simply perfect.’

   A crack of the crop across each set of perfectly shaped, delicately hosed sissy thighs inspires the moaning she-males to totter back towards the steep stairway that is the only means of escape from the bizarre, wicked nursery. While one sissy is left to ponder the fate that awaits him above, the other is virtually carried up the stairs by the Helen and Debra.

   Eventually Chrissy and Prissy find themselves being driven by the crop down the central hallway of Helen’s home towards the living room. The sound of female laughter is already filling the house, a sound which brings renewed and utterly useless dummy gagged squeals for mercy from the pretty, dainty sissies, and very soon poor Chrissy and Prissy are teetering fearfully by the living room door, their pretty eyes wide with humiliation and terror, their sexy she-male bottoms wiggling desperately with sweet sissy fear.

   It is Helen who opens the door and Heather, with one sharp blow of the crop, who forces the two she-male beauties to wiggle mince into the living room.

   Their hearts pounding with a terrible, bottomless fear, the sissies quickly find themselves surrounded by a large group of strangely silent women. All seem taller, stronger, all emit waves of fascination mixed with hostility and amused contempt. Then there is laughter. As the two sissies stare angrily down at their pretty high-heeled boots, they are suddenly drowned in a sea of cruel, vengeful laughter, and it is not long before huge tears of utter despair are trickling down their sissified faces and moans of desperate, inescapable sadness are fighting past the fat dummy gags.

   ‘What a pretty pair!’ one woman announces, increasing the volume of the bitter, remorseless laughter.

   ‘Oh, they so lovely! Is this really Christopher and Patrick? You’ve done such a wonderful job, Helen!’

   ‘What sweet little sissies! How did they ever pass for boys!’

   ‘What delightful dresses. I bet they just adore their pretty panties and hose. And the bonnets – they’re utterly divine!’

   Then the circle breaks. The women part and allow Helen and Debra to enter and stand before their sissified sons, broad, triumphant smiles lighting up their beautiful faces.

   ‘Thank you, ladies,’ Helen says, ‘you’re all very kind. But if you’d like to be seated, we can introduce Chrissy and Prissy more formally.’

   As tears of deep humiliation trickle down cheeks dyed snow white, Helen describes in appalling detail every facet of their sissification, including their clothes, the grim torment of the restrainer, the terrible presence of the vibrators, their permanent bondage, how they have been shaved, the types of special make up used, the design and layout of the nursery (including the awful shared cot). As she speaks, the women clap and laugh, and they also tease the lovely sissies with exaggerated baby talk.

   Helen also makes it very clear that the two she-males will act as servants, that a key part of their long term punishment will be to work as house maids for their mothers and for the other women of the neighbourhood. At this, the women become extremely excited and begin bidding against each other to be the first to have the sissies working in their homes. Helen laughs and quietens them, making clear that the allocation of the sissies will be on an alphabetical basis. The sissies tears flow even faster as this new humiliation is detailed.

   Helen and Debra then set about untying the sissies tightly trussed arms, and it is only now that poor Chrissy finds the courage to look up and face his tormentors. Before him are eight women, all but one painfully familiar, most his mother’s neighbours, most, in one way or another, previous victims of his and Patrick’s reign of terror. He finds himself avoiding the cruel, contemptuous, deeply amused eyes of Mrs Bellman, a lovely, plump widow in her early fifties whose window Prissy, when Patrick, had smashed; the steel gaze of Mrs Eve, the gorgeous Afro-Caribbean wife of Harry Eve, the self-employed construction worker whose van both the boys had vandalised; the laughter framed eyes of Mrs Pearl and her stunning teenage daughter, Beverley, who is Heather’s best friend at the exclusive girls’ school both attend; the hard glare of Miss Dale and her lovely French “friend”, Babette, the two college lecturers who share a home in the close, and who have been the subject of much sexist and homophobic abuse from the two boys; and Ms Blaine, the beautiful divorcee and consultant breast surgeon who lives alone in the huge house at the end of the close.

   Then there is the new woman, standing next to Ms Blaine. A very tall, also very beautiful blonde, with hard, crystal blue eyes, who is regarding the two squirming, sobbing sissies with a frighteningly cold stare, as if she is examining laboratory specimens.

   And it is only as Heather’s wicked crop cuts into his poor, hosed thighs once again that Chrissy realises he is being spoken to by his mother.

   ‘Chrissy! You silly girl! Wake up! Now do as I say and show the ladies your lovely sissy panties!”

   The level of laughter has increased considerably, and when Chrissy looks over at Prissy, he realises why. For the other, very unfortunate sissy has been forced to lift up his sweet satin skirt and inches of petticoating to display, for the ladies wicked amusement, his lovely, be-frilled panties. And now, under threat of a further kiss of the crop, Chrissy must do the same. Sobbing through his fat dummy gag, the devastated, ultra-humiliated she-male struggles with his tightly mittened hands to get a grip on each side of his skirt and petticoats and, with a final loud squeal of despair, pulls them up to reveal the beautiful white silk panties ringed with at least a dozen pretty rows of delicate French lace. And as he exposes the panties, the laughter increases, the women clap and cheer, each sound a terrible mocking, a brutal, intense revenge.

   Then the gorgeous Beverly approaches Chrissy. She is a tall, lithe redhead with inescapably beautiful emerald eyes. Her long, thick hair is bound in a simple, yet still very sexy ponytail. She is wearing a very tight red sweater, a white and red checked mini skirt and white tights. Her feet are resting in low heeled, red patent leather court shoes. She is simply amazing, and Chrissy, despite his bullying behaviour, despite the cruelty and the harsh words, has always been very secretly and very deeply attracted to her.

   ‘You look so sweet, Chrissy,’ Beverly teases. ‘And so utterly pathetic.’

   The women laugh louder, Chrissy fights to avoid her angry, triumphant gaze.

   ‘Your mummy’s definitely made the right choice in babifying you. Heather and I are going to have such fun!’

   Chrissy stares helplessly at his mother. She smiles softly and nods.

   ‘Yes, Chrissy, I think it’s only fair that Beverley help Heather with your training and supervision, given all the pain you’ve caused.’

   A new flood of tears pours from Chrissy’s eyes as he realises the terrible implications of his mother’s words and the women laugh even louder.

   ‘There is one thing, though,’ Beverly continues, taking poor Chrissy’s beribboned chin in her hands and forcing the sobbing sissy to meet her powerful, dazzling gaze. ‘You should have your name on your panties, as well as the pinafore. Can that be arranged?’

   Helen laughs and nods. ‘Of course. We’ll get some more heart transfers and they can iron them on tomorrow.’

   The women unleash another torrent of cruel laughter. Then Heather steps forward. She has placed the viscous riding crop on a coffee table by the sofa and now holds a sinister looking leather paddle in her hands.

   ‘Can Beverly go first, mummy?’ she asks Helen.

   ‘Yes. Ten whacks for Chrissy, I think.’

   The two teenage girls then set upon the sobbing, helpless, crushed sissies. Chrissy and Prissy’s wrists are forced back behind their backs and lashed together. The two beautiful friends then turn the sissies to face the wall and force them to bend forward, causing their short skirts and petticoats to rise up their hosed thighs and expose their pretty, pert, pantied bottoms to the full view of the jeering, hooting women.

   ‘You will each get to spank a sissy,’ Helen announces to the group of women, inspiring loud squeals of fear and outrage from Chrissy and Prissy. ‘You are allowed ten hard whacks with the paddle. I suggest, given the history of their crimes, Beverly, Miss Dale, Babette and Ms Blaine concentrate on Chrissy and the rest on Prissy.’

   And so, for the next thirty or so minutes, the poor sissies are subject to a terrible, cruelly collective spanking. Accompanied by much laughter and wicked teasing, Chrissy and Prissy receive 40 hard, merciless blows each, delivered with enthusiasm and righteous anger by their beautiful female captors. The sound of leather slapping hard against silk wrapped bottoms fills the living room, as does pathetic sissy sobbing into fat dummy gags and even louder, celebratory female laughter.

   Eventually, the two sissies are untied and returned to face their tormentors, their vision blurred by tears, their bottoms burning terribly, their minds overwhelmed by the most appalling humiliation imaginable. They are truly and utterly defeated. And as the burning in their shapely sissy bottoms turns into a strangely familiar, teasing warmth, they are led across the living room to two very large, adult-sized high chairs. They are hauled up into the chairs and leather shackles are used to strap their wrists and ankles to the sides. Plastic table tops are then slipped into place so that they rest tightly upon each sissy lap, pinning the unfortunate she-males helplessly in place.

   By now, the warmth in their bottoms has spread between their nylon sheathed legs and is working its way inescapably into their rubber imprisoned and very stiff cocks. Despite everything, the two reluctant she-males are, much to their mutual horror, sexually excited!

   Heather steps forward and places a large plastic bowl filled with a strange pink mush on the table before a wide eyed, frightened Prissy. As Beverley places a similar bowl before Chrissy, the other women, all clearly excited by the collective spanking, form a semi-circle around the two sissies to observe the next stage of their humiliation.

   ‘Now we will feed them,’ Helen says, emerging from the semi-circle armed with two pint sized baby bottles filled with a dark pink liquid. ‘All their meals will be liquidised and treated with pink food colouring. As far as our sissies are concerned each meal will look exactly the same. Believe or not that mush is mashed potatoes, various vegetables and gravy. For desert, they have four pints of sugared, full cream milk and a bowl of stewed prunes soaked in vinegar and double cream.’

   The women laugh and clap as Helen and Debra place the bottles on the plastic tables in front of a now desperately sobbing Chrissy and Prissy. Heather then slips an appropriately monogrammed and very large, lace frilled pink rubber bib over each sissy’s head.

   ‘I suggest Heather and Bev feed them the mush and desert, and then we then take turns with the bottles.’

   The women express very enthusiastic support for Debra’s proposal and the two girls set about removing the dummy gags from their whimpering sissy captives.

   No sooner have the gags been removed than Chrissy begins to plead with his mother for release, while Prissy just cries even louder, shaking his pretty head in horrified disbelief and staring with huge, tear logged eyes at his grinning mother.

   Chrissy’s protests are cut short by a sudden, violent whack of the vicious crop across his prettily hosed thighs. He cries out in painful surprise and Beverley orders him to be quiet. He stares at her with angry, horrified eyes, but remains silent, even as Beverley proceeds to use a plastic desert spoon to scoop up a large serving of the pink mush.

   ‘Open up, Chrissy,’ she teases, her eyes making it quite clear that further disobedience will result in an even sharper application of the crop.

   And so the two sissies submit to this dreadful, demeaning feeding, the air now filled with the cheers and jibes of the other women. Ten large scoops of mush are forced between reluctant sissy lips and swallowed under threat of further merciless beatings. The poor sissies eyes tell all there is to know: the food tastes quite horrible, and there is much worse to come.

   As soon as the mush has been forced in its entirety down the sissies throats, Heather and Beverly place before their wide eyed captives two more plastic bowls filled with the grim desert: stewed prunes floating in a sauce of vinegar and double cream, to be force fed with relish by the two smiling, teasing teenage girls goaded on by the rest of the beautiful, vengeful women.

   And as the sissies gag on the terribly sweet and bitter, treacle-like mixture, they watch out of the corner of appalled eyes as the other gorgeous, mocking women create two queues to force feed them the bottles of milk.

   Chrissy manages only a single gasp of outrage between the spoon holding the last serving of prunes being pulled from his tormented mouth and the fat rubber teat of the first baby bottle being forced between his painted lips by the lovely Ms Dale.

   ‘There, there, babikins,’ Ms Dale whispers, her voice filled with an exaggerated erotic teasing, her beautiful green eyes burning with amused triumph, ‘just relax and suck deeply.’

   Chrissy pulls against the shackles holding him in place and squeals a useless defiance. Ms Dale pushes the teat deeper and forces the reluctant she-male to suck the thick, sweet, sickly milk down his throat.

   And as he sucks, there is the inescapable fact of Ms Dale, of her gorgeous, thick red hair and piercing emerald eyes, of her tremendous, athletic figure sheathed in a tight silk suit, and her desire to revenge herself on the arrogant, bestial youth who had, on so many occasions, made her life a misery, a youth now sealed so very tighty in sweet baby clothes, pantied, hosed and mittened, his wayward cock imprisoned in tight, unforgiving rubber, a bitterly humiliating and horrifying dildo positioned deep inside his tender arse. Yes, this is a glorious and total revenge.

   And as Chrissy suffers at the hands of the gorgeous Ms Dale, the plump, stunning Mrs Eve works her teasing magic on poor little Prissy. In the hands of this gorgeous woman, Prissy is far less resistant than Chrissy, his eyes glued to Mrs Eve’s large, white nylon sweater sealed breasts as he sucks with an almost erotic contentment on the fat rubber teat.

   ‘Suddenly Prissy seems far less upset about his fate,’ Helen whispers to Debra, the two mothers watching this spectacle with a helpless fascination.

   ‘No, I’m sure he’s mortified,’ Debra replies. ‘But I’ve seen him looking at Mrs Eve before. He’s always had a secret thing about her. He keeps a collection of pictures of black models and actresses under his bed. He has a very obvious weakness for the duskier female.’

   ‘I suggest we involve her more in his babification,’ Helen whispers. ‘Use his desire.’

   Debra contemplates these words and smiles. ‘Yes, of course. I’m sure she’d love to be more directly involved. And if we weaken Prissy, then it will be much harder for Chrissy to fight us. And to be honest, I think Mrs Eve will find it more entertaining, more erotic.’

   Helen smiles and runs the back of her hand across Debra’s soft, pale rose cheek. Her friend quivers with pleasure and leans into the caress. Helen knows that, for Debra, the transformation of Prissy is all about revenge and discipline. Unlike Helen, she finds no real sexual edge to this enforced feminisation, an edge whose roots are in the strange pleasures of sadomasochism. Yet for Helen, controlling her son and turning him into a simpering, obedient sissy is about much more than revenge. She is excited by the power she is about to possess, aroused by the thought of subduing and transforming her wayward, arrogant, foolish only child into a pretty, mincing, hosed and pantied pansy. Then, of course, there is the final weapon that will guarantee obedience and the success of her plans: her son’s teenage crush, his secret but inescapable desire for his own beautiful, sexy mother. A fact exposed by so many furtive gazes at her black stockinged legs and by the not infrequent disruption of her underwear draw.

   As Ms Dale and Mrs Eve empty the last of the first bottles into the sissies tormented mouths, Ms Blaine and her mysterious friend step forward armed with two more bottles filled with the pink liquid.

   ‘They are both very impressive specimens,’ the striking blonde whispers in a deep German accent, taking up Chrissy’s next full bottle of milk and quickly forcing the teat between his very reluctant lips.

   A look of genuine fear and horror spreads across the poor sissy’s face as the sinister blonde continues to talk. ‘Breast enlargement will be simple. We start with hormones from today, then a silicon procedure in about three months, when we will do the rest of the surgical interventions.’

   Ms Blaine smiles and nods. ‘Nina is the best cosmetic surgeon in the country. Trust me, Helen, no one will ever be able to recognise them as boys by the time she’s finished.’

   ‘I can’t wait,’ Debra says, moving towards Ms Blaine and fixing her hard, angry eyes on poor Prissy. ‘Just think, dearest, you’ll soon have a pair of big, bouncy titties. Then you’ll really know about the burdens of femininity.’

   Prissy’s eyes widen in even greater fear and he squeals into the fat rubber teat now filling his pretty sissy mouth. Chrissy also begins to struggle once more. Beverley steps forward, waves the crop, and both she-males fall silent. More tears begin to trickle from their big, baby eyes.

   ‘And they’ll be ultra-sensitive too,’ Ms Blaine adds, forcing Prissy to suck harder on the teat.

   ‘Yes,’ the blonde called Nina adds. ‘Just a simple matter of design, of developing the sensory capabilities of the existing skin.’

   ‘But we want them to be exposed first,’ Helen insists. ‘Three months of flat chested, short haired humiliation, so that everyone knows the truth of their sissification.’

   ‘After that, they’ll be begging us to make them into girls,’ Debra adds, causing more cruel, teasing laughter.

   As Ms Blaine and Nina are replaced by Babette and Mrs Bellman, Debra takes Mrs Eve aside and explains her proposed role in the development of Chrissy and Prissy. Meanwhile, the two helpless, angry, horrified sissies are fed their third bottle of ultra-sweet, pink coloured milk by two more beautiful, mocking, powerful women. As they reluctantly suck down the thick pink goo, they contemplate with true terror their sissified futures at the hands of this band of determined, merciless sisters. They no longer struggle or squeal: they have been stilled by an all-powerful sense of inescapable sissy doom.

   By the time the fourth and final bottle has been emptied into their tormented sissy mouths, both Chrissy and Prissy are feeling very sick. Bloated and queasy, they are now very easy to control: they are unshackled and pulled from the humiliating high chairs without even a whimper of protest.

   Heather and Beverley replace the dummy gags and bind the sissies hands behind their backs (slapping their pretty, hosed thighs for amusement as they do so). Helen then addresses her guests.

   ‘It’s nearly five, and I think our two babies need an early night. Heather and Beverley will stay and work out the timetable of visits to your homes. Debra, Mrs Eve and I need to tuck the sissies in. Thank you so much for coming, and I’m sure you’ll be seeing much, much more of Chrissy and Prissy.”

   The women clap their gratitude and wish their new sissy slaves a sweet goodnight. Helen and Debra then lead poor Chrissy and Prissy from the room, followed by a fascinated and very beautiful Mrs Eve. The hobbles and bindings ensure that the journey from the living is a slow and uncomfortable one, and the two she-males are soon moaning fearfully and uncomfortably into their fat dummy gags.

   Rather than being returned to the basement nursery, the sissies find themselves led upstairs. And after much slapping of pantied buttocks, squeals of painful fear and mocking laughter (especially from a deeply amused Mrs Eve), Chrissy and Prissy are led to Helen’s bedroom door.

   ‘You can use Chrissy’s old room,’ Helen tells Debra. She and Mrs Eve then lead a now wide eyed, plainly terrified Prissy off to the next stage of his terrible, perverse fate.

   Chrissy watches Prissy disappear into his old room before being led into his mother’s room, new tears of fear welling up in his pretty baby girl eyes.

   Helen shuts the door and leads Chrissy into the centre of the large, elegantly decorated room.

   ‘There’s no need to be afraid, Chrissy. I’m not going to punish you. I just want to get you ready for bed, and also to talk privately.’

   Chrissy’s sobs subside and he finds himself looking up at his beautiful, regal mother with water logged, puzzled eyes.

   ‘I must admit all this excitement has made me rather hot,’ she purrs, smiling warmly at her sissified son. ‘So, I’ll just slip out of these clothes before we start.’

   Then, to Chrissy’s utter astonishment, his gorgeous mother pulls the tight black nylon sweater up over her chest and above her head to reveal a pair of large, surprisingly firm and shapely breasts erotically imprisoned in a tight, lace edged, black silk brassiere, plus a waistline tightly contained within a black leather, satin and rubber panelled corset! She throws the sweater onto the big double bed that dominates the room, slips the beautiful diamond clasp from her hair and shakes the thick, glossy mane free. A sigh of aroused amazement slips from Chrissy’s gag as his mother then turns to face him and begins to wiggle out of the short, sexy skirt.

   ‘There,’ she sighs, the skirt dropping to her ankles, revealing two long, perfectly shaped legs wrapped in self-supporting black nylon stockings, ‘that’s much better.’

   Standing at least three inches taller than her teenage sissy son in her black patent leather, high heeled court shoes, she then slips an elegant, blood red nailed hand under Chrissy’s chin and lifts his head so that he is staring directly into her gorgeous brown eyes.

   ‘I know your secrets, Chrissy - your most secret thoughts and desires. You can’t hide them from me. I’ve seen your sinful gaze; I’ve noticed my disturbed underwear draw and the odd pair of missing panties. And we’ve all seen your little performance with Prissy. I know that deep down you’re loving your sissification. And I know you have very naughty thoughts about me.’

   He tries to shake his head, to resist the implications of her words, but his eyes quickly fall upon her splendid, heaving chest and a mind numbing desire washes over him.

   ‘Obviously, the humiliation, the baby clothes…that is hurting, and it will continue to hurt for quite a while. But the physical transformations we plan and, if you are obedient and submissive, your final transformation into a full blown she-male, are not just about punishment. They are about helping you to stop fighting your true nature.’

   Then she slowly, even teasingly, unties him, removes the hobble chain and begins, again teasingly, to remove his lovely sissy clothes, her eyes tormenting his with a look of pure sin. With a sexy, promising smile lighting up her gorgeous face, she removes the dummy gag and the bonnet, then the pinafore and the dress, eventually striping him down to just the corset, his rubber panties and tights. Then, her smile widening, she eases the tights and panties over his long, hard, rubber imprisoned sex and down his silky smooth legs. His expertly restrained sex pops up before her like a totem pole created in the name of some gorgeous goddess of death and he utters a helpless cry of pleasure and frustration.

   She releases a surprised girlish laugh. ‘Your father was a very well-endowed man, and in that respect at least, you take after him.’

   Poor Chrissy blushes furiously and tries to avoid his mother’s overwhelming gaze.

   ‘Please, mum,’ he mumbles, confused, tormented, helpless.

   Then she truly amazes him by slipping a long, elegant hand over his large, frustrated sex and begins to caress it.

   ‘Be quiet, petal,’ she whispers, her own eyes now glazed by desire, her voice filled with a strange, maternal reassurance cut through with hoarse need. ‘I know what you want. And I don’t mind. But running away from your true self is costing us all far too much. You’re at war with yourself, Chrissy. And that has to stop.’

   He moans and arches his back helplessly as she teases the engorged, rubber lined shaft of his sex into an even harder, firmer state, causing the metal ring clamping his testicles to squeeze harder.

   ‘Dr Ruscoe is a world authority on cosmetic and gender reassignment surgery, and she assures me we can transform you without losing one millimetre of this lovely toy. Debra is actually very keen to make Prissy undergo a full sex change; but you, my sweet…well, I want you to remain very distinctly male as far as this is concerned.’

   A cry of agonised pleasure escapes poor Chrissy’s helplessly pouting lips and his mother releases her dreadful, wonderful grip.

   ‘Now, let’s get you ready for bed.’

   She turns him around to face the bed. It is only now that he notices the new collection of ultra sissy clothing neatly laid neatly out on the white silk sheets.

   ‘I want you to bend over first, Chrissy,’ his mother whispers, her deep, sensual voice filled with promise and arousal. ‘Hands on the bed, legs wide apart.’

   The helpless, horny sissy obeys, and as he leans forward, his rubberised sex presses angrily into his stomach. A sickening need floods across his feminised body, his heart pounds angrily. Desire consumes him and he moans helplessly into a void of bottomless teenage lust.

   Then he feels her hands between his legs. A finger teases his rubber sealed testicles and he cries out. Then a hand slips between his buttocks, fingers probe around the head of the teasing, ingenious vibrator. Then, slowly, carefully, it is eased free. A cry of pleasure escapes his mouth. His mother then tells him to stand up.

   ‘We’ll start with the nappy first,’ she says.

   He looks down at the sissy clothes and feels his racing heart slow with disappointment. As his mother disposes of the vibrator, he realises the night ahead is to be one of even greater humiliation. Before him on the bed is a large, terry cloth nappy, a pair of adult-sized, pink plastic panties, a pair of white silk stockings, two pink lace frilled garters, what appears to be a pair of fingerless, pink rubber mittens and, the crowning item of soul-crushing baby wear: a romper suit made from a very fine pink satin, which is edged at it’s very high neck with inches of teasing white French lace.

   Helen takes the nappy from the bed and carefully folds it into a large triangle before pulling it between her sissy’s son’s legs and bringing the ends together at his waist. Holding these ends with one hand, she deftly takes a very large silver safety pin from the bedside table and pins the huge, embarrassing nappy tightly in place. And it is as she does this that he feels his stomach rumble and a strange gaseous noise bubble up from deep within his bowels.

   ‘The mush was spiked with a powerful laxative,’ his mother says, obviously amused. ‘It will take full effect in about 60 minutes, so we better hurry up.’

   He looks at her in utter horror and is about to protest when she presses a finger to his soft lips.

   ‘Shhhh. No talking, Chrissy, unless you want a strip of skin spanked off your backside.’

   His cheeks redden with anger and humiliation. He falls silent and watches as his mother takes up the plastic panties, a teasingly cruel smile lighting up her beautiful face.

   He is made to step into the panties and they are slowly pulled up over his silky smooth legs and positioned around the bulging nappy. Then he is made to sit down on the bed and watches transfixed as his mother takes up one of the translucent silk stockings.

   ‘Aren’t they beautiful?’ she whispers, her gaze burning into his wide, tormented eyes.

   She kneels before him and he peers down at the delightful sight of her incredible, tightly imprisoned breasts heaving with concentration as she bunches the stocking up into a ball and slips it over his right foot. Then, very slowly, she begins to draw the beautiful stocking over his dainty foot and up his long leg. The sensation of the fine, soft silk brushing against his smooth, sensitised skin is immediately arousing. He gasps as one thousand rose petal kisses work their way up his leg and his mother laughs.

   ‘Yes, it’s a lovely feeling, Chrissy. The kiss of silk against soft sissy skin. Now stand up.’

   He obeys her without a second’s hesitation, transfixed by the feel of the stocking and the almost magical transformative effect it has on the shape of his leg. His tightly imprisoned erection strains desperately against the rubber restrainer and a bead of sex sweat drips from a painted lip onto his tongue. His mother draws the stocking up around his thigh and takes one of the pretty lace garters from the bed. Under her instruction, he steps into the garter and she pulls it up around the slightly darker coloured area of the stocking top, using pink silk ribbons that run through the lace weaving to tie it tightly in place.

   In a few minutes, she has repeated this elaborate, highly erotic process with the second stocking and he is soon standing before her, his eyes studying her splendid body with an intense and desperate excitement.

   ‘I had the romper suit designed especially from the finest Italian silk. I’m sure you’ll just love it, Chrissy.’

   His mother’s words wash over him like a cloud of pure sex. Now, despite his impending babification, he is lost in the powerful grip of his own desire, and all he can do is moan submissively as Helen takes the elaborate, beautiful suit from the bed and holds it teasingly before him.

   It is a striking hot pink and has silk booties and fingerless mittens shown seamlessly into its beautiful, shimmering fabric, making it resemble a strange, infantile body stocking. His mother displays the suit before him, revealing a row of cream coloured pearl buttons that run down the back, all the way from the white lace be-frilled and very high neck to the edge of the lower waist area. Once imprisoned in the suit, there will be no escape without some form of assistance.

   His mother pulls open the back section and orders Chrissy to sit back on the bed. She then draws the legs up over his silk encased feet and ankles. She pulls the suit up to his thighs and then tells him to stand. He obeys and watches with amazed humiliation as she glides his arms into the silk sleeves and then pulls them and the rest of the suit towards and up over his slender, girlish shoulders. The layers of white lace around the high neck immediately begin to tickle his chin and Helen stifles a mocking laugh while she carefully buttons up the suit, imprisoning her pretty sissy son in a cocoon of pure pink silk.

   Once he has been secured in the suit, his mother steps back to admire her handiwork, a broad, teasing smile once again lighting up her gorgeous face. He tries to avoid drinking in her own splendid form and feels his sex fight even harder against its cruel rubber restrainer.

   ‘You look so cute, Chrissy. Utterly adorable,” she says, walking around him and then sitting down on the bed.

   ‘Come here and lay down on the bed.’

   He looks at her in astonishment as her hands pat the tops of her black nylon stockings. Swallowing hard, he moves towards the bed, and almost immediately he is surrounded by the sweet, mocking rustle of expensive Italian silk. Not only that, but as he moves, the silk caresses those parts of his shaven, ultra-sensitive body that remain naked beneath. He moans helplessly and minces up to the edge of the bed. His mother then helps him onto the bed, and very soon he finds himself lying on his back with his head resting in her wide, warm lap.

   ‘As I’ve already told you, Chrissy, if you obey me, and if you accept your sissification with an open heart, there will be rewards. And as you’ve performed very well so far, here’s a little taster, as it were.’

   He looks up at her marvellous chest in total awe. Then he gasps in shock, in delight, in total astonishment as his mother proceeds to unclip the lovely black brassiere and pull it free of her bosom. Suddenly, Chrissy is only inches from his gorgeous mother’s splendidly formed, ample and very bare breasts.

   ‘You may suckle me for a few minutes,’ she says, slipping a hand under his head and gently guiding his mouth towards her long, very stiff left nipple.

   His sissy lips slip instinctively over the nipple. He moans into this beautiful, soft, pale rose breast and begins to suck. A terrible sexual smothering begins. Wrapped in silk and rubber, a babified teenage boy held firmly at his mother’s breast, a future of intense feminisation and humiliation before him, he is overwhelmed by a very powerful sense of contentment, of inner peace. Suddenly all thoughts of his impending sentence disappear. And as he sucks harder, as his erection battles its rubber restrainer, his mother’s back arches and he feels her gorgeous body tense violently. A moan of pleasure escapes her lips and a strange, elemental shudder vibrates through her stunning body. Then she gently detaches him from her left breast with a strange, girlish sigh and transfers his eager, painted lips to its equally beautiful and ample sister. Very soon he is sucking hungrily once again and she, once again, is responding.

   By the time she detaches him from her right breast and orders him to stand before her, she is flushed with orgasmic pleasure. She rises shakily from the bed and smiles at him in a sex stupor. He stares in continuing amazement at her splendid breasts, a look of utter devotion and deep desire igniting his sissified features.

   ‘Very good, Chrissy,’ she whispers. ‘Now let’s get you wrapped up for bedibies.’

   With this, she grabs the edges of her black, lace-frilled panties and then pulls them down over her long, nylon sheathed legs. Chrissy cries out in a final, crushed amazement as she reveals her soaking, dark sex to his wide, baby girl eyes.

   She moves closer to him, waving her wet panties like a flag of war.

   ‘Open your mouth…wide.’

   He obeys instantly, his eyes never leaving the panties as she folds them into an inside-out ball that leaves the soaked gusset section fully exposed, and then forces them deep into his mouth. The sharp, even acrid, but deeply arousing taste of her sex suddenly fills his mouth. He gasps helplessly into this sudden, teasingly wicked gag. She then turns to the bedside table and takes from it a very thick role of wide silver duct tape and a large pair of scissors. His eyes widen still further as she pulls a long strip of the wide, thick tape free and then snips it off with the scissors.

   ‘Close your mouth over the panties – lips together.’

   He obeys and she spreads the tape over his lips and cheeks, sealing the panties firmly inside his mouth, and thus very efficiently and erotically gagging him.

   ‘Do you like it?’ she asks, desire coating her husky voice, her eyes filled with cruel excitement. ‘Do you like being gagged with my panties?’

   He nods helplessly and she laughs. ‘Good, because I want you to wear a panty gag every night, to help you sleep and to remind you of the rewards of obedience.’

   She very slowly presses the tape against his sealed lips and cheeks with her long, beautiful fingers, her eyes two roaring, sex fuelled pyres of desire. He moans loudly and angrily, his sex begging for release.

   ‘Yes, I know,’ she whispers. ‘You want me. I’ve always known, you silly sissy. But some things are just not possible. If you behave, we can spend time together, like tonight. And if you’re really good, maybe you can use that tongue a little lower down. But that’s it, sweetness. However, if I think you deserve it, once a week I’ll slip that little restrainer off and milk you. And then there’s Prissy – you’ll always have Prissy. And I’m sure he’ll want to get to know you much better.’

   The mention of some bizarre sexual encounter with Prissy fills him with dread and he shakes his head vigorously.

   ‘Don’t be silly, Chrissy. We all saw you writhing around together. By the time we’ve finished with you, you will be helpless sissy lovers. You’ll be unable to keep your hands off each other, unless we tie you up – which we will…frequently. Talking of which, it’s time for you to be secured and put to bed.’

   He watches in dumb amazement as she then sits down on the bed and carefully slips out of her very sheer, sexy nylon stockings. Then, completely naked, she stands, the stockings wrapped around her wrists, and tells him to put his hands behind his back. Moaning into the pungent, teasing gag, he obeys, and she very quickly binds his wrists and elbows together with the stockings, pulling extra tight on the stocking binding his elbows and thus ensuring that the tips touch and that his chest is forced to jut forward. He squeals with pain and she laughs cruelly. Then she takes the hobble shackles and chain from the bed and refits them to his silk wrapped ankles.

   ‘There,’ she whispers, standing triumphantly before him, her splendid, nude form a terrible, beautiful torture for his pretty sissy eyes.

   Then, from deep within his gut comes a much louder and deeply ominous rumble. His buttocks clench together desperately and his painted face reddens.

   ‘Not much time left by the sounds of it, Chrissy. We better get you downstairs.’

   She quickly grabs a beautiful black silk dressing gown from the wardrobe, wraps it around her stunning form and leads him from the room. He totters desperately along besides her, panting into his fat, tormenting gag, suddenly very painfully aware that his bowels are demanding evacuation as quickly as possible.

   Once out on the landing, he discovers Prissy flanked by Heather and Beverley. From the haunted, hungry and also uncomfortable look in his big eyes, it is clear he too has been subject to some strange form of sexual torture and is also rather desperately in need of the toilet. Like Chrissy, Prissy has also been fitted into a very pretty silk romper suit, yet his is coloured a babyish powder blue. His lips are also tightly sealed with silver masking tape, and, judging by his bulging cheeks, he too has been expertly panty gagged. He is also trussed tightly with stockings. And it is only as Chrissy passes his old room and sees Mrs Eve adjusting her skirt and blouse (while Debra looks on admiringly) that he realises who the panties filling Prissy’s mouth belong to!

   The two babified she-males are then placed in the custody of Heather and Beverley and led moaning and mincing along the landing. As he begins to hobble desperately down the stairs, poor Chrissy turns to see his mother disappear into his old room. The hoarse, sexual laughter that follows fills him with deep humiliation and helpless desire.

   Inspired by numerous hard slaps from Heather and Beverley, the sissies are led down the stairs, along the ground floor corridor and, eventually, down the steep, shadowy stairway into the nursery. Here, their bowels now bubbling loudly, Heather and Beverley quickly untie their arms and release the hobbles.

   ‘You both look so cute,’ Heather teases, her beautiful eyes filled with wicked amusement and sadistic pleasure.

   She takes the stockings used to bind Chrissy to the dressing table and drowns each one in a powerful rose perfume. ‘I really can’t wait to start training you; tomorrow is going to be such fun! You’ll hate it of course. But resistance is utterly futile. There really is no escape. You’ve been sentenced to life in panties and hose. So get used to it. And, believe it or not, I think you will…both of you. And one day, not too far away, you’ll beg me to put you into the prettiest, sissiest clothes imaginable. And, if Ms Blaine has her way, you’ll have the bodies to go with the clothes!’

   The girls laugh cruelly and the two increasingly uncomfortable sissies squeal desperately into their gags, wiggle their nappied behinds and bounce angrily on their silk wrapped heels.

   ‘Yes, it must feel a bit dodgy down there about now. So let’s get you masked and into the sleep sack.’

   The sissies can only watch in helpless horror as Beverley takes from the wardrobe what appears to be a large pink rubber sack. She brings it over to the dainty, struggling captives with a sinister smile.

   ‘As you both loved being tied together earlier, we thought you’d like to be wrapped up nice and tightly while you sleep.’

   Beverley’s cruel words fill the wriggling sissies with a new horror and they squeal their renewed anger. Laughing, Heather joins Beverley and holds the stockings before the two sobbing she-males.

   ‘Of course, as you’re about to poo your nappies and wet yourselves, things will probably get very uncomfortable, especially with the smell. So, we thought mummy’s stockings, appropriately scented, might help reduce the pong.’

   The sissies watch with true terror as Heather then proceeds to stretch the top of one of the stockings into a wide bowl and approach Prissy. Prissy minces backward, shaking his head and squealing furiously into his gag. Beverley grabs and holds him firmly in position while Heather stretches the scented stocking over his head, then pulls it down over his face and around his neck. His flattened, distorted features inspire peels of wicked laughter from the two girls and as he continues to shake his head and squeal frantically in Beverley’s tight grip, Heather turns to her helpless, sobbing she-brother.

   ‘Now it’s your turn, Chrissy.’

   Perhaps surprisingly, Chrissy doesn’t resist this latest awful humiliation. However, his increasingly unstable bowels make any sudden movement distinctly risky, and he hardly stirs as Heather slips the stocking over his head and pulls it down around his face, plunging him into a world seen through a dark filter of sweetly scented nylon.

   ‘There’s a good girl,’ Heather whispers, her blurred, shadowy figure standing over him like a harbinger of absolute doom.

   The two sissies are then led to the pink rubber sack and made to stand facing each other in the exact centre of this strange device. Prissy’s resistance is quickly subdued by a sharp application of the crop from Beverley. Heather pushes the two unfortunates very closely together, so that their stockinged faces are only inches apart.

   Pressed together, the poor sissies are immediately reminded of the terrible and deeply ambivalent experience in the playpen. Their silk wrapped bodies so close, their nylon sheathed faces beholding brutal distortions of each other, they cannot help but squirm with fear and a stranger, deeper, much more disturbing sensation.

   Beverley then takes up the bottom rim of the weird sack and begins slowly to draw it over their imprisoned forms.

   ‘You’ll be snug as two bugs in a somewhat smelly rug,’ Heather teases.

   It quickly becomes apparent that the rubber sack is very tight, and as it is eased up their bodies, the two moaning, frightened sissies are pushed even closer. And by the time the sack has been pulled up to their necks, they are sealed very tightly together, their stocking sheathed noses actually touching.

   Now unable to move an inch, they can only rely on their combined sense of feeling to realise that Heather is wrapping a leather belt around their combined waists. She then proceeds to buckle it very tightly in place, significantly increasing the pressure on their squashed forms. They squeal angrily into their fat, tight, utterly inescapable, very pungent and teasingly soft panty gags. She then adds two more belts, one at the ankle area and one at the upper chest area, insuring that the sissies are crushed into a single, immobile, rubberised, silk encased block of she-male flesh.

   Then, as the sissies moan with discomfort and fear, Beverley and Heather carefully tip their sissies captives onto the cot’s rubber mattress and roll them into the centre, leaving them on their sides, face to face.

   Laughing cruelly, the girls lift up the barred sides of the cot and lock them in place.

   ‘It’s just after 6.00pm,’ Heather says. ‘We’ll be back at 7.00am to wake you. The laxatives should take their inevitable effect in a very few minutes. Also, there is a filter on the head of the re-strainer to allow you to piss yourselves - so things will be rather uncomfortable for the next thirteen hours. But do try to get some beauty sleep, my pretties.’

   As poor Chrissy and Prissy lie stone still, unable to move even a millimetre, their stockinged faces pressed tightly together, the taste of their mistresses filling their exceptionally well gagged mouths, Heather and Beverley, still laughing wickedly, leave the nursery. At the top of the stairs, Heather, a broad smile lighting up her lovely face, switches off the light and plunges the sissies into an absolute darkness.

   The girls then slip through the door to the main corridor.

   The sound of the door being locked echoes through the nursery and rings in the nylon sheathed ears of the two totally immobilised sissies. Then there is just the laboured breathing of the tightly bound, gagged and rubber cocooned she-male captives and, more ominously, the increasingly disturbed sounds of their weakening bowels.

   Even as he voids his bowels and squeals of horror flood from Prissy’s gag, Chrissy is violently, if uncomfortably erect, his mind filled with tormenting images of his beautiful, all powerful mother. He tastes her and moans with a fierce pleasure, almost unaware that his nappy has been filled with the almost liquid excreta produced by the powerful laxative. Then he feels Prissy helplessly relax and realises that he too has involuntarily emptied his bowels into his own tight, soul destroying nappy. And within seconds of this, poor Chrissy has also added a fast, powerful stream of urine to the mixture.

   Now they are truly defeated. Bound and gagged, unable to move or talk, unable even to control their bodily functions. Yet both are still deeply aroused, despite everything; both are filled with teasing, sexy images of their mistresses; and both are terrified and excited by the thought of what lies ahead in their distinctly sissy futures.






   4. Prunela’s Experiment

   He wakes with a fierce, panicked start and is immediately aware of a heavy head and blurred vision. He is on his back, on a soft surface. He opens his eyes and winces as strong, white light burns into the retinas. He tries to shield his eyes and realises something is very wrong. He holds his hands before his face in disbelief: they are sealed in a pair of thick pink satin mittens! Shocked out of his waking haze, he pulls himself up onto his elbows and discovers he is naked. He gasps, but then realises his mouth has been stopped, that a fat gag of some kind has been forced between his lips. He tries to pull it from his mouth, but the mittens are fingerless and very thick: his hands have been made utterly useless.

   Then there is real panic. His heart begins to pound against his chest, cool fear sweat seeps through the skin of his face. He is aware of a very powerful smell of roses, like a woman’s perfume, yet all pervasive. Then he realises the smell is coming from his body. And as he looks down at his at his carefully trained, always masculine form, he realises something else: he has been shaved, every single hair on his body has been removed! And not only that: his skin, now silky smooth, has been painted or stained a bright snow white!

   Then he notices his sex, his modestly-sized penis that has always been a source of deep and tormenting inadequacy. It is hard, perhaps as hard as it has been for many months. He has awoken with a truly furious erection and, to his horror given his bizarre state, he can feel the juices of sexual arousal course through his body. Yet there is worse – much worse. For his angrily erect penis has been secured in a strange pink rubber sheath, a skin tight prison held in place with equally tight silver bands just beneath its circumcised head, at its base and also (with a much large band) around his bulging testicles.

   He pulls his long, muscled legs off what appears to be a narrow single bed and finds himself looking down with shock and fear at toenails painted bright pink. Appalled and terrified, he stands, looking desperately around the room for some form of escape. But almost immediately, he is overwhelmed by a terrible, sickening dizziness and falls back onto the bed, his head held in his mittened hands, tears of confusion and anger beginning to well up in his striking pale blue eyes.

   After a while, the dizziness subsides. He sits up, his heart still pounding, and tries to take his surroundings in more detail. As he does so, a sense of utter horror and despair begins to wash over him. For the room is a huge nursery. Its high walls are painted a bright pink and covered in pictures of elaborately costumed Victorian dolls. A thick, soft white carpet covers the room. At one end of the nursery is a white door. At its opposite end is what appears to be a large bay window covered by drawn white curtains. And between the window and the door are the trappings of an absolute babification.

   In the centre of the room is a large, circular playpen with barred sides that must be five feet high. The pen is covered in what appears to be a thick pink rubber mat and is filled with dolls and silk cushions. Close to the pen is an equally large highchair. Both the pen and the chair are clearly designed for an adult!

   Running along most of one of the long rectangular walls is a huge, pink wood wardrobe. Between its two wide doors is a full size mirror in which he can see part of his reflection. It is then that he realises two things: first the bed he is sitting on is an adult-sized cot, and second his head is shaven. A well muffled cry of horror and despair fights its way past the gag as he is confronted with the strangeness of his transformation. A sense of deep, darker panic grips him, and once more he struggles to feet. His heart pounding, a terrible fear gripping his tortured mind, he tries to fight his way through the returning dizziness and walk towards the door. As he totters forward, he is aware of a strange pressure in his backside. Tears fill his eyes and blur his vision as he realises he is too weak to take more than a few short, pathetic steps. Then he is falling and squealing like a little girl into the gag. Then, he is flat on his face on the thick, soft carpeting, hot tears staining his checks.

   As he struggles to find the energy to pull himself upright, the door opens and a figure enters the nursery.

   At first, all he can see is a pair of black patent leather court shoes with fierce three or four stiletto inch heels and a pair of long, very shapely legs sheathed in sheer black nylon. He feels an immediate and incredibly powerful sexual arousal. But then there is a voice, a shockingly familiar voice.

   ‘Naughty little baby!’

   The voice of his mother-in-law, Prunela Wise, fills the room. Within seconds the strikingly heeled shoes are a few inches from his face and he is struggling to look up at her always impressive figure.

   Then the shoes are edged beneath his slender, weakened form and he is tipped onto his back like a lifeless rag doll. He squeals with outrage into the gag and finds his vision suddenly filled with the form of his beautiful mother-in-law towering over him like some giant, all powerful goddess.

   ‘I knew I should have tied you to the cot,’ she whispers, her dark brown eyes filled with cruel amusement, the slightest of smiles crossing her full, blood red lips.

   Despite his outrage, he cannot help but admire Prunela in all her Amazonian glory; for she is truly dressed to dominate. Standing just beneath five feet eleven in her stocking feet, she is well over six feet tall in the heels. This height allows her to carry an undoubtedly ample figure with a deeply sensual grace. At 48, she is plump, yet still utterly gorgeous, a fact always she has exploited with a quite cunning care. And today, this strangest of days, is no different. She is wearing a tight black skirt that appears painted over lower body and reaches down to just beneath her delicately hosed knees. This expertly accentuates her long, exquisitely shaped legs, her strong thighs and large yet gloriously curvaceous backside. Yes, how many times he has found himself staring longingly at that generous bottom and its proud, confident movement beneath a variety of tight, teasing fabrics?

   A sickness of mad animal desire washes over him as his fear and tear-stained eyes move up towards Prunela’s large, yet still strikingly firm bosom. She is wearing a very tight cream coloured satin blouse that very effectively demonstrates the considerable size and beautiful curving symmetry of her breasts. The blouse has a high neck around which is secured a fat bow of the same cream silk material. The blouse has broad, slightly squared shoulders and delicately puffed upper arms leading down to very slender, long sleeves. It is tucked firmly and very precisely into the skirt and quite deliberately reveals the Rubenesque curve of her belly. Yes, she is a great work of nature’s most sensual art, a woman that he has always secretly desired, despite an often difficult relationship. But her presence here is even more troubling than his strange predicament: if she is behind all this, then so is Myriam!

   Thoughts of his wife are temporarily cast aside as Prunela suddenly lowers herself down beside him, quite blatantly allowing the skirt to ride up over her knees and reveal her broad, black nylon sheathed thighs. The sound of cotton gliding over nyloned-skin suddenly fills the room, a sensual serenade possessed by an erotic clarity beyond anything he has ever experienced. He is trapped in the world of sex, an aggressively intensified sexualisation of everything that is both incredibly arousing and utterly terrifying. 

   ‘You have been given a rather powerful muscle relaxant. This will make it very difficult to carry out any of your basic motor functions. You are as helpless as baby. Which, I assure you, is absolutely appropriate. You will be given regular doses of the drug to allow me to manage you without restraints. However, there will be times when you are required to undertake a broad range of domestic chores. Then I will use other means to keep you under control.’

   He moans with anger and confusion into the gag, but cannot keep his eyes off of her thighs and breasts. He struggles to look up into her pale rose face with its slight double chin and incredibly powerful dark brown eyes. Her jet black hair is thick and rich, and today bound into a very tight, matronly bun that only adds to the startling image of absolute female power.

‘The only muscle that is currently working is your naughty little willy. This is because you have been injected with an equally powerful chemical that very significantly increases male sexual arousal for extended periods of time. The restraining device is needed to prevent orgasm. It allows a very high degree of tissue expansion, but not enough to achieve ejaculation. I’m afraid you’ll be as hard stone for at least 24 hours. Indeed, I plan to administer the drug to you on a daily basis, so I suggest you get used to the idea of being helplessly hard and intensely frustrated.’

   The matter of fact way in fact in which she describes his fate only adds to the torrent of fear and anger flooding his mind. He shakes his head weakly, moans loudly into the gag and tries rather pathetically to pull himself up.

   ‘Your mouth is filled with a rather ingenious dummy gag that I have modified for my own training purposes. A circular rubber teat the size of a squash ball rests on a large plastic plate. The plate’s edges are coated in a powerful adhesive similar to the sort used for duct tape. The plate is thus fixed firmly to your upper lip, cheeks and chin, and the teat fills your mouth. Even more ingenious is a property of the rubber teat: when it is moistened, it expands. Thus the teat is currently filling your mouth completely and making any but the most muffled and feeble of babyish squeaks impossible.’

   He knows all too well that he is utterly silenced and can only respond to her with an even angrier look.      

   Then, to his surprise, she carefully lowers herself down onto her knees and helps him to sit up. The teasingly soft fabric of the wonderful satin blouse brushes against his highly sensitised shaven and painted skin. The sexual power of this caress is utterly overwhelming and he moans with an agony of unbearable frustration.

   Prunela laughs as she gently manoeuvres him into a sitting position.

   ‘I’m afraid everything will seem so much more sexier from now on. At first you can expect to be driven quite insane. Especially once you’re dressed in your pretty baby girl attire.’

   His eyes widen in amazement and horror. He shakes his head and squeals. Slowly, he is beginning to realise the strange and ultra-kinky fate Prunela has planned for him.

   ‘Yes, that’s right my pretty little sissy pet: a baby girl. Myriam has told me all about your problems at work and in bed, and how frustrated she’s become by your general failure as a man. She’s a beautiful, intelligent woman, and she deserves better…much better. So I’ve agreed to take you off her hands and give her the opportunity to live a normal, healthy life. It’s obvious to me you’re utterly unable to support or love her properly; that you are unable to function as a man in this rather stressful and demanding world. And I’ve got time and money, and an interest in male psychology. That makes you make the perfect subject for an experiment I’ve been thinking about for a long time.’

   As she talks, the index finger of her free hand wanders across his snow white chest and belly towards the aching, stiffened curve of his tightly restrained sex. Her powerful musk perfume tortures his nostrils. Tears of a dreadful, all pervasive sexual frustration trickle from his wide, pale blue eyes. Suddenly, he remembers that tomorrow is his 24th birthday. Then he realises he has no idea what time or day it actually is. He had gone to bed early, feeling very drowsy after drinking a cup of tea made by Myriam. Suddenly, it is beginning to make a terrible sense. But then Prunela rests a blood red finger nail on the rubber covered tip of his sex and he is plunged back into a world of pure and unbearable sexual pleasure.

   He squeals with surprise and his gorgeous mother-in-law bursts into loud, contemptuous laughter.

   ‘The tip of the restrainer is layered with a film of micro perforations that will allow urination. This means you can wear it permanently and still fill your nappy when necessary.’

   He knows she is enjoying tormenting him with this grimly clinical description of a terrible and deeply perverse fate. He wants to push her aside, to scream his absolute resistance, yet he is weaker than ever, truly as helpless as the baby she intends to make him. All he can do is cry like a little girl!

   Then she rises up onto her high heels, moves behind him and slips her strong, satin sheathed arms beneath his. Then, revealing a surprising strength and his own weakness, she quite easily pulls him up onto his unsteady feet. Slowly and rather gently she then helps him back to the long, adult-sized cot and sits him down on what he now sees is a very simple pink rubber mattress. She positions him so that he can lean against the end frame of the cot – otherwise he will fall helplessly onto his back.

   ‘As time passes, you’ll get a little more used to the weakening chemical and be able to move about quite easily on your hands and knees, but I am afraid unassisted walking will be impossible.’

   He finds himself clinging with his mittened hands to the frame and watching the stunning Prunela detail this bizarre and terrible punishment, or “experiment”, his heart pounding, an increasing sense of defeat washing over him, sexual arousal now a dreadful fire burning out of control at the very centre of his being. He feel hot tears trip from his chin onto his chest and for a few seconds is enveloped in a catastrophic wave of bitter, dreadful humiliation. He feels his hard, aching cock press into his stomach and moans with intense despair.

   Yet still his eyes devour the buxom perfection of Prunela Wise. Originally, this elegant, sophisticated woman, with the precisely erotic voice of a 1970s television news reader, had been an academic. By 35, she had been a Professor of Biochemistry at UCL. She had abandoned this and a stormy marriage to start her own biotechnology business, focusing on the chemical processes designed to aid recovery from injury and surgery. The business had become incredibly successful, particularly through the development of on-line treatment design programmes. By the time she reached 40, Prunela was a multi-millionaire. Last year she had sold the business to an American pharmaceutical company for a fortune and moved to a secluded country house to pursue “other scientific interests”. This had been a year after her second daughter, Rachel, had perhaps foolish agreed to marry him and thus set in train the events that have led to today.

   He fights to drag his eyes from Prunela’s glorious and tightly wrapped bottom as she leaves him clinging to the cot and moves towards the huge, long wardrobe.

   ‘I’ve spent a lot of time preparing for your arrival,’ she says, stopping by one of the large pink doors and turning to face him, her profile a stunning affirmation of the sexual beauty of the fuller figured woman. ‘Myriam has been unhappy ever since your first nervous breakdown. That’s nearly a year. Then there’s this depression thing – three months of you lounging about the house all day feeling sorry for yourself – especially at your age. And the bedroom…well, you’re certainly not very well endowed, and apparently you can’t stay stiff for five minutes thanks to the anti-depressants. I’ve certainly sorted that out, but you won’t be using it on a woman for as long as you’re with me, and that could be a very long time. Indeed, as far as I’m concerned, ejaculation for you, at least inside a woman, is well and truly a thing of the past.’

   He tries so very hard to hate her, to despise her. But her physical power is overwhelming – despite everything, he desires her with a passion that is almost beyond words.

   She turns back towards the wardrobe and pulls open the door with one firm, determined tug. A squeal of horror fights its way past the mouth filling gag as his future is shockingly revealed. For this half of the wardrobe is filled with an incredible of array of outrageous baby girl dresses, maybe ten of them. Each has its own amazing, hyper-babified design, each is in a strikingly loud colour and covered in thick, intricate lace frilling and inches of frou-frou petticoating. And each is very clearly his size.

   ‘I’ve built up a very good relationship with a lady who specialises in adult baby wear. She’s worked with me for nearly three month, and the results are - I’m sure you’ll agree - rather fantastic.’  

   He stares at the dresses with dark fascination. The expensive silks and satins, the thick lace frilling, the ornate patterns of flowers and dolls and teddy bears criss-crossing rich, so deeply feminine fabric. An astonishing and terrifying array that will soon consume him in its ultra-babified embrace. And to his horror, he feels not just fear and outrage, but, at the very edge of consciousness, a definite sexual arousal.

   ‘This one for tonight, I think,’ Prunela announces, pulling one of the most spectacle of the dresses form the wardrobe and holding it up before him with a sly, teasing smile.

   He looks at the dress and blushes furiously. But, thanks to the white body paint, all that is visible is a look of humiliated confusion mingled with anger.

   ‘But we need to get your undies and other danties sorted before the dress, babikins,’ Prunela teases, draping the dress over the edge of the vast play pen and returning to the wardrobe.  

   She moves to the opposite side of the wardrobe and opens the second large door to reveal a set of pink wooden drawers with elegant silver handles. From the drawers she methodically selects a collection of what appears to be elaborately babified underwear. She then brings this disturbing pile over to the cot and places it at his side, each graceful step a visual torment to his sex maddened mind. He looks down at the various dainty items and then up at his gorgeous, triumphant mother-in-law, his eyes filled with a terribly ambivalent mixture of defeat and arousal. Her musk perfume washes over him, the rustle of her tight, furiously sexy clothing as she moves is almost a maddeningly physical caress. His cock, so painfully hard, strains and presses into his stomach.

   ‘Yes, sweetness, aren’t they lovely? And aren’t you the luckiest sissy in the world to be able to wear them?’

   Prunela’s mocking tone is almost unbearable. His sense of her power over him is frighteningly absolute. He releases a well muffled sob and her beautiful, cruel smile widens.

   He can only watch helpless and horrified as the beautiful, omniscient Prunela then takes from the pile what is quickly revealed as an adult sized, pampers-style nappy, coloured a light pink, and decorated with a pattern of teddy bears.

   He squeals with outrage and shakes his head angrily as she holds the nappy close to his face. She laughs and gently pulls his hands from the cot side. Then she guides and gently pushes him down onto his back on the rubber mattress. He wants so hard to fight, to resist, but even the mild pressure she applies to move him is too much to resist. Weak and pathetic, once again sobbing profusely, he can only allow himself to be put on his back and then watch helplessly as this gorgeously ample beauty begins to slip the frilled legs of the nappy over his feet and gently, teasingly guide them up his snow white, silky smooth legs. And all the time she is making whispered cooing sounds, gentle baby talk laced with her voices’ natural husky sensuality. And despite his dreadful humiliation, waves of fierce sexual arousal wash over his body and his tear soaked eyes are forced wide by the sheer sexual power of her wonderful, plump empress of perversity.

   In a few minutes the nappy has been pulled up over his thighs and gently manoeuvred into position around his waist, completely covering and consuming his modest, but still angrily erect sex. 

   ‘Perfect,’ Prunela whispers, her smile now genuinely soft and loving - teasingly maternal.

   Her pleasure in this so terribly embarrassing dressing is obviously intense, and as her hands rub inadvertently against his hyper sensitised skin, driving him quite mad in the process, sighs of deep pleasure slip from between her beautiful blood red lips.

   After the nappy, comes a pair of semi-opaque white nylon stockings. Once again, Prunela is keen to hold the items of baby attire before him in a cruel, teasing fashion, eagerly drawing his tormented attention to the intricate pattern of silver stars that cover each length of soft nylon. And once again, he can only watch weak and helpless as she carefully draws each stocking over a corresponding foot and up his long, now strikingly feminine legs. Then humiliation turns to shock: the kiss of nylon against his sensitive skin is incredibly pleasurable! Try as he might, he is unable to resist the teasing caress of this hyper-erotic fabric, a fact made embarrassingly apparent by a sudden moan of intense and quite helpless pleasure. This blatant confession of arousal inspires a broad smile of triumph from Prunela.

   ‘Yes, isn’t it lovely, babikins!’ she snaps, her voice filled with a wicked amusement. ‘And just think, you’ll be wearing lovely stockings every day of the week from now on! Aren’t you just the luckiest little sissy imaginable!’

   Once the stockings have been pulled tightly into position at the top of his thighs, she uses a pair of elastic-banded, heavily white lace-frilled garters to secure them in place, leaving him to stare down at his legs in utter amazement. Suddenly, to his deep unease, he is staring at the long, shapely legs of a beautiful young woman. And the astonishing sensual sensation of the nylon makes him painfully aware that these legs are his! Then he stares up at the stunning form of the all powerful Prunela and feels a dreadful confusion built on fear, anger, humiliation and a deep aching sexual need.

   She smiles, her lovely dark brown eyes indicating a clear understanding of his torment.

   Still wracked with conflicting emotions, he can only continue to watch helplessly as she takes a pair of adult-sized, pink silk baby booties from the pile and proceeds to slip them gently one by one over his white nylon sheathed feet. Delicate pink silk laces run through the front of the booties, and she ties them in tight, fat bows, whispering in a teasingly maternal voice “there there babikins” as she does so.

   Then there are the plastic panties: pink and semi-transparent, edged at the waist and legs with thick white lace. She pulls these up over his bootied feet and shapely, stockinged legs, before pulling them snugly in place over the thick, tight nappy. The strange crinkling sound that accompanies the positioning of the panties is deeply embarrassing, and he realises that it will now accompany his every babified movement. Fresh tears of crushing humiliation spill from his wide, tormented eyes. Prunela whispers more teasing baby talk and then gently helps her stunned, weakened charge to sit up right.

   He can only continue to watch helplessly as she then takes a pink rubber min-corset from the pile of baby undies and fits it around his slender, painted waist. A series of silk laces run through silver eyes fixed to each side panel of the corset. Prunela, again providing evidence of her considerable physical strength, pulls the two panels tightly together at the base of his back and then proceeds to use the silk laces to bind them even more tightly together. The sides of the corset dig into his waist and he feels the air forced from his lungs. He grunts a clear and shocked discomfort and Prunela unleashes a cruel laugh.

   ‘Little baby girls need to managed their figures.’

   The corset is painfully tight and restricts his already challenged powers of movement considerably. Yet any serious contemplation of this latest humiliation is cast aside as Prunela strolls back to the wardrobe. His eyes once more drink up her plump sexual beauty with a fierce, angry thirst. His whole body seems clamped in a vice unbearable desire. The sound of her nyloned thighs rubbing together is a sado-erotic torture, the sway of her large, yet perfectly formed, buttocks a tease beyond human endurance.

   Prunela returns to the rack of outrageous baby girl dresses lining one side of the wardrobe. From this mass of humiliating ultra-femininity, she takes a cream coloured underskirt petticoat. It is very wide and tremendously thick, designed in a classic tutu style with layers of alternating white and pink organza. Again, smiling with triumph and cruel humour, she returns to her helpless charge. Once back at his side, she leans forward, providing his tormented eyes with a generous view of her splendid bosom, and slips the elasticated band of the petticoat over his bootied feet and up his stockinged legs. Briefly, she helps him stand up before sliding the petticoat up around his waist. Then he is eased back into a sitting position, allowing the thick, scented petiocoat to open up around his nylon sheathed legs like a beautiful pink and white flower.

   ‘Absolutely gorgeous,’ Prunela whispers, deeply amused. ‘What are pretty little thing you’re turning out to be!’   

   He can only stare her with wide, angry eyes, force a squeak of outrage past the ingenious dummy gag and fight back more tears. At the same time, however, the strange feeling of helpless sensual pleasure that accompanies the elaborate sissy attire remains inescapable. His tightly restrained erection, now buried deep beneath the plastic panties and the thick nappy, remains as potent and desperate as when he awoke. And as he struggles with these intense conflicting emotions, Prunela takes the incredible baby girl dress from the side of the huge play pen and holds it up before her helpless sissy captive.

   ‘The piece de resistance,’ she whispers, her dark brown eyes lit by the fire of a particularly cruel passion.

   Now he can see the dress in all its astonishing and intricate glory, and a sense of utter defeat washes over him as he realises he is seconds away from being submerged in its teasing, babyish embrace.

   It is made from a bright pink satin, with a high, white lace frilled neck and long, puffed arms with buttoned sleeves. It is very short and shaped like an inverted cone from the neck to a wide, lace frilled skirt. Hoops of finely patterned white and pink silk traverse the widening cone, and in between the hoops are delicately stitched flower patterns. It is an astonishing masterpiece of sissified ultra-femininity.

   He watches, stunned, horrified and aroused despite himself as Prunela turns the dress to demonstrate a row of beautiful pearl buttons that traverse the upper half of the back, beginning at the top of the high neck. She slowly releases the buttons and pulls open the dress. Then, a teasing smile lighting up her beautiful face, she leans down and begins to ease the dress up his nylon imprisoned legs. Once she reaches the be-frilled edge of the plastic panties, she helps the weakened sissy slave off the edge of cot and guides the dress up the rest of his feminised form.

   As the long satin sleeves are pulled over his slender, white arms, he feels the aching sexual arousal, the possessive and deeply troubling excitement, increase. He fights to retain a sense of anger and outrage, to use the humiliation of this bizarre fate to fuel resistance. But he is weakening. As each part of this strange, devilish forced feminisation progresses, he is aware that he is becoming more sexually stimulated, that his rational male mind is being consumed by a dark, masochistic need to be dominated and babified. He is appalled, yet also helplessly fascinated.

   Her powerful musky perfume a terrible tease, the sound of her ample, curvaceous form moving inside the tight, erotic folds of her elaborate clothing a sonic torment beyond this weak male’s endurance, Prunella slides the dress over his shoulders and then begins slowly to button it up his back, thus sealing him tightly in this fetish masterpiece of absolute submission and revealing the truly devastating power of his wicked transformation.  

   The lace of the high neck tickles his dimpled chin as Prunela helps him back to his feet. As he moves, his body is overwhelmed by the soft caress of the dress and petticoating. He feels the layers of organza kiss his nylon sheathed thighs and moans with a helpless and surprised arousal into the fat dummy gag. The pleasure of this baby costume is unavoidable. A terrible shame accompanies sexual stimulation; he feels tears of a terrible confusion fill his wide, girlish eyes.  

   ‘I know, babikins,’ Prunela teases. ‘You don’t want to admit how much you love being wrapped up in pretty feminine frillies. But you’re fighting your own desire, my sweet little pet. And no man can fight that fundamental physical power. So relax and accept your fate.’

   He looks up at her with a renewed anger, not prepared to give in to this terrible, humiliating torture. And her cruel smile widens: it is clear she will enjoy the battle that is to come.

   She lets him lean against the cot and takes the final item of baby attire from the rubber mattress: a beautifully designed pink satin bonnet. As he watches Prunela hold up the bonnet before him, he is aware of an increasing physical strength. The drug that has turned his muscles to putty seems to be wearing off, although his erection remains painfully rigid.

   The bonnet is very heavily frilled at its edges with thick pink lace, and a long length of silk ribbon runs down from each side. It is of a very simple design, and its colour matches exactly the spectacular baby girl dress now so overwhelmingly consuming his body. Prunella slips it very gently over his shaven head and then pulls its soft, frilled sides down around his face and under his chin, before binding it tightly in place with the ribbons in a fat and beautifully shaped bow.

   His gorgeous, full figured mother-in-law then steps back to admire her expert handiwork, allowing him a further view of her truly stunning physique.

   ‘Oh my,’ she whispers, clearly very impressed by the power of the transformation.

   She then takes him by a mittened hand and leads him over towards the wardrobe.

   Immediately, he is aware that he can walk much more confidently, that the dizziness and weakness are passing. Yet he is also aware of two other things: the humiliating fact of his elaborate sissy attire, that makes each step a dreadful affirmation of his embarrassing subjugation thanks to the rustle of petticoats and the babyish squeak of plastic panties, and an even more bizarre fact: that there is something buried deep inside his backside that is moving in a teasing up and down motion with each step he takes! The particularly strange sensation of the anal intruder inspires an almost immediate squeal of surprise which in turn inspires a loud, mocking laugh from the beautiful, all powerful Prunela.

   ‘I see you’ve finally come across the plug.’

   He looks at her with baffled, tormented eyes, becoming gradually aware that the teasing motion of “the plug” is far from unpleasant.

   ‘You have been fitted with an anal plug,’ Prunela explains.’ It is designed to ensure hygiene and also aid a reorientation of sexual pleasure. As much as you will come to love the sensual pleasure of your baby clothing in a deeply obsessive and fetishistic manner, so you will learn to see your arse as a source of pleasure equal to if not greater than that naughty male member that is now so tightly restrained.’

   This outrageous explanation fills him with renewed anger. He snorts his displeasure into the gag and glares at his beautiful mother-in-law.

   ‘I suggest you calm down, otherwise you’ll find yourself on the wrong end of a very sound spanking.’

   He falls silent, but begins to realise that, as his body strength increases, there is the possibility of escape. It is now just a matter of picking his moment. So, he allows himself to be led before the tall mirror built into the centre of wardrobe, each step made small and tentative by the teasing caress of the plug. Then, he finds himself facing a strange and deeply distributing reflection. A sense of utter self-destruction washes over him, an effect that Prunela has obviously planned carefully.

   For standing before him is the image of an outrageously babified, but strangely attractive young woman. The striking pink bonnet, with its heavily frilled edges, frames the pretty face of a china doll with wide, fear and desire-filled pale blue eyes, its mouth covered by the large circular plate of a dummy. The tight dress, an explosion of sissified femininity, is strikingly beautiful in its intricate design, resting on a sea of thick, layered organza. The frilled edges of the humiliating plastic panties are just visible beneath the astonishing petticoating. Then there are the legs: long, very shapely and sheathed in a second skin of teasingly soft nylon. And finally, there are the sweet pink booties and matching, fingerless mittens. An astonishing vision that, despite everything, he finds unavoidably erotic.

   ‘Yes, my pretty little baby flower, you’re utterly divine,’ Prunela whispers, her voice husky with a dark desire. ‘I’m really quite surprised by just how cute you’ve turned out to be. And this, I assure you, is only the beginning.’

   He looks at Prunela, standing nearly a foot taller than him in the reflection, and his infantile state is even more pronounced. She towers over him like an all powerful goddess. He is her dainty, helplessly sissy creation. Yet even as this profoundly humiliating fact makes itself unbearably apparent, he is aroused, his tightly restrained sex fighting desperately against its inescapable rubber and steel prison.

   ‘Now then,’ Prunela says, taking him by a mittened hand, ‘it is time for tea…and then a little surprise.’

   Stunned and horrified, confused and startled by the strangest and most powerful of desires, he can only follow her to the large adult-sized high chair at the centre of this bizarre nursery, his eyes helplessly pinned to her incredibly impressive backside despite the awful chorus of rustles and squeaks of the baby clothing and the unyielding teasing of the anal plug.

   Once at the chair, he realises now is the only real opportunity to escape. Spurred on by the prospect of being forced to sit in the tower-like and ridiculous chair, he suddenly pulls his hand from Prunela and makes a dash for the door. Yet it is far from “a dash”: thanks to the clothes and the plug, he finds it incredibly hard to move quickly. Instead he finds himself shuffling desperately forward towards the nursery’s single exit, his desperate, rather pathetic efforts accompanied by Prunela’s mocking laughter.

   She makes no effort to pursue, watching with a contemptuous glare as he reaches the door and attempts to turn its large silver knob-style handle with a thickly mittened hand. Two things immediately become apparent: thanks to the mittens, it is extremely difficult to turn the smooth handle, and whether or not the handle can be turned, the door is locked. He squeals with a desperate frustration into the mouth filling dummy gag and wiggles in his bizarre baby attire as he tugs uselessly on the door.

   ‘You silly little baby!’ Prunella snorts. ‘You look ridiculous. Trying to act like an adult. Surely you must realise by now that the days when you could pretend to be a normal human male are well and truly behind you.’

   As Prunella talks, she moves across the room towards his struggling, angry and so sweetly babified form. In just a few seconds she is rising over him like a beautiful she bear. She grabs his arm and hauls him back towards the chair. He tries to pull away, squealing furiously into the gag, but her grip is vice-like and her strength very considerable.

   ‘Now, get up into chair like a good baby, or I assure you there will be very uncomfortable consequences.’

   Tears returning to his eyes, he can only obey, a sense of truly profound helplessness now flooding his body like the weakening drug that had so effectively allowed him to be transformed into this strange babified being.

   The chair is made from beautiful crafted, pink coloured wood. It has a wide step at its base, which he is helped onto by Prunela before being turned and gently guided onto a pink leather seat. She then helps him to rest his satin wrapped arms onto the wooden arms of the chair, each of which is fitted with a thick, pink leather shackle. Hs wrists are quickly slipped through the shackles and then secured tightly in place. He can only watch helplessly as his gorgeous mother-in-law then repeats this process with shackles fitted to the legs of the chair, thus securing one nylon sheathed ankle to each leg, leaving him held prisoner in an adult-sized baby’s high chair, his escape attempt a pathetic failure. The sitting position forces the short skirt of the baby dress to explode open, revealing the layers of organza petticoating and the deeply humiliating plastic panties. Exposed and utterly helpless, tears of despair trickle down his alabaster cheeks. There is truly no escape from this terrible and perverse fate.  

   ‘Now, I’m just going to get your supper and a lovely little surprise,’ Prunela whispers, before tickling him playfully under his chin.

   His eyes continue to feed on her wondrous, ample form as she strolls across the nursery, unlocks the door and disappears into the hallway beyond. Then he is alone again and staring into a deeply humiliating and utterly inescapable sissy abyss.

   He tentatively strains against the leather shackles holding his wrists and ankles, but he is held soundly in place. Now he is sitting upright, he is even more aware of the plug pressing deep into his backside. He tries to limit his movements, as even the slightest wiggle sets off an embarrassingly pleasurable tease by the fiendish intruder. His erection remains rock hard and helpless in its awful rubber restraint. The soft embrace of the baby wear is constant and, to his anger and outrage, intensely arousing. He sees now how the sex drug will distort and define his perceptions; how his ability to resist this awful fate will be utterly undermined by the careful redirection of his fundamental libidinal urges. Prunela will make him love his sissy attire and her absolute control over him. Even as he thinks through this dark future, he finds himself becoming excited. The thought of her, the incredible look of her, the tormenting smell of her, the sound of her clothing caressing that startlingly ample body. He moans a terrible, aching and inescapable need into the fat dummy gag and more tears of frustration and anger fill his baby blue eyes.

   Then there are voices. Yes: voices. Then there is laughter. Two female voices becoming louder as they move down the corridor towards the nursery. And even before the door opens, he is aware that Myriam is with his mother-in-law. And immediately he is gripped by a powerful mixture of panic, fury and crushing embarrassment.

   He strains desperately against the leather shackles and begins to squeal angrily into the fat dummy gag. But there is nothing he can do. The door is open; Prunela is entering the bizarre prison nursery and behind her is Myriam, his beautiful wife.

   Her cry of surprise fills the room and shatters the weakened remnants of his self-esteem.

   ‘Oh my god! He’s absolutely darling! I never imagined. You’ve done an incredible job, mummy…absolutely incredible!’

   Her first words, shouted rather than spoken, fill him with anger and an unbearable humiliation. He tries to avoid looking at her, but that is impossible: for Myriam is dressed to kill. Like her mother, she is a tall brunette with dark brown eyes. Yet her figure is far less generous, although certainly well proportioned. At 25, she is undoubtedly a very striking woman, a woman that any man would be proud to call his wife.

   She is wearing her long, thick black hair loose. It falls in a gorgeous dark waterfall over bronzed and bare shoulders, for tonight she is wearing an incredibly provocative “tube style” mini-dress of striking black spandex. This perfectly accentuates her incredible figure, especially her firm, large bosom and beautifully formed backside. The fact that it barely reaches her upper thighs allows the splendid revelation of long, perfectly shaped legs sealed in sheer black nylon, legs leading to feet encased in black patent leather, three inch stiletto heeled mules. Surely she has never been so beautiful, so deliberately desirable. And how much he wants her, how desperately he craves her. And how much he regrets the way he has behaved during the last twelve months, behaviour he knows has been the inspiration for this strange and perverse fate.

   He is helpless to resist as Myriam moves in very close to his babified form and begins to run her hands over his white nylon legs.

   ‘Aren’t you a lucky little baby!?’ she teases, her voice that of a proud mother playing with her infant daughter. ‘So sweet and precious. I bet you love these pretty stockings. And this gorgeous petticoating!’

   Tears of crushing humiliation stream from his eyes as he fights to avoid her cruel, mocking gaze. 

   He squeals with surprise as her hands then slip beneath the petticoating to seek out the plastic panties and the nappy beneath.

   ‘And your lovely nappy – all tight and snug!’

   Her powerful rose perfume washes over him like a tsunami of teasing eroticism. His eyes fix on her splendid bosom. His sex fights uselessly against the unyielding restrainer.

   ‘I bet it keeps that naughty willy of yours under control,’ she continues. ‘Not that it was much use for anything…’

   His eyes, suddenly filled with anger, lock onto hers momentarily. Following the nervous breakdown, he had been prescribed powerful anti-depressant drugs that had made it very difficult to achieve orgasm.

   ‘Not that you were ever really any good at sex with that little thing.’

   Her eyes are filled with contempt. He lowers his head, defeated, knowing her bitter words are painfully true.

   ‘Yes, this is much more suitable for you. Adult life was just too much for such a weakling. Now you can live with mummy and be a lovely, sweet and helpless little baby. And I can find myself a proper man with a proper dick. One who knows how to satisfy a woman.’

   Her words, so deliberately provocative, have the desired effect: he sits up, pulling hard at his bonds and squeals angrily into the fat dummy gag. A furious sense of outrage mixes with utter helplessness to create an intense and inescapable frustration.

   The women laugh, their beautiful eyes filled with cruel amusement.

   ‘You don’t have to pretend you’re angry, poppet,’ Myriam continues. ‘Mummy tells me you’re as hard as a rock. That she’s had to put you in a restrainer to keep you from going off bang. I know you love it, I know this is what you’ve always secretly wanted to be: a pretty baby girl in nappies sucking on her big fat dummy. Well now all your pervey little dreams are about to come true…big time.’ 

   It is then that she places a large plastic bag on his lap. Momentarily taken aback, he looks down to discover that the bag is filled with pairs of panties.

   ‘I’ve been saving these up for you, babikins,’ Myriam says, her voice filled with a mocking confidence. ‘A week’s worth of my panties…each one worn and unwashed. Each one to remind you of me and what you’ll be missing in your little baby paradise. And each week, I’ll make sure you get a fresh supply.’

   Before he can work out why she has given him this bizarre gift, Prunela steps forward to oversee the next stage of his outrageous ordeal.

   A small plastic table is slotted onto the arms of the high chair, pressing him even more tightly into its humiliating embrace. The bag of panties is pulled from his lap. Then two pint sized baby bottles are placed on the table. One is filled with a cream-coloured liquid he takes to be milk, but the second contains a disturbingly caramel-coloured liquid.

   ‘Tea time for baby!’ Prunela snaps. ‘A bottle of sugared full cream milk and a bottle of my own special protein drink. Between them, more than enough to fill that naughty little dummy. This is what you’ll be fed three times a day from now on, so I suggest you make the most of it. The protein drink contains a powerful laxative which should help clear you out in the morning, although once the daily enema regime is in full swing, we won’t need to resort to chemicals to ensure that baby is clean and regular.’

   He listens in stunned silence, tears continuing to trickle from his eyes. There is very little fight left in him now, even as Myriam, laughing loudly and cruelly at the prospect of his feeding, ties a large baby’s bib around his satin encased neck. Before securing it, she holds it directly in front of his face. On the bib his a picture of a babified china doll and beneath it the words “Baby Petal”

   ‘Your new name, sweetness,’ his gorgeous, long suffering wide announces, ‘pretty Baby Petal.’

   She then stands back, her fiery gaze never leaving him, and Prunela takes up the bottle of “protein drink”. Despite everything, he is again aroused by the teasing fact of her proximity, his eyes pulled from Myriam and now pinned to her generous, heaving bosom. Momentarily his eyes focus on the unusually long rubber teat fixed to the end of the large bottle. The need for such a singular teat is quickly explained when Prunela uses her free hand to remove the front piece of the dummy’s plastic plate.

   ‘A little innovation of my own, Petal’ she says, ‘that means you can be permanently gagged and fed.’

   She then pushes the teat into the space left by the removal of the front piece. There is a momentarily sense of pressure – the teat is pressing against some unseen covering. Then there is a small jerk as the teat breaks through the covering and enters the hollow centre of the much larger, ball-shaped teat that has been so effectively silencing him since he awoke in the cot.

   ‘There is a film of very slender clear rubber stretched over the centre of the plastic plate cover,’ Prunela explains. ‘There is a small hole in the middle of the film that, with pressure, allows the teat to enter the larger ball shaped teat. The ball teat is in fact covered in tiny perforations. This allows the liquid to seep into the mouth and down the throat. All nice and seamless…and quiet.’

   He stares at her in astonishment and terror as she begins to squeeze the centre of the bottle. Very quickly, he is aware of the liquid being forced out of the bottle through the teat and into the fat rubber ball filling his mouth. Very soon after this, he feels the warm liquid begin to seep through the perforations and into his mouth. In order to avoid choking, he is then forced to swallow the liquid, which has a strange rubbery taste that is quite unpleasant.

   ‘I thought about flavouring the drink to make it more palatable,’ Prunela says, noticing his look of disgust, ‘but I think you’ll have to earn a tastier meal. If you demonstrate good behaviour, then you’ll get a nicer meal. You will see that I can balance punishment with reward. And you’ll also see that some of the rewards are rather lovely.’

   It takes nearly ten minutes to empty the bottle via the dummy gag into his mouth. During this time, Myriam explores the nursery and Prunela takes great pleasure in explaining each piece of furniture and babywear in detail. Then, after the protein drink, it is time for the milk. This bottle, however, is to be fed to him by Myriam herself.     

   The sadistic pleasure she takes in force feeding her babified husband the bottle of heavily sugared full cream milk is obvious. In her glamorous, provocative clothing, she is reborn. A fierce, life hungry energy seems to pour out of her beautiful dark brown eyes like a soul-burning fire. There is confidence in her mocking words and power in her elegant movements. His transformation into a feminised infant seems to have allowed an inverse transformation in his wife: Myriam is now truly a woman, an astonishing female determined to realise her full potential.

   Their eyes are locked together as she squeezes the milk into the dummy gag.

   ‘There’s a good little sissy,’ Myriam teases, ‘take every last drop for mummy.’

   His sex burns like a length of molten steel in the absurd and inescapable nappy. Her strong perfume is a dreadful torture, as is the striking fact of her generous, deliberately displayed bosom. How could he have allowed this to happen? How had he managed to spend the last six months sacrificing his right to this gorgeous creature? A sense of deeper shame floods over his babified form as he remembers the wallowing self pity that had marked the heart of his depressive illness. Yes, in a way, he deserved this strange, awful punishment. He had made her life a misery, and now she and her beautiful, ingenious mother will have their revenge.  

   And eventually, the bottle is empty. Myriam pulls the long teat from the dummy and steps back. Prunela once again fills his tormented vision and delicately replaces the dummy’s pink plastic front piece.

   ‘That should keep you going until breakfast,’ she says, her own gaze filled with dark amusement.

   He looks up at her and then over to Myriam. He moans with a helpless, violently frustrated desire and the two women burst into more mocking laughter.

   ‘I suggest we put him in the playpen to cool down a little,’ Prunela continues. ‘The weakening drug has worn off, and I don’t wan’t to use anymore until bedtime, so I suggest we put him in bondage.’

   Myriam’s eyes light up. ‘That sounds like fun!’

   Prunela nods and smiles. ‘For us…but certainly not for pretty little Baby Petal!’

   His beautiful, buxom mother-in-law then releases the thick leather straps holding him firmly in place and helps him step down from the high chair. Despite his renewed physical energy, he makes no further attempt to escape the control of his two gorgeous, vengeful captors. A sense of even more intense shame and defeat has washed over him during the feeding, and he knows any real attempt to free himself from this perverse fate will most probably end in further pathetic failure.

   So he allows himself to be led over to the large, circular playpen, his plastic panties squeaking ridiculously, the plug fitted so tightly and deeply into arse making every movement a terrible sexual tease and forcing him to take small, delightfully feminine steps that earn loud, teasing praise from both Prunella and Myriam.

   Prunela opens a latch fixed to one of the curving panels of the playpen, revealing a perfect doorway. He is led into the centre of the pen and then ordered to kneel before his beautiful and determined mistresses. He does so slowly, aware all the time of the strangeness of the soft baby attire and the restrictive pressures of the restrainer and the plug. The floor of the pen is covered in a thick pink rubber mattress that fits the oval space marked out by the bars exactly. The silken fabric of the booties make this surface feel particularly slippery, and this adds to his considerable care as he lowers himself onto his nylon sheathed knees.

   ‘Hands behind your back,’ Prunela orders, as soon as he is in position.

   He stares up at her with deeply forelorn, exhausted eyes, still overwhelmed by her ample sexual beauty, his erection more desperate than ever, his sex need burning all resistance into an ash of despair.

   He places his mittened hands behind his back, aware that as he does so the short dress rises up to reveal his semi-transparent plastic panties and the thick nappy beneath. The women smile and laugh and unleash a torrent of humiliating baby talk. He moans pathetically into the ingenious and profoundly silencing dummy gag. His erection continues to stretch painfully against the layers of cruel and unyielding restraint.

   He stares down at Prunella’s beautiful, gleaming black patent court shoes and her perfectly formed, hosed ankles. He feels not only his profound helplessness but also her great and unquestionable power. When he looks up, she is holding four lengths of pink, rubber coated cording. Her golden brown eyes are filled with arousal as she moves around his kneeling form. Then she is leaning forward and using the first length of cording to bind his wrists tightly together behind his back. He squeaks into the gag and she ties the knot ultra-tight, ensuring his hands are utterly immobilised. Yet this discomfort is quickly made much worse as she proceeds to use the second length of cording to bind his upper arms together, forcing his elbows painfully together and pushing his chest forward in a way that makes the pretty baby dress rise even further up his body. And as Prunela secures a further painful knot, he looks up at his beautiful wife, her face flush with arousal and triumph, the goddess of a strange and particularly terrible vengeance.

   With his arms secured, Prunela then, with one careful shove, forces him to tip forward onto his stomach. He squeals with surprise and fear. He is aware of Prunela once more kneeling down beside him. Then her hands at his ankles, using the third length of cording to bind them tightly together. His face presses into the rubber floor covering and hot tears stain its smooth, slightly scented surface, this new and cruel bondage making any form of movement virtually impossible. This immobility is further assured by the application of the forth length of cording to his legs just above his knees.

   ‘Right,’ Prunela says, her voice above him and slightly breathless ‘Get me the lose stockings from the wardrobe drawer and bring the panties.’

   There is a period of brief, fear-filled silence. He is aware that Myriam has left the pen. Then, merely seconds later, she is back, moving much closer to Prunela.

   ‘Help me with the hogtie,’ Prunela says, once more kneeling down beside him, ‘then you can fit the panties.’

   He moans at the mention of “the hogtie” and is immediately aware that Myriam is now also kneeling at his tethered side. It is she who holds his tethered arms still as Prunela moves around so that her knees are just inches from his face. She holds a very sheer black nylon stocking in front of his face and then lets it brush teasingly against his alabaster cheek, its electric softness sending a shiver of intense and helpless pleasure across his babified form.

   “The stocking will bind tighter than the cord and hold the hogtie more securely.”

   He stares at her nyloned sheathed knees and smells her strong musky perfume. His desire for her is greater than ever. Despite the discomfort and absurdity of this forced transformation, he feels wave after wave of an intense, aching need crash against his tormented body and mind. As she moves back to work on the binding, the sound of her nyloned thighs pressing together is like the most unbearably arousing sexual caress.

   He lies helpless as Myriam takes a strong grip of his tightly bound, stockinged and bootied ankles and pulls them up towards his tethered, mittened hands. She forces her weight down on his bent legs so that the tips of the pink booties meet the tops of the mittens. This is very painful and produces an immediate squeal from the helpless sissy slave. But Myriam doubles her efforts to hold him firmly in place while Prunela ties one end of the stocking to the cording binding his ankles and then secures the other end to the cording binding his wrists. He feels her pull the stocking very tight, thus holding the hogtie firm, before she secures it with an utterly inescapable knot. Then suddenly, Myriam releases the pressure on his arms and Prunela releases his legs. He is left tied in a painful and utterly unyielding hogtie. He squeals his discomfort, but his mistresses only response is more mocking laughter.

   ‘Right,’ Prunela says after a while. ‘Let’s get him fitted with a pair of panties. You can do the honours.’

   Then Myriam is in front of him, her hosed knees all he can see, his desire as powerful as ever, his regret bottomless.

   ‘Obviously I’m no longer interested in you as a man, because from now on you’re going to be mummy’s pretty little sissy. But I thought it would be too cruel to abandon you completely, Baby Petal. I’ll come to visit regularly, and we can play, and I can feed you. But when I’m not here, you’ll have something to remember me by, something to let you know all that you’re missing. ‘

   Then she drops the bag of panties down in front of him and unties the ribbon holding the bonnet in place before pulling it free to reveal his silky smooth, shaven head. A surprised and deeply mocking laugh is her immediate response to this particularly humiliating facet of his transformation. Appalled at this awful revelation, he fights back tears of soul crushing embarrassment and self disgust. But Myriam’s mockery is short lived. Taking the bag from the rubber flooring, she opens its zip locked top and extracts a particularly fetching pair of pink silk panties.

   ‘I wore these today…so they’ll be nice and fresh.’

   As he struggles to see what strange torment his gorgeous, vengeful wife is preparing, he feels her warm hand run over his perfectly bald head.

   ‘Soft and silky as a new born baby,’ she whispers.

   Then, very suddenly, she pulls the panties over his face, with the gusset section exposed so that it is forced up against his nose and stopped mouth. He squeals with shock and horror as Myriam then stretches the two leg sections around the back of his head. Soon after, he is aware of her leaning over him to tie the panties very tightly at the back of his head using the second nylon stocking, leaving the panties fitted like a strange mask covering his lower face, nose and forehead, with his eyes peering out through the stretched leg sections.

   Immediately he is aware of the powerful odour of her sex. Each desperate breath is filled with the intimate smell of her, a dreadful, furiously exciting tease that is obviously quite deliberate. As she re- secures the bonnet over his pantied head, he moans with shock and a dark, deep and quite agonising sexual arousal. His cock, so rock hard, stretches uselessly against its metal and rubber restraint, his body fights its rigid and utterly unforgiving bondage. His silky smooth, closely shaven skin is even more tormented by the soft baby attire. Despite the absurdity of his position and the stress of the tight bondage, the sex madness inspired by the chemicals flooding his body and the presence of these two cruel and utterly gorgeous women is stronger than ever.      

   ‘There, snug as a bug in a rug,’ Myriam teases, gently patting him on his head and climbing to her stiletto heeled feet.

   ‘I have to get going – I’m meeting the new man at eight,’ Myriam continues. ‘He’s a city banker and utterly stunning. This outfit should get him into bed tonight. My panties will probably be soaked, so I’ll make sure I get them to you for Petal to wear tomorrow night.’

   He squeals angrily into the fat dummy gag and struggles uselessly in the tight hogtie. The women laugh at his helpless protests and then leave him locked in the playpen. The sound of voices and cruel laughter echoes across the nursery and then reduces to muffled tease as the nursery door is closed and locked.

   He is left alone, painfully bound, tightly gagged, intimately and outrageously babified. He is tied so tightly he can hardly move a muscle. He rests his head against the soft rubber mattress, taking deep, desperate breaths and thus helplessly tormenting himself with the unbearably erotic odour of his wife’s sex. His own sex aches and animal need burns deep into his body and soul. The hogtie creates a network of balancing and immobilising pressures, one of which forces the humiliating and teasing butt plug even deeper into his arse, creating an embarrassingly pleasant stretching force. Anger and arousal fight for dominance in his confused mind. Strong mental images of his gorgeous mother-in-law and beautiful wife remain to torture him. His future as a pathetic, enslaved adult baby appears inescapable. Desire and anger mix with a deep, painful shame. Yet, to his horror, there is also an inescapable fact: the pleasure he feels in being so completely controlled and dominated, a profound masochistic excitement. Yes, his confusion is great and quite beyond reasonable analysis.

   Unable to move hardly an inch, he is left to contemplate his strange fate for what must be over an hour. And by the time Prunela returns, he is squealing with aching desire (the effect of the sex chemicals having increased dramatically after the feeding) and even more aching limbs.

    He is aware of her moving across the room, but he is also aware that her steps appear much softer and quieter. Then she is in the pen, and the first thing he sees are, to his surprise, her beautiful bare feet with toenails painted a striking blood red.

   ‘Time for bedibyes, Baby Petal,’ she says, her husky voice once again a terrible torment.

   Then she kneeling by his side and working free the stocking holding the painfully tight hogtie in place. As his tethered arms and legs are released from the stocking’s rigid grip, a well muffled gasp of deep and helpless relief fights its way past the fat dummy gag. 

   Then she rolls him over onto his back and reveals a truly startling sight: Prunela has changed from her erotic daywear into an ankle length white silk nightdress with long sleeves and a plunging neckline. Even more amazing is the fact that the nightdress is semi-transparent, and even in the soft pink light of the nursery, it is clear she is today naked beneath it.

   A moan of astonished arousal slips from his well gagged mouth. A teasing smile crosses Prunela’s voluptuous, cherry red lips. Then she leans forward, provocatively providing him with an eye full of her full, firm bosom, and pulls him into a sitting position. Then, in another display of her considerable physical strength, she pulls him up onto his bound, bootied feet. Once upright, he is immediately aware of how stiff his stockinged legs are and moans his discomfort into the dummy gag. Prunela whispers a teasing “ahhh, poor babikins” before making it clear that she now requires him to hop out of the playpen and over to the large, adult-sized cot.

   ‘Don’t worry, Petal, I’ll catch you if you can fall. So, off you go…sweet little bunny hops for mummy.’

   And, helpless to resist, overwhelmed with the paradox of shame and a dreadful, unending sexual arousal, he begins very tentatively to hop across the precariously slippery rubber surface of the playpen towards the cot, his heart pounding with genuine fear, his cock a hot metal pole of black sex need.

   Maintaining balance in the tight bondage is incredibly difficult. On more than one occasion, he finds himself having to stop, swaying dangerously, to prevent toppling over. At these points, Prunela steps forward, the sound of the silken, semi-transparent material of her night dress a truly awful torment, as is her strong musky scent and the brief glimpse of the startling outline of her naked form.

   She encourages him with humiliating baby talk as he hops from the pen and begins to make his way across the nursery towards the cot. Sweat pores from his face and his breathing becomes heavy and difficult through the fat dummy gag and the pungent covering of the panty hood. Each fear edged hop is accompanied by the loud, soul-crushing squeaking of the plastic panties. His defeat is complete and inescapable, the vengeful destruction of a broken personality. Yet still he is hard, still he is more sexually aroused than at any time in the last twelve months.

   Finally, after maybe ten minutes of exhausting hopping, he is at the cot. And Prunela is besides him. And now he is standing directly before her, his eyes given the great and profound privilege of a full view of her body in the nightdress.

   He stares in utter amazement at her large and perfectly formed breasts with their long, hard nipples. A moan of desperate need escapes the gag and tears of frustration well up in his eyes as they traverse the Rubenesque curvature of her stomach and then rest on the thick, dark triangle of her sex. For a moment he feels he might pass out with a combination of unbearable desire and physical exhaustion. He manages to pull his eyes away from her sex and let them drink up the long, curving perfection of her legs before resting his tormented and very tired body against the side of the cot.

   Prunela smiles and steps closer to her sissy slave. He offers absolutely no resistance as she gently works free the cording securing his arms and legs, her divine body brushing against his through the layers of his babification and the silken second skin of the nightdress. And when he is free, he can only stare at her in sex narcoticised astonishment, his body and soul clay to be moulded as she sees fit.

   ‘Right, my pretty Petal,’ she whispers, ‘let’s get you tucked up for the night.’

   He watches as she turns his body and begins to work free the buttons of the outrageously dainty baby dress. As he is undressed, his eyes peer down into the cot. Set out on the thick rubber mattress is what look like a pink satin sack, plus three white leather belts and a small leather case.

   The dress is pulled down over his arms and allowed to fall to the floor. He is helped to step out of it and then positioned so that he is once again directly facing his stunningly beautiful, all powerful mother-in-law.

   Then she takes up the leather case. Smiling gently, she opens it to reveal a hypodermic syringe. His eyes widen and a moan of terror fights its way through the dummy gag and panty hood.

   ‘You’ll receive a shot of the weakening drug every night before bedibyes. It will help you sleep and reduce the chances of baby hurting himself during the night.’

   Sobs of genuine terror slip past the fat dummy gag as Prunela prepares the syringe. She whispers comforting baby talk as the needle is carefully pressed against a vein in his left arm and then pushed home. There a surprisingly mild prick and his fear passes as she injects the clear fluid into his arm.

   Within seconds, the familiar dizziness returns and he feels his body turn to rubber. Strangely, it is not an unpleasant experience; indeed, a pleasurable indifference to everything washes over him, along with a suddenly even more heightened sexual arousal. His eyes glaze over momentarily and he moans quietly into the gag.

   ‘There, isn’t that better…all baby’s troubles are floating away,’ Prunella whispers, propping his body up against the side of the cot. ‘There’s no more need to worry about trying to be a big tough man now. You’re mummy’s little bundle of sissy joy. From now on, you’ll be lost in the endless pleasure of nappies, pretty baby dresses and absolute submission.’ 

   He can only nod weakly as she then takes up the satin sack and holds it before him.

   ‘You special baby sleeping bag. This will keep you nice and warm and also prevent any bad behaviour.’

   He watches, utterly helpless, as she pulls open the neck of the sack. Then she kneels down before him, providing a full, cock tormenting view of her majestic bosom. He moans with aching pleasure as she proceeds to gently ease the neck of the sack over his bootied and stockinged feet and then pull it up his legs, rising slowly as she does so. Gradually, he is completely enveloped in the teasing satin fabric. As she pulls the sack up over his corseted waist and chest, her own chest is only inches from his tormented body; he gasps into the gag and breaths in more of his wife’s most intimate odours through the tightly positioned gusset of the panties.

   ‘Keep your arms held at your sides,’ Prunela orders as she works the sack up towards his shoulders. He obeys without question or hesitation.

   As the sack is pulled over his shoulders, it becomes apparent that it has a high, button up neck. Once the sack is secured over his body, Prunela carefully slips these buttons into a row of lace frilled eyes, creating a tight embrace that rises up to the edge of his alabaster chin. 

   Immediately, he is aware the sack is a very exact and snug fit, and it is very difficult for him to move in it. However, Prunela is taking no chances: as soon as the neck is buttoned up, she takes the white leather belts and uses them to bind the sack and thus his body tightly at the ankles, just above the knees, at the stomach and then at the chest. And if this wasn’t enough, she then produces a previously unseen white leather collar and wraps this tightly around his satin enveloped neck before buckling it tightly in position.

   And there he is: a strange tube of feminised male submission; a mummified object of sissy servitude.

    Prunela admires her latest handiwork with an amused, triumphant smile, and he – Baby Petal, the sissy slave – can only in-turn admire her stunning form semi-revealed by the deliberate tease of the beautiful night dress.  

   Held rigid, the nappy and plastic panties creating a strange, embarrassing bulge at the centre of this wicked tubal restraint, he can only moan with a maddening sex need as Prunela gently lifts his weakened body so that he is sitting on the edge of the cot’s thick rubber mattress. Then she carefully lays her sissy charge flat out on his back so that his body runs the length of the cot and Prunela is standing over him, a figure of deeply erotic and absolute maternal power.

   He watches, furiously aroused and completely immobilised, as she checks the belts holding him so absolutely still, her bosom displayed in the most provocative fashion possible through the skimpy material of the nightdress. He moans with a dreadful, doomed need and she whispers more baby talk. Then, for maybe a minute, she disappears from view, eventually return with a thick, satin cased pillow which she carefully slips under his head. Then she pulls up the side gate of the cot and locks it in place, leaving him mummified and imprisoned, completely helpless, furiously excited…madly frustrated.

   Then, to his surprise and further sex outrage, she drapes a pair of sheer black nylon tights over the edge of the cot. He knows immediately that these are the tights she had worn earlier.

   ‘Something to remind you of me, Petal,’ she teases, leaning forward and gently stroking his panty covered cheek.

   Desperate and angry, he squeals into the fat dummy gag.

   Prunela laughs. ‘Yes, you must be going quite bonkers in all that sexy babywear. But that is part of your punishment, my pretty little doll. I’m afraid you’ll just have to learn to live with the torment of frustrated need. Now get some sleep, because tomorrow is going to be a very busy and demanding day.’

   Then she is gone and he is left staring up at the high ceiling of the nursery, unable to move a muscle. Sex madness floods over his babified, tightly secured form. Visions of Prunela and Myriam fill his mind. His tormented erection stretches painfully and uselessly against its cruel restraint. For a few moments, the awful truth of his predicament unleashes a tidal wave of crushing embarrassment and fury. But within seconds these emotions pass and he is confronted once again by the terrible truth of his intense sexual arousal.

   Suddenly the lights dim considerably, leaving the large room bathed in a shadowy dark pink. He hears the nursery door close, then the sound of it being locked. Stretched out on his back, the weakening drug infects every muscle of his body except his still furiously erect cock. Drugged and bound, he finds himself surrendering to a sense of strange contentment. With this comes an aching exhaustion and within seconds he has fallen into a deep sleep tormented by wildly erotic dreams of a prettily babified future in the hands of his beautiful mother-in-law.






   5. Office Sissy

   Delia Broom had worked for Strickland Publishing for 10 years. In this time, she had progressed from a junior clerk to the manager of the clerical pool for the catalogue team, an office of 6 women. The team provided secretarial and administrative support for the publishing and marketing executives responsible for the production of over 100 clothing and retail catalogues. It was a busy, efficient and happy office, with little of the back biting and in fighting that was such a depressing feature of so many other office environments. But then most other offices didn’t have Christabel, the junior clerk and all round help mate, an extremely pretty and very able she-male whose single purpose in life was to meet the every need of her female superiors without question.

   Debra, now 47, but with the appearance of a woman ten years younger, looked out from her small office into the main open plan area and watched Christabel serve mid-morning coffee to the ladies. A smile of satisfaction lit up her beautiful face. Today the she-male was wearing a particularly striking outfit. Like all of her clothing, it had been chosen by one of the clerical team from a very special catalogue the ladies had created with the help of Delia’s direct line manager, Marisa Lake, the Head of Publishing. As today was Thursday, the outfit had been chosen by Babs Carter.

   The 20 year old she-male beauty was wearing a costume that many would have found bizarre and perhaps outrageous, but in the relatively secluded office on the top floor of the Strickland Building, it was very much the norm for Christabel. First there was the dress: a spectacular confection of pink satin with long puffed sleeves and a very short skirt resting on a thick sea of lace petticoating. The very high neck, sleeves and hem of the dress were heavily frilled with beautiful hand stitched white French lace. Over the top of the dress was a cream coloured satin pinafore, its two ribbon ties secured at the base of her back in an extra large bow. Clearly visible through the mist of petticoating was a pair of heavily frilled white silk panties out of which emerged a pair of long, very shapely legs sealed in white nylon tights covered in a delightful pattern of pink hearts. Her small, girlish feet were imprisoned in pink patent leather ankles boots with testing four inch stiletto heels. Her equally girlish hands were sealed in pink silk mittens, which made some of her chores especially challenging. And, as the topping on this particularly sissy cake, Christabel’s head was covered by a striking pink satin baby’s bonnet, which was held in place by another fat bow tied at the base of her sweetly dimpled chin. Yes, Christabel was, without doubt, a sissy masterpiece, the collective creation of a group of very determined and contented women.

   The sissy slave carried a tray loaded with cups of coffee. Taking small, mincing steps, she tottered between the workstations, performing an expert bob curtsey by each of the secretaries before carefully (and with the mittens, somewhat precariously) lacing a cup of the steaming black liquid on the table by each computer keyboard. Each woman made a point of thanking Christabel and teasing her with baby talk or some deeply humiliating remark about her costume. Unfortunately, the she-male had no way of verbally acknowledging these comments, as her mouth was stuffed with a pair of soiled panties (today from Babs) and her lips were sealed firmly shut with a thick strip of white duct tape. Only her wide, pretty blue eyes could communicate the strange mix of intense shame and desire that accompanied her through every waking hour of a strange and totally subjugated existence.

    Debra found herself recalling how a shy young man, a student who had been employed as a summer temp, had been transformed so completely into the Office Sissy, an intricately feminised slave who catered for every team member’s needs both here and, at for least one evening a week, at each of their homes. Ultimately, they had Marisa to thank. Five years older than Delia, Marisa was the senior executive officer for the publishing section, and it had been she who had offered up her nephew Chris to help out in the office during his long summer vacation from University. As July and August were particularly busy months for the office, and there was always lots of menial work to be done, Delia had accepted the offer of help during one of her frequent lunches with Marisa. Despite the professional relationship that existed between them, the two women had been best friends for nearly 5 years. They were also lovers.

   Chris had proven an adequate clerical assistant, but he had been painfully shy around the confident, playful women who made up the secretarial team, and often rather sullen. Indeed, he seemed quite terrified of women in general. While this might have been manageable under normal circumstances, it was made much more difficult by the fact that Chris was quite beautiful, a gorgeous looking young man whose appearance really was quite a distraction. A blue eyed, blonde, a bit on the short side, but with a strong, athletic form, he was subject to low level teasing by most of the team and quickly earned himself the nick name “pretty boy”. And it had been Babs, plump, fun loving Babs, who had, on one busy Friday afternoon, loudly proclaimed that Chris was far too pretty to be a boy; that perhaps they should dress him as a girl. This teasing remark, made in front of Chris and most of the office, had been immediately picked up by the other women, and soon they were all loudly discussing suitable outfits and a general makeover for their hapless victim.

   Chris’s reaction had been more than interesting. He had laughed weakly at first, then started to blush furiously. Sam Rae, one of the younger girls, had then noticed something rather shocking.

   ‘Look!’ she had shouted, ‘he’s hard…the naughty little boy’s got an erection!’

   Chris tried to flee the room as huge tears had welled up in his pretty blue eyes. Aware of the disturbance, Delia had come out of her office. Chris ran straight into her. By this point, he was sobbing loudly and had looked up at Delia with wild, desperate, but also deeply desiring eyes.

   Delia had told the women to be quiet and taken a shaking Chris into her office. She had been aware of his attraction to her for some time, a woman old enough to be his mother, and, despite her lesbian preference, had been rather flattered. That particular day, she had been dressed in a particularly striking outfit: a tight white nylon sweater that accentuated her large, firm bosom, a knee length check skirt, very sheer black nylon tights and stiletto heeled court shoes. Her thick black hair bound in a tight bun, her lips painted a dark red, she had been, as usual, beautiful and desirable, and Chris, standing before her, couldn’t keep his tear soaked eyes off of her ample, extremely attractive form. And then there had been the erection, a surprisingly large tumescence, its outline straining against the pale fabric of his tight chinos in a quite outrageous fashion.     

   ‘Good lord, Chris,’ she had snapped, what an earth is the matter with you?’

   Her eyes had been fixed to his blatant hard-on as she scolded him. His face had turned cherry red and he had mumbled a sob-ridden apology.          

    She had pulled her chair out from behind her desk and sat down in front of him, crossing her long, very shapely legs as she did so. An electric whisper of nylon kissing nylon had filled the room. And then, to Delia’s amazement, Chris had let out a loud cry of helpless, almost painful ecstasy.

   She had known immediately that he had come, a fact made very obvious seconds later by the large, dark stain spreading across the front of his chinos. Then he had fallen to his knees, crying, begging forgiveness. He had then tipped forward and his face had brushed against the gleaming leather fabric of her shoes. 

   Shocked, vaguely disgusted, Delia had climbed from the chair, stepped over Chris’s shaking body, and then gently closed the office door, her eyes meeting those of her staff with a shared mixture of bafflement and dark amusement.

   She had returned to her desk and phoned Marisa.

   ‘There’s a problem with Chris. Can you come into my office?’

   Then she had pulled Chris to his feet and sat him down in the chair. A few minutes later, Marisa had entered, her face darkened by a mixture of anger and concern.

   ‘What an earth is going on,’ she had snapped, looking down at her nephew with a glare of absolute contempt.

   Marisa was 53, yet still very beautiful. A tall, athletic blonde very clearly of the same genetic stock as Chris, she stood nearly 6 feet tall in her elegant, high heeled mules. She had been dressed in a tight business suit of dark blue silk that accentuated her very well maintained figure perfectly. With her hair cut short, there was a certain masculinity to her appearance, yet this was left teasingly ambivalent by a firm bosom and a wonderfully shapely arse, which on that fateful day had been displayed to stunning effect by the tight trousers.    

   ‘I’m afraid there’s been an accident…with Chris.’

   Chris had been trying desperately to cover his stained crotch, but Marisa had spotted it immediately and roughly pulled his hands away.

   ‘Oh for god’s sake,’ she had cried out. ‘Not again!’

   Chris had whispered desperate apologies and begun to cry. Marisa had shaken her head in despair.

   ‘This is the final straw, Chris. You know what I said would happen if you did this again.’

   A look of sudden terror had filled Chris’s pretty eyes. Between the sobs he had begged for mercy. Then Marisa had pulled him from the chair.

   ‘We’re going out,’ she had said to Delia, opening the office door. ‘Come to my house…at about seven.’

   Then she had dragged the poor, sobbing boy out of the office and down the corridor to the lift.

   Amazed, Delia had walked out into the office. The ladies had faced her with equally astonished looks. Then they had all burst into loud laughter.

   * * *

   Now she watched Babs tease Christabel with baby talk and promises of the “fun” they would have that evening. The sissified she-male was no doubt blushing furiously, but it was hard to tell thanks to the thick layer of permanent white foundation that covered her face; this plus two heart pink rouge tattoos (one on each cheek) gave her the appearance of a very pretty china doll.

   Yes, tonight Christabel would spend the evening at Babs’ house and the look of genuine fear in the sissy’s lovely, wide eyes betrayed the particularly perverse power of the plump beauty’s imagination. Babs was a 38 year old divorcee with a very beautiful teenage daughter, Sharon, only a few years younger than Christabel. Although a rotund woman, she was still very attractive, with thick, wavy and perfectly sculpted blonde hair, very full, blood red lips and large dark brown eyes. Today she was wearing a gorgeous white satin blouse that perfectly accentuated her very large bosom, a knee length check skirt, sheer black nylon tights and a pair of very high heeled, open toes mules of gleaming black leather. Her large but deeply sexual form seemed to have been poured into the tight, sexy clothing and Christabel, despite her humiliation and horror, was clearly fighting a furious sexual attraction.

   It had been Babs’s idea to properly sissify the feminised Chris, a proposal made soon after the poor boy had first been “revealed” to the office.

   Delia remembered that first day and the night before, the night following Chris’s swift removal from the office by his angry, stunningly beautiful Aunt Marisa. Delia had arrived at Marisa’s house just a few minutes before seven. Her heart had pounded with excitement as she pressed the door bell with the tip of a carefully manicured, blood red fingernail.  

   Marisa had opened the door almost immediately. Delia had been unable to resist a gasp of amazement, for Marisa was dressed to kill in a very tight black dress that barely reached down to the middle of her thighs. The dress had revealed her long, perfectly shaped legs sheathed in the sheerest black nylon and its figure hugging design had further accentuated the still curvaceous essence of her figure, especially her firm, substantial bosom and exquisitely formed backside. Her short blonde hair and long, angular face added, as usual, an ambivalent touch of the masculine, but it had in no way deflected from her essential physical beauty. All of this, plus a pair of 3 or 4 inch heeled stiletto heeled, black leather court shoes, had given the impression of a truly startling Amazonian goddess.

   ‘God,’ Delia had whispered, her voice horse with arousal, ‘you look incredible.’

   Marisa had smiled. ‘Thanks. You too. Come in… I have a surprise for you.’

   Delia, her wide dark brown eyes pinned helplessly to Marisa’s gorgeous backside, had followed her lover into the large living room of the opulent house. Here she had found herself confronting what initially appeared to be a rather lovely teenage girl. Then her mouth had dropped open in amazement. For the pretty creature in front of her was in fact Chris dressed as a girl! 

   The teenage boy had been clad in a white blouse with a Victorian style high neck, a short black skirt, very sheer black nylon tights and a pair of very high heeled, black patent leather court shoes. His hair had remained short, yet clip on pearly earrings hung from both ears, his full, always feminine lips had been painted a dark red, a light foundation had been applied to his face and his eyelids had been painted a very pale blue. There had been no sign of any padding: this was Chris in female clothes and nothing else. Yet the impact of the clothes and make up were truly striking: Chris made a convincing, indeed rather beautiful young woman.

   ‘Seeing he ruined his male clothes, we went shopping for something…more appropriate,’ Marisa had said, her striking blue eyes filled with cruel mischief. ‘He cried like a little baby in the shop, but the female assistant, a pretty teenager about his own age, was very helpful.’

   Large tears of despair and humiliation had welled up in Chris’s eyes as Marisa had detailed the process of his feminisation. Delia had been unable to keep her eyes off of the feminised boy. She was especially impressed by his long, curvaceous legs, so effectively displayed by the sheer hose.

   ‘He’s been quite naughty about it all, I’m afraid. He got particularly upset when I shaved his body hair. But then I demonstrated my physical superiority and he quickly submitted.’

   ‘He’s…lovely.’

   Marisa had smiled and nodded. ‘Yes, and this is only the beginning. With a bit more work, he will make a rather darling niece.’

   ‘You’re going to keep him like this?’

   ‘Oh yes. He’s been giving me trouble ever since he got here. Especially this sex business. He’s completely out of control…he’s even hard now. And the little pervert’s been stealing my panties as well. It can’t go on, Delia. We need to deal with him…properly.’

   ‘We?’

   ‘Yes, me and you…and the office girls.’

   The possibilities had begun to reveal themselves almost immediately.

   ‘You need a new girl in the office to take up the slack,’ Marisa had continued. ‘Well this is her…meet Christabel.’

   Delia had burst out laughing and poor Chris had burst into loud tears.

   ‘No!’ he had suddenly shouted. ‘No, please Auntie, don’t do that! I’ll do anything! I’ll behave myself, I promise!!’

   Marisa had then walked forward and slapped him hard across the face.

   ‘Be quite you little sissy fool!’ she had shouted, before taking him up the ear and leading him begging for mercy from the room, his desperate high heeled totters seconds away from complete loss of balance and collapse.

   There had been more shouting outside then a muffled squeal and a tearing sound. A few minutes later Marisa had returned with a totally subdued Chris. Delia’s eyes had had widened further as she saw that a wide strip of white tape now covered his mouth, and that his cheeks were bulging with some form of fat gag. Also, his wrists had been bound tightly behind his back with what looked like a black nylon stocking.

   ‘Stand with your face to the wall.’

   Fighting to maintain his balance, his beautiful eyes wide with a very fetching mix of girlish fear and anger, poor Chris had tottered over to the far wall and stood facing it, his muffled sobs filling the room, his delicately feminised form shaking with fear, humiliation and despair.

   ‘I’ve gagged him with a pair of the soiled panties he stole,’ Marisa had said. ‘They should keep the little deviant quiet while we talk.’

   He had spent the next two hour facing the wall while Marisa had served a salad and two bottles of wine for dinner. She had explained her plan in detail: to replace sullen, shy and rather useless Chris with pretty, able and more than willing Christabel. She had already agreed with Chris’s long suffering mother that her son should be subject to strict petticoat discipline and withdrawn from university immediately. The sissy would live with his Aunt Marisa and take up full time employment as a clerical assistant at Strickland Publishing. Christabel would report directly to Delia, although all the women would be involved in her training as both a member of staff and as a sissy slave.    

    Delia had soon become enthralled and fascinated by Marisa’s plans. She had also become increasing aroused, both by the prospect of transforming Chris into Christabel and by the great beauty of her lover. And soon they had been kissing and Delia’s hands had been caressing Marisa’s nylon sheathed thighs.

   ‘Let’s deal with the sissy first,’ Marisa had said, her voice hard with desire.

   She had told Delia to wait a few minutes while she put Chris, now Christabel, to bed.

   The pretty, deeply reluctant teenage she-male had then been led from the room moaning with fear and shame into the tight, humiliating gag, but too frightened to resist any further. His tear soaked, frightened eyes met Delia’s as he had tottered past her, the sound of his nylon imprisoned thighs rubbing together, a product of the tiny mincing steps he had been forced to make by the stiletto heeled shoes, and filling the room with the sound of his or rather her ultra-feminised future. Yet even then, as he faced the bizarre prospect of sissy servitude, he had been obviously his aroused: his erect penis had been clearly visible through the tight cotton material of the mini-skirt. And as his eyes had turned to his beautiful aunt, Christabel’s tormented eyes had fallen upon her ample backside with a dreadful, aching lust.

   Later, just before they had retired to Marisa’s large, elegant bedroom for a night of intense and quite astonishing love making, Marisa had taken Delia to the small spare room where Christabel, slept. To Delia’s amusement, the poor sissy had been dressed in a very pretty pink baby doll nightie and a pair of opaque white nylon tights. His, or rather her hands had been tied to the sides of the modest single bed. Her ankles and knees had been tied tightly together with nylon stockings and then his ankles had been tied in place by another length of stocking to the foot of the bed. But the truly startling part of this new bondage was the pair of pink silk panties that had been tied over her head. Still tape and panty gagged, the new panties had been carefully positioned with the gusset spread over her nose and sealed mouth and tied in place with another nylon stocking.

   ‘Fresh from a hard day at the office,’ Marisa had joked, indicating that the panties spread so cruelly and deliberately over Christabel’s face were those she had worn during the day.

   The poor sissy had wriggled and squealed and struggled uselessly against her tight, expertly secured bonds.  

   Marisa had then stepped forward and pulled up the front of the pretty nightie to reveal the sissy’s furious erection straining against the material of the white tights.

   ‘Don’t worry,’ she had whispered, ‘she’s enjoying every minute of it.’

   They had left poor Christabel, tormented and so profoundly humiliated, struggling on the bed. As a final demonstration of her absolute power, Marisa had flicked off the light to Christabel’s room as they departed, plunging the moaning, helpless sissy into absolute darkness.

   * * *

   Delia remembered that strange liberating night and the months that followed it. She remembered how Christabel had been introduced to the office in an outfit that had been very similar to the one she had worn on that first exciting evening. The girls had been amazed and delighted. They had spent the day teasing and humiliating their new, very pretty clerical assistant. Despite the close proximity of the women and their determination to tease him to absolute distraction, there had been no more orgasmic outbursts. This was because Marisa had purchased a cock restrainer from a local sex shop on that first afternoon of strange, fateful shopping. The device, a sheath of hot pink latex rubber, covered the cock and balls and was held tightly in place by steel rings fixed around the scrotum, the base of the cock and just beneath its bulging, angry head. It allowed more or less full erection, but made ejaculation quite impossible.

   Over the coming days and weeks, the structure of Christabel’s servitude had taken bizarre and beautiful shape. The girls had quickly made it clear they wanted a much more decorative sissy. The normal female clothing was thus replaced with more intricate sissy attire. Outrageous baby girl costumes had become the norm, purchased from the office’s “staff development fund”. A special online catalogue of sissy clothing had been created using the company’s desktop publishing software. With links to every major supplier of adult baby and sissy clothing, it had become a treasure trove of wonderfully humiliating sissy clothing. Poor Christabel was transformed into a beautiful, outrageous fetish doll, the teasing and tormented plaything of a group of determined and, in their various ways, vengeful women, Yes: the transformation of Christabel into the perfect sissy had undoubtedly been informed by years of bitterness towards the arrogance, cruelty and violence of the male sex.

   Then the girls had agreed the rota: for at least one day a week, poor Christabel would spend a night with one of the five secretaries. At weekends it was agreed the lovely sissy would stay with Marisa and Delia. The humiliations that Christabel experienced during the weekday evenings were varied and many, especially given that two of the girls had boyfriends who had become great admirers of the Office Sissy. But at least tonight Christabel would not face the prospect of meeting the demands of a master as well as a mistress. No, tonight the pretty sissy slave would be with Babs Carter and her lovely teenage daughter. It had been Babs, more than any of the other secretaries, who had pushed for the babification of the sissy: the introduction of the bibs and fingerless mittens, office feeding time, and the anal plug now fitted so tightly into poor Christabel’s arse virtually every hour of every day (a devilish means of ensuring that the sissy was constantly sexually tormented and humiliated in the most intimate way imaginable). Indeed, every tiny, high heeled step the pretty sissy took ensured the teasing movement of the phallic shaped plug and thus that Christabel was constantly quite mad with unfulfilled sexual need.

   Delia rose from her desk and walked out into the main office. It was nearly lunch time. She came up behind the sissy. Christabel turned and automatically performed a deep curtsey before the gorgeous mistress. She placed her mittened hands behind her back and cast her sex soaked gaze submissively down towards Delia’s high heeled court shoes.

   ‘I take it everything is ok?’ she asked Babs.

   ‘Oh yes,’ Babs replied. ‘Just talking to Chrissie about tonight. I’ve managed to find some really comfy adult sized pampers and Sharon has bought our little petal a lovely new romper suit.’

   Christabel whimpered into the inescapable gag. Tears welled up in his pretty eyes. Delia was almost overwhelmed by a sense of absolute power framed by deep satisfaction.

   ‘Good. Sounds like our little sissy angel will have a lot of fun.’

   Babs smiled broadly and patted the sissy on her knickered bottom.

   ‘Isn’t it about feeding time?’ Delia asked.

   Babs’ generous smile broadened. ‘Oh yes, it’s definitely feeding time.’

   From a drawer in her desk, she then took two large baby’s bottles filled with sugared full cream milk and two jars of baby food. The poor sissy’s eyes widened in horror, but she made no move to resist. It had been Babs who had also suggested they buy an adult sized high chair and put it in the storage room, thus creating the daily entertainment of “baby’s feeding time”, when the girls took a cruel and intense delight in feeding their helpless sissy slave like a two year old baby girl.

   Babs got up from her desk and announced in a teasingly sweet voice “feeding time!’ The other girls cheered and clapped. Then Babs, followed by the girls and Delia, led a sobbing, but furiously excited and desperately tottering Christabel towards the large store room and the latest challenge of his role as the Office Sissy.






   6. Mother

   It is just after 7am when I enter Mother’s bedroom carrying a silver tray holding her breakfast: a bowl of fruit salad and a cup of hot black tea. The room is shrouded in darkness and I totter forward on my three inch high stiletto heels with care, although by now I am used now both to the demands of the heels and the geography of Mother’s large bedroom.

   I place the tray on her bedside table with a much practiced and now virtually instinctive feminine grace, bending my knees slightly and pushing my bottom upwards, aware that the short skirt of my dress and the layers of petticoating beneath are now riding up my nylon sheathed legs to reveal my semi-transparent plastic panties and the thick Pampers-style nappy secured beneath. The panties themselves are a constant reminder of my sissified condition, their humiliating rustling and squeaking a perverse accompaniment to my every dainty step.

   Mother stirs as I wiggle mince over to the curtains and then open them just enough to provide light to see. As I totter forward, taking the tiny steps demanded by Mother and my nanny, the fierce and wonderful Miss Madeline Sterling, I feel the anal plug push deeper into my arse and fight back a cry of helpless pleasure. My cock strains against the fiendish embrace of the rubber restrainer and a further moan is consumed by the phallic shaped dummy gag filling my mouth.

   I turn from the curtains to discover Mother sitting up in bed regarding me with a look that betrays cruel amusement, deep maternal love and something close to arousal.

   ‘You look lovely as usual, Daisy,’ she says, before yawning and stretching out her long, tanned arms in a gesture of profound satisfaction.

   I fight to avoid staring at her beautiful form, knowing I will be punished for such an act of naughtiness. I perform a quick bob curtsey which once again reveals my babyish underwear. With my head lowered, I totter back to the edge of the bed, the squeaking of the plastic panties a constant soul crushing accompaniment, the teasing of the plug a source of terrible and inescapable arousal.

   At the bed, I perform another bob curtsey and stand with my hands behind my back before Mother. I stare down at the floor and await instructions.

   I know that Mother is studying me as she pulls the breakfast tray onto her lap. I know she is considering my bizarre, ultra-feminised form with her lovely honey brown eyes. I know that she is wearing a semi-transparent white silk nightgown through which her astonishing body is clearly revealed.

   ‘Today will be a very busy day,’ Mother says, between mouthfuls of fruit salad. ‘You will need to prepare for tomorrow’s party. Nanny Sterling will demand a great deal of effort from you, my little baby. And you will obey her without question. Do you understand?’

   I perform another bob curtsey.

   ‘Very good,’ Mother says. ‘And if you fail to perform to the standards required, you know you will be severely punished, by Nanny Sterling and by me.’

   Yet another bob curtsey indicates that I know only too well the consequences of poor performance.

   ‘I bet you can’t wait for tomorrow, Daisy. Your little sissy heart must be pounding with baby anticipation!’

   I fight back the tears as her teasing words wash over my babified form. Tomorrow is my 18th birthday and a very special party has been organised, a party which will be attended by, among others, my Aunt Marie and my cousins, Alice and Tom. The thought of my exposure before them fills me with a renewed and awful dread. Finally, a tear trickles down my alabaster cheek and Mother releases a mocking tut.

   ‘Oh, you silly little baby! It will be such fun! Alice and Tom can’t wait to see their sissy cousin in all his baby finery. And Auntie Marie has promised you a very special birthday surprise.’

   I am soon sobbing helplessly and shaking my head desperately. In an act of utter desperation, I look up at Mother and squeal angrily into the fat dummy gag. No, I want to say, please no!

   I look into Mother’s beautiful honey brown eyes and know I will be punished for this act of defiance.

   She quickly moves across the bed and administers a hard slap to my nylon sheathed thighs.

   ‘Naughty baby!’ she scolds. ‘You know you are never to look mummy in the eyes!’

   Still sobbing, I lower my eyes and resume the position of absolute obedience, my sissified form trembling with fear and anger.

   ‘I will ask Nanny to make sure you are properly punished,’ she says, rising from the bed and standing over me. Even in the three inch high stilettos, I am shorter than this full-figured Amazon. A sense of absolute defeat and pathetic weakness washes over my sissified form as she beholds me with what I know is a stern and mocking gaze.

   Despite everything, her close presence is a familiar torment. The teasing aroma of her musk perfume tickles my helplessly flaring nostrils. As she had leant over the bed to smack me, I had glimpsed her large, still very firm bosom beneath the semi-transparent silk fabric of the nightdress. My tightly restrained penis, almost constantly erect, strains painfully against the silver rings that allow erection but prevent ejaculation. A whimper of profound frustration slips past the wicked dummy gag.

   In the next half hour, my terrible and relentless sexual frustration is increased considerably by the requirement to help Mother shower and dress.

   Helen Lawless, my mother, is 43 years old and stunningly beautiful. A tall, buxom woman with, as well as the extremely impressive bosom, an ample, perfectly formed backside and long, perfectly shaped legs. She radiates a natural authority which I, her only son, have always found both incredibly impressive but also deeply intimidating. As she crosses the large bedroom towards the en suite bathroom, I totter sweetly behind her, the sissy wiggle mince she demands at all times causing the plastic panties to squeak loudly. My downcast eyes catch teasing glimpses of her statuesque form through the shimmering fabric of the gorgeous nightdress. I notice her carefully manicured toenails painted a dark, blood red and remember how carefully I had painted my own toe and fingernails a pale pink at her instruction the night before. A hint of her most intimate body odours reach my nostrils and my erection strains even more furiously and painfully against its fiendish restraint.

   We enter the large, en suite bathroom. In one swift, elegant gesture, she removes the nightdress, letting it slip to the ground at my high-heeled feet. She then steps out of a pair of matching silk panties. She is inches from me and naked. I fight the terrible temptation to look up. As she climbs into the shower, I elegantly lean forward, my legs tightly together, my bottom sticking provocatively outward and pick up the delicate, erotic nightdress dress and panties. As my hands are sealed in rubber lined, pink silk gloves, I am denied the thrill of feeling the soft silken material against my bare skin.

   ‘Put the nightdress and panties in the wash basket and then stand in front of the mirror. Wait there until you are called.’

   I bob curtsey assent. Mother turns the shower tap and a jet of warm water strikes her beautiful naked form. I place the night dress and panties in the wash basket and mince back to the bedroom. Then, as instructed, I stand before the long, full size mirror built into the door to the long walk in closet. Here, finally, I am allowed to raise my head and am forced to behold the bizarre and deeply humiliating fact of my appearance. Here, quite deliberately, I am made to understand the terrible fact of my transformation and the absolute power of Mother.

   Thanks to the dark genius of Mother, the wayward male youth I was just 6 months ago is now totally unrecognisable. Indeed, there is no longer even the slightest trace of masculinity in my startling and deeply humiliating visage. The being I behold is someone who possesses the strange paradox of being recognised in the most painful manner imaginable and yet is also a creature totally alien to any previous sense of my own core identity.

   In the three inch stiletto heeled ankle boots, made from pink patent leather and secured with laces of pink silk, I stand five feet nine inches tall. My long, perhaps surprisingly shapely legs are sealed in sheer white nylon stockings. The stockings are held in place by white elastic garters covered in an intricate pattern of white lace. The garters are hidden by the bloomer-like leg sections of the pale pink, semi-transparent plastic panties which stretch down to the middle of my nylon sheathed thighs. The panties themselves are covered in a pattern of pink stars.

   Beneath the plastic panties is the thick white, Pampers-style, reusable nappy. It is one of 14 created especially for me. Like most of my outrageous wardrobe, it has been made to order by a private supplier of fetish wear for adult babies, Miss Abigail Walters. This attractive, elegant woman in her late 30s has become a good friend of Mother’s and, besides Nanny Sterling, is the only woman to have seen me in my fully transformed state.

   The nappy, which is heavily scented, is always embarrassingly visible beneath the plastic panties. Like every other morning, it cannot be changed until Miss Sterling arrives and during the night I have, as I have each night for the past 4 months, wet myself. Now it feels heavy and uncomfortable and, to my disgust, I am eager for my stern, beautiful Nanny to replace it with a fresh one.

   The plastic panties are partially covered by a thick sea of white and pink layered lace petticoats which are fixed in turn to the wide, short skirt of my spectacular “morning dress”, an outrageous concoction of gleaming pink satin with thick, heavily puffed arms that taper down to lace frilled sleeves. The dress has a very high neck which is also frilled at the edge with lace, and fixed to the front of the neck section is a large sissy bow of matching pink silk. The dress is shaped like an inverted cone, spreading outward from the neck to the short skirt and petticoats to reveal my so terribly embarrassing underwear and long, nylon sheathed legs leading down to the elegant, dainty ankle boots. Sown into the dress are hoops of pink silk roses that widen out as the cone expands down towards the thick, petticoat laden skirt.

   The morning dress has no buttons or zip. It slides over my head like a nightdress and is designed only for the period between when I wake and when I am fitted into my full baby maid’s costume by Nanny Sterling.

   Fitted over my shaven head is a pink satin baby’s bonnet with thickly frilled edges. The bonnet is tied in place at my chin by two lengths of thick pink silk ribbon secured in a fat bow. The heavy lace frills provide the perfect sissy frame for my face. Like every inch of my body, my face is covered in a thick, snow white body dye which gives me a deliberately striking similarity to a Victorian china doll. My lips, painted a bright pink, are obscured by a heart shaped plastic plate. The plate is in turn fixed to the thick, long rubber teat that fills my mouth and creates a highly effective and deeply embarrassing gag. The cruel, ribbed teat presses down against my tongue and makes speech impossible. Thanks to its permanent place in my mouth, I have not uttered an intelligible word since I was forcibly babified 5 months ago.

   My hands are held in thick, rubber lined, pink silk gloves. The gloves allow me use my hands to hold and carry but deny completely the sense of touch. When I am not required to use my hands as part of my daily serving duties, they are kept sealed in totally immobilising rubber lined, pink silk, fingerless mittens.

   A circle of bright pink rouge has been added to each of my alabaster cheeks, again using the body dye, a water proof substance that is removable only via the use of a special gel. The dye itself has the astonishing and deeply tormenting ability to soften and sensitise my skin, thus giving every inch of my body a silky baby softness and making it hyper-sensitive to the constant kiss of the silks, satins and sheer nylon that make up my baby girl attire. Before the dye had been applied by Nanny Sterling at the beginning of my babification, every hair of on my body was removed using a painful electrolysis-like procedure, a process that has made the denuding permanent.

   I stare at this strange, perverse spectacle and feel absolute, soul crushing humiliation. Yet, to my horror, there is also arousal, a terrible and constant arousal that plagues every waking second of my life and also my dreams. This perpetual sexual excitement is mainly the product of injections administered on a daily basis by Nanny Sterling and, at weekends, by Mother. Thanks to the carefully selected collection of hormones and stimulants contained in these injections I have a permanent erection and, perhaps paradoxically, my body is becoming ever more feminine (indeed, I am now forced to wear a specially-designed training bar to hold the slight but obvious orbs emerging from my chest).

   The bra, nappy and plastic panties are not the only items of ultra-feminine strangeness beneath my spectacular dress and petticoats. I also wear a tightly laced, pink rubber micro corset that is part of a harsh regime of “figure training”. Then, beneath the humiliating panties and nappy there are the strangest and most wicked devices of my servitude: the restrainer and the anal plug.

   The restrainer takes two forms: a tight, pink rubber sheath that is stretched very tightly our my constantly hard penis and bulging testicles, and three white plastic rings of varying sizes, one which is locked in place around my testicles, one which is positioned at the base the penis and one which is fitted beneath the bulging, rubberised head of my circumcised sex. The head of the restrainer has a small hole fitted over the eye of my penis. This allows me to urinate in a sitting position, although as I am now virtually incontinent, I must face the shameful filling of my nappy at least twice a day and once at night.

   The anal plug is an even more sinister and ingenious device. Initially, it resembles a length of hard, ribbed phallic-shaped pink rubber similar to a standard dildo. However, the hard rubber contains a small electronic control box that can be activated wirelessly. Both Mother and Nanny carry small control consoles which can be used to make the plug vibrate at varying speeds and also give tiny but very uncomfortable shocks through the slightly exposed pink plastic head. The plug can also be activated through an internal timer, thus set to operate remotely at pre-programmed times.

   In the last five months, the plug, which like the dummy gag and the restrainer is a terrible, teasing and constant companion, has been changed twice for a longer, thicker model. Gradually, my anus is being expanded for reasons that remain unclear but are deeply worrying. And much worse than all of this is the fact that I find the constant presence of this wicked intruder more and more arousing!

   The sound of the shower fades and after a few minutes, Mother returns to the bedroom. I immediately turn and curtsey deeply, my eyes once more cast down towards the floor. I glimpse my mother’s long, naked and perfectly shaped legs and know she is wearing only a towel wrapped around her torso. My sex strains against the painful embrace of the tight, tough plastic rings.

   ‘Get me a black corselette, plus matching panties and tights.’

   I obey without a second’s hesitation, performing a quick bob curtsey. I open the door of the large walk-in closet. I totter on my testing stiletto heels into this cave of hidden delights, each tiny step ensuring more tormenting teasing by the wicked plug and thus an even greater sexual arousal. A hint of Mother’s powerful musky perfume follows me into the closet.

   As soon as the door is opened a bright white light fills the closet. I find myself, as I do every morning, facing a long corridor bordered on one side by a row of dresses, skirts and blouses and on the other by a series of draws and shelves. The shelves are loaded with neatly ordered rows of women’s shoes, a striking collection of beautiful and often erotic footwear that reflects one of Mother’s more expensive hobbies.

   I totter down the narrow passage, my bottom swaying in a now instinctively feminine manner, the plastic panties squeaking and the plug teasing so terribly with each girlish step, and eventually I reach a set of wardrobe doors that are built into the end wall. I open the doors and face the beautiful collection of “foundation wear” that my mother’s shapely yet also ample form demands. A selection of beautifully designed and embroidered corselettes hang from a single white metal bar. I carefully slide a black panty corselette from its hanger and fold it over my arm, immediately aroused by its elegant, erotic contours and the teasing aroma of my mother’s perfume. I then move across to a row of white wooden drawers fitted with ornate brass handles. The drawer that I open is filled with neatly folded and stacked pairs of sheer nylon tights of various colours, but mainly black, tan and grey. I extract a pair of expensive, black Italian brand nylon tights, deeply frustrated by the fact that the thick, rubber lined gloves make it impossible to experience the exquisite tactile thrill of the soft and so perfectly feminine nylon fabric of the beautifully crafted hose.

    A lower drawer contains a deep pile of beautiful, sexy panties of various styles and fabrics. In line with my mother’s instruction, I take out a pair of elegantly embroidered black nylon and cotton panties and add them to the pile balanced on my arm. I then totter back out in the bedroom, mince across the bedroom in the sissiest fashion possible and the draw to a halt before Mother. I curtsey and present her with the gorgeous collection of female undergarments, my head lowered, my erection furious in its brutal and inescapable restraint.

   She takes the underwear from my arms and rises from the bed. She is now naked, yet my eyes see only her lovely legs and her gleaming, blood red toe nails.

   She slowly steps into the panties and then draws them up her legs. I fight a moan of angry and utterly helpless arousal. I am well aware that Mother is fully conscious of my terrible sexual torment and that, subsequently, her every action is designed to torture me.

   ‘Help me with the tights,’ she orders.

   I curtsey and a whimper of dreadful, aching sexual frustration fights its way past the wicked dummy gag. She hands me the gorgeous, sheer black nylon tights and I feel my knees weaken and my heart pound into my chest like a soul crushing sex hammer. With my nylon sheathed legs pressed tightly together, I lower myself with a practiced feminine elegance onto my knees and shuffle into a position a few inches in front of Mother’s lovely feet, the plug pressing deeper into me and inspiring more terrible arousal.

   By time Mother lowers her feet into my petticoat and satin smothered lap, a sweat of bleak sexual frustration is covering my alabaster face. She laughs lightly as another whimper escapes the dummy gag.

   ‘Dear me, Daisy, you are in a state this morning. I will have to make sure Nanny Sterling gives you an especially soapy enema once I have gone.’

   With shaking hands, I carefully roll open the right leg of the tights, my actions elegant and well-practiced, and then gently slide the created bowl of soft, sheer nylon over Mother’s left foot. I then repeat this process with her right foot and begin very carefully to guide the lovely tights up her bronzed, beautifully shaped legs. By the time I reach her knees she stands and takes over the unbearably erotic act of slipping her legs into the gorgeous, glorious hose.

   As she wiggles the tights over her hips, I sit back and then slowly pull myself to my high heeled feet. I stand before Mother, my eyes downcast, my hands behind my back, my entire babified form quivering with a dreadful sexual need. And then there is the torture of sound in this permanent world of sex: the sound of the delicate nylon being drawn over my mother’s silken skin, the electric brush of this ultimate sexual fabric against sensitised human flesh. Thanks to the stimulating drugs flooding my body, every sound is sexed – every sissy rustle, every squeak, every gorgeous female movement in the costumes of dominance and control is simply a terrible erotic torment.

   Once the tights are pulled firmly yet gracefully into place, Mother wiggles her ample, sensuous form into the tight, controlling yet also strangely liberating embrace of the corselette and I fight more moans of helpless arousal and frustration. The tight plastic rings bite into my hard, rubber sealed cock and desire, as always, inspires pain and discomfort: the simple and devastating dialectic of my transformation.  

   I remember the fitting of the terrible, all controlling rings. Tied to the changing table, the bizarre rubber sheath already pulled over my achingly hard sex and bulging pulls, a fat ball gag filling my mouth, Nanny Sterling - her dark eyes filled with cruel passion -teasing the greased shaft and then sliding two rings over the fat, tumescent head, before easing each into place. The third and largest ring had been opened up like a gaping plastic mouth and then been snapped into place around my balls. Tears had poured from my eyes and Nanny Sterling’s teasing, husky voice had mocked me with her now familiar and soul crushing baby talk.

   Once the underwear is fitted, Mother sends me back to the closet to retrieve a cream white petticoat, a beautiful silk blouse and a matching pinstripe skirt and jacket. Over the past months of caring for her clothing, I have amassed an intimate knowledge of everything item of Mother’s daily attire. She has only to provide the most basic of descriptions and I am able to retrieve the item required.

   As I totter from the closet, laden with new delights, I catch full sight of Mother in her underwear and am immediately filled with a very powerful acceptance of all that has happened to me. Luckily, she hasn’t noticed me sneaking a peak at her marvellous, ample form enveloped in sheer nylon and the gorgeous corselette.

   I wiggle mince to her side, curtsey deeply and hold out the clothing, a new offering to my beautiful, all powerful goddess.

   With eyes downcast, I am aware only of the terribly teasing sounds of this extremely beautiful woman drawing gorgeously feminine clothing over her ample, curvaceous body. I squirm and fight back more dummy gagged moans of sexual frustration. I feel the plug move deeper into my arse as my nylon sheathed legs press together and a sense of absolute possession by a blind animal desire grips my delicately feminised form.

   Once dressed, Mother rises from the bed and moves towards the lovely antique dressing table that dominates one corner of the large bedroom, the sound of her hosed thighs rubbing together filling the room and tickling my sissy ears. Beyond the dressing table are the two large bay windows that open out onto the balcony, which in turn overlooks the grounds of Mother’s beautiful country house, the house that framed my privileged upbringing and is now the venue for my strange, tormenting enslavement.

   I remain still and desperate as Mother slowly brushes her long, thick black hair before fixing it in a stern bun with a diamond studded hair clip. The sound of the brush sliding through her hair is yet another aural torment. How desperately I wish to look up and fill my vision with her great and profound beauty. But I know Mother is watching me carefully through the circular dressing table mirror.

   Her hair secure, Mother then applies her make-up. From experience, I know she is painting her full, soft lips a bloody shade of red, adding just a touch a foundation and then carefully applying jet black eye liner. A few modest touches to a face already utterly exquisite, a face I can only see when given her permission to look up.

   ‘Get me the back open toed mules, with the three inch heels.’

   Another bob curtsey and I totter back into the closet, my bottom wriggling with a helpless girlishness, my plastic panties filling the room with the humiliating babyish squeaking that is my constant companion. I enter the valley of Mother’s feminine delights and seek out the shelves loaded with her amazing shoes. From this glorious fetishist cornucopia, I select a familiar pair of black leather, open toed, 3 inch stiletto heeled mules. A quiver of helpless sissy pleasure crosses my feminised form as I hold these astonishing shoes in shaking, silken gloved hands. At the heart of their elegant design is the deliberately eroticised fact of female power. As I wiggle mince back towards Mother I am giddy with a terrible, absolutely overwhelming desire.

   I totter to Mother’s side, perform a deeper curtsey and hold out the shoes.

   ‘Put them on,’ she orders, words that fill me with a new level of intense and awful arousal.

   A bob curtsey and then I am lowering myself back onto my knees, my legs together, my sense of feminine grace and submission a furiously ambivalent torment.

   Buried once again in an eruption of dainty ultra-feminine petticoats, I find myself confronted with the astonishing sight of Mother’s black nylon sheathed feet. In a deliberately provocative and achingly erotic gesture, she stretches her toes against the simpering nylon skin of the tights, accentuating the length and shape of each beautiful foot. Her perfectly manicured toes, painted a deep, bloody red, are visible through the fine, enticing mesh and my heart pounds into my chest as I move the first gorgeous shoe towards her left foot.   

   With a practiced care, I gently slip the shoe over her arched toes and then up beneath her heel before easing it into place. It is, of course, a perfect fit, a natural extension of her stunning form that immediately accentuates the perfection and beauty of her nylon sheathed leg. A moan of helpless arousal fights its way past my fat dummy gag as I fit the second shoe and, for a moment, a wave of dizzying ecstasy washes over my delicately babified form and I fear I might faint, overwhelmed by the intense pleasure induced by my bizarre and inescapable enslavement.

   Then the shoes are in place. For a few terribly teasing seconds Mother models the shoes. I stare at them with wide, sex-soaked eyes and another moan escapes the dummy gag. Mother’s light, mocking laugh fills the room. Then she is on her feet and I am rising gracefully to continue meeting her every need.

   It at this point each week day that I am allowed the privilege of beholding Mother in all her astonishing glory. I look up at her with awed, desiring eyes.

   ‘How do I look?’ she asks, a question that she asks every week day morning at his time, a question filled with irony and the simple fact of her absolute power over me.

   She stands over six feet tall in the heels, an astonishing Amazon queen. I look up at her, four inches shorter even in my heels, and feel my sissified form enveloped by her majesty. With her thick, dark hair bound in a tight, strict bun, her honey brown eyes staring down mockingly at me, and her blood red lips curved into a satisfied, amused smile, I can only behold her buxom form with something very close to worship. Her strong musk perfume torments my nostrils as my eyes roam helplessly over the elegant design of the formal and yet deeply erotic suit. I find myself staring at her large, perfectly shaped bosom as it strains against the gleaming fabric of the tight silk blouse. I imagine the elaborate, sado-erotic prison of the panty corselette beneath and feel the return of the almost sickening sex dizziness. I follow the curves of her ample figure down to her long, black nylon sheathed legs and my sex begs for an impossible release. And then there are the gorgeous black leather, stiletto-heeled mules, shoes designed to accentuate the perfect shape of her legs and also state the simple, humbling and profoundly sensual fact of her unique feminine power.

   I perform a double bob curtsey, the accepted sign for pleasure. Yes, Mother looks absolutely marvellous!

   She smiles, her large brown eyes filled with a mix of amusement and maternal love. She then leans forward and places a gentle kiss on my forehead. An electric shot of intense sexual pleasure passes through my body. My face is only a few tormenting inches from her generous bosom, and her strong perfume is a sensual mist enveloping my sissified form. 

   ‘Good girl,’ Mother whispers. ‘Now let’s go downstairs and say hello to Nanny.’

   I curtsey. She moves towards the door of the large, beautiful bedroom and I meekly totter after her, my nylon sheathed legs close together, my high-heeled steps tiny, my hands held at my side and tilted upward at the required 45 degree angle, my nappied bottom wiggling in a now helplessly feminine display of complete submission, the humiliating squeaking of the plastic panties filling the room. And almost immediately, my eyes fix upon Mother’s large, beautifully shaped backside, its graceful, teasing movement stretching the fabric of her skirt. The soundtrack to this astonishingly erotic vision is the teasing sound of her sheer nylon wrapped thighs rubbing gently together. By the time we leave the bedroom and enter the upstairs hallway, I am fighting back more moans of deep and terrible desire, even though I fully realise the day ahead will be one of relentless hard work, humiliation and punishment at the hands of my plump, strict and deeply perverse Jamaican Nanny.






   7. Sissy Day Care

   I was pulled from the bed sometime before dawn by my stepmother and her two daughters. Hung over, naked and thoroughly disoriented, I was helpless as they quickly bound my legs and arms and then gagged me. They used black nylon stockings to tether my limbs and a pair of black silk panties held in place with a strip of silver duct tape to silence my confused protests. Within a few terrible seconds, I was immobilised face down before my stepmother’s gleaming stiletto heeled court shoes. I squealed furiously, both terrified and angry. They responded with contemptuous laughter.

   ‘Hood him. Then bring him down to the living room,’ my stepmother ordered.

   The lovely, sexy shoes disappeared and I was left at the mercy of my step sisters. Almost immediately, a pair of elegant but strong hands slipped under my arms and pulled me roughly into a sitting position. I cried furiously into the fat gag and received a hard slap to my left cheek.

   ‘Shut up!’ Anita, my older stepsister, snapped.

   My head rung like a bell and tears filled my eyes. Then Angeline, Anita’s junior by two years, pulled a sheer black nylon stocking down over my head, plunging me into a strange universe of scented shadows. What was happening to me!? Before I could ponder an answer to this question, another black nylon stocking was used to blindfold me. I was then hauled up to my tethered feet and thrown like a sack of corn over Anita’s broad, powerful shoulders.

   In a few minutes, I was once again face down on the floor, this time, judging from the feel of the soft, deep carpet, in the living room.

   ‘Get the car ready, Angie. I want to be there by seven.’

   I moaned into the panty gag, enclosed in an awful darkness, and for the first time became aware of my naked form. A terrible sense of embarrassment mingled with my fear. The powerful, rose tinted aroma of my stepmother’s perfume tickled my desperately flaring nostrils and memories of her beauty and my own terrible secret filled my tormented, panic stricken mind. Then my sex, up until this point shrivelled with fear, began to stiffen. My blushes were hidden by the stocking hood, but the horror that washed over my tethered form as I struggled to turn onto my stomach and hide this bizarre manifestation was as apparent as the humiliating erection.

   ‘There’s no point in trying to cover it up, Peter. I can see what’s happening. And I know all about your dirty little secret. I’ve known for ages.’

   I froze with embarrassed horror at my stepmother’s harsh, shocking words. In an act of desperate defence, I squealed with hypocritical outrage and she burst out laughing.

   ‘It was always just a matter of time,’ she continued. ‘While your father was alive, I put up with your… inclinations. They were harmless enough, and in a way demonstrated a form of love. But now…well, Herbert is dead and I don’t have to support you; now we don’t have to put up with a lazy, stupid young man wasting our time and space. I’m afraid the days of indifference to everything and everyone are over. As are your little trips to my underwear draw.’

   Yes: she knew; and the fact that she knew filled me with a sick dread.

   My father had been dead less than a month. He had been ill for over a year, and my stepmother mother had cared for him with genuine love. Her grown up daughters from her first marriage had become regular visitors and I had withdrawn to my room, unable to face the responsibility of care or the passing of the one human being who had not been alienated by my wayward behaviour. I was eighteen. I had failed my A levels and spent the summer either drunk or asleep. And in the moments when there was only my semi-comatose father and myself in the house, I had slipped into the room my stepmother had slept in for the past twelve months and indulged an increasingly irresistible fetish for her under things. Indeed, in the last few months of my father’s life, it is safe to say that my only pleasures were drinking in my room and dressing up in my step mother’s underwear; dressing up and slowly masturbating myself to dark, violent orgasms driven by fantasies of this stunningly beautiful, haughty woman.

   To understand my helpless desire, it is perhaps helpful to describe my stepmother. Her long, jet hair is almost always worn in a tight, gleaming bun held in place by a diamond clasp. Her dark brown eyes are lit with a steely determination. Her full, almost helplessly sensual lips are painted blood red on most days. Yes, she is a truly impressive and erotic figure. On the day I was dragged so brutally from my bed, she was 45. Now, a year since my very radical transformation, she is an equally stunning 46. She is just over five feet eleven inches tall; yet, despite her impressive height, she insists on wearing at least three-inch stiletto heeled court shoes, normally of black patent leather. As I am a little over five feet six inches, she has always appeared a goddess, a woman to be looked up to in more ways than one! Despite her maturity, she has the voluptuous figure of a woman twenty years younger, a figure she protects with a regime of regular exercise and very careful diet, a regime rooted in her always impressive and frequently frightening self-discipline. Her height and firm, upright posture allow her to carry a considerable, perfectly shaped 40-inch bosom with ease. Her penchant for tight nylon sweaters and sheer, second-skin silk blouses ensure this spectacular chest is always very effectively (and quite deliberately) displayed. A collection of surprisingly short skirts continue the theme of deliberate and careful display of a body that deserves to be seen at every opportunity. Normally black or black/white check, never quite mini, but always erotically revealing, these teasing skirts ensure the beautiful revelation of long, exquisitely formed legs that are constantly wrapped in expensive and very sheer black nylon. Tight, as well as short, they also draw attention in a most provocative and arousing way to her slightly plump but, given her height, still perfectly proportioned backside.

   My stepmother is a vision of mature physical beauty that has tormented me since her arrival in my father’s life. A gorgeous, fierce woman, a woman who on that fateful morning was determined to deal in a very final and permanent way with her lazy, wayward stepson!

   As I struggled to hide my helplessly rampant manhood, I suddenly felt a body move very close to my own, tightly tethered form. The sweet, powerful rose perfume that began to torment my fear flared nostrils made it clear my imperial stepmother was leaning over me. Then, to my horror and astonishment, I felt fingernails, sharp, hard fingernails, brush against the hot, hard length of my sex. I squealed into the panty gag and tried to pull away. But then she took a very firm hold of the base of my sex and my squeals raised a terrified octave.

   ‘Calm down,’ she whispered, a surprisingly maternal tone entering her deep, always erotic voice.

   Moaning into the fat panty gag, the most intimate tastes of this incredible woman filling my stretched and privileged mouth, I tried to relax my fear-tensed form.

   ‘If you do as I say, if you surrender to the fate I have prepared for you, all your secret dreams will come true, my love.’

   Then something very soft touched the bulging head of my hot, rigid sex. I squealed with fear and excitement equally mixed and this teasing softness began to spread over my sex. Very soon it became apparent that my amazing, beautiful step-mother was very carefully and teasingly pulling a sheer, heavily scented black nylon stocking over my wildly aroused penis.

   And within micro-seconds, I was again squealing with a terrible, bottomless sexual pleasure. I wiggled helplessly in my tight, utterly inescapable bonds and pleaded for mercy from this pleasure that was so great that it threatened to transform into a furious pain of unbearable frustration. My step-mother rested a firm, strong hand on my thigh to hold me in position and then firmly pulled the stocking over my aching, straining testicles.

   ‘There, there, my pretty little baby,’ she whispered, as she then used some unknown cording to tie the stocking tightly in place around my scrotum.

   Then the lovely, powerful perfume was gone and I knew she had risen to her splendid, high heeled feet. I felt tears of terrible frustration leak from my wide, sex shocked eyes through the nylon stocking hood and the blindfold. I uttered well-gagged pleas for mercy and release. I also took the strangest and darkest pleasure in my tight and perverse bondage. This one moment of erotic kindness opened the flood gates of my long suppressed sexual need and I found myself quickly performing a bizarre wiggle ballet accompanied by a song of embarrassing sissy squeals.

   ‘Bag him up and put him in the car.’

   My mother’s voice, stern and unforgiving once more, filled the room, and a wave of sobering fear washed over me. I fell still and silent, and soon I sensed my wicked, beautiful step-sisters close by.

   Then a thick, soft fabric was being drawn over my feet and up my legs. I moaned with fear and heard the girls laugh.

   ‘This isn’t even the beginning, you dirty little slut,’ Anita snapped.

   Then a sudden, hard slap was administered to my left thigh and I squealed with shock and pain. After more laughter, the material was drawn further up my legs and I realised I was being imprisoned inside one of the extra-large sleeping bags that were used by my sisters in their frequent camping trips. These fit, firm, beautiful young women were both keen hill climbers and pot-holers, taking their fierce athleticism from their beautiful mother, and now I was being cocooned in one of the very necessary tools of their weekend trips to various remote parts of the United Kingdom!

   Eventually, the bag was pulled up over the entirety of my body and then my head. Then it was zipped up and I was very effectively imprisoned in a soft nylon tomb. I was thus deaf, dumb and blind - sentenced to a strange, terrifying sensory deprivation. And this, as Anita had made so cruelly clear, was hardly the beginning of my strange ordeal!

   As soon as I was tightly imprisoned, strong hands grabbed the bag and I was pulled upward. Locked in my sisters’ firm embrace, I was then carried from the room and down the ground floor corridor towards the rear of the house. A few moments later I was thrown roughly into a small, confined space and a loud thunk indicated that I had been locked in the boot of my mother’s new Mercedes! A few seconds later, the motor purred easily into life. I heard the vibration of doors being closed then there was only the low hum of the engine and the sound of my own rapidly beating heart!

   Then there was movement. In a few moments we had turned onto the country lane that led up to the main road leading to the town and beyond.

   I had no idea where we were going or why. My initial terror had been subdued by my mother’s deeply erotic ministrations, and my sex stretched angrily and desperately against the tight, teasing embrace of the stocking. The taste of my step-mother and the memory of her recent, so intimate and promising caresses flooded my mind with a million bizarre possibilities. But the more I contemplated what lay ahead, the more worried I became.

   At first, I had assumed the bondage to be some kind of weird and immediate punishment. But now it was clear that it was merely packaging. I was being prepared for a mysterious and frightening journey…to where?

   As the car moved out onto the main road and its speed increased considerably, I tried to think rationally, to contemplate what was happening to me. Yet even as I struggled to work out the true nature of my fate, I was overwhelmed by intense sexual feelings. My sex was rock hard, inspired by the teasing caress of the stocking, the powerful taste of my step-mother’s sex, her gentle words and hands and a thousand memories of her and her two gorgeous daughters. Try as I might, my mind seemed to be unable to focus on the challenge of my future. Thoughts of elegant, black nylon sheathed legs, of perfectly formed breasts, of the highest heels, and soft, blood red lips, and dark, sensual eyes flooded my already perverse imagination. Yes, it was all far too much and for a few terrible moments I was sure I would ejaculate violently into the stocking. But the way my step-mother had secured the cording seemed to make full and final erection impossible.

   At first I thought the journey would be a long and testing one, but after only 20 or 30 minutes the car turned off the main road and pulled to a halt on what felt like a bumpy gravel path. After a few seconds the car began to move gain, this time down what felt like an even bumpier country track. The car’s superb suspension made the ride far less uncomfortable than it might have been, and after five more minutes, the elegant, expensive vehicle again drew to a halt. Doors opened and closed. The boot was opened. I could hear muffled voices. Then I was hauled up out of the boot and once again I was being carried.

   I was silent and very frightened. For some reason, I found myself imagining the very worst: I had been taken into the heart of the thick woodland that surrounded the town near the family home, to be quietly disposed of!

   But then I was aware in some strange way that we were inside a form of dwelling, that I was being carried down a corridor and then into a room, into a large, echo plagued room in a large and possibly very old house.

   I was placed on a hard surface. I remained still, quite terrified. Then more hands were upon me and the bag that was my prison was being unzipped. Thanks to the blindfold and the hood, I could see nothing, but immediately the voices were clear. The voices of women: my mother and another person, a stranger.

   ‘How old is he?’

   The voice was hard, cool and foreign.

   ‘Eighteen.’

   My mother’s voice, calm, indifferent.

   ‘He looks younger.’

   ‘He’s a little under-developed. Naturally…petite.’

   ‘Yes, I can see that. But that will help us. There is already a distinct femininity.’

   The word “femininity” filled my pounding heart with a terrible dread. I remembered distinctly feminine references and my mother’s use of the word “transformation”. What were these women planning for me!?

   Then there were more hands upon my body. The blindfold was removed and the stocking hood pulled very roughly and quickly from my head.

   I gasped into the gag as my whole being was suddenly plunged in an all-pervasive and utterly blinding white light. It took nearly a minute for me to be able to begin to make out my surroundings, and what I eventually saw inspired a total and terrible fear.

   I was on a table, a white marble, oblong table placed near the centre of a large white tiled room, a room that resembled a huge operating theatre.

   Standing immediately before me there were four women. My step-mother was one of them. Next to her was an older woman with very striking grey streaked black hair bound in a tight bun with a very ornate diamond and steel clasp. She was dressed in a tight white sweater and a long black skirt (with a very thick black leather belt). Her hard, grey eyes possessed a harsh intensity that immediately told me she was in charge of this strange, frightening place.

   Standing next to her were two younger women, a tall blonde and a shorter, plumper red head. Both were perhaps in their early to mid-twenties and dressed in exactly the same and very striking manner: a very tight white sweater (similar to that worn by the older woman), a black micro-mini-skirt, sheer black nylon tights and high-heeled, black patent leather court shoes. The blonde wore her hair in a pretty ponytail, while the red head preferred a loser bun held in place by a black wooden clasp. They were both very beautiful, with figures that easily justified the revealing and highly erotic uniform. As they were standing a little further back from the table, it was possible for me to see their full, very impressive forms and feel a powerful and highly embarrassing sexual thrill.

   I also noticed that each of the three women wore a gleaming pink, rose-shaped broach over their left breasts.

   ‘I am Lillian Stroheim,’ the older woman announced, beholding me with a stern, soul crushing gaze. ‘And you are in the Pink Rose Sissy Day Care Centre.’

   I looked at her in awe, amazement and utter terror. I moaned fearfully into the panty gag and tried to avoid staring directly at her very impressive bosom, the word “sissy” ringing in my mind like a bell of utter and inescapable doom.

   ‘Today,’ she continued, her Northern European accent deep, dark and filled with the terrible secrets of my unclear fate, ‘you will begin your induction training as a Pink Rose baby maid and sissy slave. During the next four weeks you will train in permanent residence at the centre. At the end of this period, you will be formally registered as one of our twenty day care sissies and returned to the care of your loving mother and sisters. You will spend 9 hours each weekday undergoing further training and physical transformation. The training day will be 8.00am to 5.00pm, Monday to Friday. Evenings and weekends will be spent at home.’

   I listened to her in a state of petrified astonishment, to this talk of training and sissies and “baby maids”. I was to become a “baby maid”? What on earth was that!? To my horror, Ms Stroheim quickly explained.

   ‘The feminisation process will begin immediately. Your body will undergo the core preliminary preparations. Then you will be made up and dressed. Then you will be placed in the novice nursery with two other new entrants, who arrived yesterday evening. After breakfast and the first round of hormone injections, you will begin your induction training.’

   The word that said it all: “feminisation”. My eyes widened with a new, all pervasive terror at its husky, cruel utterance, and by the time Ms Stroheim had completed her terrible revelations, I was squealing furiously into the pungent, inescapable panty gag and wriggling angrily on the cool surface of the marble table, my tightly stockinged sex, still embarrassingly erect, swinging to and throw in an absurd and vaguely lurid manner, my always small, feminine backside performing a ballet of frightened wiggles. Already, I was on the awful pathway, already I was trapped in the straight-jacket of femininity. I look at my beautiful, buxom step-mother with tear soaked, terror-filled eyes. Yes, she knew all my secrets: my helpless desire for her and, more importantly, for the trappings of her splendid femininity. She had seen into my soul and extracted a desire that was now to be fully exposed and moulded in this strange and awful academy of…feminisation.

   The two younger women stepped forward. As they grabbed my tethered form, I found myself wondering what had become of Anita and Angeline. I had assumed they had travelled in the car with my step-mother. But now it was unclear whether they were in the building or still at home.

   The two young women were surprisingly strong. As they hauled me off the table, their powerful, sandalwood perfume washed over my naked, bound body and the softness of their tight sweaters added to a general and very considerable physical teasing that, even in this terrible situation, ensured I remained very hard and significantly flustered!

   I yelped with fear as I was carried only a few feet and then made to stand precariously upright. Hands worked free the stockings binding my arms and legs and suddenly I was free of bondage. My first thought was to try and rush from the room, but even as this thought turned to a physical urge, the young women were upon me, one grasping an arm, the other a leg. And it was only then, as the blonde pulled my arm above my head, and the redhead pulled my leg out at a 45 degree angle to the rest of my body, that I began to understand what was about to happen. For as I looked down at the white tiled floor, I saw that I was standing directly over a silver coloured, circular grill - a drain cover. The tiles sloped inward slightly from points marked by two metal bolts fixed to the floor, attached to which were two leather shackles, one positioned a few inches from each of my feet. And it was into the left shackle that my left foot was now being forced. And it was into a shackle attached to one end of a long metal bar, which was itself attached to the ceiling by two long silver chains, that my right wrist was now being attached, a bar only a foot or so above my head, and which the tall blonde reached with hardly an effort.

   Then my right foot and left wrist were the also secured to the corresponding shackles and, as the two lovely young females stepped back to consider their kinky labours, I found myself forced into the shape of a loose “X”. I moaned into the gag and stared at them with pleading, desperate eyes, my nylon sheathed sex rising up before me like a confession of the darkest masochistic desire. And, here, I knew, was the simple, terrible truth.

   I looked over at my stepmother and the mysterious Ms Stroheim. I could now see that her long black skirt covered virtually the whole of her lower body, revealing only exquisitely shaped, black nylon sheathed ankles and feet resting in a pair of black patent leather court shoes with cruel, testing 5 inch heels!

   In my stepmother’s eyes there was a terrible, blunt cruelty that betrayed the sadistic pleasure she was taking in my fate. I looked at her and realised how utterly gorgeous she was and how much, despite everything, I wanted her. Then I remembered her soft, teasing words as a lay bound and tightly gagged beneath her splendid form, her wondrous perfume washing over my naked, tortured body. The promise of making all my dreams come true, the whispered promise as she gently slid the devastatingly arousing scented black stocking over my boiling, desperate cock.

   The blonde had now walked over to the far wall. I watched as she pressed a large red button set on a steel panel and then heard a strange electrical noise above my head. Suddenly the bar was being pulled upward by moving chains and I was going with it. Indeed, in a few seconds, I found that the loose “X” had been pulled uncomfortably tight and I was stretched out on an invisible vertical rack, totally helpless and totally exposed.

   Tears of discomfort and fear trickled from eyes and Ms Stroheim’s cruel smile widened. The blonde returned to my stretched, intimately displayed form and then roughly pulled the duct tape from my lips. I squealed with pain and outrage. Then the panties were pulled from my mouth. For a few heavenly seconds I was ungagged. I managed to direct a pathetic “please” at my stepmother, before the blonde stuffed what appeared and felt like a very large circular pink sponge into my mouth. It’s heavy, soapy scent induced an immediately urge to vomit and I squealed more high-pitched, helplessly girlish pleas for mercy before the sponge, as if reacting to the remaining dampness in my mouth, began to expand. Suddenly every intimate crevice of my mouth was filled and my tongue was pressed flat against the base of my mouth. I was now unable even to squeak my outrage and fear, and, thanks to the tight fit, unable to force this wicked yet strangely soft intruder from my mouth.

   Then I was returned to the terrible space between heaven and hell that was the torment of my painfully vulnerable sex. The redhead moved very close to me, a teasing smile lighting up her very pretty face.

   ‘I bet you love having your willy all wrapped up in soft nylon, babikins,’ she whispered, her moist, blood red lips glistening in the electric light of the room.

   I met her emerald-eyed gaze and knew there was nothing I could do to resist whatever torture she had planned. The sense of helplessness was soul-destroying. I felt the already strained muscles in my arms and legs tense with instinctive fear as she stepped forward and began very gently to untie the ribbon binding my scrotum. I screamed with unbearable pleasure, a scream that was transformed into the slightest whimper by the fiendish sponge gag.

   Then, very slowly, and with her piercing eyes never leaving mine, she began to remove the stocking. I tried to buck and pull away from her devilish, expert hands, but I was pulled painfully rigid, and even the slightest movement was impossible.

   Then, with one swift movement, the stocking was free and I was fully and terribly exposed to this gathering of mysterious and terrifying females. And as soon as the stocking was cast off, the blonde stepped forward, now armed with what appeared to be a large, white aerosol can. My eyes moved fearfully from the can to her splendid, ample breasts, which were rising and falling rapidly beneath the tight white sweater. She was stunningly beautiful, and her scented presence only made my helpless and deeply ambivalent sexual excitement so much worse.

   As my eyes moved from her breasts to the perfect curves of long, black nylon sheathed legs, she pressed the black button on the top of the aerosol and a jet of thick pink cream suddenly spurted across my chest. I tensed as the cold cream was sprayed over the entire upper half of my body, then over my pubes and sex and down my legs. Even my arms and the leather shackles were covered. And within a few minutes I was entombed from the tips of my toes to my finger nails in this odd, very thick cream, which stank of roses and turpentine.

   The blonde made great play of ensuring that a large quantity of the pink foam was aimed directly at my tightly stretched buttocks and even into my back passage. I squealed uselessly as this particularly unpleasant invasion occurred, but even as I unleashed my pathetic protests, there was something deep inside me that found this bizarre humiliation terribly exciting.

   Once my body was covered, the blonde pulled a pair of pink shaped swimming goggles over my head to cover my eyes. I tried to resist the latest bizarre and frightening intervention, but she held my head with a very powerful free arm and then slapped my face with a terrible, angry force once the goggles were positioned.

   Reeling from this assault, I was helpless to resist what happened next: the submersion of my entire head, including my face, in a layer of the foam. As the pink cream covered the goggles I squealed for a mercy I knew would never come.

   Then there was silence, an expectant and deeply troubling silence. I had been totally enveloped in the cream. Every inch of me, including my hair, was smothered. I was held suspended and cocooned. And then there was a sudden and awful change.

   Within a few seconds the cool cream seemed to heat up. A strange, deeply irritating tingling began to spread over my expertly restrained form, a tingling that quickly increased in power and eventually mutated into a distinct burning sensation. I tried to squeal louder and managed to produce only the faintest whimper of utter despair and terror. I struggled with all my somewhat limited might against the irresistible shackles that so very effectively held me firm and panic enveloped my mind. Tears of horror flooded from my goggled eyes and the sound of female laughter echoed around the large, tiled room. I cursed these cruel, perverse women. Did my crimes of indifference, laziness and helpless fetishism deserve this elaborate and awful punishment?

   Then another shocking development. As the heat increased to such a level that I was sure my skin would soon begin to fry, a heart-stopping jet of cold water struck my chest. Then it was systematically criss-crossing my body and, in the process, washing the thick, pink foam from my tenderised form. I was filled with an almost unbearable sense of absolute relief. The water was now moving around me, over my back, between my buttocks (a teasingly prolonged moment of semi-erotic cleansing), over my legs and arms and then over my head. In a few minutes I was viewing my cruel captors through waterlogged goggles and the painful heat was only a terrible, fleeting memory.

   Yet as the water and discarded cream trickled off my body, I felt something odd run down my back and face. Then a thick clump of hair became entangled in my goggles. Then I realised what the cream had done to my body, and especially my hair, and I let out another ultra-muffled squeal of horror.

   ‘The cream removes all body hair quickly and very effectively,’ Ms Stroheim explained. ‘And the removal is permanent. Thus skins of our sissy charges are kept silky smooth at all times.’

   Too horrified to protest or question, my head lowered in a deep and horrible shame, I offered no resistance as the blonde removed the goggles. I stared down at my still hard sex and saw a strange, babified sex shorn of all pubic hair. I also saw that the few hairs on my slight, boyish chest had also disappeared. In their place was skin that had turned a strange light pink, a skin that now seemed devoid of any mark or blemish, a strangely fresh and new skin: the skin of a baby maid.

   I watched the water and my hair swirl around and disappear into the silver grill of the drain directly beneath my tormented, stretched body and felt as if my very masculinity was being flushed away forever.

   The next ordeal was a return to penis bondage, but of a distinctly more intricate and perverse kind; and it was once again managed by the cruel-eyed redhead, her smile now widened by my recent denuding. She stepped forward as the blonde returned a long, pink coloured hose pipe to a circular metal rack held beneath the marble table. In her left hand, the redhead held what looked like the finger of a glove, a long prink tube made from some form of rubber. As she positioned herself within a few inches of my very hard and exposed sex, she looked up at me with cruel, emerald eyes.

   ‘Now, stay very still, babikins. We don’t want to have to remove your naughty little man just yet, but we do need to keep it under control.’

   I looked down in horror and once again unleashed a series of pointless and extremely well muffled squeals. Yet, despite these renewed protests, I tried to keep as still as possible as the redhead very gently began to slip the glove over my hard, hungry sex.

   Tears of frustration and a terrible, dark pleasure trickled from my wide eyes as the glove’s very soft rubber body edged up my boiling sex.

   ‘Don’t get carried away now, babikins,’ the redhead whispered, her eyes fixed firmly on her kinky labours. ‘If you come, I’m afraid you’ll find yourself minus cock and balls by lunch time.’

   Her threat, which I had no reason to doubt, inspired silence, stillness and a desperately hard effort to concentrate on the colour of the ceiling tiles.

   The glove was slipped over the full length of my cock and then positioned very carefully over my bulging, crimson balls. As it snapped into place, I sensed a very pleasant but also very robust constriction.

   ‘The restrainer allows virtually full erection,’ Ms Stroheim explained to my stepmother, ‘but restricts the expansion required for ejaculation.’

   My stepmother nodded and smiled. ‘What an excellent idea.’

   Then she looked directly into my eyes and I felt a helpless sexual charge spread across my tormented body.

   By this time the blonde had also stepped into my field of vision, and what she held before me inspired a genuine and total horror. For in her elegant hands was a long, thick dildo, or at least what appeared to be a dildo!

   ‘The plugging and subsequent training of the back passage is an essential part of a sissy’s education,’ Ms Stroheim continued. ‘The anal vibrator allows both stimulation and punishment. Thanks to tiny electrical cells built into its rubber walls, it is can be controlled remotely. Also, it is hollow, to assist the daily enema regime and the recycling of waste matter.’

   As my step-mother’s lovely, wicked smile widened, the blonde held the vibrator closer, to ensure me a full, teasing view. It was made from some form of very hard pink rubber and, despite its curved, phallic shape, was, as Ms Stroheim had noted, hollow.

   The blonde then disappeared behind me and my anal passage tensed instinctively. Yet the first part of the formal intrusion began not with the vibrator, but with an injection. As the blonde took up some mysterious position behind me, the redhead again stepped forward, this time armed with a large and very threatening syringe.

   ‘The injection will ensure a prolonged relaxation of the sphincter muscle. Over the next month, special treatments will ensure a permanent relaxing.’

   The redhead inserted the syringe deep into my left thigh and I squealed with a mixture of outrage and utter terror. Her smile widened as my humiliation and fear reached their most extreme. I was in the hands of truly wicked women. Yet even as the cruel needle punctured my pink, silken skin, my erection strained even harder against its ingenious and completely unforgiving restraint.

   Then, suddenly, I felt my body collapse beneath me. It felt as if every muscle had suddenly turned to jelly. I slumped forward and was sure I was about to lose consciousness. However, after a few seconds, I was able to pull my head back up and as I did so felt hands gently parting my buttocks. Then there was a finger inside me, a damp finger that pushed deep into my darkest passage, a finger spreading a layer of some cool gel over the walls of my anus. Then the finger was pulled out and something cold and hard replaced it. All of this happened as if it were happening to someone else. My arse felt detached from the rest of my body; and when the vibrator was pushed deeper into it, it felt like a pencil being pushed into dough.

   Eventually the effort to insert the vibrator became greater. I sensed the release of physical energy, the expenditure of human effort. Then there was a sudden shift forward and the vibrator seemed to lodge deep inside me.

   ‘Take him down and prepare the body paint.’

   Ms Stroheim’s words sounded as if spoken underwater. The chains were lowered and I was released from the shackles. I immediately collapsed forward into the arms of the redhead and the blonde and had to be carried back to the white marble table, where I was laid out upon a white rubber mat.

   Here, I was subject to perhaps the most bizarre and worrying part of my ordeal so far; for as soon as I was set out on my back, my body not my own, the blonde revealed yet another white aerosol can. Yet this one released a fine, warm and snow white coloured spray which turned out to be silk-finish paint. This was directed across my exposed torso for at least five minutes. Then she set to work on my thighs and legs. As she did so, the redhead used a very soft white haired brush to spread the paint across my body in a much more consistent and detailed manner, ensuring every inch of skin was properly and fully covered.

   ‘The body paint is actually a form of industrial dye that has been specially enhanced to seal with human skin. It is non-toxic and extremely robust. It will allow the skin to breathe and sweat in the normal way while remaining resistant to normal removal techniques.’

   Ms Stroheim’s sinister words echoed through my head as I was turned onto my back. The spraying and brushing then continued. Soon after, the goggles were reapplied to my face and my face and shaven head were also covered. Then the goggles were removed and the redhead carefully “coloured in” the space around my eyes and my eye lids.

   Within 20 minutes, I was completed covered in a suit of white body paint. Every centimetre of my body had been expertly sealed. I looked up into white electric light and felt tears trickle down alabaster cheeks. I moaned into the sponge gag, and then, still face down, I felt my body being pulled along the table and my legs parted.

   ‘Incredible,’ I heard my mother say, her voice hoarse, excited.

   I remembered the taste of her panties and felt my cock press angrily into the rubber mat. Then hands were again reaching down between my buttocks.

   ‘We begin and subsequently sustain the recycling process with enemas,’ Ms Stroheim continued. ‘We use a special medical soap and warm water, mixed with a vitamin cream and sterilisation agent.’

   Something, some appropriately formed object, was then slotted into the hollow frame of the vibrator. It was pushed with vigour beyond the vibrator and deep inside me. I moaned with genuine pain as it seemed to slip into the very heart of my bowels, but found the earlier immobilising injection made any resistance utterly impossible.

   Then there was a liquid warmth inside me. Some thick, warm liquid was flowing through the vibrator and into my bowels. I was being given an enema!

   I tried to position my head to view the contraption that was so wickedly filling my gut, but only the slightest movement was possible.

   Soon, I felt a strange and uncomfortable expansion of my bowels and an embarrassing gaseous gurgling began to fill the room. The women laughed and I sobbed. When would this dreadful and utterly perverse humiliation end!?

   The answer seemed to be: never; for as soon as my bowels appeared about to explode with the pressure of the thick liquid that had been pumped into it, there was more fiddling with my rear.

   ‘The enema probe is also hollow and will remain in place within the vibrator,’ Ms Stroheim explained. ‘It has a control value that a can allow or prevent the flow of liquid from the bowel into the mobile Recycler.’

   Then, my bowels a tightly-stretched balloon, I was pulled off the table and hauled over to a corner of the room previously unnoticed. Here, I was confronted with an elegant pink mahogany dressing table, beneath which was a white backed stool, and, beside the table, a mobile hairdressing table.

   On the dressing table were a collection make-up, perfumes, brushes and a large plastic wig stand over which was stretched a wig of some kind that was currently covered by a white silk sheet. I stared at this latest manifestation of my terrible fate and felt a sickening sense of inescapable doom wash over me, followed by a cool stream of absolute terror.

   Attached to the dressing table was a large, oval, wood framed mirror, and although I was not at first made to sit on the stool, I was able to see a strange, snow white form, just a torso really, but enough to indicate the true extent of my terrible transformation.

   My stomach churned and the huge amount of liquid in my gut pressed against the probe. Every inch of my being wished to evacuate this grim material from my body, yet, thanks to the perverse imagination of my captors, release was, in so many ways, impossible.

   I was held upright by the two younger women and was aware of my stepmother and Ms Stroheim standing very close by.

   ‘We will start with the body shaper.’

   As the harsh voice of Ms Stroheim rang in my head, the blonde took a firmer grip of me and the redhead, obeying Ms Stroheim’s instruction, tottered on her cruel stiletto heels to what looked like a secret doorway in the wall. At first sight merely a slight rectangular outline drawn on the wall, the door was quickly revealed to be an entrance to a large walk in closet. And it was from this dark room that the beautiful, buxom young woman extracted “the body shaper”.

   She held it before me with a smile of pure sadistic glee. I found myself staring at what appeared to be a pink rubber basque, a device designed to cover the male torso and make it female, a trick accomplished by ingenious and disturbing padding.

   Fitted to the chest area were two large bra cups filled with very impressive and convincing padding. The waist area seemed fearfully tight and there was more padding at the hips and backside. There seemed to be two button sealed flaps, one at the front and one at the year, both positioned towards the base of the torso. Then there was the transparent rubber tubing; one thick length that ran around the slender waist, and another thinner length that ran from the waist tube up the front of the shaper and between the bra cups.

   ‘Each bra cup is a sealed rubber chamber filled with silicon. This produces a highly convincing effect in terms of both weight and presentation. It also prepares the sissy for her own breasts.’

   My eyes widened at the reference to my “own breasts”. My worst fears were quickly realised when my mother asked “when does the breast augmentation surgery begin?’

   Ms Stroheim smiled and nodded. ‘Your enthusiasm is understandable. There is nothing that more potently expresses the sissy maid’s complete subjugation to femininity than her bosom. However, we have to be careful. By the end of the initial training period, the first round of hormone treatments will be completed and the nascent breast structure established. The first surgical intervention will take place within the following two months. Full breast enhancement will be completed within 6 months.’

   As my mind reeled with the true nature of my transformation, as I began to realise the appalling fact of my mother’s intentions for me, the blonde suddenly stepped forward and began, to my renewed horror, to work something over my rubber-sealed sex.

   ‘The head of the restrainer is made up of a number of micro-filters that allow the normal passage of urine. This also allows a full interface with the recycler tubes.’

   I looked down at my sex and watched, devastated, crushed and helplessly aroused, as what appeared to be a further rubber restraining device was attached. This version of the cruel tool of suppression was slightly different, however; for fitted to its front end was another length of clear rubber tubing.

   This was left dangling off the end of my sex as the blonde then disappeared behind my back and began fiddling with the device Ms Stroheim had referred to as the “enema probe”.

   ‘The recycler glove and probe extension allow direct connections to the body shaper tubing and establish the internal transmission network for the recycler.’

   As the grey-eyed mistress explained a device still beyond my already solely tested imagination, the redhead drew the body shaper up before me. As she held it a few inches from my tormented, sissified form, the blonde carefully unbuttoned the two flaps. She then grabbed me firmly beneath the arm pits and the redhead knelt down. The blonde then began to draw the body shaper over my feet and then up my white marble legs. Still considerably weakened by the injection, still firmly silenced by the fat sponge gag, my only protest was a further trickle of helplessly girlish tears.

   With care and determination, the redhead hauled the body shaper up legs and over my waist. Then it was rolled up my torso and pulled firmly into final place over my chest.

   Almost immediately, I was aware of its tightness, of the way it seemed to grip every inch of my body in a vice of strong, merciless rubber. But especially my waist: the air was forced from my lungs and out through the sponge gag.

   ‘The waist section is designed from a slightly different mixture of latex rubber,’ Ms Stroheim continued. ‘It is designed to contract when heated in a way very similar to the restrainer. This produces the effect of a very powerful corset and enforces very effectively a core principle of sissification: permanent body discipline by the controlling female hand; a principle taken to its most extreme and beautiful point by the Recycler.’

   As well as the terrible pressure on my waist, there was the highly disturbing impact of the silicon breasts. I felt my weakened body pulled painfully forward and the blonde had to double her efforts to ensure that I remained upright. I felt her large, hopefully natural breasts press into my back and her powerful rose perfume tickle my snow white nostrils. Her sheer nylon sheathed and perfectly shaped legs brushed against the highly sensitised and silky skin of my thighs and I moaned with helpless and soul destroying pleasure.

   Then the redhead was fiddling with the buttoned flap at the front of the body shaper. I looked down in horror as the flap was pulled back and my sex popped out.

   Now I could clearly see that the head of the second sheath had another clear plastic tube attached to it. The redhead took the tube in her left hand and then rather unceremoniously shoved my rubberised sex back into the shaper. She then closed the flap in such a way that the tube was able to be pulled through a small gap at the top of the flap by the button and then connected to a small plug in the broader tube fixed to the tight waist of the body shaper. She then quickly slipped behind me and, from the fiddling that following, I assumed she pulled a similar tube attached to the enema probe through the rear flap and attached it to a similar plug in the rear section of the waist tube.

   As my mind struggled to make sense of this peculiar and very sinister plumbing, I began to feel a certain amount of strength return to my muscles. Suddenly, I was very much aware of the width of the vibrator lodged deep in my anus. A terrible sense of severe and uncomfortable stretching inspired a moan of pain and a helplessly feminine wiggle of discomfort. At the same time, a powerful rose scent began to emanate from my body.

   ‘The relaxant is wearing off,’ Ms Stroheim said. ‘And he is beginning to sweat.”

   My mother seemed slightly perplexed. ‘Sweat?’

   ‘The body paint is designed to mix with body sweat and convert it into a strong, feminine perfume. The molecular structure of the paint allows the liquid sweat to be evaporated and converted into a rose scent.’

   The destruction of my masculinity was progressing at a rapid rate. My body was being consumed by a total and inescapable feminisation. I was losing all control of my most intimate physical processes. My enslavement was terrible and absolute.

   ‘Move him to the stool.’

   The blonde released me and I was pushed forward. I found that there was now a renewed strength in my legs and I tottered wearily towards the dressing table, my stride widened by the pressure of the vibrator, a pressure I was finding increasingly pleasant!
And it was then that I had my greatest shock. For as the blonde forced me to sit on the stool, I found myself confronting a truly bizarre and humiliating sight: my own reflection. The large oval mirror revealed a strange, half-formed mannequin, a mutant show room dummy. I moaned with despair and burst into tears. As the tears trickled down my shiny, snow white face, the women mocked me with a terrible cruelty, their laughter drowning out my own well-gagged cries with a simple, brutal power.

   My head appeared a large white egg. My mouth, with its disturbing, white lips stretched wide by the pink sponge gag, a horrid wound, a break in the fragile surface exposing a sickly internal substance. The only human aspect of this grim façade were my eyes, my large, always girlish, crystal blue eyes, eyes filled with terror and tears, eyes betraying my utter despair, yet also a deeply perverse and irresistible sexual thrill.

   Then there was my body. In the mirror only my neck and arms, so perfectly white, were fully visible. But then there was the body shaper and its strange, intensely feminine curves, a device designed to give me the form of a woman and which added a strange hint of humanity to my doll-like presence. And then, running around the waist and up toward the chest of the shaper, were the strange, clear tubes.

   ‘Yes, you do look a little odd,’ Ms Stroheim whispered, inspiring further laughter. ‘But don’t worry, babikins: in a little while you’ll be the image of sissy perfection.’

   My bowels, still demanding release, gurgled angrily in a seeming response. As I had been pushed into the sitting position, the vibrator had slipped even deeper inside of me, and as I struggled to come to terms with my surreal reflection, I fought to resist the waves of guilty pleasure its presence was increasingly inspiring.

   The next stage of my transformation began almost immediately. The redhead took a large, black plastic lipstick from the table and knelt down in front of me, her smile as wide and cruel as ever.

   ‘The lipstick is impregnated with the same dye as the body paint,’ Ms Stroheim continued to explain to my fascinated and aroused stepmother. ‘Once applied, it will be virtually irremovable.’

   The redhead held my chin with one hand and then very carefully ran the cherry flavoured, pink tip of the stick across my upper lip. Our eyes met and I quivered at the look of merciless sadistic intent. I then knew the deep, dark pleasure my transformation was giving her. In her gaze was a simple, awful fact: to torture and torment me gave her a very powerful sexual thrill.

   Once my lips were fully covered, she returned to the table and took up a large white china pot of pink rouge, its shade matching the lipstick exactly. She then applied with her long, rather beautiful fingers, two large pink circles to each of my alabaster cheeks, changing me from a show room dummy into a Victorian doll minus wig; but then the wig was duly produced.

   The blonde pulled back the silken sheet covering the wig stand with an explosive and teasing gesture that imitated some grotesque official unveiling. The other women recognised this by clapping dramatically and as my eyes rested upon the revealed object, more tears of horror flooded forth! For here was the most stunning and thus appalling symbol of my spectacular sissification: a huge explosion of strawberry blonde ringlets that again brought to mind an elaborately decorated Victorian doll.

   I watched, stunned and utterly defeated, as the blonde gently lifted the wig from the stand and brought it over towards my tormented, increasingly sissified form. I looked at the wig and then at the blonde, at this tall, gorgeous creature with her long, black hosed legs and firm, generous bosom. She was truly beautiful and, as her wicked gaze betrayed, utterly unforgiving.

   ‘The wig is fitted to the head by means of special adhesive fastenings sown into its silk lined underside. It will rest very comfortably and firmly on the head. It cannot be removed by the sissy, as a special loosening cream is required to release the stronger adhesive strips fixed to the sides. Obviously, you can choose any wig you see fit for her, but for now we will begin with the classic sissy training model.’

   The wig was carefully pulled into position over my head. Then I saw just how effective and permanent this transformation would be. Suddenly, the showroom dummy became a very pretty doll. I looked at my reflection in amazement. Even with the mutilating gag, I appeared strikingly feminine.

   ‘My my,’ Ms Stroheim whispered.

   ‘He’s so…’

   My stepmother’s words trailed off into a realm of dark speculation. Even she was shocked by the initial results of this forced and deeply perverse changing.

   As soon as the wig was in place, the redhead opened a drawer built into the side of the dressing table and extracted a pair of very sheer, pink nylon stockings. As I looked at them, I felt my sex press harder against its tight rubber prison. Memories of erotic investigations into my stepmother’s underwear drawers came flooding back as the redhead knelt before me. The feel of her hose, the sheer, soft sensations of tights and stockings, the scents, the illicit thrill of an intense and inescapable fetishism. All these terribly arousing thoughts filled my mind.

   The redhead placed the stockings on the tiled floor and then made me stretch out my waxen left leg, with my toes pointed forward in a distinctly feminine manner. The fact that I obeyed her without a moment’s hesitation betrayed very clearly my secret longing for some form of envelopment in soft nylon. When I shakily caressed my step-mother’s tights, I had always pondered putting them on. But fear and circumstance had always gotten the better of me. Now, however, I had no choice, and my excitement was, despite my wider predicament, very apparent.

   ‘You were right about his tendencies,’ Ms Stroheim said, addressing my fascinated mother. ‘This will make things much easier.’

   The first stocking was drawn up my denuded, painted leg and I suddenly fell into a whirlpool of intense physical pleasure. The soft kiss of very sheer nylon against highly sensitised skin is a truly overwhelming pleasure. Everything that had passed was forgotten and I found myself squealing with a powerful animal arousal, squeals that were turned to meows of sissy ecstasy by the fat sponge gag.

   The stocking was pulled tightly into place at the top of my creamy left thigh and then held there by the addition of a pink lace frilled garter. The redhead, closely watched by the other women, then helped me into the second stocking and secured it with another exactly matching garter.

   Tears of helpless arousal trickled from my eyes and I found myself looking over at my stepmother with an intense longing. She met my desperate gaze and smiled.

   ‘He’s already completely hooked,’ she whispered.

   Ms Stroheim smiled. ‘As you predicted. The sex drug will be a particularly powerful means of ensuring her complete feminisation and submission. Her natural fetishistic inclinations will help us destroy all traces of the male personality.’

   After the stockings, my feet were slipped into a pair of pink satin, adult-sized baby booties, which the blonde had extracted, together with some other odd looking items of clothing, from the closet. The fitting of the booties, again by the smiling, buxom redhead, brought me out of my fetishistic revelry. Once more I was aware of the true nature of my feminisation. The words sissy and baby rang in my head and a sense of terrible humiliation returned.

   The large, tight booties were secured with soft pink satin ribbons in fat sissy bows. Then the blonde began work on my hands. First, two lengths of thick pink rubber were produced. They were essentially longer and broader versions of the sheaths imprisoning my desperate cock. These were quickly pulled tightly over my hands, thus totally immobilising my fingers.

   ‘We deny use of the hands during all stages of training. The sissy must be completely reliant on his carers. This increases control and the sense of utter helplessness that is vital to ensuring a properly trained baby maid.’

   As Ms Stroheim explained this latest terrible development, the blonde revealed a pair of stunning pink silk mittens that matched exactly the colour and texture of the booties. These were stretched over the rubberised stumps that were now my hands and pulled tightly in place. And no sooner were they positioned, than the redhead stepped before me armed with a pair of incredible, very heavily frilled white silk briefs. The white lace frilling ran in hoops around the panties, which, despite being made of silk, were very heavily padded.

   I was made to stand upright and then step into the panties. The redhead quickly pulled them up my legs and positioned them around my very tightly restrained waist. They brought a sense of devastating ultra-femininity and also stressed the feminine curves the padding of the body shaper created around my hips and backside.

   Then there was a moment I would remember for a very long time: the unveiling of the dummy gag. Of all the tools of sissy control that I would be subject to over the coming months, it was this one which, for me, would come to symbolise perfectly my terrible fate.

   The dummy gag was taken from a silver metal case by Ms Stroheim herself and held before me with terrifying conviction.

   ‘Remove the sponge gag,’ she ordered.

   The blonde obeyed, hauling the gag from my mouth in one rough tug. I coughed and spluttered, my long tormented mouth suddenly free of the sound stopping material. But no sooner was I gasping my relief than Ms Stroheim ordered me to open wide.

   The dummy gag: essentially a very fat, skin coloured teat fixed to a plastic base shaped in the form of a heart. Yet this was only the surface truth of its diabolical function.

   The large, phallic-shaped teat was then shoved deep into my mouth and the plastic plate was pressed firmly against my lips. I felt it stick firmly via some hidden adhesive material, thus holding the dummy in place and sealing my pink-painted lips around its fat, cock-like width.

   Yet this was only the beginning of its kinky facilities. For no sooner was the teat lodged deep inside my mouth than, to my surprise and dismay, it began to expand.

   ‘Chemically enhanced rubber,’ Ms Stroheim enlightened. ‘The teat will expand to fill the full shape of the mouth. It is designed to expand when in contact with any liquid, including human salvia. Thus it creates an even more effective gag than the sponge and also prevents constriction of throat muscles when the recycling process begins.’

   And it did indeed fill my mouth completely. Within a few terrible seconds, it was if a block of soft liquid rubber had occupied every millimetre of my mouth. My tongue was completely flattened and my pink rouged cheeks bulged. Not a squeak could escape from my mouth. I was completely silenced and would remain so for at least the next 30 days.

   As soon as they were satisfied the gag was properly positioned, the redhead and the blonde continued their kinky preparations. The blonde returned to the closet. The redhead returned to the drawer beneath the dressing table. In a few seconds, the blonde re-merged from the closet carrying a dress, a most spectacular, breathtaking dress that caused my eyes to widen even further in amazement and my beautiful, voluptuous stepmother to gasp with surprise.

   The dress was made from pink satin. Its long sleeves and shoulders were elegantly puffed and thick white lacing trimmed each wide sleeve. The very short skirt was fitted with many layers of delicate white and pink shaded organza petticoating and a series of white pearl buttons ran the length of its curved back. There was also a very high neck, around the top of which ran another layer of expensive French lace. The bodice area was covered in a pattern of pink silk roses.

   ‘How lovely,’ my stepmother whispered

   ‘Yes,’ Ms Stroheim replied. ‘We spend a lot of time on the detail of the sissy attire. Again, a very crucial element in ensuring total submission and control.’

   And as the blonde opened out the dress and ordered me to put my arms up above my head, the redhead extracted a thick white leather collar, attached to the front of which was a large silver hook.

   Everything was happening very quickly now. As the blonde lowered the amazing dress over my arms and they slipped helplessly into the long, so erotically soft sleeves, I felt a sudden throbbing begin deep in my backside. My first response was fear, but the throbbing was far from unpleasant, and soon I began to appreciate that it was in fact very pleasant! My eyes turned to my mother and I moaned with a helpless, powerful desire. Before my head was covered by the gorgeous, soul imprisoning dress, I saw she was holding a small oblong silver box, in the centre of which was a red dial.

   ‘The key tool of control,’ Ms Stroheim explained, as I was plunged into a world of sensual soft pink. ‘The vibrator remote.’

   As my head emerged through the long, lace be-frilled neck of the dress, I saw my stepmother finger the vibrator in a slow, distracted and very sensual manner. She then turned the dial a little further to the right and the teasing, deeply arousing vibration increased. I moaned a totally silenced moan, my widened, sex teased eyes the only indication of the pleasure she was giving me.

   ‘You can see the immediate impact,’ Ms Stroheim continued.

   My stepmother’s smile widened and her beautiful honey brown eyes met mine in a gaze of intense promise.

   My erection fought the tight, all powerful restrainer and I felt a sense of absolute surrender to this gorgeous, powerful woman. Whatever bizarre and permanent punishment was about to be visited on me, I knew I would always be her property and her devoted slave. Feelings of overwhelming and deeply satisfying surrender washed over me, feelings which increased as the blonde pulled the magnificent dress into place over my feminised form.

   The dress fit perfectly. Its soft fabric disguised a second skin tightness that accentuated perfectly the busty, ultra-feminine form imparted by the body shaper.

   As the blonde used the row of white pearl buttons that ran up the spine of the dress to complete its fitting, the redhead set to work with the thick, white leather collar. Standing to my right side, she pulled the collar around my satin encased neck and then buckled it tightly into position, pushing the lace edging that surrounded the neck of the dress even deeper into my white marble chin.

Then the dress was fitted and the collar was tightly in place. The blonde and the redhead stepped back and the women beheld their divinely kinky creation.

   ‘Quite excellent,’ Ms Stroheim whispered. ‘One of the best yet.’

   ‘He’s…beautiful,’ my stepmother said, her eyes continuing to betray the high level of sexual arousal my erotic transformation was inspiring.

   ‘No longer a he,’ Ms Stroheim replied. ‘Now, he is most surely a she, a she forever.’

   My mother nodded and handed the controller to Ms Stroheim. ‘Holly,’ she then muttered.

   ‘Yes, a lovely name – Baby Holly.’

   I looked at my stepmother and instantly remembered the name she had wanted to give the baby daughter she planned to have with my father. The baby that had never been because of his terrible and ultimately terminal illness.

   ‘Now,’ Ms Stroheim continued, ‘for the final touches.’

   The girls smiled and stepped forward once again. I looked at them with fearful, yet also helplessly excited eyes. I looked at them and felt my initial fear fade. These beautiful creatures, with their wicked smiles and knowing gazes, were the agents of a truly amazing and deeply perverse changing; yet as the vibrator teased the ultra-sensitive walls of my anus and my cock stretched so very desperately against the soft but inescapable restriction of the restrainer, my own feelings were now of helpless sexual arousal.

   The blonde returned to the closet, while the redhead stepped up close to my elegantly sissified form. In her right hand she held a length of the clear rubber tubing that seemed so vital to this strange transformation. She then very gently opened a very small, Velcro-sealed flap positioned just beneath my artificial breasts. She slipped her hand inside and pulled through the length of tubing that travelled up the front the body shaper to below the bra area. She connected this to the new length of tubing and then did something that renewed my fear: she moved much closer to me, so close that her real and very ample breasts pressed against my artificial ones, and then began to remove the curved front piece of the plate that held the extraordinary dummy gag in place. It was only then that I realised the remaining end of the tubing had a screw cap that allowed it be “docked” neatly into the front of the dummy gag!

   As the redhead stepped back to inspect her handy work, a sense of true and awful dread washed over my sissified body.

   Yet no sooner had the tube connection been made, than the blonde returned from the closet armed with a pink hat box. She placed this at my bootied feet and removed the lid. From inside she extracted a large, elaborate and utterly stunning pink satin baby’s bonnet, a piece of fetishised Victoriana that outstripped even the spectacular dress in terms of outrageous ultra-femininity.

   A concoction of pink silk and satin layers, with silk side panels attached to which were thick pink silk ribbons. A monstrous excess of wicked babification. A device that did indeed add the final touch to my erotic imprisonment in baby frillies!

   The blonde pulled open the two thick side flaps and then carefully lowered the bonnet over the elaborate wig of sissy ringlets. Our eyes met and I saw a terrible sadistic pleasure which filled me with fear and a dark, powerful and deeply masochistic desire.

   She pulled the flaps down the sides of my white dyed cheeks and then tied the bonnet tightly in place with the silk ribbons that hung from each side. The ribbons were tied together in an expert and very fat bow resting just beneath my chin.

   ‘Superb,’ Ms Stroheim exclaimed. ‘Utterly superb.’

   My stepmother’s smile was now a blinding beam of cruel pleasure. I looked at her and felt an utter humiliation and a terrible desire. My eyes drank up her long, black hosed legs and her full, heaving bosom. I wanted her now more than ever. I remembered her words, her promise to make all my dreams come true if I obeyed her; I remembered the look in her large, intensely sensual eyes as she turned the dial on the vibrator controller. Then I felt the tremendously pleasurable vibrations coursing through my arse and I knew there was no turning back from this kinky sissy fate.

   ‘Now attach the mobile Recycler.’

   Ms Stroheim’s harsh, heartless words dragged me from the drug of my so effectively and absolutely controlled sexual need. I knew the Recycler held a dark and terrible secret that was the key to my transformation. I had pondered the web of tubing and connections and felt a real fear, a fear that cut through the thick wall of desire like a hot knife through soft butter.

   It was the redhead who took the strange, transparent plastic cylinder from the drawer beneath the dressing table. It was the size of a four-pint milk bottle. A shallow layer of white liquid rested inside it. Fixed within the top of its cylindrical shape was a short length of the same tubing that now criss-crossed my sissified body.

   The blonde then produced what appeared to be a pink leather handbag, whose strange rectangular length more or less matched that of the cylinder. The pink leather strap of the handbag was passed over my neck so that the strap ran diagonally across my body and the bag itself rested on top of the right side of the short, fluffed-out skirt of the dress. The bag was then unclipped and the red head very carefully inserted the cylinder inside it, a perfect and disturbing fit. Then, the tubing on the top of the cylinder was pulled through small hole in the bag. Another very small, Velcro-sealed hole in the side of the dress was revealed. The tubing was then gently connected to a slot built into the side of the longer tubing that circumnavigated the body shaper. This connected the bagged cylinder to the bizarre network of tubing that now trapped my sissified form in a most peculiar and mysterious web.

   ‘Bind her,’ Ms Stroheim ordered.

   I stared at my lovely stepmother with renewed concern. She smiled gently, even maternally; trying to reassure me there was nothing to worry about. Suddenly there was a loud, humiliating gurgle from my stretched, full bowel and I blushed, a blush unseen thanks to the thick, semi-permanent dye covering my face.

   The blonde used thick silk ribbons to bind my mittened wrists tightly behind my back. She then used a second ribbon to secure my elbows in a very painful manner that left them virtually touching. I cried out in pain and protest, but not even the tinniest squeak of descent escape my expertly stopped mouth.

   And once my arms were secured, the red head proceeded to attach pink rubber shackles to my bootied ankles, shackles held only six inches or so apart by a further length of pink silk ribbon, thus creating a very effectively and balance-challenging hobble!

   Finally, it seemed I was ready. I felt both frightened and aroused. The layers of feminine attire were uncomfortably hot and I was sweating heavily. But this just added to my fiendish feminisation, for the more I sweated the more powerful the sweet stench of summer roses became.

   ‘Bring out the mobile mirror and let Holly get a good look at herself and her future.’

   The blonde smiled at Ms Stroheim’s command and minced off to the closet, returning a few seconds later with a large, full-size mirror on a metal, wheeled base.

   The mirror was pushed directly before and, for the first time I saw the true and terrible nature of my complete and permanent transformation.

   Before me was a living doll, an elaborately constructed homage to ultra-femininity. Initially, I was sure this wasn’t actually a reflection, but some clever projection; for Holly looked very little like the male I had been, and what with the fat dummy gag, the bonnet, the body dye and the spectacular dress, the creature before me appeared a complete and bizarre stranger!

   But soon the truth became inescapable: this sissy doll was me and I was she, a she forever. In less than one hour, I had become the personification of a wicked philosophy of sissification. And what was really shocking? How convincing I appeared! Yes, I suspected that I would have made quite a convincing young girl - if my transformation had been merely from teenage boy to teenage girl. But I was to be the sissiest of sissies, a baby maid, an object of total female control and pleasure. I was no longer a boy or a girl, but a being somewhere between and beneath the two sexes.

   My eyes betrayed fascination as much as horror. Across the top of the thick broader satin panel that formed the upper section of the bonnet were the words “Baby Holly”, carefully stitched in large red letters. I looked at these two words and realised they announced my true self, the self revealed in the shocking reflection, and I was utterly devastated.

   As a tear of deep humiliation trickled from each baby blue eye, I felt, despite my continuing sexual excitement, a last stab of very male anger. Deep down, my crushed male self was still protesting.

   ‘Yes,’ Ms Stroheim announced, ‘a most radical transformation. But this, my pretty baby, is only the beginning. If you think the worst is over, you are totally mistaken.’

   Her words were delivered with a merciless assurance and I found myself looking up desperately at my mother. She merely smiled cruelly and wallowed in my terrible predicament.

   Then my eyes returned to the mirror, to my long, shapely and highly feminine legs sealed tightly in sheer, pink nylon. To the thick, heavily be-frilled panties peeping erotically out from beneath the layers of multi-coloured frou-frou petiicoating, to the tight, achingly elaborate dress that so effectively displayed the buxom feminine form imparted by the body shaper.

   I viewed my utterly unconvincing and soon to be real bosom. Then my eyes returned to my bonneted head and my tear stained eyes. And it was only then that I took notice of the clear rubber tube rising from beneath my bosom and up into the front of the pink plastic cover of the fiendishly effective dummy gag.

   ‘Yes, Holly – the Recycler.’

   My eyes returned to Ms Stroheim and my heart sped up with renewed worry and fear.

   ‘This is another key weapon of control and the most powerful symbol of your complete and utter (and permanent) subjugation. The Recycler will remove the freedom to control the natural functions of your body. It will make you an object of absolute female control, and thus the truest sissy slave.’

   My trepidation grew as Ms Stroheim pulled another controller from her skirt pocket. This was much smaller than the vibrator control panel, a circular pink plastic device with a small red button at its centre.

   ‘The principle of the Recycler is simple: the control of your basic body digestion and waste management functions. Over the coming weeks, you will be made completely incontinent by the application of drugs and the widening impact of the vibrator. The restrainer’s head is fitted with a network of micro-webbing that will allow urination without restriction. As you know, the vibrator is hollow and fitted with a detachable enema probe that also acts as a suction device. Both the probe and your penis are connected to the mobile Recycler via the network of tubes that are fitted to the body shaper. As you may have noticed, the tube traversing your waist is slightly thicker. This is because it actually contains two tubes, one for processing matter being transmitted into the mobile Recycler, and one for the processed recycle solution, which will be returned to your digestive system via the tube leading up to the dummy gag. The gag itself is made of a specially designed rubber which will act as a sponge, soaking up the recycle solution and then releasing it in a controlled fashion into your mouth and throat. This will prevent choking.’

   I listened with increasing horror, yet also with increasing anger. The male self began to rage against its destruction – a final gesture of defiance in the face of this utter emasculation. My eyes widened. Tears dried up and anger replaced fear.

   ‘The mobile Recycler is carried within its handbag container at all times. It is able to contain up to five pints of recycled and liquefied waste material. You will receive enemas twice daily to ensure that your bowel is thoroughly cleansed and that all faecal waist matter is released in a liquefied state. Liquefication will be ensured by a powerful laxative that is added to the recycle solution when it is being mixed in the Recycler. The Recycler attached to you at the moment also contains a special sterilising solution, flavouring, a number of key nutrients and a powerful sex drive enhancement drug. This will be mixed with the waste material and pumped back up to the dummy gag. Within two weeks, there will be no need for sterilisation, as you bowel will be completely cleaned of all impurities and all waste matter with be pure liquid. Of course, you will not be able to survive on constantly received waste matter, even if it is regularly injected with nutrients. You will therefore also be fed by your trainers twice daily. The food will be liquefied and administered via pint-sized baby bottles.’

   As she paused, I tried to squeal my outrage into the gag, but only a pathetic, girlish peep of despair escaped the all-pervasive, silencing wall of soft rubber that so effectively filled my mouth.

   ‘I am afraid food, and especially the pleasure of food, is now a thing of the past for you, Holly, as it is for all our sissy slaves. You live only to serve women in state of absolute and continual obedience. Your will live to be useful and give pleasure to your mistresses. To help ensure this, you will be kept in a state of powerful sexual arousal at all times. This is probably the only reason you will, for now, be allowed to keep your cock and balls. We will harness the violent energy that is at the heart of male desire and turn it into a tool for your control. Soon, you will be addicted to your pretty dresses, your sheer hose, your babyish frillies. Soon, there will be only sexual need and servitude – the two indistinguishable. A mistress may choose to relieve your constant and inescapable cravings at some point in the future, but while you are here, there will only be training and service.’

   This was my awful, startling, brutally cruel fate. Tears now poured from my eyes. I looked again at my stepmother’s beautiful visage and tried to communicate my terror and outrage. But then Ms Stroheim pressed the red button and a new and terrible stage in my sissy training began.

   Very quickly, I felt a new vibration, a vibration that originated from the plastic container sealed in the dainty pink handbag. Then there was a strange, frightening movement in the vibrator and I sensed a slow, gradual release of the pressure on my stomach. Then I knew what was happening: the enema fluid was being released into the tubes, and thus – eventually – into the Recycler, and, when sterilised and mixed with the nutrients, the sex drug and the “flavouring” it would be pumped up to the dummy gag for release into my stopped, utterly helpless mouth!

   I shook my head violently and tried to move towards my stepmother. I screamed my hate, my anger, my fading male essence. Almost immediately, thanks to the hobble, I lost my balance and collapsed onto the floor. It was then that I began to feel another, even more worrying sensation – the vibrator positioned so tightly in my backside was beginning to heat up! I squealed fear pain and looked up to see my stepmother standing over me with the vibrator remote in her hand.

   The heat increased and with it came a very painful burning sensation. I wiggled and struggled and squealed. Tears flooded from my eyes. The sound of female laughter filled the room.

   ‘If you continue to resist, the vibrator will be left on heat mode for a full ten minutes. If you calm down and follow our instructions, the heat mode will be switched off. Do you understand?’

   Ms Stroheim’s cold, merciless voice left me no option. Panic-stricken, I nodded furiously. Then the heat began to subside and soon the vibrator had returned to its highly arousing, relatively low-level throbbing.

   Shaken and weakened, I was pulled to my feet and my elegant and deeply humiliating sissy costume was adjusted.

   ‘The vibrator remote control can give you intense pleasure or, as you have just witnessed, intense pain. It is up to you which one you experience.’

   I nodded again, utterly defeated. And it was then that I began to taste the liquid that was beginning to seep through the mysteriously porous fabric of the fat dummy gag. An initial sense of utter disgust faded quickly when I realised the taste was far from unpleasant. Indeed, the liquid now trickling down my throat tasted very much like a sweet banana-flavoured milk shake!

   ‘Take her to the reception room,’ Ms Stroheim ordered.

   The redhead took my tethered left arm and the blonde my right, and then I was led slowly from the white room, the booties and hobble ensuring my steps were tiny and helplessly little girlish. As I tottered so pathetically forward, I became aware that my tightly pantied bottom was wiggling in a distinctly feminine manner, and that the silicon padding was making my artificial boobs bounce in a highly suggestive and provocative fashion.

   We left the room via a large metal door and then entered a very long, white-walled corridor fitted with thick white carpeting. There was no sound at all in the corridor, which was lined with a series of very similar metal doors, all painted white and each one numbered. I noticed that none of the doors had handles, and set by each was a rectangular metal box with a glass front piece.

   We moved slowly down the corridor to room 6. Here, the blonde pressed the palm of her hand against the corresponding glass front piece. There was a sudden, low pitched beep and then the door slid open to reveal a shocking sight. Before me was a relatively small, pink walled room. Like the corridor, it was fitted with thick white carpet. Lining one side of the wall was a long, white leather sofa; on the other side of the room was an elegant white mahogany table on which were placed two bottles of wine, wine glasses and a collection of breakfast-style finger snacks. Sitting on the sofa were my two gorgeous stepsisters – Anita and Angeline. Both were being served snacks and drink from the table by two sissies.

   My eyes widened with horror and a terrible, deep humiliation. I had forgotten all about my two stepsisters! Their original absence had been a mystery I had briefly pondered, but now their sudden and so unexpected appearance filled me with an awful dread.

   As soon as I was led into the room, their cruel, honey brown eyes fell upon me. Yet, while they appeared deeply amused and indeed excited by my arrival, neither seemed to recognise me as there long-disliked stepbrother.

   ‘Oh good, another one!’ Angeline exclaimed, rising to her feet with the most malicious of grins on her beautiful face. ‘And what a cutie! The best one yet!’

   She then burst out laughing and Anita joined in. Although they could never know, I was blushing furiously and my eyes averted their wicked, merciless gazes with a soul-crushing desperation, falling upon the other sissies and a sight that provided me with a sudden and very terrible insight into my own intricately sissified future. For I found myself beholding two truly startling creations. The first, who was nearest to me, was taller and thinner. “She” was dressed in what appeared to be a white rubber, figure hugging leotard, an incredibly erotic second skin which revealed every contour of her sex bomb figure, including very large, perfectly shaped breasts with very long and very hard nipples. The leotard had a very high, lace be-frilled neck and rubber, fingerless mittens which appeared seamless attachments to each arm, thus giving her the appearance of having no hands! Her long, beautifully shaped legs were sealed in very fine, white latex rubber tights, and her feet rested in spectacular ankles boots made from silk lined white leather, each of which was dominated by a striking 6 inch stiletto heel! A tiny “tu-tu” like skirt was attached to the leotard, and just above it rested a very familiar white leather handbag. From just below her substantial breasts, the equally familiar rubber tube emerged, connecting via a wide arc to the front of the white plastic panel of her dummy gag. She too wore a large, intricately designed bonnet, through which thick strawberry blonde curls were clearly visible. The red lettering on the larger panel of the bonnet just above her forehead read “Baby Bonny”.

   Her eyes, which had clearly been made to look like those of a china doll by some form of wicked plastic surgery, were a stunning pale blue and stretched wide by unbearable sexual arousal. She seemed overwhelmingly excited by her feminisation, and each gesture, each movement was marked by a tiny shudder of almost painful sexual need.

   Standing close to her was the second and even more startling sissy. This creature was dressed in red: she wore a gorgeous and explosive red satin mini dress rather similar to my own, but its very wide and short skirt was balanced upon a positive ocean of delicate frou-frou petticoating, all white and all semi-transparent. However, unlike my dress, the front of the skirt had been completely removed for a very simple and wicked purpose: to reveal her very large, deeply paradoxical penis! Tightly sheathed in a red nylon restrainer and held prisoner by three tight, thick silver rings – one at the top and one at the base of the stiff shaft, and a large one secured around her bulging testicles - her sex rose up the front panel of the marvellous dress and was connected to it by a small, narrow silver chain connected to the uppermost ring.

   She wore cherry red, seamed tights and 3 inch stiletto heeled court shoes made from a glowing red patent leather. She was smaller and plumber than the strawberry blonde (with very large, tightly restrained breasts), her own jet hair hidden beneath another elaborate bonnet that revealed her to be “Baby Lulu”.

   Her carefully sculpted emerald-coloured eyes were filled with the same terrible need as her sissy companion, and she too was fully fitted with a mobile Recycler and the accompanying web of tubing.

   Then Ms Stroheim and my stepmother entered the room.

   ‘Meet Baby Holly,’ my stepmother announced.

   The looks of teasing amusement on the lovely faces of my stepsisters changed instantly to shock and amazement.

   ‘This is him!?’ Angeline gasped. ‘My god!’

   They looked at me with an almost total incredulity, struck dumb by the power of my terrible transformation. Then they both burst into the most vicious and prolonged laughter, laughter that the other women quickly and very willingly contributed to.

   My stepmother was obviously fascinated by the other sissies, and Ms Stroheim was quick to introduce them once the initial laughter had died down.

   ‘Upon graduation, the sissy is surrendered into the hands of the female guardian. Normally this is a mother or wife. She is given complete freedom with regard to the final appearance of her sissy. The sissy is her property and she can do what she wishes with it. Most mothers derive very great satisfaction from “customising” their sissy slaves. We have the facility to provide any costume required and, although expensive, we can also undertake a wide range of further surgical procedures. We will guarantee large, utterly realistic breasts, facial amendments and vocal adjustments. Anything else is additional and at your discretion.’

   As my stepsisters moved closer to me, as they began to run their long, elegant hands over my expertly feminised form and make teasing baby sounds, I tried to concentrate on Ms Stroheim’s awful and terrifying words.

   ‘Both Bonny and Lulu are good examples of the potential offered by customization. Bonny underwent full sex change soon after her graduation. Her mother was particularly keen for her to be fully transformed, as was her new boyfriend, a much younger man. Bonny has been used mainly as a sex slave by the boyfriend, and as a fully trained domestic by her mother. All our sissies are trained to give full sexual service to women and men, so Bonny was well-prepared for her demanding duties with the boyfriend. She has also been fitted with vibrators in her new sex and in her anus. Modern surgery allows us to make the new vagina particularly responsive to sexual stimulation. This, plus the continuing and constant injection of the sex enhancement drug via the Recycler, bring Bonny non-stop sexual stimulation at a very high and arousing level.’

   I stared at Bonny in horror and with a helpless sexual fascination. She was utterly gorgeous and her own eyes betrayed a dreadful sexual need whose root was the utterly addictive sex drug flooding her body every second of the day!

   ‘Lulu is a less extreme example of customization. Her sex remains intact and on permanent display. She is the property of an aunt. Indeed, Lulu was sent to us by her mother and then sold to her half-sister. The aunt finds the male sex both attractive and useful, and Lulu is required to satisfy her every physical need. Given this, we were happy to undertake penis enlargement surgery and to increase breast size by two grades beyond the standard forty inch chest guaranteed. She has also had significant vocal enhancement rather than the vocal chord suppression at Bonny and many of the other sissies have been subject to.’

   ‘Vocal chord suppression?’

   My mother’s question inspires an even greater horror.

   ‘During the training period, the sissies are permanently dummy gagged. Most guardians have no use for a sissy’s voice and allow us, as a free extra, to chemically treat the vocal chords so that they no longer function. This is a permanent treatment and is a lot cheaper than some kind of surgical intervention.’

   I looked at Bonny and felt a terrible sympathy mix with desire and dark, bottomless fear. She returned my stare, her large, doe eyes filled with angry need and a terrible, terror-laced despair.

   ‘I haven’t decided about her voice or her cock yet.’

   My stepmother’s words inspired more silent screams of outrage. My wide, always girlish eyes pleaded silently and her cruel smile widened.

   ‘I think we’ll lose the voice, but I’d rather keep the cock for a few months at least.’

   As tears of true horror poured from my eyes, the laughter of my stepsisters filled the small, elegant room.

   ‘You won’t need his silly little dick, mummy,’ Anita snapped. ‘Chop it off!’

   My stepmother smiled indulgently as the girls’ laughter increased. This outburst was quickly stifled by Ms Stroheim.

   ‘It is time for her to be put in the Nursery.’

   I looked up into my stepmother’s powerful, beautiful brown eyes through a film of tears. She broadened her smile and then leant forward to plant a warm, gentle kiss on my snow white right cheek.

   ‘Remember what I told you, Holly,’ she whispered, her lovely, powerful perfume filling my terror flared nostrils.

   I begged her for forgiveness and mercy. As she pulled away from me, her soft, ample breasts, tightly imprisoned in the figure hugging nylon sweater brushed against my face. My eyes fell upon her long, black nylon wrapped legs and I felt a sudden, furious need for her, a maddening sexual craving the like of which I had never felt before. Almost immediately, my mind was plagued with renewed memories of caressing her soft panties, tights and stockings. For a second I was sure I would ejaculate helplessly. Then I felt the rubber restrainer tighten around my boiling, rock hard cock and felt a most awful and utterly profound sense of frustration. The sex drug was beginning to take its terrible effect.

   The redhead then led me through a door at the opposite end of the reception room and into the Nursery. The room was bathed in a very soft pink light that made me struggle to adjust my already tear and desire blurred vision.

   The Nursery was a small, windows room, almost a cell. It was lit by the single, weak pink light and a strange, chime like music tinkled through unseen speakers. The four walls of the room were covered in pictures of Victorian dolls whose costumes were very similar to those worn by the sissy inmates of this strange and frightening academy of enforced ultra-feminisation. The floor of the Nursery was covered in thick sponge rubber matting decorated with pictures of roses.

   Positioned in a triangle in the centre of the room were three adult-sized play pens, each made of what appeared to be pink wood. Inside the pens were a large variety of dolls, all dressed in the same intricate attire as those on the walls, plus a carpet of satin and silk wrapped cushions. The room reeked of sweetly perfumed sissy sweat.

   Yet of this was quickly forgotten, as I saw that two of the three pens were already inhabited.

   ‘Say hello to Holly, girls,’ the redhead teased. ‘Not that you’ll ever be able to say hello to anyone!’

   By now my whole body was on sex fire. As the Recycler flooded my system with the sex enhancement drug, the world became an erotic object. Suddenly everything appeared alive with terrible sexual potential. My desire was a tidal wave of personality destroying physical craving. The smell and feel of the red head was unbearable and the sight of my fellow sissy captives only added to my dreadful and utterly inescapable torment.

   The pen furthest from me was occupied by a sissy dressed almost exactly the same as myself, except that her colour was powder blue – the dress, the bonnet, the stockings, the booties, the mittens: all powder blue. On the top of the bonnet were the words “Baby Petal”. The sissy in the pen next to her was coloured creamy yellow. And her name was “Baby Daisy”. I looked at these unfortunates and they looked at me. Their eyes betrayed the same painful mixture of volcanic sexual excitement and horrible humiliation that I had seen in the tormented eyes of the two unfortunate graduates. Both were utterly quiet, unable, thanks to the all powerful gag, to make even the slightest whimper of protest or plea for a mercy that would never ever come.

   I was led to the empty pen and made to step inside. The redhead then forced me to my knees and produced another length of thick pink silk ribbon. She used this to tie my bound wrists to the silk ribbon that held the ankle shackles so closely together and thus secured me in a taught, rather uncomfortable kneeling position. She then looked down at me and laughed with utter contempt.

   ‘Ms Stroheim has made me your personal training mistress, Holly. That makes you very, very lucky, because I am going to enjoy playing with you so much.’

   I looked up at her with stunned eyes and beheld a gorgeous, all-powerful goddess. As the sex drug fried my mind and body, I wanted nothing more than to do this pretty creature’s bidding in any way she saw fit. I was hers forever already.

   Then, to my utter astonishment, she raised her short skirt and revealed black nylon covered, white silk panties. A large circular stain revealed the true nature of her excitement, a stain she then intimately acquainted me with by rubbing her sex into my face. Secured as I was, resistance was impossible. The strong smell of her sex cut through the teasing stink of sissy sweat. She burst out laughing, pulled down her skirt and then used the chain running from my thick leather collar to tether me to one of the cot’s wooden bars. Then she left the Nursery.

   The door slid shut and I found myself facing Daisy and Petal, a terrifying white liquid running through the tubes curving from beneath their substantial breasts and into the front pieces of their dummy gags. They, like me, were being force fed their own waste matter and driven mad by the awesome impact of the sex drug. They, like me, were doomed to a life of relentless sissy servitude at the hands of cruel, determined and utterly perverse women. Yet even as we shared this pit of cosmic humiliation whose purpose was to destroy every vestige of our previous masculinity and leave us emasculated, dumb sex slaves whose only function was to serve our mistresses and to hunger for an impossible release, we also shared a pure and irresistible sexual desire. As I found myself looking at my fellow sissies, I also found myself assessing them as objects of desire. Each was strikingly pretty in her delicate, sexy baby maid outfit and each appeared equally attracted to me! Each was completely silenced by the fat, wicked dummy gag, and all that could be said was being said with wide, sissy eyes.

   And then the vibrations increased. Someone beyond the Nursery had turned the control dial towards maximum pleasure mode, and within seconds all three of us were wiggling madly, our false breasts bouncing furiously, our eyes stretched wide with a pleasure that threatened to destroy our very sense of who we were. And this, we knew, was only the beginning.






   8. A Wife’s Revenge

   Sandra considered her reflection in the bedroom mirror one more time. Yes: she was finally happy with the look she had so painstakingly created during the last hour. Tonight was her final night alone in the house, and she intended to celebrate with her most exotic and erotic outfit. Amanda’s flight was due in at dawn, and she would be home by 8.00am. By the time she returned, the house would be back to normal and Sandra would be carefully packed away in secret boxes hidden in the cellar, leaving only Amanda’s house husband, Sam, Sandra’s true sex identity.

   Sandra knew that if Amanda could see her now, she would be appalled and outraged. Soon after they were married, Sam had confessed his life-long transvestism and revealed Sandra to his beautiful wife. At first, Amanda had laughed and jokingly agreed to meet this strange alter ago. But when Sandra had entered the living room on that warm summer evening three months ago, Amanda’s expression of contemptuous amusement had changed to shock and then to something else: to a strange, dark jealously. Instead of a man in a dress, some ugly freak to mock, Amanda had found herself confronted by a very convincing and beautiful woman, the result of a lifetime of careful creation.

   At first, he had explained his shaven body as the necessity of an exercise regime: fifty lengths of the pool everyday at lunchtime, a commitment that required a sleek, aerodynamic form. Perhaps she had believed him, but when she saw that form sealed in sheer nylon and expensive red silk, she had known the truth. Although he clearly was fit and possessed the body of a rather feminine athlete, his silken flesh was a fundamental requirement of passion, not physical performance.

   Sandra looked at her reflection and remembered the anger and sudden understanding that had filled Amanda’s beautiful, dark brown eyes. His wife had been sitting in the living room dressed in a knee length cotton skirt, a semi-transparent white silk blouse, very sheer and expensive black nylon tights, high heeled, black leather court shoes and a black velvet choker. Her thick, gleaming black hair had been bound in a tight bun with a diamond clasp, and her blood red lips had moved from a confused smile to a grimace of utter betrayal.

   Amanda was nearly forty, but looked less than thirty. She was only just 32. She was eight years her husband’s senior and had always been the more mature and dominant partner. And, thanks to her business consultancy, she was independently wealthy. Sandra had trained as a solicitor, but Amanda had never wanted her husband to work. A bizarre inversion of the usual sexism, but one Sandra had accepted willingly, deeply aroused by her dominance. And it been the exercise of her power over her (when him!) that had rekindled the she-male’s deepest, most feminine desires, and thus given him the courage to reveal Sandra.

   On that fateful day, she had stood before Amanda in a black mini-dress, matching silk hose and stiletto heeled mules, his hair hidden beneath an elegant golden blonde wig. Sandra’s slender form, always a striking opposite of Amanda’s tall, buxom body, was brought to feminine life by an expertly padded corselette, revealing full hips and an full, perfect bosom. Her lips painted peach, her eye shadow a perfect match, her pale blue eyes wide with excitement and desire, she had wiggle minced over to Amanda and performed a dainty, teasing curtsey. But by this time Amanda’s smile had faded and large tears had begun to well up in those gorgeous, honey brown eyes.

   The next few minutes had been truly awful. She had sobbed her shock and sadness, made it painfully clear that she couldn’t live with a “pervert”; that she felt betrayed by him, betrayed and deeply disturbed. He in turn had been devastated by the impact of Sandra on Amanda. His wife was stunned by the sheer conviction and spectacular reality of Sandra; he had crushed his wife, the woman he worshipped, the woman he had sacrificed his life for. Then he had fled from the room in tears, vowing never again to expose Amanda to this helplessly feminine and beautiful side of his personality.

   But this hadn’t but an end to Sandra - only to her more public outings. Although he had agreed to destroy his feminine attire and the mass of supporting materials that were necessary to create her, Sam couldn’t bring himself to wipe out such a fundamental part of his being. So the clothes, the make-up, the various intricate accessories had all been carefully hidden away in the cellar, only to re-appear when he was alone and sure he would not be disturbed. And as Amanda increasingly spent quite a lot of time away from the house on business, the opportunities for Sandra to come out of the cellar were frequent.

   For the last week, Amanda had been in the States, and Sam had spent much of each day as Sandra. But tomorrow she would return, and tonight was a special last fling, probably for at least the next two months. So he had made a very special effort; and now, as he faced the mirror, he was finally happy that this would be the look for her last night of she-male ultra-femininity.

   Sandra was dressed in a very short black silk dress, a sexy tease that barely reached her thighs. Her long, very shapely and silky smooth legs were sealed in sheer black nylon tights. She wore three inch high stiletto-heeled court shoes of gleaming black patent leather. Her slender, boyish figure had been brilliantly and erotically transformed by the jet black cross dresser’s corselette, an ingenious mixture of corset, bra and girdle, with ample padding at the hips and bosom that gave her the shape of a sexy young woman. Over the corselette, she wore a pair of heavily be-frilled white satin panties and a gorgeous, cream silk petticoat.

   At the front of the corselette was a small, teasing panel held in place by silver buttons, beneath which was a wall of padding that very comfortably disguised and also provided access to her very stiff and perhaps surprisingly large sex.

   Her body was bathed in expensive French perfume. Her naturally feminine face was very carefully made up with a light tan foundation, cherry red lipstick, pale blue eye shadow and a touch of light peach rouge. Around her slender, swan’s neck she wore a red velvet choker with an oval emerald centrepiece.

   She also wore a jet black, page boy wig that made her look five years younger than her 32 years. Her finger nails (and toe nails) were painted the same cherry red as her soft, full lips, and around each of her slim, girlish wrists was wrapped a pearl and a silver chain bracelet.

   She looked absolutely gorgeous and was, as usual, entranced by the power of her reflection, by the staggeringly erotic power of her transformation. No one would ever know that this beautiful young woman was actually a man.

   She dragged herself away from the mirror and, contemplating a long, sensual evening alone in the house, an evening of utter envelopment in ultra-femininity, opened the bedroom door.

   All she saw was a figure, a very tall, dark figure standing directly in front of her. Shock silenced her, and before she could scream, a leather gloved hand covered her mouth. She was pushed backwards. She squealed with blind terror into the glove gag, lost her balance and fell. Yet before she hit the floor, strong, powerful arms had scooped her up and thrown her over broad, even stronger shoulders. She tried to fight, to punch and kick, but her wrists were expertly forced together and held firmly behind her back as she was carried across the room. Then she was flying, for the briefest moment, before crashing onto the soft, very large double bed. But before she could even let out a scream of resistance, his body was directly over her and her arms were pinned to her sides by his legs.

   She looked up at a very big, masked man. He was dressed entirely in black, and his mask, also black, revealed only two angry brown eyes filled with a sadistic sexual arousal. The smell of his masculine deodorant clashed with her own delicate perfume and tears of fear began to trickle from her pretty blue eyes.

   Then one of his gloved hands rose up. He was going to hit her! She screamed, but the scream was almost immediately stifled as something very soft and large was forced deep into her mouth. Then he sat up, grabbed her body and quickly turned her onto her stomach. Her arms were pulled behind her back and she felt soft cording wrapped tightly around her wrists. She was being tied up!

   She squealed into the gag and he laughed.

   ‘Keep quiet, sissy, or there’ll be trouble.’

   A deep, vaguely foreign voice; a mean, unforgiving yet also sophisticated voice. As he secured the cord binding her wrists very tightly, she moaned with pain and a deep, deep terror.

   Her wrists secure, he then used more cording to lash her elbows together, again very tightly, the knot producing a squeal of pain, shock and blind fear. Now he was moving over her body, and his hands were at her legs. Within what seemed like a few seconds, Sandra’s nylon sheathed ankles were also very tightly roped together. And within a few more seconds, so were her knees. This terrible man was obviously a true rope expert - he had bound women before!

   Then he turned Sandra onto her back. She tried to spit the gag out but her eyes widened with a renewed horror as he revealed a very thick roll of silver duct tape. She squealed angrily and he laughed even louder. He tore off a long strip of the wide, thick tape from the roll and then forced it over her mouth, pressing it firmly and painfully against her lips with a leather gloved palm. Her eyes widened and met his. There was a terribly perverse need in this man’s eyes, a sexual hunger that filled her with a deep dread.

   ‘There, much better,’ he whispered, pulling himself up off her bound form and then off the bed.

   She was utterly helpless and terrified. She fought back more tears and heard her heart pound with a desperate panic against her chest.

   She tried to keep her eyes on him, to prepare herself for any assault. But all he did was draw up the dressing table seat to the edge of the bed and lower his substantial form onto it.

   ‘You really are quite stunning,’ he said, the look in his eyes now one of admiring desire. ‘Mandy was right about that.’

   At first she couldn’t believe what she was hearing: mention of Amanda’s name came as an even greater shock than this awful, terrifying intrusion. She squealed an angry question into the fat, inescapable gag, her eyes widening with incomprehension.

   ‘Yes, Mandy…your wife. She’s had me watching you all week; watching her sissy husband transform himself into a pretty girl. She’s known you’ve been betraying her for quite a while. Despite telling you to destroy all traces of Sandra, you continue to dress up every time she leaves the house. And that is very naughty. And naughty girls need to be properly punished.’

   She cried into the soft, scented gag; her lips stretched uselessly against the thick adhesive tape holding them so tightly together. The cording cut into her wrists as she fought its relentless and wicked caress.

   ‘I’ve got plans for you, Sandra. Big and very kinky plans,’ the masked figure continued. ‘Amanda’s decided that if you can’t stop being a she-male, she’ll make sure that you understand what it really means to be a helpless sissy. And your education, which will be long and no doubt very painful, begins this evening. And I, my pretty little petal, am to be your teacher.’

   He rose up from the chair and stood over the bed. He was at least six foot four. A muscular, sleek giant. She felt utterly helpless and, to her amazement, aroused. Suddenly, through the sheet of icy fear covering her heart, a warming eroticism had emerged. Whatever Amanda had planned for her, she was now certain it was not as bad as Sandra had initially imagined. But perhaps that was just another foolish mistake.

   He leant forward and in one rough gesture hauled up the short skirt of her dress to reveal her pretty, sexy silk panties. A gasp of pleasure escaped his lips and then he yanked the panties down to her tightly bound knees. A look of evil curiosity filled his eyes and she moaned helplessly into the gag.

   ‘A pair of Mandy’s panties,’ he whispered, his voice hoarse with twisted desire.

   At first she had no idea what he was talking about. Then she realised: the soft, but substantial gag filling her mouth and held so tightly in place by the thick tape was a pair of her wife’s panties!

   He lowered his body over her prone, tethered form and looked at the button panel covering the crotch section of the beautiful cross dresser’s corselette. He then slipped a gloved finger under the panel and gently loosened one of the buttons. A grunt of amused satisfaction escaped his masked mouth. Poor Sandra whimpered with renewed fear, her wide, beautiful eyes watching him with a strange mixture of excitement and terror. What was he up to? More importantly, what was Amanda up to!?

   Slowly, even teasingly, the intruder unbuttoned the panel that gave access to Sandra’s greatest secret. But if, as seemed to be the case, this man knew all about Sandra’s true identity, then what lay in store for her was no secret. This made her arousal all the more…interesting.

   He finally pulled back the panel and almost immediately, from the layers of soft padding, Sandra’s rock hard sex popped out, a large, one eyed sex snake whose clear excitement was a terrible confession of Sandra’s now ambiguous feelings about her ordeal. 
His eyes widened and a small, harsh laugh escaped the mask.

   ‘Very impressive,’ he whispered.

   Utterly exposed and helpless, poor Sandra could only watch as the intruder then produced a small black sports bag. He placed it on the bed and from inside took what looked like a white toothpaste tube. He placed this close to Sandra’s tethered legs and removed his gloves. Sandra immediately noticed that his large, elegant hands were a dark brown and her heart skipped a beat. She was in the hands of a tall, powerful black male!

   He retrieved the tube and eased from it onto his right index finger a line of clear gel. Sandra moaned helplessly into the gag and arched her back in a manner that actually pushed her aching sex towards his hands. He laughed and leant forward. Then, to her utter astonishment, and helpless delight, he grasped her stiff sex in one large hand and began to smear the gel over its bulging, purple head with the other.

   She squealed and bucked with a furious pleasure as he worked the gel into her sex, her eyes stretched wide with sexual arousal and amazement.

   ‘Calm down, princess,’ he whispered. ‘You really are a wild cat. I’ll have to make sure you’re tied more elaborately from now on.’

   He continued to work the gel into the shaft of her sex. Tears of aching need poured from her pretty sissy eyes. She was now only a few seconds away from coming violently. He seemed to sense this and suddenly released his wicked grasp.

   ‘That should do it,’ he said, returning his attention to the bag. As she moaned with a terrible frustration, he produced a pink rubber sheath.

   ‘The first thing you’ll lean is the meaning of total restraint. True submission begins with the control of the body and the body’s desires. As my slave, you will always be aware of the inescapable reality of my power.’

   He then began to slip the sheath over the head of Sandra’s sex. The beautiful, helpless and utterly infuriated she-male squealed and wiggled as her captor gently slid the soft rubber sheath down the length of her greased sex. Never had she experienced such sheer physical pleasure. As their eyes met again, she saw his desire for her, the dark pleasure this was bringing him. It was almost, in a weird, terrible way, like they were making love!

   Once the sheath was tightly secured over the full length of her boiling, rigid sex, the intruder took three silver rings from the bag. Sandra watch - fascinated and appalled - as he teasingly demonstrated how each ring clicked open and shut. He placed two of the rings down on the bed, keeping the largest to hold over her face like a talisman of doom.

   ‘Cock rings,’ he whispered. ‘A potent weapon in my arsenal of control, sweetness. From now on, you will wear them at all times, except, of course, when I require your sex for my own pleasure.’

   Then he grasped her testicles and she screamed with shock and outrage into the fat panty gag. Holding the two delicate balls of flesh in one hand, he quickly snapped the ring into position around the full circumference of her scrotum. The tightness of this restraint was felt immediately, and the pressure applied caused her balls to bulge angrily. Then he applied the two other rings – one to the base of her sex and one to the space beneath its bulging, rubberised head. Both were also very tight.

   ‘The rings make ejaculation utterly impossible,’ the intruder said. ‘You can be stiff, but never stiff enough to come. The rings therefore ensure excitement, but never completion. Your frustration will be severe, my love, but frustration is an essential part of the lesson of restraint.’

   Poor Sandra looked down at her imprisoned sex and moaned fearfully. She then stared at her captor and felt an awful masochistic pleasure. Even as he had bound her and restrained her sex, even as he had used overwhelming physical force, there had been the most bizarre and paradoxical gentleness. He wanted her in this way. He wanted her bound, gagged and restrained. And he wanted her as what she was – as a she-male. His desire was quite overwhelming, and for a moment she thought she might lose consciousness.
But then he returned to the bag and her nightmares returned, for now he held a knife, a viscous, gleaming, silver bladed hunting knife.

   She squealed with renewed terror and he laughed another cruel, unforgiving laugh. He squatted over her and grasped the hem of her lovely mini-dress. Then he began to cut the dress from her body.

   ‘You won’t be needing this, my pretty,’ he whispered. ‘This is a big girl’s dress. You’re not a big girl, Sandra; you’re a sissy. Sissy Sandie. And sissies have very special and pretty costumes all of their own. I’ve a whole wardrobe waiting for you at my house.’

   Eventually the dress was in shreds and discarded on the floor. He also cut the panties and the petticoat free, leaving her in just the sexy cross dresser’s corselette and the lovely sheer tights.

   He placed the knife on the bed and began to stroke her long, nylon sheathed legs, paying special attention to her inner thighs. She moaned with pleasure and tried to understand what was happening to her. This man appeared to be working with Amanda. He had watched her, and now he had come for her. He seemed an educated man, yet foreign; his accent, she now realised, was African. He had spoken of his house: not only was she to be bound, gagged, stripped and restrained - she was to be kidnapped! And the thought, to her amazement, filled her with a terrible sexual arousal.

   ‘You were expensive, Sandie,’ he said, continuing to caress her legs. ‘But you’re worth every penny. I have very specialised tastes, and you really are the most appropriate means for their satisfaction.’

   So now she knew: she had been sold into sex slavery by Amanda! This was her wife’s cruel revenge. She squealed into the panty gag and shook her head, a not very convincing attempt to demonstrate her horror, her terror.

   ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘you make a very convincing damsel in distress. Bound, gagged and tormented. It’ll be a real pleasure training you to be my maid and sex slave.’

   His hands returned to her rubber and metal imprisoned sex. He delicately slipped it back into the corselette and rebuttoned the panel.

   ‘But before pleasure, there must be education. Now, to remind you that I’m your master, you will be spanked. Then you will be prepared for the journey to my home. We will leave as soon as Amanda returns and I have paid her. You will spend the night suitably packaged and secured.’

   She looked at him with fear and desire, with amazement and need. She whimpered girlishly into her gag and her heart pounded with a terrible sissy ambivalence. As his powerful hands gripped her body and turned her back onto her stomach, as he pulled her down the bed and then over his firm, broad thighs, her sex fought its restraint with a brutal hunger. Yet the only response was a tightening of the rings and a severe discomfort. Her eyes watered with pain, and she knew this was only the beginning.

   Once he had her tightly tethered form held firmly over his knees, he spent some time stroking her upper thighs, before, very suddenly, administering a hard slap to her bottom. She squealed with shock and pain and he burst out laughing. A hand gripped her tightly tied wrists to hold her in place and then the spanking continued: 12 hard, brutal and totally unforgiving slaps that left her quivering with pain and a deep, inescapably masochistic excitement. Soon her pert, always feminine bottom was wobbling in its hose and corselette prison like a sexy jelly, and the more he spanked her, the more aroused and submissive she became. She felt his obviously large and very hard cock press into her stomach and imagined it inside her. She wondered what it would be like to suck him, and she knew she would find out very soon.

   Then she was lifted to her high heeled feet. She was made to stand before him, despite being so intricately and tightly bound. She swayed nervously on the stiletto heels and stared up at his impressively broad chest. He was nearly a foot taller than her, and she felt utterly and deliciously helpless before him.

   His eyes caressed her she-male form with a perverse sexual hunger. It was now very clear he was deeply attracted to transvestites, and to this transvestite in particular. Sandra was intensely aroused by such blatant desire.

   ‘You’re a fine specimen,’ he whispered.

   Then he took up the roll of silver tape and pulled out a long strip, but did not tear it free. Instead, he spread it over the tape already covering her lips and ran it around her left cheek and then beneath the black page boy wig. Eventually, he had made a complete circle of Sandra’s head, a process he repeated three times, until her entire face beneath her nose was covered in tight silver duct tape. This had the effect of squashing the panty gag even deeper into her mouth and making any sound other than the most pathetic of squeaks impossible.

   She looked at him with renewed fear. He laughed and then, to her surprise, quickly pulled the wig from her head.

   ‘I prefer to see your own hair, my little sissy flower.’

   He threw the wig onto the bed and took a brush from the dressing table. He then carefully styled Sandra’s very short male hair before returning to the dressing table and sorting through Amanda’s stocking and tights drawer. He returned with a heavy (50 to 70) denier nylon stocking.

   ‘This will make a suitable hood,’ he said, stretching the stocking open and then pulling it down over Sandra’s head, covering her face completely.

   Suddenly, she was looking out at the world through a mask of thick black nylon. She moaned with fear and twisted pleasure, astonished and so deeply aroused by this man’s perverse imagination.

   “Can you breathe, my sweet?” he asked, his deep voice filled with genuine concern.

   She nodded, her girlish nostrils flaring with a kinky passion.

   He then retrieved the roll of duct tape and knelt down by her tightly tethered ankles.

   She watched through a scented nylon haze as he began to wrap one long continuous strip of tape around her nylon sheathed legs, starting at her ankles and gradually working his way up past her knees and towards her thighs. When he reached the middle of her thighs, he tore the strip free from the roll and returned to the sports bag. What he then extracted from the bag inspired a moan of true amazement from poor Sandra; for the intruder held a large, pink plastic vibrator before her, a fierce-some sex rocket that filled her sissy heart with a painful sexual arousal.

   He held the vibrator before her pretty she-male face and flicked it on. A low-level electrical buzz filled the room. Her eyes widened with a deeply sexualized fear as he then once again knelt down and carefully squeezed the vibrator between her thighs. He then edged it upward so that its buzzing tip was pressed against the gusset of the corselette, just at the point where her buttock cheeks parted. She squealed with an instant and powerful pleasure as the vibrations seemed to soak through the gusset and deep into her anus. As she moaned and wiggled with terrible, bottomless pleasure, he resumed the wrapping of her legs in the thick duct tape, thus squeezing her thighs tightly together and forcing the vibrator even harder against the gusset.

   During the next few minutes, poor beautiful Sandra was expertly mummified in the duct tape, wrapped from her ankles to her neck in the glistening adhesive tape, her arms, tied tightly behind her back, completely disappearing behind the silver layers. And thus she was eventually transformed into a she-male cocoon, out of which her captor intended to create a beautiful sissy slave.

   As he stood back to admire his handiwork - his eyes filled with a dark sexual joy - Sandra felt a sense of supreme feminine helplessness. As the vibrator drove her utterly insane with its fiendish teasing, as she moaned and wiggled, as she swayed on her high heels, she experienced a moment of blissful happiness. Her femininity, so severely oppressed by Amanda, was finally being allowed to flourish in this spectacle of ultra-bondage and abduction. She imagined her future with this mysterious man and felt a very deep contentment.

   He then stepped forward and picked her up. She moaned with pleasure as he easily carried her over to the built in wardrobe that covered an entire wall of the bedroom.

   At the far end of the wardrobe was a slim single compartment. It was just big enough to contain a small, slender human being. Her captor slid back the door to the compartment and then very carefully inserted her insider.

   ‘The batteries in the vibrator will last for at least 8 hours, maybe longer. It’s nearly 8.00pm now. I will come for you when Mandy returns. We will be on the road by 9.00am and at my home by mid-day. Then your training can begin in earnest, my sissy darling.’

   She looked at him with love and fear. She was to be mummified and entombed for 12 hours!

   ‘Don’t worry, my pretty sissy, I will return for you. But tonight you must understand the true nature of restraint and of my power. Enjoy the vibrator, and think of tomorrow, because then we will begin to use special anal plugs to stretch your arse, and thus to prepare you as a receptacle for my own sex. Also, let your mind fill with the sweetest, daintiest baby girl costumes imaginable. I have filled two wardrobes with lovely sissy clothing. And then think of the never ending bondage, the tightest restraint, the total restriction. Think of all of this, and think of your inescapable future.’

   She was squealing with desire and terror by the time he slid the wardrobe panel shut and plunged her into absolute darkness. She was yet to see his face, but she already knew she would do anything for him, that she was his willing slave.

   She could hardly move a muscle. She was utterly helpless to resist the attention of the vibrator. She shouted her joy into the soft panty gag. Her wife’s revenge, to sell her she-male husband into sex slavery, was, strangely, her greatest gift. At last Sandra, so shockingly beautiful to Amanda, was being freed by submersion in the most intricate and perverse of restriction. There was a very long night ahead, and as her sex fought its fiendish restraint and the vibrator buzzed with what seemed to be an ever increasing power, she knew she would love every moment of it. Then, of course, there was tomorrow, and the strange, kinky adventure that lay in the days ahead, days that would see her become the perfect sissy and allow her to find true happiness in her truest identity.






   9. The Silken Illusion

   Mrs Parsons parked her silver Mercedes people carrier in the private lot behind the Silken Illusion boutique. It was nearly 1.50pm. Her appointment was for 2.00pm. Punctuality was just one of this beautiful woman’s many virtues.

   For someone watching her arrive, it would have been difficult to see anything out of the ordinary. A casual viewer may have been impressed by the spectacle of Mrs Parson’s generous form as she climbed from the vehicle, particularly the long, black nylon sheathed legs that ended in a pair of strikingly high-heeled court shoes. But they would have seen nothing more extraordinary, unless they had moved closer, close enough to stand beside the plump beauty as she slid back the rear passenger door. Then they would have seen something very unusual. For on the back seat, wiggling and squealing, was a strange and highly animated parcel, or rather a pink satin sack with two white nylon encased legs, legs tied very tightly with pink silk ribbons at the ankles, knees and thighs.

   The sack was in fact a specially designed pink satin body bag, its leg sections and neck heavily be-frilled with layers of elegant white lace. It was arm-less and tightly secured via a series of large pearl buttons that ran along the front, from just above the crotch area right up to the frilled neck. And rising from a small, Velcro-sealed whole in the crotch area was a narrow silver chain that ended in a pink leather leash attached to the head rest of the driver’s seat. And, as a final touch of elegant perversity, the unfortunate inhabitant of this bag had his (or maybe her) head covered with a matching pink nylon stocking hood.

   Mrs Parsons lent forward into the car and began to ease the leash from the headrest. The secret viewer would have been treated to the teasing spectacle of this gorgeous woman’s very plump but still shapely backside straining against the black and white material of her knee-length Prince of Wales check skirt as she freed the leash and gave it one very hard, angry tug. The unfortunate parcel - her captive - unleashed a pained, muffled cry and then fell silent.

   Mrs Parsons stretched a little further forward and untied the silk ribbon binding the human parcel’s ankles. Her large, perfectly formed breasts, wrapped tightly in a cream-coloured cashmere sweater, pressed against the white nylon sheathed lap of the captive and a very male moan of helplessly intense pleasure leaked from behind the nylon hood. She then tugged on the leash once again and ordered her captive out of the car. Close analysis of the hood would have revealed two wide, tear stained eyes covered in opaque pink nylon, eyes filled with genuine horror. A muffled squeak of fear issued from a mouth sealed by a thick strip of tape, behind which was hidden a very special and mouth filling gag: a pair of Mrs Parsons’ pretty white silk panties, worn the day before and now teasing her poor captive’s mouth with her most intimate and womanly flavours. The captive shook his head and the squeak became a sustained squeal of terror. Mrs Parsons tutted loudly and gave a very long and even harder tug on the leash. A further squeal of very real pain followed and then the captive began to edge his way along the seat.

   ‘You’ll be spanked until your bottom turns the colour of a ripe cherry for that,’ Mrs Parsons snapped, her beautiful ice blue eyes filled with a mixture of genuine anger and haughty amusement.

   She hauled her captive to the end of the seat and lifted him out of the car, carefully helping him to balance on the smooth tarmac of the car park, a process complicated by the fact that his feet were sealed in a pair of pink patent leather ankle boots with fierce 4 inch stiletto heels and his knees and thighs were still tightly tethered.

   Mrs Parsons quickly closed the side door and locked the car. She then tugged on the leash once more and led the unfortunate, desperately tottering human parcel across the car park.

   A stunning, plump blonde, her thick, gleaming hair bound in a tight bun by a diamond studded clasp, Mrs Parsons was, without doubt, a very impressive figure. As her heels struck the ground and echoed across the tarmac, her determination was obvious. The poor captive tottered along behind her, dragged forwarded by the leash, squealing into the tightly sealed gag and hood.

   Eventually, Mrs Parsons arrived at a pink coloured metal door built into the side of a large, Victorian building, the trade entrance to the Silken Illusion. She pressed a black plastic buzzer. Almost immediately there was a loud click and the door opened inward. Mrs Parsons tugged on the leash and led her helpless captive inside.

   Within seconds they were in a long corridor bathed in soft pink light, its floor covered in a thick white carpet, its walls decorated with an elaborate pink silk and velvet wallpaper. There was a very strong smell of roses and a strange, beautiful music was playing at low volume.

   They came to a white door and, just as Mrs Parsons brought her helpless charge to a halt, the door opened and the owner of the Silken Illusion, Alicia Kane, stepped out into the corridor.

   ‘Glynis!’ Miss Kane exclaimed. ‘How wonderful to see you again.’

   The women embraced tightly and then Ms Kane stood back to admire the unfortunate captive.

   ‘And this, I assume, is Frilly.’

   The captive moaned with a terrible humiliation, his eyes wide through the thick nylon, beholding this startling woman with a terrible fear and an even more terrible desire.

   Ms Kane was a tall, very beautiful red head. Over six feet in striking five inch, stiletto heeled pumps of gleaming black patent leather, she was dressed in a black ankle length skirt and a beautiful, semi-transparent white silk blouse with grey pearl buttons. Her striking red hair was bound in a precise, carefully platted ponytail and her large, emerald eyes were filled with a wicked amusement tinged with sexual excitement. Indeed, as she beheld “Frilly”, her large breasts rose and fell with a particularly sexual rhythm and her tongue glided with sensual grace across her full, cherry red lips.

   ‘He looks absolutely lovely! You’ve obviously spent a lot of time getting him ready. I particularly like the hood. And he’s got gorgeous legs. What fun we’re going to have!’

   Mrs Parsons smiled. ‘He really didn’t know much about it. I used your sleeping drug in a glass of wine last night. He was out for 12 hours. Plenty of time to get him ready. The real fun was when he woke up bound and gagged in this outfit. He’s been rather concerned ever since.’

   Ms Kane laughed loudly. ‘I bet. And he’ll be even more concerned when he finds out what we’ve got planned for him.’

   The beautiful red head stared straight into Frilly’s eyes as she said this, her gaze full of sadistic desire. Poor Frilly whimpered with a heart stopping terror.

   ‘Well, we’re already for him.’

   Ms Kane disappeared back into the room. Mrs Parsons tugged on the leash and led a terrified Frilly to face his strange and terrible fate.

   The room they entered was in fact a reception area for what seemed to be a much larger space beyond another doorway. There were red leather seats set against a far wall and opposite them a reception desk. The door through to the next room was covered by a thick, red velvet curtain. Mrs Parsons, following Ms Kane, parted the curtain and led Frilly into the next room.

   Frilly squealed with fear and anger as he was pulled into a large, oval room. The first thing he became aware of was the sound of women talking and laughing. Then, through the pink nylon haze that had been his companion since waking up in this outrageous attire five hours before, he began to make out the owners of the voices.

   Beside Mrs Kane, there were four other women, all mature, all very attractive. The youngest appeared to be in her late 30s, the oldest in her early to mid-fifties. They were standing by what appeared to be a large, circular stage that was positioned in the direct centre of the room. And on the stage were four other figures, each a clue to Frilly’s bizarre future.

   ‘Ladies, your attention, please,’ Ms Kane said loudly, drawing the women away from their animated conversation and towards the striking owner of the Silken Illusion boutique. ‘Our last guest has arrived.’

   Ms Kane then proceeded to introduce Glynis Parsons to the warmly smiling women. Mrs Parsons returned the smiles, stepped forward and gently shook hands, her eyes moving with a helpless distraction towards the stage.

   ‘And this,’ Ms Kane continued, ‘is Frilly. Formerly Freddie, her stepson.’

   The eyes of the other women turned towards poor Frilly, eyes filled with a dark, malicious amusement, eyes that devoured Frilly’s delicately feminised form with a sadistic hunger.

   Yet Frilly, despite the awful embarrassment of this introduction, was as distracted as his step- mother. He found himself staring up at the stage in utter horror and also beginning to understand a little better what Ms Kane and his lovely guardian had planned for him. For on the stage were four young men attired in even more outrageous costumes than that containing Frilly; four simpering, wide-eyed and clearly terrified sissy boys standing nervously to an uncomfortable attention; four very pretty, ultra-feminised pansies dressed in astonishing costumes chosen from the vast wardrobe of Ms Kane’s infamous Silken Illusion catalogue.

   ‘I see Frilly is rather taken by the other sissy boys,’ one of the other women teased.

   Mrs Parsons smiled and nodded. ‘Yes, I’m sure he is. And who can blame him.’

   ‘In that case, let’s start off with some introductions,’ Miss Kane said. ‘We’ll begin with Tinkles.’

   At the mention of his name, the sissy boy at the far end of the row of four stepped forward. This pretty apparition was dressed in a powder blue dress covered in a series of heavily be-frilled hoops that ran from the very high, button-up neck down to the very short but wide and petticoat laden skirt. Indeed, due to the many layers of white net petticoating shot through with hundreds of gleaming silver stars, the skirt virtually exploded upwards at a ninety degree angle to reveal a pair of lovely white silk bloomers running down to just above the sissy’s shapely knees. His long, feminine legs emerged from the bloomers be-frilled edges sheathed in a sheer blue nylon that matched exactly the colour of the elaborate, gorgeous dress and tapered down to a pair of white, calf skin ankles boots with striking five inch stiletto heels. And on top of this gloriously kinky confection, there were a number of further sissy refinements: a pair of finger-less, powder blue mittens made from the same expensive, flawless silk as the dress; a lovely powder blue satin bonnet, whose thick side panels were secured by matching silk ribbons bound in a very tight and fat bow at the poor sissy’s dimpled chin; and, tied in place over the unfortunate young man’s mouth with more powder blue ribbon, the heart shaped front piece of a large dummy gag.

   Tinkles’ face was painted a shining snow white, with an exact circle of blue rouge on each pale cheek. Matching eye shadow highlighted two fear-stained and desire-filled pale blue eyes, and from beneath the frilled edges of the bonnet carefully manufactured blonde ringlets were clearly visible.

   Tinkles tottered forward with tiny, ultra-feminine steps and performed a deep curtsey. As he did so, poor Frilly noticed his erect sex outlined along the silken length of the bloomers and felt a sense of utter dismay. This was because ever since he had woken from his drugged sleep to discover himself in tight, inescapable sissy bondage, he had been painfully stiff, his sex a piece of angry steel pressing desperately against the tight embrace of the silk body bag. Worse still, the world he was viewing through the unyielding nylon hood was alive with sexual meaning and feeling: he had never felt so deeply and totally aroused in his whole life! And yet, at the same time, he had never been so utterly and terribly humiliated and angry! And it was this bizarre collision of desire and anger he saw in Tinkles’ tormented eyes and fierce, unforgiving erection.

   ‘Next up is Fifi,’ Ms Kane announced, once Tinkles had risen from his deep curtsey and stood with his legs tightly together, and his arms at his side, his hands held at a dainty ninety degree ankle to create a posture of complete feminine submission.

   Fifi was a vision of stunning hot pink. He minced forward on feet imprisoned in 6 inch stiletto heeled pumps of pink patent leather, each toe adorned with a silver butterfly that glistened in the pale afternoon sunlight streaming through the large, frosted glass windows of this bizarre hall of humiliation. His long, very shapely legs were sealed in semi-opaque pink nylon tights covered in tiny silver stars. He wore a very short, pink satin dress with inches of light pink shaded frou-frou petticoating rustling sweetly beneath the skirt. This petticoating was also dotted with hundreds of tiny silver stars. The dress was a spectacular confection of sissidom, with a very high, heavily be-frilled, button up neck, shimmering, puffed arms ending in wide sleeves ringed with even more pink lace frills, and a wide, pink leather belt with a large circular white metal buckle. His hands were sealed in finger-less, pink rubber gloves and attached via leather shackles fixed to his wrists and by slender lengths of silver chain to the belt. His ankles were also similarly shacked and a length of chain attached to each shackle ensured the tinniest and sissiest of steps.

   Over the dress had been placed a lovely white pinafore – also heavily be-frilled – and tied in place at the base of his spine with a huge, ultra-dainty bow.

   Like Tinkles, his face had been painted a gleaming, enamel white, giving him the appearance of a gorgeous living sissy doll, and his cheeks had been decorated with very exact circles of pink rouge. His striking pale blue eyes were filled with the same mixture of fear, desire and anger that seemed to mark all the captives of the Silken Illusion. A large, very ornate pink satin bonnet had been secured over his apparently shaven head, and, also like Tinkles, tied in another fat bow via silk ribbons at his dimpled chin. A thick length of pink tape had been spread every exactly over his lips, securing in place what seemed – if his bulging cheeks were anything to go by – a particularly fat gag.

   Fifi performed a deep, fear-inspired curtsey to reveal pretty white silk panties, outlined tightly against which was another very angry erection. A tear of utter humiliation trickled sadly from his left eye and ran across the enamel surface of his face, and poor Frilly moaned with a terrible fear in his own fat gag.

   After the lovely and helpless Fifi came Candy. Frilly beheld this new sissy spectacle with shock and deep, disturbing arousal .He fought the desire the sissy inspired, but his sex now had a life of its own, and he was as much the prisoner of this imposed desire as he was of his gorgeous, scheming step-mother.

   Candy was dressed in a white, satin panelled basque, with matching nylon tights and knee length white kid leather boots with cruel 6 inch stiletto heels. His long tanned arms were sealed in shoulder length white glace clothes (also finger-less). Unlike Fifi, he had a very full head of hair: beautiful, thick honey blonde locks sculpted into a starling sea of elegant waves and held in place by a wide white silk ribbon tied in a delightful sissy bow at the top of his head. His full, perfectly formed lips were painted a glistening strawberry, and his face was covered in the second skin, snow white foundation. There was no rouge, but there was pale blue eye shadow. Around his slender, pale neck was a white silk choker with a sparkling circular ruby at its centre. Yet this glorious attire was not the main focal point of his sissification. This was because at the lower front of the basque, Candy’s very considerable and violently hard sex rose up from a small, heavily be-frilled hole. As he tottered forward, the impressive organ, which was tightly wrapped in white rubber sheath and secured with silver cock rings at the base of the shaft and also around the scrotum, dangled before him like a totem to sissy desire. Just below its bulging, angry head, a leather shackle and been fitted, and attached to this was a tiny silver chain. The chain led to a small metal clip fitted to the front of the basque. This allowed his sex to be held upright at a ninety angle and to prevent it wobbling uncontrollably as he minced along on his fiendishly high heels.

   Candy was, by far, the prettiest of all the sissies, and, unlike the others, he appeared far less concerned about his humiliating attire. Indeed, in his large blue eyes there appeared to be a look of very real and fierce sexual excitement that transcended the forced look in the eyes of the other sissies. And as his hyper-eroticised gaze fell upon poor Frilly, there was a clear and deeply disturbing sexual attraction. This look of obvious desire was made more apparent by the fat pink rubber ball gag that was filling his pretty mouth, and which was tied very tightly in place with two lengths of pink leather strapping buckled at the base of his very slender, girlish neck.

   And after Candy came Poppy. In many ways, Poppy was the most radically dressed of all the sissies. Her colour was lavender and her material was rubber. She wore as pair of knee length rubber pantaloons of shimmering latex. Her legs beneath the pantaloons were sheathed in white nylon stockings, and her feet were sealed tightly in a pair of 3 inch heeled courts shoes made from lavender dyed leather. Above the pantaloons, which were very tight around the crotch and buttocks and which quite deliberately revealed a large, hard sex and a very pert and helpless sexy bottom, was a strange rubber blouse with a high, lace be-frilled neck and large white buttons that ran its whole tight, shimmering length. The sleeves, also be-frilled, were secured by smaller buttons to a pair of finger-less, matching rubber mittens. His mittened hands were tied tightly behind his back with white silk ribbons at the wrists and elbows, a particularly efficient and painful form of bondage that poor Frilly was also enduring beneath the satin body sack.

   Poppy’s head was completely shaven and painted the striking snow white that adorned all the other pretty sissy captives. A large white silk scarf covered virtually the whole of his face beneath his eyes and was tied in a very fat and tight bow at the base of his neck. The scarf hid what his bulging cheeks and wide, helplessly aroused eyes indicated was a very fat gag. Indeed, of all the sissies, Poppy appeared the most angry at his fate and as he stepped forward he emitted a squeal of outrage.

   It was then that one of the women also stepped forward. A tremendously handsome, very plump brunette dressed in a high-necked white silk blouse and a long black velvet skirt, her ankles sheathed in black silk hose, her feet resting in 5 inch stiletto heeled mules of gleaming black patent leather. She had the air of a beautiful, stern school mistress and when she shouted “Poppy, be quiet!’ the room echoed with a terrifying authority that poor Frilly found both frightening and strangely arousing.

   Poppy’s eyes widened with fear and he fell silent, staring angrily at his heeled feet. He looked both bizarre and, almost despite his appearance, lovely. A strange doll sheathed in tight, lavender-coloured rubber.

   Frilly noticed that the object of Poppy’s fear was not so much his gorgeously ample mistress, as the strange metal box she had pulled from a pocket in her shimmering velvet skirt, a box with a small plastic dial at its centre. A sense of true dread washed over Frilly as he pondered the nature of this mysterious device.

   Poppy was the last of the sissies on the stage. Yet there was one other feminised male in the room who Frilly became aware of only when the fierce-some Ms Kane sought to discover whether Mrs Parsons required a drink. When his step mother said yes, Ms Kane snapped “Daisy!”

   Then, from the gathering of women, a maid emerged, a creature much different from the other sissies. Indeed, to describe this being as a “sissy” would have been quite wrong. For Daisy appeared to be a rather beautiful young woman, with a highly erotic figure and an utterly feminine demeanour.

   Noticing Frilly’s eyes widen through his stocking hood, Miss Kane smiled cruelly.

   ‘Daisy was once a sissy like you, Frilly. And like you, and the rest of the sissies here today, she initially fought her transformation. But using proven methods of humiliation and discipline, not to mention a particularly varied and outrageous sissy wardrobe, she was made to see the error of her ways. Indeed, in the end, she knelt before me and begged to be properly feminised. And in the end, each of you will beg your mistresses for the same fate.’

   Daisy, whose strawberry blonde hair was bound in a tight bun with a butterfly-shaped diamond studded clasp, was dressed in a stunning yellow maid’s dress of beautiful Italian silk. With long, be-frilled, puffed sleeves, a very short skirt resting on a delightful nest of frou-frou petticoating, and a very high, heavily be-frilled neck, the dress was a masterpiece of ultra-femininity and submission. Tied over the dress was a cream-coloured pinafore. Both the dress and the pinafore appeared very tight. Frilly knew this was quite deliberate: for the effect of this tightness was to reveal her spectacularly erotic figure to a very full and highly arousing effect.

   Daisy beheld Frilly with large, pale blue eyes filled with sexual excitement. Yet there was no anger in these lovely orbs; indeed, the beautiful maid seemed not only deeply aroused, but also very happy.

   Frilly stared at Daisy’s large, helplessly heaving chest and felt his cock stretch even more painfully. Suddenly all he wanted was to have this divine creature. This need was made worse when Daisy curtsied deeply before Mrs Parsons, revealing long legs sheathed in sheer white nylon, feet sealed in stunning, 6 inch stiletto heeled white leather pumps, and a pair of ultra-frilly white silk panties. And straining against these lovely panties was yet another angrily erect cock.

   ‘Yes, Daisy appears all-girl, but at heart she remains a sissy. She has undergone a thorough transformation, but is – in essence – a she-male slave. As you will be, eventually, my pretty petal.’

   Concern filled Frilly’s nylon covered eyes and he moaned fearfully into his fat gag. He turned toward his stepmother and she returned his panic stricken gaze with a look of steely certitude. Not only was he to be sissified, but – along with the other poor unfortunate captives of these dominant women – he was to become a she-male! He turned and looked up at the other sissies, stood neatly in a line, paraded and pathetic, bizarre and strangely beautiful. All of them accept for Candy moaning with humiliation and fear, their eyes filled with a petrified despair laced with a furious and utterly unforgiving desire.

   As Daisy served Mrs Parsons a glass of golden Chardonnay, Miss Kane elaborated on the training regime that awaited Frilly.

   ‘The initial training period is six months. Twice weekly training sessions will be held at the boutique, plus there will be extensive, expert-assisted home training. During this period Frilly will be utterly transformed to a very high standard into a sissy house boy. He will endure constant and detailed humiliation. This will include various forms of intricate and painful punishment for the slightest misdemeanour. He will also be subject to extensive bondage and isolation therapy. He will be trained in the proper feminine deportment and presentation essential for a sissy slave, including extensive training in dress and make up. He will also be instructed in domestic and sexual skills by Daisy and others.

   After this initial period, he will undergo extensive testing to ensure that he meets the fundamental criteria for further transformation. If he’s passes, we will begin the process of physical and mental transformation into a full-blown she-male. If he fails, you will agree to his full sex change and permanent babification. This will involve a special brainwashing process that will leave him with the mind of a two year old baby girl and the savage and unforgiving desires of an adult male. This permanent transformation will be undertaken abroad under the direction of a foreign collector who happens to be a very close friend of mine. She is very cruel and utterly perverted. As agreed, in the unlikely event that the feminisation process fails, you will not receive a refund.’

   Mrs Parsons nodded coolly and smiled very slightly.

   ‘As we agreed,’ she said.

   Frilly continued to stare at the gorgeous Daisy with terror-laced desire. This was what he was to become. And, to his horrified surprise, even as he realised his fate he felt a dark sexual excitement flow through his already partially feminised body.

   ‘Good. Then let’s get started.’

   The striking figure of Ms Kane strode off across the wide, oval room. Mrs Parsons, momentarily surprised by the rapidity of Ms Kane’s departure, tugged violently on the leash. Frilly squealed with pain into the pungent gag and tottered after his beautiful, wicked and utterly determined stepmother, taking the dainty tiny steps demanded by the testing heels, his bottom wiggling helplessly, his eyes pinned hungrily on Mrs Parson’s large, beautifully formed backside and long, black nylon sheathed legs.

   As he minced across the room behind his gorgeous, buxom stepmother, he was aware of the eyes of the other women and sissies burning into his helplessly feminine form. At first, he thought they would be following, but it soon became apparent that they had other, equally perverse duties to address.

   Eventually they came to another door at the far end of the room. Ms Kane pushed it open and marched inside. Mrs Parsons followed, dragging a bewildered and terrified Frilly behind her.

   This room was much smaller, yet in some ways even more frightening.

   The first thing Frilly noticed was that the floor was covered in a thick, waterproof carpet of white rubber which immediately dulled the percussive click of his pretty, high heeled boots. The room was perfectly square and windowless and lit by a single, pink strip light. Two of the white painted walls were bare, but two held rows of shelving loaded with a variety of what Frilly immediately realised were the deeply disturbing tools of sissy transformation.

   Frilly stared at the shelves with wide, fear filled eyes through the slender film of soft pink nylon. He beheld strange rubber tubes, coils of white rope, thick rolls of pink and white duct tape, silver surgical instruments (including a large, evil-looking syringe), adult-sized baby bottles, nappies and dummies, one row filled entirely with tall silver spray cans, ball gags made from rubber and sponge, leather collars, silver chain leashes, fingerless mitten-like gloves of pink and white latex rubber, long, metal tipped bamboo canes and a collection of viscous riding crops. A cornucopia of utter perversion that made his sissy heart race with terror.

   In the centre of the room was what appear to be a long, rather short red leather gym horse resting on four, thick wooden legs. Attached to the base of each leg was a matching red leather shackle.

   Against a far wall was a long and very ornate dressing table. Made from a highly polished white wood and with a large, very beautiful oval mirror at its centre, the wide top of the table was covered in a jungle of jars, perfume sprays and lipsticks. Against one of the other bare walls was a large, long, white wooden wardrobe, and close to it was what appeared to be an adult sized baby’s high chair, strapped into which was another of the Silken Illusion’s pretty and utterly helpless sissies. Yet this was truly a sissy in peril, for he was squealing desperately into a heart shaped pink dummy gag and tugging angrily on the thick pink leather shackles that held his mittened wrists to plastic arm rests and white nylon sheathed ankles to the two front legs.

   ‘Take no notice of Bonnie,’ Ms Kane said, a cruel smile lighting up her lovely face. ‘I’m afraid he failed the final examinations and is being shipped off to Miss Silkov’s private hospital for full physical transformation and mental conditioning. By the end of the week, he’ll be the newest exhibit in her rather wonderful collection.’

   A wave of utter horror washed over Frilly as he realised the terrible truth of Ms Kane’s earlier threat, a truth made appallingly apparent by the struggling figure of Bonnie. Ms Kane had told them to take no notice of the pathetic, yet also strangely beautiful figure, yet both he and his buxom step mother couldn’t avoid studying this stunning, deeply distressed creature with stunned eyes.

   Bonnie was dressed in a hot pink baby girl’s dress, which was extremely short and rested on a thick nest of white and pink net lace petticoating, through which a pair of cream coloured plastic panties were very apparent. Over the intricate dress had been tied a white silk pinafore. Across the centre of the chest was a large red heart through middle of which were written in white silk the words “Pretty Baby Bonnie”. Bonnie’s rather beautiful face was painted alabaster white. The huge, heart shaped plastic plate of the dummy gag obscured his mouth completely, but his eyes said all that needed by be said: gorgeous, pale blue and tear flooded orbs filled with a pure terror that seemed to add in some dark sadistic way to Bonnie’s considerable sissy beauty. His head was contained in the soft, but inescapable embrace of a very elaborate pink silk bonnet, tied in place at his dimpled chin with a fat silk bow, and from beneath the frilly edges of the bonnet heavily curled blonde ringlets were clearly visible.

   His long, feminine legs were sheathed in fine white nylon stockings that flowed seamlessly out from beneath the net petticoating to a pair of very pretty pink silk booties tied in place with two more thick silk ribbon bows.

   Yes, he was stunning, and his fate was to be terrible. And to his horror, Frilly found himself deeply aroused by the thought of Bonnie’s impending and very permanent transformation.

   ‘And this,’ Ms Kane continued, ‘is Onanda Erickson, Bonnie’s mother.

   It was as if she had appeared out of nowhere. A tall, very full figured woman; a short haired brunette with honey brown eyes filled with a frightening self-assurance. Standing well over 6 feet in a pair of 3 inch stiletto heeled court shoes of gleaming black patent leather, she was dressed in a crisp, snow white silk blouse and a tight, black and white check skirt that came to just above her knees, her long, beautifully shaped legs sheathed in black nylon. Yes, she was a truly impressive vision of dominant womanhood.

   Ms Erickson beheld Frilly with calculated interest and brutal contempt.

   ‘A new toy?’ she asked, her voice edged by a slight Northern European accent.

   Ms Kane smiled. ‘A new recruit. And a new member.’

   She gestured towards Mrs Parsons. Onanda’s gaze then fell upon Mrs Parson’s generous, sensual form and a darker, sex-fired light entered her strikingly dark, almost glowing eyes.

   She held out her hand and Mrs Parsons took it with a hint of hesitation.

   ‘It’s very nice to meet you,’ Onanda said. ‘I hope he turns out better than Bonnie.’

   Mrs Parsons held Onanda’s hand for perhaps a little longer than was necessary, her hesitation clearly dissolved by a growing interest.

   ‘I’m sorry he let you down,’ Mrs Parsons said, tuning to look at the struggling, squealing form of poor, pretty Bonnie.

   ‘Don’t be. He deserves everything that is about to happen. He was a pain as a son and made a pretty awful sissy, despite his naturally feminine looks. There is too much of his useless father in him.’

   Then she stared down at Frilly. ‘This one looks promising.’

   Frilly felt the dark sadistic interest in her voice brush against his hot, nylon sealed cheek like a knife. His erection tightened.

   ‘Hopefully,’ Mrs Parsons said. ‘Although, I think I could use some help.’

   Ms Kane, who had been watching this exchange carefully, intervened. ‘Perhaps Onanda could help. I’m sure her experiences with Bonnie would prove invaluable for the home training elements of our sissification programme.’

   Ms Erickson smiled gently. ‘I’d be happy to help.’

   Mrs Parsons returned her smile and then turned to Frilly, her eyes filled with mischief and a clear, rather intense arousal. ‘Yes, I’d very much appreciate your assistance.’

   Frilly looked up into Ms Erickson’s eyes and confronted a new vision of his sissy future. The potential for the cruel and unusual was all too apparent in her dark, teasing look, and a quiver of strange and deeply masochistic desire shot through his aching, permanently hard sex as he considered what lay ahead.

   ‘Would you stay while Frilly is prepared?’ Mrs Parsons asked, an almost girlish tone of expectation in her husky, always terribly sexy voice.

   A gentle, very beautiful smile crossed Miss Erickson’s soft, blood red lips. ‘Of course. We have an hour before Bonnie is shipped off, and I’m sure he’d enjoy watching Frilly being prepared for his new life.’

   In response, poor Bonnie squealed with an even greater fury into his fat dummy gag and Miss Erickson burst out laughing. Bonnie shook his head with a terrible desperation, tears continuing to stream from his terror widened eyes and over his alabaster coloured cheeks.

   At that point, the door opened and the beautiful, elegant and incredibly sexy Daisy tottered sweetly into the room.

   She wiggle-minced up to Ms Kane and then performed a deep, panty flashing curtsey before her stunning, regal mistress.

   ‘Help Mrs Parsons undress Frilly and then begin the denuding.’

   Daisy curtsied her understanding and turned to face a stunned, tormented Frilly.

   Poor Frilly’s eyes filled with an inescapable and blatant desire. Through the shimmering film of strongly scented pink nylon that provided such an intensely fetishistic filter for the incredible events unfolding before him, Frilly could see that Daisy was truly gorgeous, a perfectly formed beauty with the pneumatic figure of a fifties sex goddess. Her large, sparkling blue eyes were filled with the almost painful arousal that Frilly had noticed in all the sissy captives of the Silken Illusion and her full, glistening, strawberry-coloured lips were curved into a smile of promise and strange reassurance.

   She took two tiny steps forward. Her pretty petticoats rustled, her large breasts bounced ever so slightly and her powerful, sweet rose perfume teased Frilly’s nylon sheathed nostrils.

   ‘Keep still, Frilly. I won’t hurt you if you’re a good girl.’

   Frilly’s eyes widened with further surprise: Daisy’s voice was that of a child mixed with the silky tease of a call girl. High pitched and soft, yet also dripping with a knowing sensuality.

   Daisy leaned forward and began to loosen the large pearl buttons that ran down the front of the tight, tormenting body sack. As she released the buttons, her eyes never left Frilly’s stunned gaze. The novice sissy moaned helplessly into her fat, pungent gag and, in between returning Daisy’s frank, hungry look with one of confused embarrassment and desire, he filled his stunned, beautiful eyes with the generous and hyper erotic vision of Daisy’s impressively real and very considerable bosom.

   As the buttons were loosened, it became apparent that Frilly was naked beneath the body sack. A slightly cruel, but also sexually charged smile crossed Daisy’s sensual mouth as Frilly’s flat, nearly hairless chest was revealed. Poor Frilly moaned with a furious pleasure and dreadful humiliation as Daisy worked her way towards the sissy’s slender, girlish waist and the secrets beyond.

   Eventually, the thick nylon waist band of the tights that so sweetly imprisoned his long, feminine legs was revealed. Daisy smiled and whispered a hoarse, sex-edged “lovely” as she reached the final button. She pulled back the silken edges of the body suit to reveal the full, tormented length of Frilly’s surprisingly large sex trapped beneath the sheer film of scented white nylon. A gasp of deeper, harsher pleasure slipped from Daisy’s mouth.

   ‘My, my,’ she whispered.

   Smiling and obviously curious, Onanda Erickson stepped forward and peered into the body sack. Her eyes widened and she unleashed a strange, staccato laugh that mixed mockery with reluctant admiration.

   ‘He’s certainly well-endowed.’

   Mrs Parsons blushed and nodded vaguely.

   Onanda Erickson straightened and set her frank gaze upon Frilly’s gorgeous stepmother. ‘Haven’t you ever been tempted?’

   A look of genuine shock passed across Mrs Parsons’ face and a wicked light filled Ms Erickson’s icy gaze.

   What no one had mentioned was the way Mrs Parsons had decorated her stepson’s sex. The painfully hard member was sheathed in a white nylon stocking bound tightly in place with a thick pink silk ribbon warped tightly around his bulging, straining balls. Also ignored was the perhaps more striking fact that the chain leash used to keep Daisy under control was attached directly to the wide, hard shaft of his sex via a tight leather band, the chain itself running down through a small, carefully cut hole in the gusset of the tights.

   After contemplating this bizarre and highly erotic display for a few more seconds, Daisy eased the loosened body sack over Frilly’s shoulders and let it fall down to just below his nylon enveloped waist. Daisy then lent forward again and removed thick silk ribbons that were loosely binding Frilly’s lower thighs and ankles. It was then relatively simple to ease the soft, shimmering body sack down his nylon sheathed legs.

   Frilly stood before the women in only the tights and the testing, high heeled ankle boots. With the body sack removed, a new level of cruel restraint was revealed: his arms had been pulled behind his back and bound tightly together with the more pink silk ribbons at the wrists and elbows.

   Ms Erickson giggled cruelly and whispered something in Mrs Parsons’ ear. The plump, beautiful blonde blushed and stifled a helpless laugh.

   Daisy pulled open the waist band of the tights and eased the leather band (which was actually sown across the chain leash) over the bulging head of Frilly’s large, nylon wrapped cock.

   Frilly watched this new humiliation with wide, terror-streaked eyes, and as soon as Daisy’s hand slipped over his cock, he let out a squeal of genuine outrage cut through with immediate and almost unbearable sexual arousal.

   ‘Be quiet you naughty girl!’ Mrs Parsons suddenly snapped.

   She stepped forward and applied a hard, very painful slap to Frilly’s delicately hosed thighs. Frilly squeaked with shock and discomfort into the panty gag and tried to control himself as Daisy pulled the chain through the gusset hole in his tights and then set about pulling the tights down his beautifully shaped legs to his ankles. Then she knelt down before him once again and, with glace gloved hands, carefully and patiently untied the ribbon lacing that held the delightful and ultra-feminine pink leather ankle boots so tightly in place. Frilly stifled a further moan of desperate sexual need and fear as Daisy gently eased each boot off his small, always feminine and now nylon wrapped feet. He was then ordered to step out of the bunched tights.

   Daisy, a vision of summer yellow and rich cream, her heart stopping gaze returning momentarily to Frilly”s straining, so very desperate cock, placed the gleaming sado-erotic boots at her side and rose with a balletic grace back to her own very high heeled feet. Her eyes filled with an aching need, her lips glistening with sex anticipation in the soft, pinkish light of the room, her large, tightly restrained breasts heaving desperately, she smiled softly and began to free poor Frilly’s angry, hungry cock from its delicate nylon and ribbon prison.

   Frilly’s eyes filled with the tears of a profound, soul crushing frustration. He fought girlish wiggles and a panty-gagged cry of ecstatic surprise. Daisy, her smile now in some way harder, crueller, picked at the ribbon bow with blood red nails, pinching the stiff, boiling flesh of Frilly’s impressive sex more than once. A tear trickled down his hot, pink nylon sheathed cheek and a bitter laugh of cruel pleasure shot from Ms Erickson’s sensual mouth.

   The ribbon was released and the stocking gently, teasingly slipped from the cauldron heat of Frilly’s tormented sex. And it was now that poor Frilly knew he was most under threat; for the urge to come, to spurt hot spunk all over the gorgeous she-male Daisy was momentarily quite irresistible. His pleading, nylon sheathed eyes turned to his beautiful, plump and utterly merciless step mother.

   ‘I know, Frilly,’ she said, her voice deep, hard, determined. ‘But if you come, it’s all over. If you can’t demonstrate this most basic level of self-control, it’s all a waste of time and money. If you come, I can guarantee you will be joining Bonnie.’

   Even with this terrible threat hanging over his stocking sealed head, he was still very close to exploding; indeed, on one very dark level, his stepmother’s threats, delivered in her always sexy voice, seemed to increase his fierce sexual arousal.

   But then the stocking was pulled free and, momentarily, he was also freed from the agonising ecstasy of Daisy’s teasing attentions.

   Daisy stood back and examined Frilly’s form with wide, excited eyes.

   ‘Leave the stocking hood for now,’ Ms Kane said.

   Daisy curtsied and wiggle-minced back towards Frilly. She moved behind the pretty sissy and untied the ribbons binding his arms. Frilly sighed with relief into his pungent, intimate gag and awaited Daisy’s next move with desperate ambivalence.

   ‘Place your arms at your side, my sweet.’

   Frilly obeyed without hesitation. He stared down at his straining, naked sex, with its long, hard crimson shaft and bulging, almost purple head. There was some embarrassment, but mainly there was just dreadful sexual ache. Despite everything, Frilly remained deeply aroused. Indeed, he had never felt an arousal like it before: a body and soul consuming need that acted like a hood – a sheer nylon hood, no doubt – obscuring all rational thought and fear. He looked up at Mrs Parsons, his gorgeous, buxom, step mother, a woman he had always been attracted to, a woman who, despite her general coolness to him, had always been an object of intense sexual interest. He looked into her piercing blue eyes and saw a dark and heartless fascination. Her bloody lips curved into a cruel smile and her eyes fell upon his enraged sex. Then her smile widened, a smile that held the secrets of a powerful and twisted imagination.

   Daisy wiggle minced over to the shelves holding the strange and disturbing tools of feminisation. Each step was a teasing caress. The skirt of the yellow dress was so short that her heavily be-frilled silk panties were always visible through the fine lace mist of petticoating. The panties were very tight and provided a beautifully exact outline of the plump, perfectly formed globes of two erotically dancing buttocks, two nylon and silk wrapped peaches - sweet, forbidden fruit.

   From a middle shelf she selected a silver canister. She smiled to herself, turned and tottered back towards Frilly. Despite a dreadful trepidation, his desire remained intense and unavoidable, and his eyes once again fell upon Daisy’s impressive, helplessly bouncing bosom.

   Daisy drew to an elegant halt before Frilly, the can raised in her right hand, a gentle and reassuring smile lighting up her beautiful face.

   ‘It’ll sting a bit,’ she whispered, ‘but beauty always has a price, my pretty flower.’

   Frilly’s eyes widened.

   ‘Get on with it,’ Ms Kane snapped.

   Daisy sprayed a fine white, cherry scented mist across Frilly’s chest and stomach.

   The spray was cool and there was – at least initially – no discomfort. After the chest and stomach, Daisy set to work on the rest of Frilly’s body below his neck, covering every inch with the spray and wrapping him in a damp feminine miasma. Within a few seconds he was completely enveloped. His eyes darted between Daisy as she moved around his naked body and the three beautiful, determined women who were overseeing this drastic and apparently permanent transformation. His heart pounded with fear, eroticised anticipation and an angry sexual arousal made strikingly apparent by his painfully hard erection.

   Daisy told him to spread his legs. He obeyed hesitantly and then the cool pray kissed his buttocks and inner thighs. He squeaked with shock and a helplessly perverse excitement.

   Then the gorgeous she-male reappeared in front of him, her dazzling smile touched by a finger of concern.

   ‘It will begin to test you in a little while, my sweet. But you must be strong.’

   Frilly stared at Daisy with a mixture of intense attraction and fear. He nodded weakly.

   Daisy minced back towards the women, curtsied deeply before them (revealing more of her beautiful, heavily be-frilled white silk panties in the process), and turned back towards Frilly.

   Frilly looked at the women and their lovely she male slave. He knew sometime terrible was about to happen. Yet even with this knowledge framing every thought, he found himself filled with desire for the women and for Daisy. His eyes caressed their splendid, elegant forms and surrendered to the absolute inevitability of their power over him, a power born both out of the grim reality of physical control and the far stronger truth of a fierce sexual enslavement.

   Then he began to feel a strange, slightly irritating tingling, a sudden breeze of pins and needles that followed exactly the course set by the spray can’s misty jet stream. His eyes widened with surprise and the women’s smiles widened with cruel impatience as the tingling seemed to deepen and turn into something else: almost a scratching, a heated sandpapering of his already soft, girlish skin.

   Soon the heat was much stronger, a burning that inspired increasing panic stricken moaning, terrified, pink nylon sheathed eyes and an emerging ballet of desperate wiggles. Within a few minutes, tears were trickling from his eyes, he was squealing angrily and desperately into the fat, inescapable gag, and he was hopping about like a lunatic puppet.

   His reaction inspired laughter and clapping from the three women and a look of genuine concern from the lovely Daisy. And as his discomfort turned into a true, unavoidable pain and his squeals became cries of utter despair, small, sparkling tears began to trickle from Daisy’s eyes.

   And just at the point where poor Frilly thought he could endure no more, where it was as if his body was being consumed in terrible, sizzling fire, Ms Kane ordered a clearly relieved Daisy to apply the body wipes.

   Daisy rapidly returned to the shelves and retrieved what at first appeared to be a pile of small, white towels. As Frilly hopped and squealed before her, she laid the towels on the floor before him. Between his agonised wiggles and bounces, the helplessly, hooded sissy managed to see that the towels were in fact large white squares of some strange glistening fabric sealed in transparent plastic wrap.

   Daisy carefully unwrapped the first “towel” before Frilly’s wildly tormented eyes. She then stepped forward and wiped the towel, which was damp, warm and teasingly soft, across Frilly’s tortured chest. Almost immediately there was a reduction in the infuriating burning, a reduction that became noticeably greater as the gorgeous she-male widened the arc of the towel down to his stomach. She used a second towel to wipe the spray’s savage irritant impact from Frilly’s long, helplessly feminine legs and feet, kneeling with grace and care before carefully picking up each small, girlish foot and applying the healing balm spread so mysteriously across the towel’s cream coloured surface.

   In a few minutes, Daisy managed to wipe clean virtually every part of Filly’s infuriated and deeply pained anatomy. Except for his long, hard, crimson-headed cock. For some reason, Daisy ignored this last outpost of pain with a cruel and eroticised indifference that smacked of sadistic deliberation. So, although the pain was reduced, it was also greater; for now everything was concentrated on his still violently erect sex. Tears continued to flow from his pretty, sky blue eyes and kittenish moans of distress continued to fight their way past the thick, tight tape sealing his soft, ruby lips so effectively shut.

   ‘You can finish him off,’ Ms Kane then said.

   Daisy nodded and performed a dainty bob curtsey. She then tottered sweetly forward, smiled modestly at the intensely irritated and aroused Frilly and then, once again, knelt before him.

   She wiped the irritant film from his stiff, boiling cock with a teasing acre that left poor Frilly on the edge of a savage orgasm.

   ‘Remember,’ his stepmother whispered, holding his terrified, sex framed gaze.

   A terrible punishment would follow what then seemed an inevitable ejaculation. Daisy teased the bulging, bloody head of his cock with the warm towelling and then set to terrible, expert work on his fat, aching balls. Then, just as he was sure a volcanic eruption of hot, uncontrollable spunk was about to spurt with black animal power from the shark eye of his cock, she removed the towel and sent him plunging into a paradoxical darkness of stunning relief and terrible frustration.

   Then there was a final, almost overwhelming sense of relief that was both a pure pleasure and a terrible truth. The veil of identity is so easily destroyed by the brutal fact of physical being, whether through pain or desire. The weaknesses of his identity, already so significantly threatened by this deeply perverse feminisation, had been further stressed by the absolute power of his suffering and the need to escape it. Yet if this thought was yet another simple, dreadful humiliation, the body that remained after the application of the spray was an even greater one. For as the powerful sense of relief faded, he became aware of the strange and shocking effect of the spray. His entire body was now a bright pink and entirely hairless! His skin tingled not unpleasantly and his sex strained even more furiously forward, its bushy pubic hair base having been completely removed.

   The women nodded and smiled.

   ‘The spray contains a chemical that destroys not only the hair, but its roots,’ Ms Kane explained, clearly enjoying this new development. ‘You will no longer grow any body hair.’

   He looked down at his rather absurd form through the nylon stocking hood and moaned sadly. The denuding was permanent – a dreadful but also highly effective symbol of his now inescapable feminisation.

   ‘Remove the hood and finish the job,’ Ms Kane snapped.

   Daisy smiled shyly and bob-curtsied. She then stepped forward and very gently eased the hood from Frilly’s hot, teased head.

   The cool air of the changing room washed over his face and he felt new, terror-framed relief. His heart pounded as the gorgeous she-male, her large, silk and satin encased breasts brushing teasingly against his baby smooth and ultra sensitive chest, her cool, minted breath caressing his hot, crimson cheeks, pulled the thick tape from his girlish lips and extracted the soaking, pungent panty gag from his tormented mouth.

   He stared into her huge blue eyes and felt himself lost in an ecstatic abyss of desire. His aching, arched cock rubbed against the edge of Daisy’s infinity of frilled petticoating and a sigh of utter pleasure slipped from his freed mouth.

   Frilly watched, sex enraged, as Daisy covered two of the wipes in the denuding spray and began to use the first wipe to very gently clean his checks and neck, her eyes constantly locked into his stunned, furiously desiring gaze. Within seconds the terrible tingling was moving across his face like a plague of red ants and quickly transforming into a real and painful burning. Luckily, he was prepared for the spray’s impact and withstood the two minutes before Daisy removed it using clean wipes with a fortitude that clearly impressed his gorgeous, cruel-eyed captors.

   Then the ordeal, or rather this part of the bigger ordeal, was over. Stunned and humiliated, yet also increasingly excited by this humiliation, he stood before the women and Daisy and knew this was truly only the beginning. His slender, feminine form, denuded and tingling, his skin now coloured a deep sissy pink, was presented naked and stunningly vulnerable. His achingly hard sex rose up before his beautiful female captors as a singular and inescapable confession of desperate need.

   ‘Bring him to the horse,’ Ms Kane snapped, inspiring another pretty, panty flashing curtsey from Daisy.

   Daisy led Frilly towards the red leather gym horse. As she did so, Ms Kane took the large, sinister syringe Frilly had noticed earlier from the long, filled shelves. She held it before the wide eyed sissy and smiled as its long, wicked needle gleamed in the pink light.

   ‘The sex drug,’ the lovely, shark-eyed redhead purred, her cool, sensual voice filled with sadistic pleasure. ‘An essential tool in controlling the novice sissy.’

   The syringe was filled with a strange, almost luminous liquid and Frilly stared at it with a renewed, yet still sex-edged terror.

   ‘It is essentially a powerful hormone stimulant that ensures high levels of constant sexual arousal. It also significantly heightens sexual performance. Combined with our training regime, it helps ensure compliance and, eventually, total acceptance by the male subject his feminisation.’

   Ms Kane stepped forward.

   ‘Lean over the horse, my pretty,’ Daisy whispered.

   Frilly turned to stare at her and his large, hard cock brushed once again against the soft winds of her ornate, elegant petticoating, his lovely girlish eyes field with a desperate pleading.

   ‘Now,’ Daisy stressed, her pretty voice suddenly filled with genuine threat.

   Frilly turned back towards the horse, looked over at his smiling stepmother, and then nervously leant over the facing side of the leather horse.

   Almost immediately, he felt Daisy’s hands around his ankles, pulling his legs wide part and forcing his arms to stretch out in a straight line along the horse to maintain balance. He felt his ankles pulled with surprising strength into the shackles and quickly, tightly imprisoned. Then, inspiring a sudden, deliciously tingling shock and deep, helpless arousal, Daisy’s sex gloved hands were once again slipping over his sex and pulling it gently into position beneath the body of the horse. He squealed with a terrible, soul destroying pleasure as his cock was locked inside its own leather shackle, a wicked device attached to the smooth, cool underside of the horse’s thick tubular body.

   Yet this was not the end of this particularly perverse and paralysing bondage; for as soon as his ankles and cock were secured, Daisy tottered around the horse so that she was standing immediately in front of him. He found himself staring directly at her perfect, white nylon sheathed legs and wanting her with an even greater and totally unreasonable intensity.

   She took his wrists and began to pull his body forward up over the horse. He gasped with surprise, both at her strength and at the disorientation created by suddenly being pulled forward over the horse. He cried out with genuine fear as his arms were pulled down the outer side of the horse so that, eventually, his fingers were only a few inches from the rubberised floor and his stomach was stretched flat against the top of the horse, thus creating an aching tension as his legs were stretched. As his body was pulled into his exposed position, his sex in turn was pulled painfully tight by the cruel leather shackle that held it so firmly and perversely in place.

   Daisy knelt down in another explosion of petticoats and pretty silk knickers. He tried to lift his head and, momentarily, their eyes were locked together once again.

   ‘Just relax,’ the she-male beauty whispered. ‘Accept.’

   He tried to follow her advice, but when she then proceeded to lock his wrists in the two shackles attached to the legs on the front side of the horse, he found himself spread-eagled with a fierce tightness across the body of the horse, his arms and legs pulled wide, his face upside down and forced to behold the humiliating fact of his cruelly imprisoned sex.

   The sense of exposure and utter helplessness was now at its strongest. His buttocks felt spread by some vicious clamp, but this was only the effect of the pressure being applied to his stretched legs.

   He sensed Daisy step back from the horse. Then the gleaming black patent leather, stiletto heeled court shoes of Ms Kane came into his line of sight. She was standing directly behind his terribly exposed buttocks. He felt his anus twitch and his heart speed up.

   ‘How long will it take?’ he heard his stepmother ask, her voice filled with sado-erotic expectation.

   ‘Oh, only a few minutes,’ Ms Kane replied, amused and darkly aroused.

   He watched the glamorous, intensely sensual bottom half of Ms Kane step forward to within a few inches of his helpless, exposed rear end. The erotic sweetness of her expensive French perfume teased his fear-flared nostrils and his erection strained desperately in the cruel shackle. Then there was the concentrated and sharp pressure of a metal point being pressed deep inside his right thigh, only a few centimetres from his testicles. His cry of shock and anguish heightened considerably when the sharpness suddenly increased in intensity and the needle punctured his skin.

   For a sickening few seconds he could feel cool metal inside his body as the sex drug fluid was pumped into a vein and began to spread throughout his tethered, feminine form.

   Then the needle was removed and he sighed with relief and gratitude.

   ‘I suggest we fix the plug before the full impact is felt,’ he heard Ms Erickson say.

   ‘Yes,’ Ms Kane replied. ‘Good idea. Daisy!’

   He was aware of more movement. To his left, where the women were gathered, he could hear a whispered conversation between Ms Erickson and his step mother that ended in an intimate and meaning-filled laugh. He saw Daisy’s striking white stiletto heels pass behind him again. Then a small metal table on gleaming silver wheels was pushed into his line of sight.

   There was a snap of rubber, the sound, he thought, of latex gloves being pulled over human skin. Then there was a shock even greater than the cruel kiss of the syringe. A rubberised finger suddenly slipped into the dark space between his buttocks and pressed firmly into his anus.

   He let out a loud squeal of horror and tugged painfully on his bounds, thus stretching his cock even more severely!

   ‘Shut him up,’ Ms Kane snapped.

   A hand suddenly grasped his head and pulled it up. He found himself facing another pair of very shapely, black nylon sheathed legs. Then something was stuffed deep into his mouth, something soft and silky and filled with a familiar musky taste. Then something equally soft was wrapped around his head to hold this new gag firmly in place and his head released.

   He moaned into the gag and quickly realised a still warm pair of panties, with the crotch section exposed, had been stuffed in his mouth and tied in place with a nylon stocking. His cock, so cruelly tormented, stiffened and a sudden sense of the most extreme and delirious sexual arousal crashed over his prone form. He squealed with a helpless and furiously pleasure.

   ‘Hurry up, Daisy. It’s taking effect.’

   Ms Kane’s sexy, husky voice, filled with teasing mischief, was the voice of a sex angel. Suddenly the world had become overwhelmed by constant and unbearable erotic potential.

   He felt the finger slip out of his arse. Yet within seconds it had returned, this time covered in a cool, thick gel. He screamed into the pungent gag as the finger began to line the walls of his anus with the gel. This was pleasure on the verge of an ecstatic agony made worse by the fact that the finger moved gently, lovingly, teasingly. Frilly, a 16 year old virgin, had never felt any intimate sexual caress other than from his own hand. He had never felt or even been close to a woman’s body. And so this was his firstly genuinely sexual communication with another human being, with the gorgeous she-male beauty Daisy.

   Then the finger eased out of his arse once again and he released muffled pleas for its return. The women’s laughter filled the room, a divine sex music that vibrated against the bulging head of his tormented cock like a sweet sonic kiss. But this was only the beginning of a new, astonishing stage of his transformative, ultra-erotic ordeal. For within seconds of Daisy’s latex sheathed finger leaving his newly enlivened anus, there was something harder and more determined replacing it, pushing firmly against the tender edge of his arse. It was broader than the finger, yet with a clearly pointed tip. His squeals increased in volume and amazement as the tip was edged inside his anus and then firmly pushed into the very heart of him. The pressure was determined, yet not extreme; this was a gradual process of systematic penetration that left him wiggling and screaming helplessly into the intimate, unyielding gag. He was overwhelmed by a feeling of being gradually split in two, a profound, sado-erotic sundering. He felt the cool, plastic thing work deeper into him; he felt his buttocks pushed apart; he felt the kiss of some slick, cold sex tool as it drilled into his body and opened up undreamt of potentials for physical pleasure.

   Then there was a sudden, heart stopping pain: the plastic burrowing thing had reached an obstacle – his arse would stretch no further. He heard Daisy sigh with effort and frustration and mutter a sweetly voiced “oh dear”. He actually tried to force his legs further apart to accommodate this strangely beautiful intrusion.

   ‘Push harder,’ Ms Kane snapped, her harsh voice filled with cruel determination.

   There was hesitation then the sound of a hand striking nylon sheathed flesh.

   ‘Harder!’ Ms Kane cried, her voice filling the room with a raw electric energy.

   Then there was more pain. A solid, blinding pain that produced instant tears and the highest pitched sissy squeal imaginable. He knew he would be seriously injured, that things had gone too far, that there would be an ambulance and a much more precise and de-sexed humiliation. But then, to his amazement and deep relief, there was a sudden give, a collapse of all resistance, and the intruder slipped deep inside some long hidden cave of tender sissy flesh. Suddenly he was filled to overflowing, suddenly the plastic thing was locked deep, firmly and very erotically inside him, as if it was now part of his physical being.

   He felt his body instinctively relax and was immediately aware of the potential of the intruder. His arse stretched, the walls of his anus teased, he experienced an immediate and intense sexual thrill of a magnitude much greater than the teasing intervention of the rubberised finger. He moaned with masochistic abandon into the gag and felt himself consumed completely by the erotic truth of physical existence.

   ‘Good,’ Ms Kane whispered, her voice filled with a cruel arousal. ‘Now we can move on to the restrainer. Get her up.’

   Hands were suddenly at his ankles, freeing them from the unyielding leather shackles. He sighed with relief as the tension stretching his hard, angry, desperate sex was lessened. Then his wrists were freed and he felt a hand slip beneath his stomach and begin to help him upright.

   In the fifteen or so minutes he had been secured so firmly to the horse, his arms and legs had gone quite numb, and as Daisy helped him onto his feet, he began to sway precariously, his sissy form now made of weak, pathetic rubber.

   Ms Kane stepped forward and gripped his shoulders firmly, holding him upright and staring directly into his stunned eyes. He met her gaze and felt his soul melt. Her great beauty was a devastating tool of control; as her sparkling green eyes burnt into his girlish blue orbs, he knew that the only option open to him was total obedience.

   And it was as his eyes slipped from her terrible, wonderful gaze and fell upon her firm, heaving bosom that another tidal wave of incredible sexual arousal crashed into him, a wave that was increased in its ferocity by the sudden and brutal sensation of the intruder lodged between his buttocks. As he stood, as his thighs came together, the plug was pushed even deeper into his anus and its awful, inescapable stimulation became even more intense. His cock reared up and a further moan of helpless need slipped from the fat, pungent panty gag.

   ‘Hurry up,’ she said, a tone of contempt entering her voice. ‘Before he comes all over me.’

   In the background, Daisy had been tottering sweetly between the horse and the shelves. As feeling returned to Frilly (in more ways than one!), Ms Kane released her grip and he found himself facing the stunning Daisy. But now, under the influence of the terribly tormenting sex drug, he was beholding her anew, confronting a being designed to thrill and serve, a being of startlingly subservient ultra-femininity and truly amazing beauty. Suddenly his desire for her was a cosmic adoration. His eyes widened as they met hers and a moan of the darkest need slipped from behind the intimate, perverse gag. Tears of a truly unbearable desire began to trickle from his eyes and Daisy’s concerned smile was a sun exploding in a galaxy of gender ambiguity.

   He consumed her astonishing body with his sex swamped gaze. Then his eyes feel upon her silk gloved hands and saw she was holding what looked very much like the index finger of a hot pink coloured rubber glove.

   ‘Put your hands behind your back and try to keep upright,’ Daisy purred, her voice a golden sex music. ‘This will be worse than the denuder, I’m afraid. And, remember, if you come, you’ll be joining Bonnie.’

   At the mention of the doomed, babified sissy, Frilly’s head turned towards the terrified, furious form of pretty Bonnie still struggling pointlessly in the high chair. Beautiful, tragic Bonnie, her eyes filled with a dreadful, simple knowledge and its impending realisation in a dark reality of complete and final transformation. Yet, once again, it was not fear that Bonnie’s awful fate inspired, but a cruel, sadistic pleasure. Then Frilly was brought back to her own shocking reality as Daisy’s hands touched the swollen, enraged head of his utterly exposed sex, the fundamental physical fact of a masculinity that would, for Bonnie, soon be no more.

   Frilly gasped and looked down at her rock hard sex: Daisy was about to slip the strange finger-like rubber sheath over its boiling crimson head. He briefly looked up at her, his eyes filled with pleading, arousal-filled concern. Daisy smiled sympathetically, knowing from her own experience the agony poor Frilly was experiencing, and then began to work the sheath forward, pulling it in one swift strong gesture over the head of his cock, along the hard, crimson surface and then, in one last, very quick movement, over his bulging, tormented balls, where it was snapped firmly and tightly in place.

   Frilly squealed with shock and surprise as the rubber material squeezed his balls and tightened around the angry, tight skin of his considerable erection.

   ‘The restrainer is made from an advanced form of latex rubber,’ Ms Kane explained, moving closer to the stunned, tormented sissy. ‘It contracts with heat, yet allows virtually full expansion of the penis. However, ejaculation is quite impossible. Every sissy servant of the Silken Illusion is kept permanently restrained. Release may be allowed by a mistress on special occasions, but this is entirely a matter for the individual owner.’

   Frilly looked down at his bright pink, rock hard cock and felt tears of profound frustration well up in his pretty, girlish eyes.

   ‘You will see that there is a micro-mesh fibre head,’ the gorgeous dominatrix continued, her eyes studying Frilly’s impressive, imprisoned cock with an obvious sexual interest. ‘This allows urination without removal.’

   Filly moaned into the panty gag and felt his sad, furiously aroused gaze once again captured by hers. Despite his torture and frustration, he felt only the most intense desire and admiration for this beautiful and cruel woman.

   ‘Right,’ Ms Kane continued, her eyes turning sternly to Daisy. ‘Take her to the dressing table.’

   Daisy performed another lovely, panty flashing curtsey of absolute obedience and placed a silk gloved hand on Frilly’s shoulder.

   As she led him towards the beautiful, ornate dressing table, he immediately experienced the true impact of the plug. Suddenly each small, nervous step was a dreadful sexual tease. The furious, wave-like arousal inspired by the sex drug returned with a dark vengeance as the most profound and all pervasive sense of pure physical pleasure enveloped his sissified being. He squealed with stunned amazement into the fat panty gag and a slightly cruel smile passed across Daisy’s sparkling cherry red lips.

   ‘ Isn’t it wonderful!’ she whispered, her voice filled with erotic urgency. ‘Every step is now ecstasy.’

   His only response was a further moan of angry pleasure as his thighs pressed together and, by the very fact of walking, forced the plug teasingly to massage his ultra-sensitised arse.

   The large, ornate dressing table dominated an entire side of the mysterious room. Placed before it was a small, white leather backed stool. The gorgeous she-male carefully helped the tormented sissy slave rest his pert, always feminine backside against its cool, firm surface.

   As his upper body weight pressed down on his buttocks, he felt the plug press even deeper and closed his eyes tightly as another wave of intense, mind bending pleasure surged through his body.

   When he opened his eyes, he found himself facing his own reflection and gasped with a soul crushing embarrassment. His slender, feminine face was filled with pathetic surprise and in his pretty pale blue eyes he could see the same desperate masochistic need that had haunted the eyes of the other sissy prisoners of the Silken Illusion. Yet worse was the fact that, even without any form of feminine attire or make up, he already looked like a girl, a fact that perhaps he had known long before he arrived here; a fact that secretly tormented him since he had been a little boy; a fact made too real by much teasing at School; a fact that had no doubt been part of his step mother’s decision to have him transformed in the first place. Yet even as he felt embarrassment and shame, he also felt, again, helpless and powerful sexual excitement. As his rubberised cock pressed deep into his flat stomach, he knew that femininity had always lurked deep within him, a femininity he had fought, but which had also secretly fascinated and aroused him.

   ‘Start with the hair,’ Ms Kane said.

   Daisy nodded seriously and he noticed his stepmother and the gorgeous, cruel eyed Ms Erikson move into the range of his reflection. Via the large, oval mirror, he looked up into his stepmother’s limpid blue eyes and saw her pleasure and excitement. He felt his cock strain against the ingenious restrainer and fought back further tears of frustration.

   Daisy took a barber’s black metal electric razor from the table and suddenly the room was filled with a low, but fierce humming.

   ‘Keep still, prettiness,’ Daisy purred.

   His hair had always been worn short, partly at the insistence of his stepmother, but also because it was a proven method of hiding his girlish good looks. As Daisy began to run the whirring blades of the razor across carefully controlled and shaped strands of blonde hair, he realised the new style demanded by the Silken Illusion would be more than short! And as it became apparent that his head was to be shaven, a look of deeper, darker alarm flooded his eyes.

   ‘We find natural hair a hindrance to the imagination,’ Ms Kane explained. ‘Most mistresses prefer the creative potential of wigs and, being a highly intelligent and inventive woman, your mummy is no different. Your hair will therefore be removed and your head subject to the permanent powers of the denuding spray.’

   Poor Frilly’s eyes moved rapidly between his disappearing hair, which was now falling in soft blonde clumps over his shoulders, and Ms Kane’s steel hard, desire framed gaze. As her cruel smile widened, tears of defeat and despair began to trickle from the sissy’s eyes and his cock fought pointlessly against the unyielding restrainer. The collision of humiliation and arousal was head-on and as inescapable as they fat panty gag filling his soft mouth.

   Eventually, he found himself confronting a skin-headed and very girlish youth, the only sign of his hair a light stubble mapping out the dome of his skull, a stubble that was quickly and expertly removed by Daisy using a frightening, silver handled cut-throat razor. Then she covered this newly pristine and gleaming surface in a thick cloud of the denuding spray. Tears ran freely from Frilly’s wide, pained eyes.

   ‘Say goodbye to your hair, sweety,’ Ms Erickson teased and his stepmother burst out laughing, her cruelty both awful and, to Frilly’s amazement, arousing!

   His head was left to tingle, then itch, then burn, before Daisy carefully wiped the spray’s wicked particles from his now totally smooth, babyish head. Yes: babyish; the effect was stunning and brutally obvious: he had been turned into a pretty, wide eyed, very feminine baby boy. His humiliation was profound, the destruction of his soul complete. Yet at the same time his cock fought the cruel, teasing re-strainer, and his thighs pressed together to push the ingenious, perverse plug deeper into his highly sensitised arse. He was lost in a terrible and beautiful contradiction between degradation and fierce sexual excitement from which he knew it was unlikely he would ever escape.

   He looked up at the mirror and stared once again into his stepmother’s always lovely eyes. Yes, she was being cruel, she was mocking his awful predicament; but she was also aroused, significantly turned on at the sight of this amazing transformation. And her arousal was his. His eyes fell upon her rapidly heaving and substantial bosom and he sighed with a helplessly sissy pleasure into the intimately flavoured and tightly secured panty gag.

   The next few minutes passed in a carefully managed whirlwind of action overseen by the stunning Daisy. The speed with which she managed his elaborate sissy make-up betrayed expertise and experience. First, after carefully removing the fat and now very damp panty gag, a rather thick white foundation cream was applied to his head, face and neck, transforming him from a baby boy into a strange, almost sexless doll, a ghostly, neutered figure that, for the first time, he truly didn’t recognise. Daisy applied the thick substance with an artist’s lightness of touch and within a few minutes every centimetre of skin on and around his head, face and neck was completely covered. And as he watched this bizarre transformation, he remembered that each of the pretty sissies he had seen on the stage had been made up with the same core foundation, their faces snow white and thus helplessly doll-like.

   ‘The foundation mask is made with a dye that is both waterproof and extremely resilient. On average it needs replacing once every three months. We use the same chemicals in all the sissy make up: once applied there is no need for regular re-application.’

   Ms Kane’s words were uttered with a measured indifference. She was speaking to his stepmother, but also, in a subtle way, continuing her cruel teasing of Frilly.

   ‘It’s a bit like a tattoo, I suppose,’ his stepmother whispered, clearly fascinated by this latest phase of poor Frilly’s transformation.

   Ms Kane smiled forgivingly. ‘Yes…in a way.’

   Frilly stared at the strange creature before him and saw his strange sissy future emerge like a slowly developing photograph.

   Soon his head and neck were completely covered: he was a strange sissy mannequin ready to take on any personality or style his mistress desired, a submissive nothingness awaiting the identity demanded by his beautiful, cruel eyed and endlessly imaginative stepmother.

   After the foundation, came the detail: a striking pink lipstick that matched exactly the colour of the wicked, endlessly arousing restrainer, a long, phallic stick that was drawn across his soft, girlish lips by Daisy’s steady, expert hand, her lovely, marble face only inches from his own, her warm scented breath caressing his painted skin. Then a hint of a lighter pink eye shadow that only just coloured his eyelids. Then a touch of matching rouge, a small, dainty circle on each glistening cheek. Simple, minimal, but certainly enough to effect a real and even more shocking transformation. Now he saw quite clearly the sissy he was to become; now all vestiges of a truly male self had been hidden beneath a veil of ultra-femininity.

   Daisy stood back and allowed the women to study Frilly through the mirror. He blushed at their interest, but the colouring of his cheeks was completely hidden by the all pervasive foundation.

   ‘Very good,’ Ms Kane whispered. ‘Now the body stocking.’

   Daisy performed another beautiful, deep curtsey before her gorgeous mistress and helped a stunned Frilly to his feet. As he stood again, the plug, of which he was constantly aware, once again pressed deeper into his anal passage and he moaned with a stark, animal pleasure. His pink rubber imprisoned cock rose up before him, fighting its fiendish restraint with a courage that was both desperate and pointless.

   Daisy stared down at his sealed, long and very hard penis and a twinkle of deep desire filled her own lovely eyes.

   Frilly watched her with a terrible sex need as Daisy then proceeded to bend forward in front of him to gain access to a gold handled draw built into the side of the ornate dressing table. As she did so, her wide, short skirt and the inches of petticoating beneath rose up her while nylon sheathed thighs to reveal her perfectly shaped, silk pantied and hosed backside, a full and, he suspected, quite deliberate revealing that inspired another moan of angry, painful longing.

   From within the draw, Daisy extracted a neatly folded, white nylon garment. Frilly looked at it and then into Daisy’s wide, sex teased eyes. Daisy smiled knowingly and unfolded the garment, holding it up before him with a slightly cruel smile. This, he assumed was “the body stocking”.

   Made from an opaque white nylon, the garment was essentially the fusion of a leotard and a pair of tights, the leotard section fitted with two long sleeves that ended seamlessly in gloves.

   Its purpose was immediately clear: to cover the body from toe to neck in a film of soft white nylon.

   Frilly, aroused and strangely eager, watched as Daisy took the stocking by the neck and began very carefully to roll it up until only the long white leg sections were fully exposed. She then knelt down before him and proceeded to roll the left leg into a bowl and gently slip it over Frilly’s corresponding foot. He quickly saw the logic of Daisy’s approach and lifted his foot so that the nylon leg could be drawn up his leg to just below the knee. The she-male beauty then repeated this delicate procedure with his right leg, before beginning to draw the stocking up over the rest of his ultra-sensitive, baby smooth body.

   To his surprise, the soft nylon material expanded easily to cover his legs and plunge him almost immediately into the most wonderful whirlpool of tactile pleasure. His denuded, sensitised skin was enveloped in what felt like a thousand soft nylon kisses and a high pitched moan of pleasure seeped from his girlish, pink painted lips.

   ‘Oh my god,’ he whispered. ‘It’s beautiful, so soft, so…’

   ‘So feminine?’ Ms Kane asked, her smile wide, triumph and sadistic. ‘Yes, now perhaps you can begin to appreciate the pleasures of your fate, my pretty sissy.’

   Frilly stared at her and nodded in helpless agreement as the long, sheer legs of the stocking were drawn with a teasing slowness over his always shapely legs towards the top of his thighs and his tightly restrained, iron hard cock.

   Daisy rose to her feet as the legs of the stocking approached Frilly’s upper thighs. He stared down at the she-male’s large, rapidly rising and falling bosom and felt another wave of unbearable ecstasy crash over his body. He swayed with the shock of a profound and absolute pleasure. Then he felt Ms Kane’s strong hands on his shoulders. Her powerful, sharp-edged perfume tortured his helplessly flaring nostrils.

   ‘Yes, Frilly, it is pleasure on the verge on an almost unbearable pain – the pain of constant and inescapable frustration. Coming to terms with this pain will be your greatest challenge.’

   Before he could even look at this astonishing, deeply impressive woman, a new challenge was upon him, for Daisy was now pulling the stocking up over his so deeply tormented, rubberised sex! He squealed with a blind fury as the so soft, teasing nylon fabric smothered his tightly restrained, desperate cock and began to work its way up over his hips and lower stomach. Ms Kane held him firm and upright as Daisy rose fully to her own high heeled feet and began to ease the wondrous stocking over his highly sensitised and baby smooth torso.

   Eventually, Daisy gently eased his long, feminine arms into the gloved sleeve sections of the stocking and then carefully pulled the entire stocking up over his chest and shoulders, leaving him completely and beautifully immersed in the astoundingly erotic fabric.

   Tears of angry and helpless pleasure trickled from his wide, sky blue eyes and he looked down at his body in delighted (and also terrified) astonishment. He was sealed in an opaque white nylon body suit from the tips of his toes and fingers all the way up to his neck. The sex drug made the normally arousing, ultra-soft fabric a truly divine sexual thrill. Never in his life had he experienced such immediate and deep pleasure! He gasped and fought another loud moan. He was lost in the depths of the profoundest sexual excitation. He was reborn in a pure, cosmically powerful sissy arousal.

   Yet this dizzyingly erotic torment was far from complete. As he struggled to control the power of his reaction to such splendid nylon encasement, Daisy, her smile filled with her own angry sexual excitation, stepped closer still. Her large and perfect breasts, so carefully and deliberately revealed by the stunning yellow silk dress, brushed against his nylon teased chest and her hands slipped down over his lower stomach, their long nailed fingers testing the opaque skin tight material with casual sadism. Then, to his horror and astonishment, the hands were slipping into a previously unseen hole, a lace frilled circle that was only now revealing itself, a hole positioned directly over his wildly tormented, rock hard sex.

   He squealed with a disturbingly feminine authenticity as Daisy took hold of his rubber sealed cock and began very gently to pull it through the vaginal slit, her eyes again never leaving his, eyes betraying burning desire and promising a future of perverse and beautiful pleasure.

   Then it was out, revealed in its pink rubber sealed glory for all to see, the constant reminder of a maleness now consumed and enslaved by the delicate power of the Feminine.

   Ms Kane smiled, Ms Erickson laughed and his stepmother’s glacial eyes were warmed once again by a strange sexual arousal.

   He stood before them, a strange sissy manifestation of paradoxical fertility, his large, always impressive sex both the height of masculine reality and its fantastic destruction, his body a whirl pool of eroticised physical being in a world of pure sex.

   ‘Now the corset and the one-piece, I think,’ Ms Kane said, her smile filled with cruel triumph.

   Daisy curtsied and tottered to the large, white wardrobe, each high heeled step a gloriously provocative gesture that left poor, sex-crushed Frilly moaning with a dreadful, irresistible need.

   Closer inspection revealed that the doors to the wardrobe were two long wooden panels, one of which Daisy slid back to reveal a startling collection of intricately perverse sissy dresses and associated attire. Frilly looked at this astonishing display with wide, desire streaked eyes, knowing he was witnessing another profound vision of his ultra-feminised future.

   Before he had time to get a clear and detailed look at each of the dresses, Daisy leant forward and quickly extracted a striking, pink satin little girl’s dress and, from a drawer beneath the row of dresses, some strange form of pink rubber foundation wear. She then turned on her high heels and wiggle-minced back towards Frilly, her arms filled with the bizarre costume. As her plump, perfectly shaped bosom bounced and her long, white nylon sheathed legs moved quickly yet elegantly, Frilly felt a sexual love so deep it was both painful and ecstatic. His rubber enveloped sex strained forward, reaching out to this image of stunning she-male perfection, and he found himself once again moaning with a helpless yet also dangerous abandon.

   ‘She really is making far too much noise,’ Ms Kane snapped.

   ‘Let me deal with it,’ Ms Erickson responded, a cruel, sex-framed smile passing across her beautifully angular and pale features. ‘Just give me a minute.’

   She then slipped from the room, disappearing through the main entrance with a purposeful, threatening haste.

   Frilly watched Ms Erickson’s departure and knew nothing good would come of it. Yet any further contemplation of Ms Erickson’s plans was brought to a sudden halt by Daisy’s gorgeous presence.

   The she-male beauty placed the strange dress and what was now revealed as a pink rubber mini-corset on the dressing table. She took up the corset and brought it over to Frilly. She held the corset out before the sissy and smiled broadly.

   ‘Turn around,’ she whispered, her eyes burning with the fire of an intense and inescapable sexual need.

   Frilly obeyed, his heart pounding, his sex screaming for an impossible release. Then he felt the slender, but surprisingly strong mini-corset being wrapped around his waist and laced firmly and very tightly in place. The corset covered the space between his lower stomach and the upper edge of his rib cage, and as it was tightened, he felt the air forced from his lungs.

   ‘The disciplinary power of the corset is a vital part of the sissy’s education,’ Ms Kane explained to Mrs Parsons. ‘Figure training is, for the sissy, a powerful symbol of the absolute oppression of masculinity.’

   The sense of constriction provided by the corset was inevitably erotic, adding to the restrictive caress of the fiendish restrainer and the deceptively soft and teasing pressure of the gorgeous, teasing body stocking.

   As Frilly considered the corset, Daisy took the bizarre, spectacular dress from the chair and held it aloft. Frilly’s eyes widened with concern and arousal as she fought to understand its design. Luckily, Ms Kane was at hand to explain.

   ‘A one piece suit designed in close consultation with your mother, my pretty,’ she said, her voice a whiplash across his delicately hosed bottom. ‘A rather splendid and highly appropriate creation for such a pretty little girl.’

   The dress was, in fact, not a dress at all, but the fusion of a pair of short, pink silk hot pants with a spectacular, exactly matching silk shirt. The legs of the pants were heavy be-frilled with thick pick lace, as were the sleeves. The shirt itself was lined vertically with gorgeously thick and intricate silk ruffles and its arms were beautifully puffed towards the padded shoulder area. Its neck was very high and lined with the same large white pearl buttons then run exactly down its centre (through the dead centre of the widest of the ruffles).

   Daisy loosened the disc-like buttons from the very top of the neck right down to the edge of the pants section. She then opened up the strange costume like a glove and told Frilly to step into it. The increasingly pliable sissy obeyed without the slightest gesture of hesitation, betraying both a fascination with this latest piece of ultra-feminine attire and also an increasing desire for his sissification.

   The women, currently Ms Kane and his gorgeous step-mother, watched with their own fascinated eyes as Daisy drew the leg sections up over Frilly’s perfectly shaped, nylon sheathed thighs and then over his cruelly exposed, rubber-sealed cock and balls. Daisy helped Frilly slip his hosed arms into the long, puffed sleeves and then close the blouse section over his body like a beautiful silk shell. He felt the soft French lace frills of the high neck tickle the bottom of his chin and sighed with a terrible, confessional pleasure. As Daisy began to button up the strange sissy suit, he felt his soul melt and his will dissolve. The pleasure was hyper-intense, the sense of ultra-femininity far too powerful to resist and his future as a beautiful sissy slave was ensured.

   As Daisy completed the buttoning at his neck, Ms Erickson returned. She beheld Frilly with impressed eyes and a wide, cruel smile.

   ‘My, what a striking image. What a beauty!’

   ‘Yes, she really is rather special,’ Ms Kane said, her voice strangely quiet, even reflective.

   ‘She’ll be even more beautiful properly gagged,’ Ms Erickson said, stepping closer to the stunned form of the helplessly lovely sissy.

   Frilly stared into her cold green eyes, seeing a terrible power and a complete lack of sympathy.

   She had damned her poor sissy son to the ultimate transformation without a thought, and now she intended to have her dark, kinky fun with poor Frilly.

   ‘Open up, she whispered, her voice a pure, terrifying threat.

   Frilly obeyed immediately and felt something very soft and damp pressed deep into his mouth, something warm and deliciously intimate.

   ‘Fresh from my sex,’ she whispered, her eyes eating up his shock and excitement. ‘Enjoy!’

   Gagged with her panties, he moaned with pleasure and exquisite humiliation. His sex stretched angrily against its inescapable restraint and a wave of aching frustration tensed every muscle in his sissified form. He tasted her most intimate secrets, sharp, pungent, beautiful.

   ‘I suggest a thick strip of sissy tape,’ Ms Kane said, as Ms Erickson stepped back to admire the bizarre, yet still strangely beautiful figure of Frilly, the delicate, wildly aroused sissy doll these stunning women were dressing with such cruel enthusiasm.

   Daisy meanwhile had returned to the deep drawers of the dressing table and found a roll of what appeared to be thick, pink coloured duct tape. She passed the tape to Ms Erickson with a brief, dainty curtsey.

   ‘We have this stuff made especially for silencing naughty, noisy sissies,’ Ms Erickson said, pulling a long strip from the roll.

   Frilly stared at the tape and remembered how it had so completely and inescapably covered the mouths of a number of the other sissies presented so alluringly and cruelly on the stage.

   ‘It’s made with a special adhesive that reacts with and is actually strengthened by salvia. Once in place, it can only be removed through the application of a special gel.’

   Ms Erickson then snipped the strip free of the roll with a pair of gleaming scissors.

   ‘Lips together,’ she ordered. ‘Nice and tight.’

   Poor Frilly obeyed with a pounding heart and the stiffest sex in the world. The sweet scent of the pink lipstick filled his girlishly flairing nostrils and then Ms Erickson carefully, but firmly spread the wide, thick strip of tape over his soft, helplessly pouting lips.

   As his mouth was sealed tightly once again, his eyes strayed to his beautiful mother and he saw her deep and perverse desire. Suddenly the thought of being gagged like this before her, being so intricately and wildly feminised, being so delicately feminine and helpless…suddenly this was the most erotic thing in the world. A new wave of severe, soul possessing sexual pleasure engulfed his sissy form and with it came a sudden surge of almost unbearable happiness.

   As Ms Erickson pressed her hand again the tape and sealed his lips with a cruel, aroused smile, he swooned with a dreadful, deeply loving pleasure and Ms Kane’s eyes widened with triumph.

   ‘Yes, my pretty sissy petal, it’s so lovely.’

   He nodded helplessly and her smile widened. He was theirs…totally.

   Once the tape had been secured, Ms Kane stepped closer to examine her strange sissy creation. Daisy had buttoned the sissy suit tightly into place over his hosed and corseted form and he stared down at this striking work of dark art enveloping his tormented body with helplessly desiring eyes. Yes, it was beautiful and almost painfully erotic. He found himself pressing his nylon sheathed hands over its simmering, soft, sensual surface and feeling a sense of real pleasure in his elaborate and bizarre feminisation.

   ‘She certainly seems to be enjoying herself,’ Ms Erickson said.

   Mrs Parsons nodded and smiled, her distraction indicating a careful contemplation of the potential offered for the future.

   ‘Get his sex properly positioned and then let’s get the wig and gloves sorted,’ Ms Kane said. ‘And the boots. Then we can show our latest creation off to the ladies.’

   From then on everything went much faster. They had been here – in the Silken Illusion Boutique – for perhaps two hours, and it was clear the timetable for this great, twisted, wonderful changing was slipping slightly.

   When he had looked down at the fit of the erotic sissy suit, he had noticed a long, trunk-like flap positioned at the centre of the pants and now, as Daisy set to work, it quickly became apparent this was in fact a final ultra-kinky sheath.

   The pants section of the suit was extremely tight, especially around Frilly’s very shapely, petite backside, and his large hard cock was outlined in tight relief across the front. Daisy knelt down before him and began to ease his sex towards the dangling flap, a process that inspired a series of helplessly desperate and very girlish moans through the tightly sealed, deliciously fresh panty gag. But, eventually, Daisy, her hands expert, her eyes filled with a deep, fierce desire, managed to slip Frilly’s impressive sex into the long, gleaming flap. The women failed to resist loud, mocking laughter as the flap suddenly became a long, rigid tube, a rapidly inflating sex balloon.

   Frilly looked down at this new, bizarre manifestation, and his pretty blue eyes widened with embarrassment and excitement in equal proportions.

   Daisy lent back slightly as Frilly’s rampant, tightly restrained sex reared up before her, but then she quickly composed herself and set about securing this wayward sex beast. She grasped it firmly, inspiring a further well gagged moan of angry arousal, and then delicately revealed two slender ribbons running down its hard, taut length that were in fact attached directly to its now bulging head. With the ribbons still in her hand, she rose gracefully onto her high-heeled feet and very slowly guided one of the two lengths of ribbon through a silk eye band attached to the top of the pants section, just at the edge of Frilly’s corseted stomach. She pulled the second length through the eye in the opposite direction. This had the immediate effect of pulling the encased, imprisoned sex upright and flat against the pants. She then bound the two lengths of ribbon together in a fat bow and stood back to admire her dark, kinky handiwork.

   Frilly looked down at his tethered, rubber and silk enveloped sex and saw the simple cruelty of the suit’s design. His layered cock would now be on display in its helpless, furious tumescence at all times, this large, stiff symbol of male virility, permanently erect thanks to the sex drug and the ministrations of the vibrator, would become, paradoxically, the most powerful representation of his wickedly imaginative and total sissification.

   The women clapped Daisy’s speedy genius and then the gorgeous, buxom she-male returned to the dressing table and a large, blonde wig resting on a pink coloured plastic stand. She gently removed the wig from the stand and returned to Frilly. He stared down at this glowing mass of soft feminine envelopment and felt his heart jump with a mysteriously powerful sexual excitement.

   The wig was, given the intensely infantile nature of Frilly’s feminisation, surprisingly adult. Indeed, it was a carefully designed recreation of the look made famous by a variety of fifties and sixties film stars: thick, carefully sculpted waves flowing seamlessly from a never quite seen source towards a never quite seen destination. Here was the soft, teasing eternity of his feminine future.

   With a reassuring smile, Daisy, her large, perfectly formed breasts once again pressing against Frilly’s desperately heaving chest, gently slipped the wig over his shaven, painted head and carefully manoeuvred it into position, her sensual smile widening with delight as the striking truth of Frilly’s transformation became absolutely apparent, a smile replicated by the beautiful, cruel women.

   His eyes once again met those of his gorgeous step mother and found genuine surprise. He felt his cock attempt to stiffen even more against its taught prison cell of taught latex rubber and realised that his feminisation gave him, in some strange way he couldn’t yet articulate, a power, a potential of control and influence.

   Daisy stepped back, her own astonishment increasing, her eyes widening with a deep sexual attraction.

   This moment of strange elation and surprise was brief and ended with Daisy mincing back to the dressing table. From beside the wig stand she took a small, white silk bag. She unzipped it and extracted a pair of gloves, pink silk lined and fingerless. Not really gloves, but mittens, beautiful, glistening silk mittens.

   She came back over to Frilly and quietly ordered him to hold out his hands. He stared at her with desiring eyes, smiled nervously and obeyed. She slipped the first mitten over his right hand. The inside of the mitten was lined with soft, but firm and thick rubber, and as it was pulled up over his hand, it became apparent that its main purpose was to immobilise the fingers, to make the hand useless as tool of manipulation.

   As soon as the mittens were in place, secured tightly at the wrists with lengths of matching pink silk ribbon, Daisy turned expectantly to her beautiful, cruel eyed mistress.

   ‘The boots, Daisy,’ Ms Kane whispered, her own voice clearly distracted by the striking reality of Frilly.

   Daisy hesitated a second then performed another brief bob curtsey before returning to the dressing table. From beneath it she pulled a long pink cardboard box and placed it upon the leather backed stool. She removed the lid and extracted a pink leather ankle boots of truly exquisite design.

   ‘Go to the stool and put your left foot upon it,’ Ms Kane ordered.

   Frilly nodded weakly, moaning very slightly into the tightly sealed panty gag so erotically filling his mouth, and then moved towards the stool. As he took these few tentative, nervous steps, he once again felt the anal plug move deeper into the greased depths of his arse, and his moan grew helplessly louder. From now on, each step taken would be a stunning sexual tease!

   Once at the stool, he carefully placed a delicately hosed foot upon it and watched with a rapt fascination as Daisy eased the open end of the boot over his white nylon sealed toes and then began to pull it firmly up the slender, feminine length of his foot, over his ankle and into a final place that reached just below his knee. And it was as Daisy positioned the boot that Frilly saw the fierce and very frightening five inch heel. His eyes widened with horror and, once again, Ms Kane’s cruel laugh filled the room.

   ‘Don’t worry, Frilly,’ she teased, ‘you’ll get used to it - eventually!’

   The other women added their own mocking laughter to hers and Frilly felt his body consumed by humiliation shot through with dreadful masochistic desire.

   Daisy zipped up the boot and then helped him place his now very high-heeled foot on the floor beside his unadorned foot. Immediately he felt unbearably lopsided and was sure he would lose he balance. But, to his surprise, his stepmother stepped forward and gripped his right shoulder.

   ‘Careful now, my pretty,’ she whispered, her voice suddenly filled with maternal concern, even love.

   He looked up into her beautiful blue eyes and felt a sudden, overwhelming adoration. For the first time in many years, he saw a genuine feeling for him, a feeling informed by admiration and possessive interest. Yes, now he was hers in a way that made her want him. Now he was she, or rather a fascinating middle ground between a he and a she: a beautiful, submissive sissy.

   He smelt her powerful perfume and his eyes caressed her soft, full, cherry lips and gently heaving, perfectly shaped bosom. The sex whirlpool widened and sped up. He felt another wave of the sex drug tidal wave crash across his so expertly feminised form. Suddenly, once again, the world was sex, unbearable and beautiful, painful and gorgeous, ecstatic and eternal. He could hear the rustle of her silk blouse against her large, soft breasts, the sound of her black nylon tights rubbing sensually against her firm, elegantly formed thighs, the gentle squeak of her hosed feet in her black patent leather, high-heeled pumps. Every sound a sex sound; every smell a sex smell; every image a vision of endless sexual potential.

   While his stepmother held him in place, Daisy gently helped his other foot onto the leather backed stool and carefully positioned the second boot in place. Then, to his amazement, he was standing straight, still supported by his gorgeous, proud stepmother, in the so high-heeled boots. Suddenly he was truly in a different world, the astonishing world of the sexy sissy slave!

   ‘Balance is all about confidence and grace,’ Ms Kane said, her tone now much softer. ‘It is important to stand straight, to keep your legs close together and your hands level with your hips. Then take small, slow steps. Almost immediately you will feel the type of walk the boots demand.’

   He felt himself adjust his position towards the posture Ms Kane described. His stepmother released her grip and he felt himself begin to fall. There was an immediate sense of sickening panic. He tottered forward desperately, swaying, his arms waving like some crazed sissy robot. He saw and felt his exposed, restrained cock move clumsily with each fearful, wayward step. All pleasure suddenly disappeared in a storm of immediate and overwhelming humiliation. He heard Ms Kane and Ms Erickson laugh. Maybe there was a high pitched sissy titter from the lovely Daisy. But then, just as he was about to collapse in an embarrassing heap on the floor, there was a strange moment of suspended time, a shocking instance of inner stillness, as if the Feminine was reaching out to save him from the crushing embarrassment of spectacular failure. Suddenly, his stride became more confident, something in his balance “clicked”. The women’s laughter faded as Frilly’s movements in the sharp, precarious, balance-defying heels became more assured and much, much more feminine.

   He found himself taking the small steps described by Ms Kane. He felt his buttocks begin to wiggle and his hips begin to sway. He felt his delicately hosed thighs rub together and the constantly teasing plug edge deeper into his tormented anus. He moaned with a harsh, angry, ecstatic delight into the pungent, tightly sealed panty gag and his sensually imprisoned cock reared up before him and his astonished, aroused captors with a fierce pride. He found his arms falling to his sides, his hands raised slightly. And with each slight, helplessly sexy step he felt himself consumed by the Feminine and the new sissy identity assert itself. He faded and she emerged in ten confident totters. And there was no struggle, no denial…no resistance. She was born in happiness and acceptance. And love.

   She – the new, exquisite, gorgeous Frilly – looked up at her mother and her pretty, girlish eyes smiled with a simple confession of pride and deep pleasure. Her stepmother’s own smile widened, a smile of pride and excitement, and she nodded her profound approval. Yes, Frilly was a natural.

   ‘Very good,’ Ms Kane whispered. ‘Very good indeed.’

   There was a pause, as if the women were considering their next move, as if, in this so carefully orchestrated ritual of transformation, there might be room for some form of even kinkier improvisation.

   ‘I think it’s time we let Frilly behold the marvel of her transformation,’ Ms Kane said, her voice tinged with genuine admiration for the surprising fact of the sissy’s creation.

   Daisy stepped forward, her own gaze now laced with an even more powerful film of pure desire and took Frilly’s silk mittened right hand in her own silk sheathed left hand. She then led the newly born sissy towards the long, tall wardrobe that dominated the far wall.

   Frilly found that her heart was now pounding with a tense, almost sickening anticipation. As she tottered forward, aware of shocked, aroused female eyes falling upon her tightly silk sealed bottom as it wiggled with a helpless provocation, she was aware of her need for this revelation, a need punctuated by the ever teasing impact of the plug and the constant waves of powerful sexual pleasure provided by the sex drug. And even as she surrendered to this carefully designed fate, she knew her acceptance was mostly the result of sinister chemicals flooding her body and her own unyielding desire channelled by the wicked, sensual machinations of these gorgeous, cruel and utterly determined women.

   As Frilly approached the wardrobe, Daisy slid back the long left panel. She pressed a small red button built into the inside of the panel and, to Frilly’s surprise; a full length mirror began to descend from directly above the wardrobe, driven by a lightly humming and unseen electric motor. It gracefully lowered itself into the space created by the opened panel and Daisy encouraged Frilly to step before it.

   And it was then that Frilly beheld the astonishing fact of her physical reality for the first time. A moan of deep surprise fought to escape her sealed lips, her eyes widened with an eroticised amazement. This was the startling truth of her, the incredible fact of the Feminine.

Before her was a vision of true beauty and stunning ambivalence. At first sight, a lovely teenage girl in a strikingly childish and also deeply erotic outfit. A blue eyed blonde, with a slender, boyish figure, encased in the tight satin of the sissy suit so cruelly designed by her gorgeous, beloved stepmother. Frilly looked upon her form and found herself enveloped by a powerful narcissistic arousal: I am so beautiful and yet so strange; I am my own object of dark and perverse desire. She looked at her perfectly formed, white nylon sheathed legs and felt both intense pride and angry need – the legs of a truly beautiful young woman. She felt the plug tease her arse as she brought her thighs together to accentuate their feminine contours and moaned into the pungent, soft and still warm panties of the striking, fierce Ms Erickson. This gagged, elegantly sissified creature was truly astonishing!

   And then, of course, there was her sex: her long, so very hard sex, sealed so carefully in rubber and satin, and held firm against her lower stomach. An object of erotic beauty and provocative decoration, the ultimate symbol of her enforced feminisation, her submission, her sweet silken slavery. She looked at her sex and then up into her own eyes and realised she was both completely enslaved and free in a way she had never been before. She felt desire wash over her like a wave of startling revelation. She looked, via the mirror, at the women standing behind her, their smiles no longer filled with cruelty, mockery and contempt. In their eyes she saw pride and desire, fascination and genuine surprise.

   ‘Our best yet, without a doubt,’ Ms Kane whispered.

   Onanda Erickson smiled weakly and nodded, astonished and excited, an excitement that momentarily revealed her always present cruelty. ‘Perhaps we should get on now,’ she said, her eyes suddenly turning to the helpless, forgotten form of poor Bonnie.

   Ms Kane, shaken from her erotic contemplation, nodded firmly. ‘Yes, absolutely. There’s still lots to do. We have to present Frilly to the ladies and get Bonnie packed off.’

   It was at the mention of her name that the tethered sissy, silent and still in her babified bondage during most of Frilly’s transformation, suddenly came back to terrified life. Her eyes widened and she squealed into the fat, tightly secured dummy gag. She fought her inescapable bounds and shook her head angrily. NO! her lovely eyes said. PLEASE, NO!

    

   As this display of utter terror was unleashed, Bonnie’s mother, the gorgeous, cold eyed Ms Erickson, walked up to the struggling, squealing sissy, a dark, almost aroused smile on her face and turned a mocking, contemptuous gaze upon her pretty sissy son.

   ‘You had your chance, Bonnie. You could have been as lovely and happy as Frilly will surely be. I gave you a wonderful opportunity to escape the limits of your selfish, aggressive masculinity, and you refused it. Now you must pay the price.’

   She moved much closer to Bonnie and the rather lovely sissy suddenly fell still and silent, her big blue eyes caught in the steel trap of her mother’s unforgiving and very beautiful gaze.

   Ms Erickson placed a gentle kiss on Bonnie’s marble forehead and let her large, scented breasts brush against his chin. Then she straightened her stunning body and took up position behind the high chair. She kicked off a small brake by one of the wheeled legs with a gleaming stiletto heeled court shoe and wheeled Bonnie towards the door. Poor Bonnie tried to turn and plead further with her mother, but any real movement in the tight sissy bounds was impossible. So, in a final despair, she was reduced to a tightly dummy gagged whimpering of utter defeat and dejection, a prisoner on the way to the gallows.

   As Bonnie was wheeled out of the room, Ms Kane stepped in front of a stunned, furiously aroused Frilly. From a pocket in her tight, elegant skirt she produced a small black metal console, fitted with a strange red plastic dial.

   ‘Remember Bonnie’s fate well, my pretty little sissy love. Although you seem to have adapted to your new role rather well, there will be times, in the coming days, when rebellion is the only thing on your mind. Remember her fate then and remember she could easily become you.’

   Frilly nodded very slightly, her pretty eyes wide with fear and desire, and Ms Kane smiled. She then turned the dial slightly and Frilly became immediately aware of a deep, highly pleasurable buzzing growing within the plug. She moaned with shocked surprise and pleasure as the buzz quickly became highly arousing

   ‘This is pleasure level 1. It is the standard for well-behaved sissies and will remain constant while you please your mistresses. If you fail them in anyway, the dial can be adjusted to three punishment levels. A probe deep in the plug heats up the plastic material and makes it increasingly uncomfortable, dependant on the severity of your naughtiness. I suggest you avoid displeasing your mistresses, as the pain can be…considerable. At the same time, if you are particularly well behaved or do something that really pleasures your mistresses, then there are pleasure levels 2 and 3.’

   Frilly felt the deep, teasing vibrations travel from her stretched anus, between her legs and into her erotically imprisoned sex. Pure, blind desire was consuming her soul in wave after wave of pure, almost unbearable pleasure. She curtsied deeply before the wonderful Ms Kane and felt the bliss of utter, ultra-feminine submission. Then she followed behind the stunning dominatrix, who was joined by the buxom, beautiful and clearly highly aroused Mrs Parsons.

   Frilly’s eyes were drawn automatically to the teasing bottoms of the two gorgeous women, Ms Kane’s tight , long black skirt deliberately describing the outline of two perfectly formed, carefully maintained orbs, still ripe, yet also filled with the promise of a deeply sexual maturity. Then there was her stepmother’s truly spectacular bottom, undeniably large in the taut, sensual prison of the shorter check skirt, a most erotic and pleasing tribute to her ample beauty.

   As Frilly tottered behind the two women, her hard, imprisoned and outrageously exposed sex swaying helplessly before her, a savage and deeply sado-erotic symbol of her absolute subjugation to the Feminine, the gentle buzzing of the plug a constant and ecstatic presence, a presence made even more all pervasive by the small steps demanded by the fiendishly high heeled boots, she experienced a bliss beyond reason. Driven, undoubtedly, by the suddenly increased power of the sex drug’s wicked effect, Frilly was consumed and reborn in the fires of a need that seemed to have opened a portal into a new, hyper-sexed universe of external desire. Every sense was again electrified and amplified. The sound of sheer nylon rubbing against silken thigh, the strong, erotic scents of his mistresses, the taste of Ms Erickson’s sex filling the pretty she-male’s panty filled mouth, the feel of silk, of rubber, of nylon, of her body encased in the delicate fabrics of her inescapable and increasingly astonishing feminisation, the sight of this great display of beautiful and furiously desirable dominant womanhood. Yes this was supreme masochistic ecstasy.

   And behind her, the stunning form of the wondrous Daisy. Frilly could feel the other sissy’s eyes burning into her helplessly sensual form, could feel her gaze caressing her silk encased, ultra-shapely behind as it wiggled sweetly, the result of an increasingly feminine totter demanded by the kinky heels and her increasingly sissified soul. She exaggerated the wiggle for Daisy’s benefit, a display of desire, a promise of the pleasures to come. She thought of Daisy training her in the ways of the fully submissive, expert sissy and her cock stretched even more furiously against its feminine prison as it swayed helplessly from side to side before her.

   Then they were back in the strange, large oval room and Frilly was, to her deep embarrassment and intense pleasure, finally on full and glorious display, the latest edition to Ms Kane’s amazing Silken Illusion.

   The new edition to this gloriously perverse sissy menagerie was led to the centre of the room, following the beautiful mistresses and poor, helpless Bonnie, who had now become, once again, extremely agitated. Wheeled forward by his smiling mother, the doomed sissy began to look around him wildly, taking in the surreal facts of the room with wide, terrified eyes and squealing angrily into his inescapable dummy gag. As he struggled, the thick layers of petticoating attached to his short cherry coloured satin dress expanded like lace sails and revealed his white nylon sheathed thighs and heavily be-frilled white silk panties. His terror was awful and also, intensely erotic. Once again Frilly found herself helplessly aroused by Bonnie’s terrible fate and by his desperate fear.

   Once in the centre of the room, this strange party came to a gentle halt and turned to face the stage. Frilly looked up to see the other sissies still on parade, but re-arranged by their own cunningly kinky mistresses. The four sissies, Tinkles, Fifi, Candy and Poppy, had been divided into sets of two. Their arms had been bound tightly behind their backs at the wrists and elbows with thick pink ribbons tied in pretty fat bows. A very thick, pink leather belt had been used to bind them together face to face at the waist. More pink leather belting had been applied to their shoulders, knees and ankles, thus binding even more tightly and intimately together, so tightly in fact that their faces were pressed together as firmly as their bodies. The beautiful, dainty sissies were also writhing helplessly and the sound of loud, relentless buzzing echoed down from the stage. Frilly knew immediately that they too were plugged and that the vibrating motor in each plug was set to full pleasure mode.

   Their mistresses were gathered in a group by the stage, laughing at some witty remark from a new member of this strange, perverse troupe. Indeed, there were two new women: a very tall and stunningly beautiful brunette and an equally striking Asian woman. In the midst of the obviously impressed mothers and guardians, the brunette looked over at Ms Kane and her kinky party and her beaming smile widened even further, a light of confidence, control and dark humour shining from large honey brown eyes.

   ‘ At last! I thought you’d keep me waiting until midnight.’

   The woman’s voice was deep and foreign, a husky Eastern European accent laced with a powerful sensuality.

   Ms Kane smiled patiently and nodded. ‘Yes, apologies, Irena. But I’m sure Bonnie is worth the wait.’

   The brunette’s eyes fixed on the struggling, terrified form of poor Bonnie and her smile was immediately widened by cruel arousal. She stepped through the group of fawning women and strode over to her new toy.

   Irena Silkov was devastating. Despite her natural height, she wore at least three inch stiletto heeled, black patent leather court shoes. She had the longest, most perfectly shaped legs that Frilly had ever seen, legs sheathed in sheer charcoal coloured nylon, legs revealed right up to the edge of her thighs thanks to a black leather mini-skirt. A perfectly cut black silk jacket covered her broad shoulders. Beneath the jacket she wore a very tight white nylon sweater that revealed a pair of large, firm and particularly shapely breasts. She wore her thick black hair in a tight bun held in place with a dagger-shaped diamond clasp. Her lips were painted a thick strawberry and a small beauty spot rested to right of her lower lip. Poor Frilly had never seen such a gorgeous image of dominant womanhood.

   Ms Silkov stood before a now slightly stilled Bonnie, her dark eyes drinking up the sissy’s outrageous costume and very obvious terror.

   ‘Very nice,’ she whispered, her tongue traversing her lower lip. ‘Very nice indeed.’

   Poor Bonnie looked up at this astonishing female and appeared literally petrified: her tears seemed frozen, her struggles suddenly trapped in a stasis of desire-laced horror. Ms Silkov slipped a blood red nailed finger beneath Bonnie’s alabaster chin and tilted the pretty sissy’s head upwards so that he was forced to meet his new mistress’s powerful, cruel and utterly determined gaze.

   ‘Your fear just adds to your beauty,’ Ms Silkov whispered.

   Tears trickled down Bonnie’s perfect alabaster cheeks and a whisper of pure, sadistic arousal escaped Ms Silkov’s blood red lips.

   ‘By tomorrow night you will be at my home, in Serbia, with my other toys. By the end of the week your transformation will be complete. You will have the body of a beautiful teenage girl and the mind of a 2 year old baby, except in one very special area – your desire. The operations will leave you with enhanced and ultra sensitised breasts and a very special female sex that with be permanently plugged with long, thick vibrators, as will your cute sissy arse. The endless addictive need for sexual pleasure will control every moment of your conscious life. And the possibilities opened up by this simple and perhaps terrible fact are endless.’

   As Ms Silkov detailed Bonnie’s fate, the unfortunate sissy’s dummy gagged wails of despair increased significantly. She began to struggle more desperately. She shook her bonneted head wildly. A miasma of terror seemed to seep from her deliciously decorated form, and as this display of terrible fear increased so did Ms Silkov’s obvious arousal.

   ‘Bag her,’ the startling dominatrix ordered, stepping back and allowing the cruel eyed Asian woman to step forward.

   She was smaller than Ms Silkov, with sleek, long jet black hair bound in an ornate pony tail. She wore a very tight silk red dress decorated with striking yellow flowers. Her eyes were a luminous emerald, her lips blood red, and her figure surprisingly voluptuous. She radiated a cool, cruel determination.

   It was only as she positioned herself in front of the lovely, terrified sissy, that Frilly became aware of the slim red rubber bag she was holding at her side, a bag she proceeded to open up before Bonnie’s widening eyes. He stared and it and then at the Asian beauty and began to shake his pretty bonneted head furiously. The dainty pink plastic plated dummy gag held firm throughout this cruel and helplessly arousing ordeal, and insured his protests were nothing more than heavily muffled pleas for an impossible mercy.

   Then, in one swift, surprising gesture, the Asian beauty stepped forward and slipped the open end of the bag over Bonnie’s head. The sissy’s eyes, before they were covered, were filled with pure terror and the desperate knowledge of his terrible, inevitable fate.

   The bag was pulled right down to the Bonnie’s waist and then quickly tied into place with a length of fat, white silk ribbon, leaving his upper body completely concealed. The poor sissy continued to struggle, his petticoats flaring prettily, revealing his sexy white panties and long, white nylon sheathed legs and in a highly erotic manner.

   ‘Put her in the van. I’ll join you shortly.’

   The Asian beauty nodded curtly, stepped behind the mobile high chair and then wheeled Bonnie from the large, oval room. Ms Silkov watched the sissy’s awful departure with a cruelly desiring gaze and Frilly knew Bonnie’s future was to be very dark and relentless perverse.

   Once the doomed sissy had been removed, Ms Silkov turned to Ms Kane and Ms Erickson.

   ‘Another excellent purchase, I think.’

   The women smiled slightly, clearly relived that Bonnie had been successfully dealt with.

   Then, to Frilly’s surprise, the gorgeous Slavic beauty turned to her. ‘And this one? Is she for sale?’

   The women laughed nervously. ‘Not yet,’ Ms Kane said, her eyes burning into mine with a pure, wicked threat of a future very similar to Bonnie’s.

   ‘A shame,’ Ms Silkov said. ‘A real shame.’

   Then, without another word, she turned, her eyes sliding over Frilly with cruel desire, and walked from the room. Frilly stared after her, stunned, aroused, horrified, lost in a whirlpool of conflicting emotions and furious desire.

   There was a silence then, a moment of deliberate hesitation. Frilly looked up at the other sissy slaves on the stage and saw that they had, momentarily, fallen silent, stilled by a dreadful fear at the thought of Bonnie’s strange and awful fate. Then a simple fate struck the new sissy beauty: this very public handover was intended as a terrible lesson to the other sissies, a demonstration of the grim punishment that awaited them if they failed to complete the training regime of the Silken Illusion.

   Ms Kane, Mrs Parsons and Ms Erickson then turned to face the fascinated gathering of women standing by the stage and strode towards them. Daisy gently encouraged Frilly to follow.

   As they approached the stage, Frilly was provided with a clear view of the struggling, tethered sissies, paraded and displayed like works of perverse modern art, living bondage statutes, each in her own unique and deeply humiliating costume, each consumed, willingly or unwillingly, by a dreadful sexual excitement, each so intimately secured to an equally overwhelmed sissy sister. In their eyes, which were turned desperately and somewhat painfully towards Frilly’s approaching form, she saw painful the fear of Bonnie’s fate and a savage, utterly irresistible sexual hunger. In one set of eyes she also say anger, but this was a fading anger, an anger struggling to maintain its power but fatally weakened by the sheer power of the sex drug, the probing plug and a helpless, cleverly enforced addiction to intricate and endless sissification.

   Their babyish whimpers, combined with the surprisingly loud buzzing of the fiendish plugs, provided a strange ambient soundscape over which Ms Kane introduced her latest creation.

   ‘Ladies, I think you’ll want to meet Frilly fully transformed.’

   But the eyes of the women were already upon Frilly. She felt a strange sense of pride as their intense admiration became clear. Her sex rose up before them like a pure confession of helpless acceptance of this dainty, elegant and utterly bizarre fate. She found herself blushing with an almost girlish happiness, a blush that was well hidden by the thick alabaster face paint that ensured her sex doll appearance. Another wave of the endless sex heat inspired by the wicked drug crashed over her and she whimpered with an obvious joy into Ms Erickson’s sexy, pungent panty gag.

   ‘She looks utterly delightful!’ one of the women exclaimed.

   ‘And she certainly seems to be enjoying herself,’ another noted, her husky voice filled with desire and irony.

   ‘Initially, it would appear that Frilly is our most successful transformation since Tinkles,’ Ms Kane said, starring at the outrageously babified sissy who had originally beheld Frilly with such needful eyes.

   ‘And I’m sure they’ll become the very best of friends!’ the woman responded, her eyes moving knowingly up to the struggling, obviously ecstatic sissy on the stage. This, Frilly suddenly knew, was Tinkles’ rather lovely mother.

   ‘And you must be so proud, Glynis.’

   Frilly’s stepmother nodded carefully, her smile slight. ‘I’m just happy that my utterly horrid stepson has been properly dealt with and can now begin a far more productive life.’

   Her words were filled with contempt, a tone far harsher than her earlier conciliatory words in the changing room. But these words, Frilly knew, were merely for public consumption: her stepmother would always be harsh and stern in public, before the gaze of these other beautiful and determined sisters of the Silken Illusion.

   The women nodded seriously and smiled slightly, impressed and perhaps intimidated by the zealous words of this gorgeous newcomer.

   ‘Frilly will begin her training immediately,’ Ms Kane said. ‘Given that Onanda has some free time on her hands, we have agreed that she will act as Glynis’ mentor and that Daisy will aid them.’

   Tinkles’ mother looked at Frilly with sad eyes and smiled very slightly.

   ‘Poor Frilly,’ she said. ‘At the mercy of cruel, wicked Onanda.’

   The other women laughed, including Ms Kane.

   ‘Yes. she said, ‘We know Onanda is a truly harsh task mistress, but her experience will prove invaluable for Glynis.’

   The women continued to devour Frilly with their teasing eyes and she continued to wallow rather shamelessly in their dark attentions.

   ‘And now you must get on,’ Ms Kane said to my stepmother after a few minutes of further chatter and questions. ‘It’s nearly five, and I am sure you need to get Frilly back home and settled in to her new life. I will send Daisy over tomorrow morning, and Onanda can brief you on the basics of the home training regime over the next week or so.’

   ‘Perhaps we can begin tonight,’ Ms Erickson said. ‘Over dinner?’

   Mrs Parsons hesitated, looking at the gorgeous, cruel dominatrix with unsure eyes. A brief silence passed, a silence electrified by desire and a recognition of the dark promise in Ms Erickson’s words. ‘Yes,’ she said, finally. ‘That would be lovely.’

   A knowing smile crossed Ms Kane’s ruby lips. ‘Good, she said. ‘That’s settled.’

   ‘We can take your car,’ Ms Erickson said. ‘I can pick mine up tomorrow.’

   ‘Before you go,’ Tinkles mother said, stepping, forward, ‘We’ve got a little present for Frilly.’

   The handsome, plump woman held a transparent rubber bag filled with what appeared to be pairs of ladies panties! Mrs Parsons smiled rather shyly and took the bag from Tinkles’ mother.

   ‘Why, Daphne, how kind of you!’ Ms Kane exclaimed.

   ‘We each donated two pairs, worn this week. A little treat for Frilly when you but her to bed. A different flavour each night.’

   Frilly stared at the bulging bag and felt her cock strain desperately against its gloriously inescapable restraint. A bag full of fresh panty gags!

   Mrs Parsons nodded appreciatively and turned to Frilly. ‘Say thank you, Frilly.’

   Frilly looked into the striking blue eyes of his beautiful stepmother and then performed a brief, nervous and slightly ungainly curtsey. The women clapped and laughed and Frilly’s heart was filled with an overwhelming sense of deeply feminine submission.

   The bag was bound by a long length of pink silk ribbon, which trailed off from a fat bow. Mrs Parsons took up this slack and then, to the women’s great amusement and Frilly’s astonishment, used it to secure the bag to her exposed, angrily rigid cock, thus leaving it dangling in front of her thighs.

   ‘Very good,’ Ms Kane said, a look of genuine admiration filling her eyes as she beheld Mrs Parsons. ‘Very good indeed.’

   Frilly’s stepmother smiled and nodded slightly. Then she placed a hand on his silken shoulder and gently instructed her beautiful sissy daughter to walk before her.

   Frilly left the room teased by extreme nervous anticipation and violent sexual desire. The plug – even on the mildest pleasure setting – was making each tiny, high-heeled step an agony of arousal. Her silken cock swayed before her, the bag of soiled panties bouncing off the front of her delicately hosed thighs. Her sissified body was tormented by the incredible tactile pleasures of the strange, hyper-erotic costume Mrs Parsons had designed for her, a costume which set out the amazing, perverse course of her feminine future, a future she was now wiggle mincing towards with a sense of true and pure joy.






   10. In the Nursery

   Aunt Valerie climbed the last flight of stairs of the five bedroom Victorian house that had been her home for the last twenty years. Dressed in a high necked, cream coloured silk blouse with white pearl buttons, a pearl choker wrapped around her slender, silk encased throat, a knee-length, black velvet skirt, very sheer black nylon tights and four inch, stiletto heeled court shoes, she was a vision of mature beauty. She would be fifty in two weeks time, but remained a strikingly handsome woman, with large, still firm breasts, long, shapely legs and an impressively trim waistline. She wore her black, silver streaked hair in a tight bun held in place by a beautiful, butterfly shaped diamond clasp. Crimson coloured lipstick covered her full, sensually soft lips, and a hint of peach-coloured eye shadow helped draw attention to her lovely, dark brown eyes.

   At the top of the steep, narrow flight of stairs was a somewhat aged white door, its dulled paint peeling, the curved bronze door handle faded. The room beyond the door had once been the servants’ quarters. Now it was the nursery in which her teenage nephew, Christopher – now Chrissie - had been locked securely night and day for the last two months.

   Finally stepping onto the small landing by the door, she took a long, gold coloured key from her skirt and slowly slipped it into the door’s large, ancient lock. Her lovely lips curved into a satisfied smile as she unlocked the door and then pushed it open.

   Chrissie’s angry squeals exploded out of the deep darkness of the nursery. He had been tied up in the playpen for nearly three hours and was no doubt very uncomfortable, especially given the constant buzzing of the vibrator fitted deep within his stretched and teased arsehole!

   The heavy, scarlet coloured velvet curtains had been chosen to ensure the need for complete darkness even during the sunniest of days. The glass in the window beyond was frosted and thick metal bars had been fitted to the recently installed steel frame, but the importance of prolonged periods of sensory training meant even the fractured light they allowed into the room was too great.

   Aunt Valerie instinctively felt for the light switch and the room was suddenly flooded with a soft, pink tinted light that revealed the nursery in all its spectacular, humiliating glory.

   Two weeks before Chrissie’s arrival, the room had been painted a striking hot pink. The dull grey carpet had been replaced with thick, white rubber tiles. Two large, mahogany wardrobes had been installed, along with a whole wall of wooden shelves. A large, very ornate dressing table with a striking, silver framed oval mirror had been placed beneath the carefully curtained window.

   The shelves were lined with the instruments of Chrissie’s transformation. There was a collection of the special pacifier gags that Sister Amelia had procured from a friend who specialised in clothing and accessories for adult babies, each with a heart shaped plastic plate, each fitted with a surprisingly fat, long and ribbed clear rubber teat, each teat shaped exactly like a large, circumcised penis. And attached to each side of the plate was a length of white silk ribbon.

   As well as the kinky pacifiers, there were a number of extra large baby’s bottles, each made of clear plastic and fitted with fat, clear rubber teats. Each was capable of holding a litre of Sister Amelia’s “special formula”. Also resting upon the shelves were many neatly coiled lengths of pink rubber coated cording, three thick rolls of silver duct tape, two neatly folded piles of extra large nappies, a disturbing variety of pink coloured dildos and vibrators, plus fat, pink rubber ball gags and numerous items of rather sinister looking medical equipment that Sister Amelia used for Chrissie’s daily enema treatments.

   Between the shelves and the wardrobes, were two tall chests of drawers, each neatly packed with Chrissie’s vast variety of underwear, including a spectacular array of ultra-frilly silk panties of every colour, sheer nylon tights and stockings, ankle socks, petticoats, plastic panties and fingerless, rubber lined mittens made from expensive pink silk.

   In the centre of the room was the cot and by its side, the playpen. Both had been designed by Sister Amelia and constructed by a master furniture maker. The wooden cot, made from strong, cream-coloured wood, was adult-sized, with long, barred sides. It held a thick, pink rubber mattress that was tightly wrapped in a cream-coloured silk bed sheet. The circular playpen was made from the same tough, but elegantly finished wood, and kneeling in its centre was the strange, tormented figure of Baby Chrissie.

   Chrissie’s eighteenth birthday was in two weeks, yet the figure wiggling and squealing so desperately in the playpen had been very carefully dressed to resemble a 3 year old girl. He was perhaps 5 foot and six inches tall, slightly built and in male clothing might have appeared slightly effeminate. But in the bizarre ensemble that was now his permanent attire, he could only be described as ultra-effeminate!

   The spectacular centrepiece of this feminine attire was a beautiful, elaborate pink silk dress. With a very high, pearl button up neck edged with chin tickling white lace, gloriously puffed up sleeves and a very short skirt lined with many layers of delicate lace petticoating, the dress was a masterpiece of sissification, a fact made more apparent by the long line of pearl buttons that travelled from the base of the dress to the nape of the neck.

   Over the dress had been positioned a lovely, white cream silk pinafore, also edged with lace. The pinafore was tied in place with a fat silk bow at the base of the dress and across the chest of the pinafore, in delicate strawberry coloured writing, were sown the words “Baby Chrissie”.

   Through the layers of petticoating, a pair of bulging, pink and semi-transparent plastic panties could just be seen, bulging because poor Chrissie was tied very tightly into a fat, adult sized, towel nappy secured with an extra large silver safety pin. Also visible through the petticoating were the intricately decorated tops of the very sheer white nylon stockings that encased his long, feminine legs and the pink satin, lace and elastic garters that held the sexy stockings in place.

   His hands had been forced into rubber lined, fingerless mittens made from the same striking pink silk as the dress, and his delicately stockinged feet were sealed in delightful pink silk booties. His arms had been forced behind his back and tied very tightly and painfully together with lengths of pink rubber coated cording at his wrists and elbows. His legs had also been bound with more of the cording at the knees and ankles, and a further length of cording ran from his tethered wrists to his ankles, thus forcing him into an uncomfortable kneeling “hog-tie”.

   His head had been shaven on his first day of his stay with Aunt Valerie. A variety of little girl style wigs resting on plastic stands were kept in a neat row on a shelf in one of the wardrobes, but today he was without the benefit of such humiliating head wear. No, today he was as bald as a new born baby, and, as was often her kinky way, Aunt Valerie has stretched a scented, white sheer nylon stocking over his head and face and carefully tucked it in beneath the high neck of the dress. Through the stocking his features were those of a babified bank robber, and a length of thick silver duct tape was clearly visible through the film of nylon stretched tight across his strawberry painted lips. The tape sealed his lips shut and held in place a gag made from a pair of Aunt Valerie’s soiled panties.

   Over his stockinged head was secured a very beautiful and spectacular baby’s bonnet of the same expensive and delicate pink silk as the gorgeous, bizarre dress. This was bound in place at his nylon sheathed chin by two lengths of pink silk ribbon tied in a pretty and very fat sissy bow.

   Tears of despair and desperation had soaked through the nylon mask to create two large damp panda eye patches that added to the absurdity of poor Chrissie’s visage.

   His own eyes were now wide with anger and indignation and his well gagged squeals brought a smile of satisfaction to Aunt Valerie’s lovely face.

   ‘Now, now, babikins,’ she cooed, taking a small metal box from a pocket in her skirt, ‘I don’t want to have to warm up that sexy little bottom of yours.’

   Fear suddenly filled poor Chrissie’s eyes and he fell silent with a very obvious reluctance.

   Aunt Valerie laughed and put the box back into the skirt pocket. She then opened the play pen gate and gently lowered herself onto her knees before him. As she did so, her skirt rode up her very shapely legs to reveal a pair of firm, black hosed thighs and Chrissie’s released a moan of helpless arousal. Her powerful rose scented perfume filled his hosed nostrils and the anger in his eyes quickly melted away. He stared hungrily at her large, impressive chest, which was now only a few feet from his own sissified form, and the buzzing of the vibrator was once again audible.

   Aunt Valerie then lent forward to check a large glass tank placed at Chrissie’s left side. Before leaving him earlier that afternoon, she had fed him three litres of Sister Amelia’s formula. During the course of his dark imprisonment, he had urinated most of it back into the tank via a tube that ran from the tank, up beneath his petticoats and into the rubber sheath that was stretched tightly over his permanently hard sex. Although constantly nappied, the regular flow of urine into the tank meant the nappy was essentially a potent, soul destroying symbol of his total subjugation.

   As well as the glass tank, there was a further smaller tank made from a black metal. This was positioned directly beneath the tethered form of Baby Chrissie. Another slightly thicker rubber tube ran from the smaller tank and also up into Chrissie’s petticoating. The tube ran into a Velcro-sealed slot in the base of the nappy and was connected directly to the vibrator lodged deep inside the sissy’s back passage.

   The vibrator was, without doubt, Sister Amelia’s masterpiece. Essentially, a perfectly hollow piece of phallic shaped plastic driven by a battery operated micro-chip, it was able to emit powerful vibrations deep into Chrissie’s anus. These vibrations could be most pleasurable when set at the standard level, but thanks to the special nature of the material used, they could also run at a much higher speed that heated the plastic and created significant discomfort! At the same time, the hollow tube at the core of the vibrator allowed the flow of waste materials through its body, into the connected rubber tube and then down to the metal tank.

   Satisfied that the glass tank contained enough urine for a new batch of formula, Aunt Valerie returned her attention to the long suffering, desiring Chrissie. She smiled lovingly and began slowly to unbutton her blouse. Poor Chrissie squealed furiously into his fat, unyielding gag and Valerie’s smile widened.

   ‘There, there Chrissie. You’ve been a very good girl this afternoon, so I think it’s only fair I let you have a little treat before Amelia brings up your evening feed.’

   At the mention of the feed, Chrissie shook his head angrily, his tear stained eyes suddenly wide with horror and outrage. But then Aunt Valerie slowly pulled her blouse apart to reveal a pair of gorgeous, plump breasts imprisoned tightly in a sexy, white laced-edged silk brassiere. Chrissie fell silent and a savage, irresistible desire filled his pretty baby girl eyes.

   She then hitched the skirt up even higher so that her lovely panties and impressive, nylon-sheathed thighs were also clearly on display.

   ‘Don’t worry, babikins, you’ll soon have titties as big and sexy as mine. Bigger in fact. Won’t that be lovely? I bet you can’t wait.’

   But there was now little response from poor Chrissie. He was deep inside the sex trance which Sister Amelia’s fiendish medication ensured was his almost permanent companion. Ever since his arrival, the drugs had guaranteed that he remained constantly erect and always filled will a powerful sexual need. The channelling of this need into a deeply masochistic and fetishistic sexuality was at the core of the treatment, and there was little doubt that, despite his surprisingly tough resistance, he was slowly descending into a bottomless pit of erotic submission and transvestism from which he would never escape. And this was exactly what Aunt Valerie and Sister Amelia wanted.

   When Barbette, her younger sister, had told her of the terrible behavioural difficulties she was experiencing with Christopher, Valerie had only recently heard about the feminisation therapy offered by “Sister Amelia”, a qualified medical practitioner who had invented a fascinating and deeply kinky method for controlling wayward males. The two sisters had quickly agreed Christopher would be an ideal candidate. He had always been close to his Aunt, and his growing sexual attraction to her had been painfully obvious during her last visit. He had sat opposite her one evening, his eyes drinking up her mature beauty, and she had encouraged him with carefully crossed legs and teasing smiles. After this, it had been easy. She had invited him to stay at her house for the Easter holidays. He had accepted without hesitation. Twenty minutes after his arrival, she had fed him a meal laced with a powerful sedative and four hours later he had awoken fully babified and secured in the Nursery.

   Sister Amelia’s services didn’t come cheaply, but her expertise was unquestionable. The regime she had established was robust and devastatingly effective. She guaranteed complete obedience within three months and full feminisation within six.

   The first three months were to be spent “destroying the male identity and replacing it with the Sissy Persona”. The Sissy Persona was at the very heart of her treatment regime, and radical babification was the essential foundation for its construction.

   Sister Amelia had encouraged Valerie to add her own “touches” to the process, and this she did with great enthusiasm. Almost immediately, she had recognised that Christopher had a very strong fetish for tights and stockings. Whilst staying at Barbette’s house she had noticed on more than one occasion that the silly boy had attempted to investigate the drawers that contained her hose, and she had made a point of discussing her tights with him in a casual but teasing manner. Referring idly to need to buy fresh tights, or the need to wash tights, or even, one daring occasion, mentioning how soft her new tights felt and how unlucky men were that they couldn’t wear them. And each time poor Chrissie had turned bright red with embarrassment, his eyes filling with the sex mist of a frustrated and angry teenage boy. Subsequently, once he was totally in her control, she had ensured he was constantly imprisoned in tights or stockings. She had also had a very special body stocking of sheer white nylon developed, which he wore most nights under his satin sleep suit. She also constantly imprisoned his head in tight stocking hoods. On top of this, she also had a pair of very special white nylon “milking gloves” made for the nightly ritual of relief that was another important part of Sister Amelia’s therapy.

   Chrissie’s reaction to this “submersion” in hose had been powerful and pleasing: a furious and utterly helpless arousal, a terrible, involuntary sexual pleasure that overwhelmed all resistance to this strange imprisonment in baby clothes. Even as he squealed and struggled against the various dark humiliations that were his daily lot, he could never escape his deep, deep love of hose. And this is how they will gradually wear him down: by using his desire to control him, by turning his core male sexual need into the weapon that ensures his complete feminisation.

   The fact that both she and Sister Amelia always made sure to wrap their own impressive legs in the sheerest of nylon, only added to the power of their totalitarian regime of female control. Poor Chrissie didn’t stand a chance.

   As Chrissie feasted his nylon sheathed eyes on his aunt’s splendid bosom and thighs, she whispered teasing words.

   ‘Do you like my new tights, Chrissie? I bought them yesterday. A very fine denier, and so gloriously soft. A perfect fit as well, especially around my waist and between the legs. They were made in Italy. Aren’t they lovely? And just think, when you’re a big girl, I can take you shopping for tights just like these. Those sexy legs of yours will look so good. You’ll drive all the boys wild. And won’t that be lovely? Imagine all your old friends competing for your affections. Not that any of them could have you, of course. Oh no, we intend to find you a nice, well behaved boyfriend.’

   Chrissie moaned louder and wiggled helplessly in his tight sissy bondage. The vibrator buzzed deep in his arse and the inescapable fact of the pleasure he now received from anal stimulation was expressed, despite himself, in his wide, sex filled eyes.

   Yes, another very important part of Sister Amelia’s therapy was “object re-orientation”. Although it would be vital that heterosexual desire remained at the heart of Chrissie’s sexuality, it was also important that he relinquished all hope of ever having a woman sexually. His desire for his aunt would always be the powerhouse of his transformation, but the final symbol of his utter subjugation would be his physical surrender to a male lover. At the moment, this remained an area of resistance, but the re-channelling of pleasure from the penis to the anus would, along with the emergence and development of his fetishism and submissive desires, eventually overcome all doubt and struggle.

   It was then that the door to the Nursery opened and Sister Amelia entered carrying a large silver tray containing three large baby bottles of her special formula and a fierce syringe.

   Poor Chrissie looked up from his gorgeous, teasing aunt and beheld this new vision with a mixture of very real fear and an equally powerful sexual attraction. For Sister Amelia was a stunning and quite terrifying woman, a woman the reluctant sissy had learned to fear and to obey without question.

   As usual, she was dressed in white, the uniform of a nurse of enforced feminisation and also a sister of the order of female control. A glorious, dark skinned beauty, a plump, but also shapely woman in her mid-forties. A beautiful, regal West Indian who had dedicated the last ten years of her life to the intricate feminisation of the wayward male. Three quarters Negro and one quarter Caucasian, with soul melting honey brown eyes and full, blood red lips, her skin like an exquisite mixture of velvet and milk chocolate, she radiated erotic power and an unquestionable authority.

   The tight nurse’s uniform accentuated her splendidly ample form to perfection, displaying most effectively her very large, matronly bosom, her wide hips and her large but still shapely bottom. The dress had a surprisingly short skirt, which revealed two very long, firm legs sealed in sheer white nylon tights and feet resting in white patent leather, 5 inch stiletto heeled court shoes. Her jet black hair, naturally straight, was bound into a tight bun, upon which rested a simple white nurse’s cap. Over her long, elegant hands she wore white silk gloves.

   ‘How’s our little darling this afternoon?’ she asked, her voice deep, American accented and so very sexy.

   Aunt Valerie smiled. ‘Oh, he’s very well, Amelia. Perhaps a little hot and bothered. But nothing too serious.’

   Poor Chrissie moaned like a terrified kitten as Sister Amelia entered the playpen and set the tray down on top of the glass tank.

   ‘Well, he’s certainly had a good clear out. That lot should make at least another ten bottles worth. But we do need more semen.’

   Tears began to seep through Chrissie’s tight stocking hood as Amelia’s awful words filled the Nursery and he shook his bonneted head weakly.

   ‘I’ll milk him after the feed, before we wrap him up for the night. The state he’s in, we’ll probably get at least a gallon of cum!’

   The women laughed and Chrissie’s well gagged sobs fought to increase in volume.

   ‘I’ll get the cot ready while you feed him,’ Aunt Valerie added, before rising slowly to her feet, making sure that Chrissie got a very close up view of her full, bulging breasts as she did so.

   She straightened her skirt in an equally provocative manner and then handed the vibrator’s terror inspiring control box to Sister Amelia.

   ‘I doubt you’ll need this. He’s been as good as gold.’

   Sister Amelia smiled very slightly and then turned her dark, cruel eyes onto the trussed sissy wiggling and moaning before her. ‘We’ll see.’

   Aunt Valerie left the play pen and Sister Amelia slowly lowered herself onto her knees before the helpless figure of Chrissie.

   ‘I’m going to remove the bonnet and the hood. If you struggle or resist in any way, you know what will happen.’

   His tear stained eyes were already fixed on her tightly restrained and very considerable breasts, and he nodded fearfully. The skirt of the uniform dress had ridden way up Amelia’s thighs, and poor Chrissie was also distracted by this equally erotic spectacle.

   As she untied the fat silk bow beneath his hosed chin, the odour of her powerful sandalwood perfume washed over his face and he whimpered with a helpless, hopeless desire. She was now so close to him, that her lovely, plump breasts were brushing against his body and his tormented sex was struggling angrily in its rubber restraint.

   The bonnet was removed and placed at his tethered, bootied feet, and then she very gently unrolled the kinky stocking hood. He squealed into his fat panty gag with relief as his hot, tormented face was allowed the relatively cool air of the Nursery. She smiled and placed the soaking stocking down beside the bonnet.

   ‘Now, I’ll remove the gag. One sound of discontent and I’ll put the vibrator on its highest and most painful setting for 10 minutes. Do you understand?’

   He nodded warily and then she carefully peeled away the thick strip of silver duct tape that had held Aunt Valerie’s pungent panties in place for the past three hours. She folded the tape in half, placed it by the stocking hood and then pulled the pair of white silk panties from his mouth. He gasped with a terrible, tormented relief. It was very obvious he wished to shout out his anger and horror, to plead for release, to curse his two wicked, beautiful captors. But he had done this before, and every time Sister Amelia had ensured that he had suffered terribly. So now only his eyes were communicating his true feelings.

   ‘Don’t look so sad, Chrissie,’ Sister Amelia teased. ‘I know it’s hard work at the moment, but just think – by the time we’ve finished, you’ll be a beautiful, obedient young she-male, a gorgeous sissy dressed in the most lavish and exotic costumes, never out of lovely sheer hose, always aroused, with the body of a sex bomb, yet still essentially male. You’ll have the best of both worlds! You should be deliriously happy!’

   He remained painfully silent, the tears once again welling up in his pretty blue yes.

   Sister Amelia then picked up the first bottle of formula and those lovely eyes widened with an awful terror.

   ‘Now open wide like a good baby and start sucking.’

   She then unceremoniously popped the fat, clear rubber teat of the first bottle into his mouth and the poor, crushed sissy, so thirsty because of the fat, salty panty gag, so hungry because of the cruel feeding regime that was at the core of Sister Amelia’s therapy, began to suck the formula down into his stomach.

   The Formula: a mixture of the urine from the glass tank, the faeces from the metal tank, his semen, a cocktail of female hormones, a strong laxative, a thick milk-based protein drink, a mild sedative and Sister Amelia’s special sex potion – a hormone stimulant designed to increase levels of sexual arousal and performance. The urine and faeces: pumped from the tanks via customised under floor connections to the house’s internal plumping to the basement, to a much larger sterilisation tank, where the material was transformed into two parts – waste and water. Only the water was added to the bottles, but even this was enough to fill poor Chrissie with horror and disgust. The semen: added via the vials collected at the end of each day’s milking; added undiluted.


   Despite all this, the Formula tasted almost exactly like a thick strawberry milkshake, a sugared delight that totally denied its true nature. Besides the Formula a lunch of four jars of baby food was the only sustenance the sissy received. Yet in terms of the vital nutrients, this was more than enough to keep him going.

   As he sucked desperately on his strange and awful drink, his eyes filled with the gorgeous, sensual spectacle of Sister Amelia, Aunt Valerie lowered the two side panels of the cot and then laid out a thick pink rubber sheet across the wide, silk sheathed mattress. From the wardrobe she then took a fresh, rose scented, white nylon body stocking and an adult-sized pink satin sleep suit. She placed them on the rubber sheet and then strolled elegantly over to a dirty linen basket by the door. She opened the basket, which was filled with her and Sister’s Amelia’s soiled panties, and extracted a large pair of Amelia’s white nylon briefs. At the end of each day the two women made sure that their panties were added to the pile for use as gags during the next 24 hour period. Once used as a gag, a pair of panties was then sent downstairs for a thorough clean and subsequent re-use, first as intimate underwear for the women and then as an inescapable and thoroughly pungent gag for poor Chrissie.

   She placed the pair of panties by the nightclothes on the cot. She then retrieved a fresh white nylon stocking for use as a hood and a new roll of masking tape from the shelves. Also taken from the shelves were an extra large jar of K-Y jelly, a jar of skin cream and a small plastic vial. All of these items were placed on the mattress.

   As she moved about the room, Chrissie finished his first large bottle and was quickly presented with the next, his eyes studying Sister Amelia’s large, tightly restrained breasts with an increasingly furious desire, his ears filled with the electric buzz of his aunt’s firm, shapely and finely hosed thighs rubbing teasingly together through the tight, sexy skirt as she moved about the Nursery.

   By the time the very reluctant she-male had finished the third bottle, his eyes were glazed with a savage and all pervasive sex heat, and his mind, already locked in a prison of relentless sissy humiliation, was submerged in a thick slick of dark and angry desire.

   Soon, Sister Amelia placed the third empty bottle back on the glass tank and then very gently untied Chrissie’s stockinged and bootied ankles and his knees. She then detached the tubes running from the tanks to his sex and arse, leaving two absurd rubber tails running from both sides of the thick frou-frou petticoating. Then she helped him to his weakened, numb legs. He moaned with pain and relief and shuffled forward out of the pen, his arms still trussed tightly behind his back. With Sister Amelia’s help, he managed to move very awkwardly over to the cot, where the black beauty and Aunt Valerie began to undress him.

   Thus the late afternoon ritual of “bedtime” began, as it began every day after his evening feed. Even though it was just after 6.00pm, he would be tightly tucked up in the cot before seven, and thanks to the sedative in the formula, he would sleep a deep, dreamless sleep until 6.00am the next morning.

   It took maybe ten minutes to strip him completely naked, to remove his remaining bonds and every item of sissy attire. Eventually, he stood before them in only the bright crimson coat of humiliation covering his face and the rubber cock glove imprisoning his large, very stiff sex, plus the large, silver coloured ring that was permanently fixed very tightly around his bulging, rubber-encased balls.

   Poor sissy Chrissie. Naked and totally exposed. Every hair had been removed from his body by special depilatory creams. The cream had also made his rose coloured, silky smooth skin ultra-sensitive. The formula had provided him with a pair of small, but growing teenage girl’s breasts and made his skin not just ultra-sensitive but beautifully soft. His buttocks had begun to widen and curve, and there was now a real hint of broadening, womanly hips.

   He thus made a very strange spectacle. A bald headed, soft featured and helplessly feminine creature somewhere between a boy and a girl: a true sissy.

   As usual, the women carefully examined his budding bosom, the product of the hormone treatments and nightly injections.

   ‘They really are coming along wonderfully,’ Aunt Valerie whispered, her dark eyes filled with a cruel arousal.

   ‘Yes, no doubt about it. By the end of the third month you will be ready for enlargement surgery, and then, within a few weeks, you’ll have two gorgeous 40 inch whoppers!’

   Sister Amelia’s words inspired loud, mocking laughter from the two women and tears of despair from the helpless, hopeless sissy. Yet he knew any protest would be repaid with brutal and extended punishment, and the only sign of resistance was the fresh tears welling up in his pretty, girlish eyes.

   His longer term fate had already been described to him in teasing detail by Aunt Valerie. At the end of a three month “Phase 1”, he would be subject to extensive plastic surgery, including the breast enhancements, and then placed on a further three month “maid training programme”. By the beginning of ‘Phase 2’, he would, thanks to the babification treatment, be would a passive, obedient and eager sissy, his desire the tool which would drive his further, more elaborate feminisation. He would be removed from the Nursery and set to work as Aunt Valerie’s personal maid. Sexy, intricate maid’s costumes and a vast array of associated fetish wear had already been purchased and stored in the gloriously feminine bedroom that was being prepared for him. His helpless fetish for nylon hose would be extended via one of his essential daily duties as Valerie’s maid: the care and management of her clothing. His addiction to his Aunt’s sensual wardrobe would be at the very core of his desire to submit absolutely to her will, an addiction that would be developed and transferred when, at the end of Phase 2, he would be returned to the care of his beautiful, long suffering mother. Yes, eventually, pretty sissy Chrissie would be the eager and beautiful daughter/maid of Barbette, and Valerie’s highly enjoyable task would be complete.

   As the tears trickled down poor Chrissie’s crimson cheeks, his rock hard, rubberised sex stared up at the two beautiful, wicked women, the connector tube running from its bulging head like a strange back-to-front tail, The other tube, the one connected to the vibrator, resembled a more traditional tail, dangling between his long, feminine legs in an utterly humiliating manner that also brought a cruel smile to Aunt Valerie’s voluptuous, cherry red lips.

   ‘Now,’ his Aunt continued, ‘let’s get you ready for bed.’

   With Sister Amelia’s help, Aunt Valerie laid Chrissie out on his back on the rubber sheet. With his head pointing towards the window, he stared angrily and fearfully at the ceiling. He knew very well what was about to happen, he knew that this next humiliation would be both unbearable and intensely exciting. As on so many other occasions in this strange, dark Nursery, he would be both utterly appalled and helplessly aroused.

   Aunt Valerie then proceeded to take one of his slender, dainty ankles and lift it into the air. At the end of cot by Chrissie’s feet was a pine board, and fitted to each corner was a white leather shackle. She pulled his left leg upward and then slipped his foot through the corresponding shackle. She then buckled it tightly into place. She repeated the process with the second shackle, so that poor Chrissie was left lying on his back with his legs pulled wide apart and raised at a forty five degree ankle, very much like a pregnant woman about to give birth.

   She then set about very gently removing the rubber restrainer from his rigid, tormented sex. She began by slipping her hands beneath his fat, hot balls and unclipping the ring that held the restrainer in a tight, unyielding embrace. He sighed with relief as the pressure on his testicles was briefly removed, a sigh that quickly transformed into a gasp of fear and pleasure as his Aunt slipped her long, blood red finger nails beneath the edge of the rubber that gripped his testicles and began to gently unroll it. The gasp, in turn, transformed into a squeal of fear and fierce pleasure as she slipped the rubber off his balls and then began to peel it from the burning flesh of his hard, angry cock.

   Eventually, she managed to extract the fiendish rubber device and its strange tubular tail from the head of his sex and place it in a small pink bucket at the foot of the cot. She then quickly donned a pair of pink rubber gloves and set to work removing the vibrator.

   This was both a painful and exciting process. Painful due to the fact that a new, wider and longer vibrator was inserted at the end of each week, to ensure that he was constantly stretched and teased. By the end of Phase 1 there was a very real expectation that Chrissie would be able to accommodate a substantial male sex organ.

   More squeals followed, but, after five minutes of careful manipulation, the kinky, fiendishly clever device was pulled free of his long tormented and teased anus and also assigned to the bucket.

   ‘There, there, Chrissie,’ Aunt Valerie whispered. ‘You’ll soon be snug as a bug in a rug.’

   Sister Amelia laughed and stepped forward, the large, terrifying syringe held in her white rubber gloved hands.

   Chrissie looked at the syringe, as he had looked at it every afternoon for the past two months, and his pretty little girl eyes filled with a deep, black terror. A cry of horror dribbled from his lips and Sister Amelia warned him to remain silent. Then she lent forward between his legs and carefully inserted the glistening needle into his thigh, just opposite his right testicle.

   The poor sissy released a familiar high pitched squeal of pain and fear, and then the powerful solution of female hormones was injected into his body.

   It was all over in less than a minute, but by the end of it Chrissie was sobbing loudly. Yet these sobs were easily stifled; for as soon as Sister Amelia removed the syringe and stepped back, Aunt Valerie quickly removed from her skirt pocket the sensual, teasing gloves that always guaranteed Chrissie’s immediate attention. Made from sheer white nylon, the very same material as the body stocking, the gloves were used for a single, simple purpose: the evening milking.

   As she peeled off the rubber gloves, his eyes fixed firmly on her long, elegant hands. She smiled warmly at him and then slipped them into the pretty nylon gloves. He squealed with a desperate anticipation and his large, hard cock twitched hungrily.

   But before the milking, there was the apparatus of milking. Also from her skirt pocket, she took what looked like the finger of a clear latex glove. She then picked up the glass vial. She slipped the thinner end of the finer over the vial’s thin head and lent down between his legs. She carefully slipped the wider end of the glove over the bulbous, purple head of his cock. She then released the vial and it fell between his legs. Taking a deep, teasing breath, she then slipped a nylon encased hand around his sex and began, very slowly, to massage it.

   He gasped and moaned. His thigh muscles tightened and his bottom raised up off the rubber sheet. She lent forward a bit more to ensure that Chrissie got a very full view of her splendid bosom and then began to whisper her hypnotist’s words, the secret instructions which every night shank a little deeper into his mind and helped ensure his eventual complete and permanent sissification.

   ‘You looked so lovely this evening, Chrissie. Auntie was so pleased with you. You really are quite gorgeous in your lovely baby wear. And just think, my pretty petal: this is only the beginning. Imagine all the pretty, sexy clothes that await you, all the wondrous varieties of tights and stockings, the sexy, silky panties, the highest of heels, the shortest of skirts. Imagine the fun you’ll have. Imagine all the secret, kinky dreams that have been hiding behind those pretty eyes suddenly turned into spectacular reality. And imagine the fun we are going to have together. Imagine all my lovely clothes, all in your care, my sweet. Eventually, I may even let you choose the tights I wear. And at the end of each day, I’ll wrap them into a tight, tasty ball and gag you. Just imagine that!’

   By the time he was imagining it, he was also squealing with a furious animal pleasure and wiggling desperately under her expert ministrations.

   ‘It’s what you want, Chrissie, isn’t it. Tell me, tell your auntie. Confess.’

   Then, just before he game, he shouted an angry, dark “YES!”. But there was also something else, something they had never heard before. ‘It’s all I’ve ever wanted. I love it! Please put me in nappies, in panties, in tights. Let me worship you! Oh please, auntie. Pleeeeease!’

   Then he exploded. Sister Amelia stepped forward, a smile of utter triumph lighting up her gorgeous face, and held him firmly in place as thick, cream coloured semen spurted from his sex and into the vial. He jerked and wiggled for a good 2 minutes, crying, begging, laughing, in a state of extreme ecstasy. Then his struggles slowed and, eventually, he fell back onto the rubber mattress, spent, exhausted, shocked to the core of his fragile male being.

   As he recovered, the women acted quickly. The injections and the Formula ensured that the period of flaccidness following orgasm was frighteningly brief. The vial and associated rubber finger were removed and Aunt Valerie handed it over to Sister Amelia. She smiled and then minced over to the room’s wall of shelves, quickly returning with a fresh rubber restrainer and vibrator. Aunt Valerie removed the nylon gloves and replaced them with a pair of semi-transparent surgical gloves. She then picked up the jar of skin cream and scooped out a fingerful of the thick, pink coloured goo, before returning her attentions to Chrissie’s already stiff sex.

   Chrissie’s entire manner had changed quite profoundly. His eyes, fixed to his beautiful aunt, were filled with a strange, desperate adoration and his body seemed surrounded by a static field of fierce sexual energy.

   ‘We have reached a very important moment,’ Sister Amelia said, looking down at the helpless, excited form of Chrissie. ‘The breakthrough point. A powerful and irreversible psychic change. A combination of the drugs and the therapy, and his own innate masochism. His resistance has been completely overcome.’

   ‘Please, Auntie,’ Chrissie suddenly squealed, his voice riddled with a strange, deeply feminine need, his eyes wide with sex hunger. ‘Please.’

   ‘Now we must take this submission and mould it for our own purposes. That is what the next month will be all about, Valerie. Take his desire and use it to control him. The key to everything I have taught you.’

   The beautiful brunette smiled and nodded.

   ‘Oh please, Auntie Val. Please put me in panties and tights. I want nothing else. Make me your maid. Please!’

   ‘There, there,’ Aunt Valerie whispered, shocked by the force of Chrissie’s pleadings.

   Then Sister Amelia quickly took up her soiled nylon briefs, folded them into a ball with the gusset exposed outward and forced them deep into Chrissie’s mouth. She the taped them firmly in place. His big blue eyes widened with deep masochistic pleasure and he wiggled his shapely sissy buttocks with a deeply feminine desperation.

   ‘Unfortunately,’ she said, as his desperate squeals filled the room, ‘he will find it difficult to control this new submissive reaction. He will plead and beg constantly for fetishistic sexual pleasure, tight bondage and feminisation. The necessity for fat and effective gags at all times will become painfully obvious.’

   Aunt Valerie laughed and then began, very gently, to smoother Chrissie’s rock hard cock in a layer of the skin cream. The sissy squealed and bucked and once again Sister Amelia held him firmly in place. Yet this was no new masturbatory tease. At this point in each day, after the restrainer had been removed and Chrissie had been milked, his cock was gently “lubricated” and the restrainer replaced.

   The pretty, helpless sissy moaned furiously into the fat, pungent panty gag and stared up at his gorgeous, all powerful Aunt. Now all sign of fear and anger had gone. Now there was only the glaze of sex and a very deep look of love. Aunt Valerie smiled gently at her she-male charge and contemplated the pleasures that would be hers in the coming months. Amelia had made it clear that once Chrissie was under complete control, they would begin training him not just in the domestic arts, but also in the skills required of a true sex slave. Soon, he would learn to bring her prolonged oral pleasure, both at her breasts and between her legs. The thought made her even wetter than she already was!

   After the scented cream had been massaged deep into his cock, she gently removed the outer layer with a baby wipe and then teasingly slid the fresh rubber restrainer back over his hot, red and very hard cock. The baby girl squeals increased in volume, and in a few terrible seconds the rubber device was tightly hugging his sex cock and balls, the strange rubber tube head emerging from his bulbous helmet like a bizarre mutant sex snake.

   She then used the KY jelly to lubricate his back passage, another part of his daily ritual and one which inspired even more well-gagged squeals of ecstasy. Then there was the new vibrator. The largest yet. A kinky masterpiece of rubber and plastic that she gently slid between his legs and nudged very carefully into the darkness of his already well stretched arse.

   ‘Just think,’ Sister Amelia teased, ‘you can nearly take a full grown man. I bet you can’t wait to have a real dick deep inside you.’

   Poor Chrissie turned towards the beautiful black nurse, his eyes wide. Where in the past, and even a few minutes ago, this cruel jibe would have inspired squeals of outrage and anger, now there was only a slight, aroused nod and even wider, contemplative eyes.

   ‘Don’t worry, Chrissie,’ she continued, ‘by the time we’ve finished with you, the boys will be fighting each other to get into your sheer nylon hose and pretty silk panties.’

   Once the vibrator had been forced deep within him, Chrissie was released from his shackles and helped to stand. Still squealing furiously, his cock a giant rubber pole swaying angrily before his beautiful female captors, Sister Amelia held him in place while Aunt Valerie removed the rubber sheet and then took up the delightfully sexy white nylon body stocking.

   Chrissie took one look at this fetishistic masterpiece and began to nod furiously.

   ‘I think he’s very keen to be put into the stocking tonight, Val,’ Sister Amelia teased, her sensual American accent further inflaming poor Chrissie’s angry sex.

   Aunt Valerie laughed and then helped the deeply agitated sissy to step into the soft, scented stocking.

   Normally, Chrissie would have made his unhappiness at being prepared for bed very apparent and a liberal application of a leather paddle to his pert buttocks was required. But tonight, all he wanted was to be cocooned in the sexy sheer fabric as quickly as possible.

   The stocking had one single leg that was drawn up his own two shapely, silky smooth legs, forcing them tightly together and thus pushing the already buzzing vibrator deeper into his expanding anus. It was quickly pulled up over his torso and then his arms were slipped into the stocking’s two arm sections, which ended in two seamless and fingerless glove sections, thus covering all his body below his neck in a sexy, ultra sheer film of soft, rose scented white nylon.

   As the poor, tormented sissy moaned with a terrible, dark and endless pleasure into the fat, inescapable panty gag, Aunt Valerie slipped a gloved hand through a small, lace-frilled hole positioned exactly over his restrained penis and pulled the hard, rubber sheathed organ through it. Chrissie squealed with shock and awful pleasure. His sex was carefully positioned so that it rose out of his crotch like an erotic flower emerging from a blanket of perfumed snow, at its centre the strange outer stem of the rubber tube.

   Sister Amelia then turned Chrissie around, allowing Aunt Valerie to concentrate on the sissy’s pretty, perfectly shaped bottom. A further lace edged hole was positioned exactly where the other tube connected to the end of the vibrator rested between his buttocks. She slipped her left hand into the hole and gently extracted the tube.

   She then stepped back to admire her handiwork, a smile of triumph and dark amusement lighting up her beautiful face.

   Sister Amelia and Aunt Valerie then carefully laid their moaning sissy charge out on his back on the silk lined cot mattress. Once he was appropriately positioned, Sister Amelia returned to the wardrobe to retrieve the binding ribbons.

   But before he was placed in the sleep sack, Aunt Valerie took up the fresh stocking hood and then, her eyes full of teasing promise, looked down on her helpless, wildly aroused sissy nephew.

   ‘Seeing that you’ve been such good little baby today, I’ve got a very special treat for you, Chrissie.’

   The sissy’s girlish eyes widened and a squeal of terrible, agonising need fought its way past his sexy, tasty gag as Aunt Valerie then proceeded to slip the hood beneath her legs and wipe it firmly against the front of her very wet pantied and hosed crotch, allowing it to soak up a large amount of the pungent sex juice that had filtered through from her very excited cunt.

   She then retrieved the stocking and Sister Amelia, an impressed and aroused smile lighting up her own gorgeous face, gently lifted Chrissie’s head up to allow Aunt Valerie to slip the stocking over it, making sure that the sex juice soaked section was positioned directly over his nose and expertly sealed mouth.

   The poor sissy was driven quite mad by this latest kinky provocation and the two lovely women quickly set to work securing him for the night. First, his delicately and tightly hosed legs were bound with the ribbons at his ankles, knees and thighs, each ribbon secured with a fat, dainty sissy bow of dazzling pink silk. Then a fourth, much longer ribbon was wrapped very carefully around his waist and his nylon sheath wrists were tied to this with two shorter ribbons.

   Satisfied that he was secured, the women then took up the sleep sack. At first, it appeared to be little more than large pink satin sheet, but as it was slipped beneath the sissy and the sides were pulled together to meet in the exact middle of Chrissie’s nylon cocooned and bound form, a series of very large, pink plastic buttons were revealed, running from his toes right up to the tip of his shaven and stockinged head.

   Aunt Valerie then began to slip the buttons through corresponding eyelets and thus slowly seal helpless, sex maddened Chrissie within the tight, teasing sack. And within a few minutes, the lovely, wiggling, moaning sissy was buttoned neck.

   Just before she completed the buttoning round his head, and thus plunged him into an absolute darkness relieved only by the scent of her cunt and the endless buzzing of the vibrator, she lent forward and kissed him gently on his very hot forehead.

   ‘Sleep well, babikns. I think we’ll start tomorrow with a nice soapy enema, and then maybe you can suckle on my breasts for a while.’

   His squeals of desperate need were quickly drowned out as she then proceeded to button up the rest of the sack, leaving him a wiggling, helpless, utterly overwhelmed sex snake, a pink sissy torpedo of fierce and endless desire.

   Sister Amelia then slipped her hands through a gap between the buttons and retrieved the tube connected to the cock restrainer. Aunt Valerie slipped her own hands beneath his wiggling bottom and found a small hole through which she extracted the tube connected to the vibrator. The tubes were then connected to two longer lengths of rubber tubing at the end of the cot which ran into the glass and metal boxes, thus assuring an overnight supply of waste mater and more ingredients for Sister Amelia’s formula.

   The two women then pulled up the wooden bars of the cot and locked them in place.

   Sister Amelia turned to Aunt Valerie and smiled.

   ‘That obviously got you going.’

   Aunt Valerie blushed and smiled. ‘Yes,’ she said shyly. ‘I find it very…arousing.’

   To Aunt Valerie’s surprise, Sister Amelia then stepped forward and kissed her very softly on the lips. Aunt Valerie gasped and fell into a long and erotic embrace.

   ‘Is this part of the therapy?’ she asked.

   ‘Oh yes,’ Sister Amelia said, taking the beautiful, buxom brunette by the hand. ‘Very much so.’

   She then led Aunt Valerie from the room. Before she flicked off the Nursery light and closed and locked the door, Aunt Valerie whispered a teasing “nighty night, babikins” to the wiggling bundle secured so expertly in the cot. Then, she allowed herself to be led to her bedroom and a prolonged night of erotic adventure.






   11. Sunday Best

   David struggles uselessly on the bed. He squeals angrily into his fat panty gag and strains with a desperate energy against his tight, utterly unforgiving bonds. Yet, despite all this intense and prolonged physical effort, he hardly moves an inch. He remains utterly immobilised, completely helpless. A prisoner, a slave, a sissified male undergoing a most unusual and terrible punishment.

   David is 25. Barely 5 feet six inches tall, with a slender, always feminine build, a pale, disturbingly pretty face framed by long blond hair and a pair of striking crystal blue eyes. As a boy, his mother had teased him about his girlish good looks, teasing that would always deeply embarrass and annoy him, and which would continue throughout his life. A teasing that had driven him to develop an aggressive, harsh personality, a hard mental mask forged out of every stupid stereotype of dominant masculinity he had ever encountered. This personality proved very useful for succeeding in his business, but left him with few friends and, particularly, no female companion. Indeed, as a “mummy’s boy “and only child, he had been left with a deep and painful shyness in the company of women, beneath which was fear and hate, and which had mixed with his own loathing of his weak physique to produce a powerful misogyny.

   Despite this, he had, to some extent, succeeded in his bitter, lonely life, and was now a section manager for the company at which he had worked since leaving university five years before. The section consisted of 10 employees, all female, including his secretary, Sally, and his deputy, Helen.

   Perhaps unsurprisingly, David was a workaholic who spent more time in his office than in his small, sad flat. An isolated, pathetic man in a world he found frightening and pointless, a world where he found pleasure only in power and control. He was a rude and often harsh boss, despising and despised. There wasn’t one of his “team” who didn’t hate him and wished for nothing but a terrible, prolonged revenge for his bullying and belittling behaviour, particularly his long suffering and very beautiful secretary.

   But now he is truly powerless and completely under the control of the gorgeous, unforgiving and deeply kinky Helen. Or, as he must call her now, Mistress Helen.

   Tears of pain and frustration seep through the black nylon stocking that has been pulled so very tightly over his shaven head, a scented mask that flattens and distorts his face and leaves him imprisoned within a strange, sex-ravaged shadow world. He tastes the now very familiar flavours of Helen’s silk panties, her sex, her piss, her sweat, and he moans. The thick strip of silver duct tape sealing his lips so very effectively together ensures that this moan is hardly heard. The moan turns into a girlish squeal of pain as the skin irritant lining his anus sends another wave of heat and itching deep into the tender skin of his back passage, skin which is currently stretched so very painfully by the throbbing, teasing vibrator that has been lodged deep inside him for the past two months. Yes, in two months Helen and Sally have changed everything. In two months, his world has been destroyed and rebuilt in the image of his mistress.

   Here he is, in the small closet that has become his only private living space. Bound and gagged, laying face down on the hard, single bunk that is both his bed and the only furniture in the “room”. His shaven body contorts uselessly, a body undergoing constant, cruel torture. His arse smeared and filled, his permanently hard cock locked in a rubber restrainer lined with hundreds of tiny pins. Three painfully tight metal rings holding the restrainer in place, one just beneath the bulging head of his circumcised cock, one in the middle, and one, the tightest and most painful, at its base. His balls have also been smeared in irritant and a tight, thick rubber band has been wrapped around them to insure that they bulge painfully and are totally exposed to his mistress’s evil ministrations.

   He is naked except for a pair of sheer black nylon tights. His legs have been bound together very tightly at the ankles, knees and thighs with black rubber cording. A black nylon stocking has then been pulled up his tethered legs to create one single leg. Duct tape has then been wrapped tightly around each length of covered cording. A similar fate has befallen his arms: bound cruelly with cording at the wrists, elbows and lower shoulders, then sheathed in the other black nylon stocking and secured with duct tape over the cording. A further length of cording has been wrapped around his ankles and pulled up to his wrists. Here, the slack has been wrapped around his single nylon sheathed and tape bound “wrist” and tied very tightly in place, thus forcing him into an extreme and quite agonising hog-tie that leaves him utterly still, profoundly helpless and in constant pain.

   Beneath all of this are the welts, the long, deep, burning marks that criss-cross his buttocks and thighs, the marks of the caning he received two hours ago for failing to wiggle his hips in an appropriately feminine manner when, dressed in his spectacular French maid’s costume, he had served Mistresses Helen and Sally breakfast in bed. As he struggles in his tight, wicked bondage, he remembers this latest punishment and the events leading up to it with a helpless and useless bitterness.

   As usual he had been dragged out of bed at 5.30am, the alarm blasting him from exhausted sleep, despite that fact that he had been serving his mistresses until well after midnight. The heavy metal shackles secured to his ankles, both of which were fitted with time locks, had popped open. He had staggered from the closet into the large, en- suite spare room that now acted as a “sissfication suite”, and, fear already filling his heart, rushed across the pink rubber matted floor to the toilet. He had known he had just three hours to prepare himself, to undertake his “dawn chores”, and then to cook and serve his mistresses Sunday breakfast.

   Dressed in a short, sexy pink silk baby doll, matching panties and stockings, the first thing he had confronted was his reflection in the full length mirror placed next to the shower stall. A wave of humiliating despair had washed over his feminised form as he beheld the terrible truth of this elaborate and most terrible punishment. David Best, 25: sissy slave. David, now known as “Daphne”, his body silky smooth thanks to the shocking application of electrolysis techniques that had left not one atom of hair, including pubic hair, on his physical form. His head and eyebrows were also shaven, and his lips had been painted with long lasting, water proof pink dye. Through the semi-transparent material of the baby doll, two tiny, yet growing breasts were visible, breasts with long, hard nipples pierced with golden rings. A strangely attractive and helplessly feminine form, one made even more appealing by a pair of long, very shapely legs, legs that ended in small, girlish feet with toenails painted the same pink as his lips and his long, expertly manicured fingernails.

   He had lowered his pretty silk panties and carefully positioned himself on the pink toilet seat. The restrainer, plus the rings and rubber band, made urinating standing up impossible, but thanks to a very thin filter built into the head of the restrainer, he was able to empty his bladder sitting down. However, because of the density of the filter, even this was a prolonged and painful experience, especially given the heat burning into his balls and the biting of the restrainer’s merciless teeth.

   With tears in his big blue eyes, he had eventually managed to urinate. Then he had climbed slowly, wearily and sadly to his feet. He had pulled the panties up his smooth, nylon sheathed legs and walked out of the bathroom, noticing how natural the tiny sissy steps demanded by Mistress Helen had become, how easily he wiggled his arse and hips, how ultra-femininity was most assuredly taking over his mind and body a little more as each terrible day passed.

   He had minced fearfully towards the middle of the room and the exercise bike, the large pink tool of punishment. Each morning he was forced to cycle the equivalent of one mile. Later on, Mistress Helen would read the mileage clock to check he had reached the target distance. If he was even a metre out, he would be caned.

   He had lowered his tormented backside onto the small, uncomfortable leather seat and fought a now familiar but still deeply disturbing sensation. As the seat took his weight, it had pressed deep into the space between his legs and thus pressed against the vibrator that was constantly lodged deep in his arse. The resultant pressure was far from unpleasant and as he had begun to cycle, a dreadfully erotic sensation tormented his backside. And as he increased the speed of the peddling, he had increased his helpless excitement, and soon his poor cock was hardening in its wicked rubber prison, and the more excited he became, the more his sex had been brutally punished. Tears of pain mixed with gasps of pleasure, and he had wished, as he wished so many times, that he had never invited Sally into his office on that so very fateful evening.

   It had taken him a very hot and bothered 30 minutes to reach the mile mark. Then, soaked in sweat, his heart pounding, his head spinning, his sex tortured by the terribly ambivalent sexual pleasure imparted by the saddle, he had fallen rather than climbed from the bike. Then he had dragged himself back to the bathroom and the shower. As the digital clock on the bathroom wall had clicked to 06.10, he knew he was already running ten minutes behind schedule and a terrible, dark fear drove him to strip off his sissy attire and step beneath a jet of ice cold water for his morning shower. Yes, ice cold. Mistress Helen made a point of ensuring that the water heater did not come on until 6.30am, and thus David’s first shower was always a freezing one.

   He had squealed as the water crashed against his slender, feminised form and tried to avoid staring down at his restrained, ringed and painfully hard cock. He had used a powerfully scented bar of pink soap to wash his tormented body thoroughly, including his embarrassingly bald head.

   Eventually, he had stepped from the shower, shivering and crying, and dried himself with a large, ultra-fluffy pink towel. Then, with the towel wrapped around his waist, he had minced painfully back into the spare room. Here he had stopped suddenly and taken stock of the dreadful venue for a most elaborate and perverse petticoat punishment.

   The room itself was one of four large bedrooms that made up most of the top floor of Helen’s impressive country house. She had inherited the property from her mother, a beautiful, relatively secluded cottage just outside a gorgeous village twenty miles from the nearest town. Originally a guest room, it had now become the focus for David’s enforced transformation. Two large, white mahogany wardrobes dominated one wall, each filled to bursting with the kinky costumes that so effectively symbolized his imprisonment and feminisation. By the wardrobes were a row of shelves stacked with other tools of his enslavement: coils of rubber cording, rolls of thick silver duct tape, enema equipment, leather backed paddles, two long, thin bamboo canes, piles of neatly folded nappies, a large variety of gags – mainly different types of rubber penis gag and ball gag - leather and rubber hoods, male chastity belts, a collection of rubber and silk cock restrainers, a terrifying range of dildos and vibrators. Then, by the shelves, there was a class panelled cabinet containing a startling collection of wigs.

   Against the wall opposite the wardrobes was a large, long and very ornate dressing table, and, following this depressing pause, he minced towards it.

   He had very carefully lowered his tormented and helplessly shapely bottom onto the white leather backed stool and faced his shocked, somewhat chaotic reflection. He had wiped tears of embarrassment and discomfort from his face and set about the intricate task of applying his make-up.

   The bizarre sight of a shaven headed man applying a feminine mask was perhaps the most painful of his many daily humiliations. There was no more potent symbol of his absolute subjugation to Mistress Helen and her beautiful, sadistic lesbian lover, Sally, than the fact that daily he transformed himself into Daphne; that his fear of these two astonishing, wicked women was far greater than the self-loathing his increasing expertise in this self-transformation inspired.

   Yes, over the last two months, there was no doubt that he had become something of an expert in the complementary arts of make-up and dress. Yet he took little pride in this fact, knowing that his motivation was simple: self-preservation through the avoidance of what could be an extended jail sentence.

   As his lips were now permanently hot pink, he had, as usual, begun with the cream-coloured foundation, a thick gel that turned his skin from the pale pink of a typically unhealthy European into a shining doll-like veneer, a gel he had spread across his face with trained care, and which quickly established the truly severe and perverse nature of the feminine personality forced upon him by Helen and Sally. And very soon he had been facing a living showroom dummy, an object created and surely not human, an object he then sought to give strange life via the rigorous application of black eyebrow pencil, pink eye shadow and peach-coloured rouge applied in two surprisingly exact circles on his now alabaster cheeks.

   The weirdly feminine face before him had been disturbing and arousing. He was disgusted by the fact that this freak appeared so feminine, so strangely appealing. Yet he had quickly cast these thoughts aside and minced over to the glass panelled cabinet. From inside he had extracted an explosion of gorgeous blonde waves, a lovely creation cast in a sexy fifties film star style, which was the standard wig for the black maid’s dress he would be wearing that morning. As he had taken the wig from the cabinet, his eyes had fallen nervously on the equally spectacular creation beside it: a mass of bangs and curls in stunning strawberry blonde, the wig he knew he would be wearing this afternoon at the regular Sunday tea party. A sickening terror had gripped his stomach at the thought of that dreadful humiliation and then he fled back to the dressing table.

   To his mild horror, relief had washed over him as he had sat back down by the dressing table mirror and pulled the lovely wig over his gleaming shaven head; for almost immediately, Daphne had appeared – beautiful sissy Daphne; and suddenly he had resembled something that was at least a human being again.

   The ease with which David became a rather convincing female had both amused and impressed Helen. In the early days, in the days when his lack of natural feminine poise and a still distinct sense of resistance ensured that there was always a trace of masculinity about Daphne, there had always been the inescapable fact of his natural feminine beauty, and as his two determined mistresses so enthusiastically teased him about this fact, memories of his mother would inevitably come flooding back. Yes, he had gone full circle, from pretty mummy’s boy to hard man and now back to a state of even more severe and absolute sissification.

   “There’s no point in fighting, it Daphne – you’re a natural. Your mother should have put you in panties at the first sign of puberty. That would have saved us all a great deal of bother.”

   Helen’s teasing words had rung like bells of doom across the last few, utterly bizarre weeks, and as soon as the wig was positioned, he had wiggled his way back over to the wardrobe to extract his very finest maid’s costume. Today he would serve his mistresses breakfast in bed, a key part of the Sunday ritual, and Daphne had to look her very best.

   He had opened the nearest and largest of the two huge wardrobes and felt the true nature of Helen’s determination hit him hard in the gut. No expense had been spared, no ounce of perverse imagination had been wasted. His flat was already up for sale, and she had made it clear the cost of this elaborate transformation would be recouped from the proceeds: he would pay for his own destruction. The darkest and perhaps most wicked part of the plot against him. Yet he could not help but be impressed by the sophistication of the planning that had gone into his feminisation.

   Before him had been a row of incredible dresses: a dozen masterpieces of sissy enslavement that announced in a most spectacular fashion the inescapable reality of his feminine fate.

   Carefully, gently, even fearfully, he had selected a beautiful black silk dress, a work of sissy art with a very high, white lace-frilled, button up neck, elaborately puffed shoulders and sleeves (which were also ringed with deep white lace frilling), and a very short, layered skirt. Sown into the rich fabric of the skirt was an ocean of lace net petticoating, four beautiful, delicate layers, all white with gorgeous strawberry coloured trimmings. He had felt the soft electric silk brush against his hypersensitive shaven form and gasped with an avoidable and quite terrible pleasure. Terrible because so very revealing: after two months, he could not deny that he found so many of his sissy costumes attractive and, without doubt, arousing. At first, of course, he had been utterly disgusted and appalled, but, given the sentence hanging over his head, without a choice. But now, to his deep shame, he could admit the feel of these pretty, sensual feminine materials was becoming more and more pleasant. In that at least, his mistresses were succeeding with their efforts to turn him into a willing she-male slave.

   He had then carefully laid the dress across the dressing table stool and returned to the wardrobe. Beneath the other amazing dresses (six maid’s dresses of various colours and designs, a school uniform, a little girl’s dress in the Victorian style and two very elaborate and deeply humiliating baby outfits - one of which he would be forced into later that day) were a row of white drawers with elegant silver handles. Resting on top of the drawers was a collection of stunningly feminine shoes. All in his size, all very high heeled and all made from gleaming patent leather. He had selected a pair of gorgeous black court shoes with spectacular five inch heels. He had placed these by his helplessly feminine feet and then began extracting his under things from the drawers. A pair of expensive and very sheer black nylon, seamed tights; a darling cream silk slip and a pair of heavily be-frilled, white silk panties. He had taken these, together with the shoes, back to the dressing table, his heart now pumping with a strange but not unfamiliar mixture of fear and sexual anticipation. Then he had minced over to the second wardrobe. He had pulled back the door with a deep sense of defeat, for here were stored the most sinister and overwhelming tools of his dreadful transformation: the body girdles.

   There were five of them, each reflecting different levels of feminisation or sissification, each designed to provide a certain physical appearance. Each was fitted with thick rubberised padding at the hips and breasts, with very tight, figure shaping side panels. Each had an outer frame of silk-lined elastane which allowed the girdle to be stepped into and pulled up the body, before it contracted to meet and ultimately very firmly shape the torso, especially the waist area. Ingenious and wicked, these kinky girdles were at the very heart of his daily physical transformation.

   As well as the girdles, each of which was a different colour, there were a collection of dainty, pretty and heavily be-frilled white silk pinafores, plus a set of drawers containing more tools of babification: silk booties, rubber lined and fingerless silk mittens, ankle socks, bibs and king-sized dummies. Two pink silk romper suits were also hanging next to the girdles and the pinafores.

   He had wearily selected the jet black body girdle, which, he had been told, most accurately reflected the body shape he would eventually attain through the hormone treatment and plastic surgery - should he agree to full feminisation. His cock had twitched painfully in its evil, pin-lined re-strainer and once again he had been confronted with the dreadful choice that Helen demanded he make if he was ever to be released from the restrainer and the more severe forms of his silken servitude.

   ‘The choice is simple: you remain subject to the regime of punishment or you accept your natural trans-sexual personality, including the body and lifestyle that goes with it.’

   Put simply, if he were to accept permanent feminisation, he would be allowed a form of freedom, or rather a less painful and constant form slavery. This was the only deal. He would never be allowed to return to his previous male self, unless of course, he wished to go to prison.

   He had taken the girdle over to the dressing table and set it down on top of the gorgeous black silk dress. Helen referred to the girdle as “the Sex Bomb”, and it had been made very clear that she expected him to wear this whenever he was acting as her personal maid, which was most of the time.

   While still looking down at the girdle, he had taken a bottle of very expensive French perfume form the dressing table and proceeded to cover his shaven body in a powerful rose scented mist. Then he had picked up the girdle and very carefully placed it on the floor before gingerly stepping into the upper section. He had slowly drawn the girdle up to his knees, so that he could slip his feet through the leg sections and then began to pull it up his long, silken legs.

   The majority of the girdle’s deeply embarrassing padding was at the hips, the crouch and stomach area and, most spectacularly, at the chest. The chest section was in fact a thickly and expertly padded bra which was about to provide him with a particularly impressive and very convincing forty inch chest. The chest padding was made up of two rubber breast forms filled with silicon which had been sown inside the cups, and he had been sarcastically assured by Helen that they provided a very realistic “feel”.

   Pulling the girdle into position had required a significant amount of sissy wiggling and straining. The elastane and rubber material almost immediately began to contract against his slender form, and by the time he had managed to pull the surprisingly strong silk shoulder straps over his girlish shoulders, the material was already squeezing the air from his lungs.

   A familiar sensation of complete helplessness washed over him as he had wiggled the girdle into its final, figure shaping position. The weight of the breasts tugged at his slight chest, the rubber panels tightly restrained his already trim waist. Special padding at the hips and backside gave him a set of distinctly feminine curves, and most disturbing of all, his hard, tortured and tightly ringed sex had disappeared completely thanks to ingenious padding around the crotch area.

   He had looked at himself in the dressing table mirror and saw a terrible, soul destroying truth: he made a frighteningly convincing woman, a fact that was, to his increasing astonishment, arousing.

   They are winning, he had thought, taking up the delicate, sexily seamed tights. And they win a little more every day. And as their resolve and its startling manifestation became stronger, his resistance surely weakened. As the painful punishments increased, as the terrible working day seemed to get ever longer and harder and thus ever more exhausting, as his sexual frustration deepened, his will to hold out against complete and permanent feminisation was slowly fading.

   He had taken the lovely dress off the stool and laid it very gently across the dressing table. Then he had lowered his pretty, tightly girdled bottom onto the stool. As he had done so, the rubber and silk material of the girdle pressed between his legs and forced the vibrator a little deeper into his back passage. He had fought a moan of pleasure, but quickly submitted to a squeal of helpless delight. They were conditioning him to a fetishistic transvestism and anal sexual servitude. Exhausted and desperate (he had had no form of sexual release for eight weeks), he was surely approaching breaking point.

   His cock had stiffened and the pins and rings dug deeper. He was being punished for his arousal and his fundamentally physical masculinity. Pleasure meant pain, as it always did in this strange and terrible regime of total petticoat punishment.

   Then pain became pleasure, a terrible tactile pleasure that betrayed how powerful his transvestite need was becoming. As he carefully eased the soft, teasing tights over his small feet and up his silky smooth legs, he had experienced the most powerful of all the fetishistic pleasures that were being used to train him, to turn David very surely into Daphne. There was nothing as uncontrollably and irresistibly pleasurable as the feel of this so soft nylon on his ultra-sensitised, shaven skin. As he stood up to pull the tights up over his thighs and position them around his tightly girdled waist, he had faced the terrible double pleasure of their feel and the impact they had on his legs. Suddenly, even he believed he was Daphne!

   In between straightening the seams with great care (crooked seams always meant at least a sound paddling on his bare bottom), he had looked into the mirror and watched himself move. Automatically feminine now, graceful, even balletic; as if the tights were possessing him - as if Daphne were possessing him!

   He had moved his hands over his nylon sheathed legs and gasped with a deep, dark pleasure. The pins had bit a little deeper and he was dragged painfully back from this sensual self caress. Then he had taken up the sexy, be-frilled panties, stepped into and then guided them up his teased and tormented legs. And the panties had quickly been followed by the elegant silk slip, with its intricately woven pattern of white silk roses and exquisite lace frilling at the short hem, which barely covered the sexy panties.

   Then it had been the turn of the dress, the most spectacular symbol of his sissy submission. He had taken it from the dressing table and unzipped the long silver zipper that ran from the top of its high neck down to the base of its full, petticoat-filled skirt. Then, swallowing hard, feeling a terribly ambivalent sexual dizziness wash over his feminised form, he had stepped into and pulled the dress up over his reluctant she-male form.

   Guiding the puffed sleeves over his thin, silky soft arms, he had gasped with pleasure, and as he pulled it up around his shoulders and neck, the dreadful sense of inescapable entrapment had reached its erotic height.

   He had carefully and somewhat painfully zipped the dress up, a process that involved considerable contortion without assistance. He had then stepped into the shoes with a careful, deeply feminine ease. It had taken two days and many cuts of the cane to train his body in the art of high heeled balance. But now, like so much of this dreadfully kinky transformational process, he moved with an almost natural elegance and control, feeling his hips wiggle almost instinctively as he had minced back to the wardrobes, taking a series of delightfully dainty and tiny steps, his bottom dancing sweetly, his long, nylon sheathed thighs brushing so teasingly together with each ultra-feminine step, his expertly designed false breasts and padded hips working with the gleaming heels to produce a splendid reproduction of feminine grace, a perfect combination of balance and movement.

   From the second wardrobe he had taken one of the stunning white silk pinafores and held it up before his white, doll-like face. It was a pinafore heavily be-frilled, with two large silk ribbon ties and, stitched in the style of an elegant Victorian handwriting across its chest, the word “Daphne”.

   Quickly, he had slipped the pinafore over his head and secured the two silk ribbon ties in a fat bow at the base of his silk sheathed spine. Then, from one of the drawers beneath the dresses, pinafores and baby attire, he had taken a small French maid’s cap of white silk, with two lengths of matching ribbon tied to it. He had then carefully pinned this final sissy touch to his thick, blonde hair, making sure the ribbons ran down the back of the wig like two silk ponytails.

   Then he had wiggle-minced back to the bathroom to check his appearance in the full length mirror. As usual, there was a gasp of amazement, a never-ceasing sense of how real, how convincing, how utterly total this transformation was. He was the perfect fetish doll, a male fantasy figure cleverly turned against its creator. He had watched his silicon bosom raise and fall as his chest heaved with a heady mixture of desire, fear and self-disgust. He had felt his cock complain bitterly and his heart pound. The vibrator had twitched so pleasurably in his back passage. He was overwhelmed and utterly subjugated. He had practised the short, sweet curtsey/bob demanded by Mistress Helen, flashing his pretty panties in the process, and knew even this simple act of submission was beginning to turn him on. Then there was his mother’s voice still ringing teasingly down the years. ‘You really are so pretty, Dave. You should have been a girl.’

   Then he had spun around on his erotically high heels and minced from the bathroom, out of the spare room and downstairs to the kitchen.

   * * *

   As he struggles so very desperately and uselessly in his tight, punitive sissy bondage, alone in total darkness, his body racked by so many carefully planned and cruelly imposed pains, he continues to remember: to remember how he was trapped by the weakness he had always fought against, and also to recall angrily and painfully how this latest punishment had come to pass.

   He remembers the office, the large open plan office on the third floor of the company headquarters. He remembers his own section manager’s office, at the far end of this larger office area, with Helen’s slightly smaller office next to his. Helen Bliss, the beautiful, highly intelligence and very capable deputy section manager. He had been against her appointment, because she was all these things, and thus, to him, a very real threat. But the area manager, another strong minded and ultimately frightening woman, had over-ruled him.

   Helen, with her postgraduate degree in philosophy and her cool, calm confidence, had immediately proven very popular with the staff, and - to his surprise - productivity had improved. He had sought to use this to his own benefit, by giving her the primary personnel management function, by allowing her to deal with all the stupid, pointless and petty problems this gaggle of silly females constantly laid on his already overburdened desk.

   He had hoped that would finish her. But no: she addressed all their issues with good humour and reason, and he hated her all the more. He hated her almost as much as he desired her. And while he remained cool, aloof and periodically angry, deep down he had already become her slave.

   She was a gorgeous, plump brunette, with soul melting brown eyes and soft, full lips that were always painted a provocative blood red. As she was also nearly six feet tall, the extra weight she carried was barely noticeable, but it added perfectly to her generous personality. She dressed in tight white silk blouses, long, tight black skirts, black hose and high heeled court shoes of gleaming black patent leather. Now and again she would where spike heeled boots. And her hair was always tied in a tight bun with a glittering diamond clasp.

   He would sit in his office, imprisoned by desire and fear, and stare out at her splendid form with irritated, frustrated eyes. He dreaded standing before or near to her, as she would tower over him and whisper his name with a terrible condescending politeness, her voice pure honey, her perfume powerful and delicately rose scented.

   ‘Can I help you, David? Is there something I can do to help, David?’

   Outside the two offices were the desks of the secretaries, Sally and Sandra. Sandra, his long suffering personal assistant and Sally, appointed a few weeks after Helen’s arrival. Sally, who stopped his tormented heart the first time his tired eyes fell upon her heavenly form. Stunning Sally Glass, Helen’s most personal of assistants.

   Sally, even taller than Helen, with her long, golden blonde hair and her ice blue eyes; with her athlete’s figure and her startlingly bold and friendly smile. Sally in her tight sweaters and very short skirts, her long, so very long legs sealed in the sheerest of black hose and resting on the highest of heels. An impossibly beautiful and desirable creature, the perfect match for Helen.

   On some days, it would be unbearable. Seeing the two of them, so gorgeous, so absolutely in control, every black thought about manipulating womanhood would well up in his sad, teased mind, thoughts surrounding a molten core of angrily repressed desire and an increasing sense of helplessness. Then he would slip from his office, so painfully aware of his rock hard erection, a stiff barrel of frustration and need. Then, in a cubicle of the men’s toilets, he would masturbate himself to nihilistic orgasm, his come splashing against the cubicle door, tears of despair filling his eyes and his mother’s teasing voice ringing in his ears. ‘You’re far too pretty to be a boy, David.’

   Then something strange happened. Despite his rudeness, his work monomania, his apparent lack of any normal human feeling, Sally had begun to talk to him, to communicate in a gentle, careful manner, to express a very obvious and powerful interest. For the first time in his life, a woman seemed to want him!

   He was 25, a virgin, so terribly lonely and so obviously frustrated. He had even heard one of the office staff refer to his need to be “taken in hand” by a woman for his “own good”.

   Then Sandra went on holiday for a fortnight and it was agreed Sally would help him out. There was a big job on. He was working 14 to 16 hours a day. Work was the only thing keeping him sane. She was staying with him after work, sometimes until nine or ten. Always smiling, always so very helpful. Always so unbearably sexy.

   And that night, that terrible, life changing night, she had looked like a sex goddess, and he was so hard and in such violent need. He had thought about slipping off to the toilets to relive himself, but she had come into his office. The third floor was utterly deserted. It was just him and her. She was dressed in a very tight white nylon sweater, a short white and black checked mini-skirt, black tights and stiletto heeled mules. Her hair bound in a ponytail, her lips painted scarlet. She was a vision beyond words.

   Then she had dropped a pile of papers and bent forward in front of him. The mini-skirt had risen slowly up her legs to reveal white panties. She had turned her head to face him and smiled knowingly. He had cried out and grabbed her from behind. Then there was only the red mist of sex and violence. She was on the floor, her skirt pulled down to her knees, his hands fumbling with her tights. A hand struck his face. Then there had been another blow. He could hear a voice, or rather a cry, or perhaps a scream. He held her firmly, surprised by his strength. He unzipped his trousers. He grabbed his sex. Then there was a blow, a violent chopping blow to the back of his head. Then there was blackness.

   He had awoken maybe fifteen minutes later. He was still on the floor. An electric charge of pain shot through the back of his head. He tried to cry out, but something was covering his mouth. He tried to move his arms, but they were immobilised, tied very tightly together behind his back. He tried to sit up. But his ankles were also lashed together. Then, to his horror, he saw he was naked.

   ‘Wakey wakey, Daphne.’

   It had been Helen’s voice. Helen standing over him like some fierce-some pagan goddess. He tasted blood in his mouth and tried to look up at her. Dressed in the usual tight, semi-transparent white silk blouse, long black skirt and heeled boots, she was both beautiful and utterly terrifying.

   He had squealed angrily into what had now revealed itself to be a strip of thick, tightly secured duck tape and tried to fight back the tears that were beginning to flood his wide, baby blue eyes.

   ‘Listen to him cry. Just like a little girl. How appropriate.’

   This had been Sally’s voice, full of cruelty and anger. Then he remembered what had happened and a wave of sickening realisation stifled any further protest.

   ‘Yes, Daphne,’ Helen had snapped. ‘You finally revealed your true colours.’

   He had wondered why she kept referring to him as “Daphne” and then noticed that he still had an embarrassingly firm erection. As he blushed, the women had laughed even louder.

   ‘I’m afraid you’ve really let yourself down,’ Helen had continued. ‘We know you’re a sad little fuck with no friends, who’s terrified of women, who takes all his horrible little inadequacies out on his staff. But this? Rape? We never really expected you to fall into our little trap. I was sceptical. But Sally was convinced. And obviously I was wrong.’

   He had looked over at Sally. There was a nasty bruise on her left cheek, just under her eye. Had he hit her? In the fit of sex madness? Her tights were torn, as was her sweater, which was also blood stained, as were her lips. Had he done all this? A sickening wave of shame had washed over him. Yes, he was a monster. But then there was the reference to a “trap”. But before he could think further about this, Helen had continued.

   ‘Anyway, I really don’t think we can let this go, Daphne. We’ve really had to put up with a lot from you. And now this. So, we’ve had to think very carefully about the best way forward. Sally wants to call the police, but I think that’s much too easy. Of course, you’d be arrested, charged, tried. And then a few years in prison, in the sex offenders wing. Yes, far too easy. And what would we gain? The women, I mean? The women you so obviously despise. A sense of justice? Maybe. But I suspect there would be no long term benefit. We need something much more elaborate to ensure a long term benefit.’

   ‘Then,’ Sally had interrupted, ‘there’s all the other little questions you’ll have to answer.’

   He had looked at her with fear and confusion, and tried once again to sit up. Helen had then stepped forward, placed a heel on his chest and pushed him back down onto the office floor.

   ‘Yes. Those nasty little secrets that will be discovered. All that hard core porn on your computer. Perverted, sick. Bondage, S and M, even transvestites in bondage! And all the magazines at home.’

   He had squealed angrily into the gag. What on earth were they talking about! There was no sick pornography!

   ‘Then, of course, there’s the financial irregularities. Those dodgy expenses claims. Ten thousand pounds worth.’

   ‘A criminal ,mastermind,’ Helen had added, her smile wide and so very cruel.

   Tears had began to flood from his eyes as the truth of his situation sunk in, as he realised that this whole dreadful event had been carefully stage managed by Helen. He would be removed from the office and she would become section head: either via the grim reality of prison or by means yet to be revealed.

   ‘You’d be ruined forever, Daphne. Absolutely destroyed. The whole carefully constructed edifice of your nasty little career flushed down the toilet. Well, that’s probably going to happen anyway. But I think you’ll be more interested in our alternative to imprisonment.’

   His tears had lessened and he stared up at the gorgeous, imperial figure of Helen Bliss, his cock hard, his heart pounding, his fate in her lovely, elegant hands.

   ‘Put simply,’ she had continued, ‘you submit absolutely to our will. You allow us to take you to my home tonight and enslave you. Transform you into an elaborately sissified maidservant. To train you as a she-male submissive. Then, when the training is complete, we will give you a choice: prison or permanent feminisation.’

   His eye had widened even further as he fought to take in the proposed alternative.

   ‘How long will this training take?’ she had asked, a mock rhetorical question. ‘As long as it takes. As long as it takes you to kneel before me and beg to be permanently imprisoned in panties and hose.’

   He had listened and felt a surreal sense of utter horror. He had listened and realised how all the terrible fears that had dogged his life and that he had fought so hard to push aside were suddenly overwhelming him. His worst nightmare was about to become reality. His mother’s words led straight to this fate: the inevitable truth of his being. How had he ever been foolish enough to think he could avoid it!?

   ‘I take it from your silence that you ascent to our proposals,’ Helen said, and Sally burst out laughing.

   The tears had returned to his girlish eyes and he moaned pathetically into the tight, highly effective tape gag.

   ‘Get the bag.’

   Sally had obeyed Helen’s curt instruction without hesitation and left the office.

   The gorgeous brunette had then knelt down by his side.

   ‘You’re so unhappy, Daphne. And your unhappiness is making everyone else unhappy too. This has got to stop. In the next few months, you are certainly going to suffer terribly, but it will be worth it if you come to realise your true self. Of course, there’ll be a few explanations required. Tomorrow, we’ll announce that you’ve had a nervous breakdown. A doctor friend will provide a certificate and you’ll be signed off for a month. Eventually, this note will be renewed. Then, after careful consideration, you will resign. It just all got too much for you.’

   He had looked up at her angrily and squealed his outrage. She had laughed and then grabbed his hard, pained cock, turning his squeal into a strange winy of shocked arousal.

   ‘Yes, you’ll fight us all the way…at the start. But after that you come to realise how serious we are. Well, let’s just say, you’ll make the right decision eventually.’

   As she had spoken, her long, elegant, blood red nailed fingers teased his tormented cock wickedly and he wiggled desperately in his tight bonds. Then she had used her free hand to pull what looked like the finger of a pink rubber glove from a pocket in her dress. She had then released his cock and carefully pulled open the finger to reveal a lining of what looked like hundreds of tiny metal pins!

   ‘This is just a taste of what awaits you, Daphne. The punishment of the cock glove’

   She had then very quickly slipped the mouth of the glove over the enflamed head of his cock and pulled it down the long, hard shaft in one brutal move that left him squealing in agony.

   ‘The pins won’t tear the skin, but they will certainly make any form of erection extremely uncomfortable,’ she had shouted over the top of his squeals, pulling the glove down over his balls and letting it snap painfully into place around his scrotum.

   As he had struggled uselessly. He had begged her with wide, sissy blue eyes for mercy and she had smiled cruelly, clearly aroused by his suffering. Then she had taken three silver metal rings from her skirt pocket.

   As he had fought to control the awful torment of what felt like a thousand tiny teeth nibbling at his cock, she proceeded to add another sadistic touch to his suffering. She had unclipped the first ring and then very carefully slipped it over his rubberised sex, clipping it into place at the base of the hard, agonised shaft. She had then clipped the second ring in place just beneath the bulging head of the sex. Finally, she had taken by far the biggest of the three and clipped it tightly in place around his balls!


   The result of this added layer of torment was significantly to increase the pain in his cock and place a terrible, painful pressure on his already bulging, pin tortured balls!

   He had squealed louder and wiggled more insanely and she had laughed her brutal indifference into his red, pain-contorted face.

   ‘There,’ she had whispered, running a teasing red nail down the cock’s outraged length. ‘Snug as a bug in a torture chamber.’

   Sally had then walked back into the office carrying what looked like a long, black rubber sack.

   ‘Right,’ Helen had snapped. ‘She’s ready for transport. Let’s get her bagged up and we’ll be on our way.’

   Sally, a wickedly entertained smile lighting up her bruised face, had then rolled the bag up into a fat, gaping mouth, grabbed David’s tethered ankles and begun to slide the bag over his legs.

   It had quickly become apparent that the bag was very tight. The second skin material had contracted around his tormented, terrified form as Sally pulled it up over his thighs, his tortured sex and then over his slight stomach and unimpressive chest. As she had pulled it up around his neck, he realised he was literally being cocooned in tight black rubber and more tears of terror poured from his baby blue yes.

   ‘Oh dear,’ Sally had sneered, ‘she’s frightened.’

   Helen had snorted derisively. ‘She better get used to fear. It will be her main emotion from now on.’

   David had looked up at Helen, his vision blurred by tears, a moan of pathetic pleading fighting past the tight tape gag. Then he noticed that Sally had produced another rubber bag, this one much smaller. She had opened it out and then, to his utter horror, begun to pull it down over his head.

   He had tried to shake his head. He had squealed furiously. He had tried to fight his bonds even harder, but the body bag made any real movement utterly impossible. In a few seconds, Sally’s powerful arms had hauled the hood down over his head and he was plunged into a dreadful, absolute darkness.

   At first he had been terrified he would suffocate. But he had found that, despite the tightness of the bag, he could breathe through his nose quite easily. Then there were hands grasping his body, strong, determined hands. Then, to his further horror, he had been lifted from the floor and carried along like a sack of potatoes!

   Now, two months later, he has trouble remembering the details of what happened next. He had been carried from the building, thrown into the trunk of a car and taken to Helen’s isolated country home. Still bagged, he had been thrown into the closet that would become his bedroom and left for the night. The next morning, after a terrifying, sleepless night, he had been freed and plunged into the universe of constant pain and submission that had since become his permanent state of being.

   Using terrifying bamboo canes, the two women had ensured absolute obedience. Still gagged, he had been showered and shaven. A powerful pink skin remover stripped every spec of hair of from his body, including his pubes. Then he had been strapped to a chair and, to his utter horror and disgust, his head was shaven. Yet this was only the beginning. His buttocks were stretched apart and the vibrator was forced deep inside him. He had squealed and cried and they laughed louder and louder. They had covered his body in powerful, ultra-feminine perfumes and powders. They had applied make up to his face. Then they had dressed him in the dreadful, so effective body girdle, in the sheerest and sexiest of black nylon tights, in spectacularly be-frilled silk panties, in the prettiest and sissiest of petticoats, in the highest and most terrifying of heels, and in the most elaborate and humiliating maid’s dresses and pinafores.

   That first week, he had been refused the relief of a wig. His freakish appearance was their cruellest entertainment. It took him over a week to get used to the heels, and during this time, the slightest wobble earned him a caning. Their brutality amazed him. They were viscous Nazis and he was their de-humanised prisoner. They beat and starved him. If he was lucky, he received three glasses of water and a variety of fruit, plus a regular supply of vitamin pills. What he didn’t realise was that some of the pills were female hormones! And it wasn’t long before his skin softened, his hips widened, and his breasts began very slowly to emerge from his chest.

   His? He? Him? Words they had attempted to beat out of him. She was Daphne. David was dead, unless he wanted to give himself up to the police. She was a simpering she-male, a pathetic, high-heeled sissy. They had reinforced this by rigorous and strict instruction in movement. Sealed in a pink nylon leotard and a dainty tutu, he had been forced to spend two hours each afternoon learning the principles of sissy movement. Tiny steps, a permanent wiggle of the hips and buttocks. Arms held at his sides, hands slightly raised, his nylon sheathed thighs rubbing together. Sally was always the instructress, always armed with her terrible, eagerly applied cane; always dressed in a tight, red nylon leotard that revealed her splendid form to a dreadfully teasing perfection. And, despite himself, he had remained furiously stiff and thus always in pain.

   And then there was the awful vibrator. A fiendish reminder of his sissified submission, but also, much to his horror, an increasing source of sexual pleasure! Not only was he hard all day and all night, but he quickly began to enjoy the teasing presence of the vibrator! And this was made much worse by the fact that both Sally and Helen carried remote control devices at all times: with a flick of a plastic switch they could start the thing buzzing angrily in his backside!

   Yes, conditioning. Sissy brainwashing. Pain and a strange, almost masochistic pleasure. Their aim was not only obedience, but utter surrender: to have him kneel before them and beg for complete feminisation. To be realised from bondage and allowed to live full-time as a woman, or rather a totally convincing and endlessly desiring she-male. And he had fought them as best he could. He had fought them by refusing to accept this fate. But as each week went by the fight had become so much more difficult.

   He had been trained to cook and to clean, to sow and to iron. To his amazement, he took quite naturally to his domestic tasks, a fact he tried to explain away by the need for distraction from his daily sexual and physical sufferings. And in their way, Helen and Sally had been impressed by how well he adapted, his natural, fierce intelligence applied so successfully. But this didn’t stop them beating him at every opportunity!

   They had also taught him something else, something that made his restraint so much harder to endure. They had taught him to pleasure them.

   Soon after his arrival at the large, beautiful house, one thing had become quickly apparent: Helen and Sally were lovers. As their personal maid, he was forced to serve them breakfast in bed, and the first time he had nervously minced on his pretty high heels into Helen’s vast bedroom, the sight of the two beauties, naked and locked in each others’ arms, had dragged a gasp of amazement and arousal from his full pink lips. Yet amazement was soon replaced by anger and a much deeper sense of how easily Helen had brought about his downfall. For it was clear she had plotted with Sally for some time before the terrible incident that led him to this state of reluctant femininity. Indeed, it had been Helen who had pushed for Sally’s appointment!

   Yes, he had been the victim of a conspiracy, and as he served breakfast to these gorgeous, wicked creatures each morning, the thought had filed him with a terrible bitterness sugared coated by a helpless desire, a desire the women teased brutally at every opportunity, but most directly through their insistence that, at the end of each day, he kneel before them, slip his head between their muscular thighs and bring them both to orgasm with his tongue. At first the mere thought of giving a woman oral pleasure had been enough to make him sick, but after a few prolonged evening sessions, he had found himself more than enjoying the pungent delights of their soaking cunts. And, in the bedroom, as he caressed and probed, they kissed and cuddled. A most unusual and powerful form of foreplay, in which he always remained merely a tool, a terribly frustrated and uncomfortable tool who was always, eventually, returned to his closet room and shackled to his hard, unforgiving bunk. If he was lucky, Helen would stuff his mouth with her soiled panties and tape it shut before binding his arms tightly behind his back. If he was unlucky, she would leave him in some terrible, impossible hogtie, his buttocks turned crimson by the cane, nipple clamps fixed to his chest, a skin irritant soaked vibrator rammed deep into his ever widening sissy’s arse, the tiny, wicked pins of the evil restrainer tormenting his iron cock.

   * * *

   Now, two months later, on a Sunday morning, bound and gagged in a terrible, pained darkness, he continues to recall the latest manifestation of his mistresses cruelty and cunning.

   In the kitchen, after slipping on an ankle length white rubber apron, he had prepared a special Sunday breakfast: two eggs, bacon, mushrooms and tomatoes, all carefully fried, with toast, jam and a large pot of strong black coffee. His sexy high heels had clicked against the marble surface of the large, state of the art kitchen, a working environment he had become more than used to in the last eight weeks. In the midst of his sissy labours, he had felt confidence and a relative ease of being. In his gloriously dainty French maid’s costume, he was a vision of sissy submission and obedient commitment. He moved easily, with an almost natural femininity rooted in grace and control. And as he worked, he had felt an increasingly familiar sense of resignation. And as he felt it, he had fought it. Yet the struggle was becoming too much. When he had looked into the mirror this morning, he had felt something like pride. Yes, he looked so very convincing, and now, as was increasingly the case, he felt so terribly sexy. The vibrator tickled his arse and he moaned. The pins bit into his erect cock and he realised how easy it would be to surrender, to kneel before his beautiful mistresses and admit defeat. His nylon sheathed thighs rubbed teasingly together, his bottom wiggled provocatively. I am Daphne, he had thought. I am her. I cannot escape the simpering she-male beauty of Sissy Daphne.

   By the time he had entered the bedroom, he had moved a significant step closer to surrendering. By the time he had gently placed the heavy, circular silver tray on the bedside table and then minced over to the curtains to let in the Sunday morning light, his frilled panties so sexily exposed as he had bent forward, with his knees together, to tie the curtains in place, he was ready to give them what they had always wanted, all the women, all the beautiful, sexy, powerful, controlling women: his utter capitulation and permanent feminisation.

   He had turned back towards the bed and beheld the two of them, a familiar, intensely erotic vision. They were asleep, both naked, both stunning. Wrapped in each others’ arms, the bed sheets thrown back to reveal the upper halves of their splendid forms. Helen, with her hair freed from its typical tight bun, a waterfall of black gold falling over her large, plump breasts; Sally, her slender, but firm and muscular form, with its pert, girlish bosom and perfectly flat tummy. He had tasted them both so many times; most recently, the night before. And the taste of them was still in his mouth, an almost permanent torment.

   Eventually, Helen’s eyes had fluttered open. She had gently disentangled herself from her lover and stretched, releasing a long, sensual yarn. Then her dark brown eyes had fallen upon her sissified captive. Almost immediately he had performed a deep curtsey, pulling up the short hem of his dress and petticoats to reveal his nylon sheathed thighs and pretty, sexy silk panties.

   His head bowed, he had then minced to the table and set about serving breakfast. Helen, as usual, had never taken her gorgeous eyes off him, analysing every movement, every gesture.

   ‘You’ve come such a long way, Daphne,’ she had suddenly said. ‘Why are you making it so difficult for yourself?’

   Her voice was shockingly conciliatory. Here there had been an invitation to surrender, to do the thing that had been running through his mind ever since he first faced Daphne in the bathroom mirror.

   She sat up. His eyes fixed to her marvellous, ample breasts. He swallowed hard and then shook his head.

   ‘I’m sorry, mistress,’ he whispered. ‘I can’t. I just can’t.’

   Even now he could not give into this beautiful, powerful woman. No, he was not quite ready. He had not suffered enough.

   A sudden flash of anger filled Helen’s eyes.

   ‘You silly fool,’ she hissed. ‘You naughty, pathetic little girl!’

   Used to her cruel words, he had turned back to the table.

   ‘Get my dressing gown,’ she had snapped.

   He had automatically curtsied his understanding and minced over to the dressing table. He had bent forward, flashing his panties provocatively at Helen, then took the splendid black silk gown from the dressing table stool and returned to Helen, her eyes burning into him, her fury turning her lovely face a fearful scarlet.

   ‘You really haven’t learned anything, have you!?’ she had shouted as he curtsied again and handed her the gown. She had grabbed it from him. Sally was now beginning to stir.

   ‘Look at you – look at that pathetic excuse for a feminine wiggle! And the steps. Just not tiny enough, Daphne. Get back to your room now!’

   Tears welling up in his eyes, he had curtsied once again and then minced from the room, knowing his refusal was about to earn him a most severe punishment.

   They had stripped him down to the restrainer, Helen in her sexy black silk dressing gown, Sally dressed in a terribly teasing white silk teddy. Then, with an evil smile scaring her beautiful face, Helen had ordered him to touch his toes. His hard, tormented cock had pressed against his slight stomach and tears of terror had flooded from his pretty blue eyes. Yet instead of the cane biting into his buttocks, a hand had slipped between his legs and gently eased the tormenting vibrator form his stretched, teased arse. He had gasped with a dreadful mixture of discomfort and arousal, appalled by just how pleasurable this subtle manipulation was.

   He was forced to remain in this painful position for another five minutes. Then the vibrator was eased gently back into his arse. He had squealed and wiggled and the women had laughed.

   ‘Yes, it’s such a turn on, Daphne,’ Helen had teased. ‘I bet you can’t wait for a real cock inside you.’

   Eventually, the vibrator had been lodged deep within him, and he was made to stand. Almost immediately he had realised what his two female captors had done. A sudden violent itching filled his arse, accompanied by a very painful heat. His eyes had widened and the two had women burst out laughing as he begun to wiggle uncontrollably. Indeed, his wiggles of discomfort were so great, that Sally had to hold him still when, to his astonishment, Helen began to work the dreadful restrainer free from his long tormented, rock hard cock.

   The smell of Sally’s perfume, mixed with her sweat and sex had filled his flaring nostrils, as her strong hands held him firmly in place. He had moaned with equal amounts of pain and pleasure as the restrainer was pulled free and his rampant sex was given its first airing for two months!

   Yet no sooner was the evil device removed than Helen had taken up a jar of clear liquid and dipped rubber gloved fingers inside. As the pains in his backside had increased and tears of discomfort filled his big sissy eyes, she then proceeded, to his horror and delight, to caress very gently his inflamed, tormented sex. He had cried out and begged for mercy.

   ‘You get mercy when you beg me to be permanently feminised,’ the gorgeous dominatrix had said, now teasing his bulging balls with her long, rubberised fingers.

   Then she had stood back, and within a very few seconds he discovered what had been in the jar. The itching and the heat by now gripped both his anus and his cock and as he writhed in agony and pleaded for release, Helen had taken a pair of black silk panties form the pocket in her sexy dressing gown and held them before him.

   ‘Fresh from yesterday,’ she had whispered, her large, mature chest heaving with excitement beneath the gown, her stiff nipples outlined clearly through the sensual, black silk fabric.

   She had then rammed the panties into his pain-stretched mouth. As she did this, Sally had lashed his wrists and elbows tightly together behind his back with rubber cording.

   As he bounced and squealed, she had then taken a thick roll of silver duct tape from one of the shelves and tore off a long strip. She had then spread it across his soft, feminine lips, sealing his mouth shut.

   His wide eyes had pleaded for mercy. His girlish squeals had increased. He had wiggled his pert bottom helplessly.

   Helen had laughed louder at his suffering and then very quickly and brutally replaced the restrainer. Before he could even register this new pain, she had also stretched a rubber band over his cock and pulled it down around his balls, causing them to bulge even more. She had then spent a few minutes cruelly tickling them.

   ‘Now you will be caned and locked in the closet until lunch time. Then we will return and prepare you for the tea party.’

   His eyes had widened even further at the mention of the impending fortnightly tea party, the darkest and most spectacular of the humiliations he had been subject to over the last two months.

   ‘Yes, it’s that time again, Daphne,’ Helen had said, her splendid brown eyes drinking up his terrible suffering.

   Yet even this humiliation had been preferable to what happened next. For within seconds he had been bent forward over the back of a stool, his bottom horribly exposed, and Sally had taken up one of the vicious bamboo canes that she so loved wielding.

   He had received six hard cuts to his exposed behind, a harsh, but, by her standards, minor punishment, that had been accompanied by squeals of pain and anger. Then, with tears flooding from his eyes, he had been put into the tights, dragged to the closet, elaborated cocooned in the stockings and tape, hooded, hog-tied, and left to contemplate his fate.

   And now, nearly two hours later, as he wiggles and moans, as memories of his enslavement flood his tormented mind, he knows he is on the verge of surrender, he knows any further resistance to his terrible fate will cost him, or rather her, too much.

   He hears the lock in the closet door click open and squeals for mercy. Overwhelmed by pain, aware more than ever of the deeply masochistic pleasure that has risen from the depths so very apparently over the last two months, he now wants nothing more than to submit to the future that Helen has designed for him. And in the final moments before she switches the light on and begins to untie him, he remembers his mother, his beautiful, teasing mother, with her long, thick black hair, buxom figure and gorgeous brown eyes, her full, blood red lips curving into a wicked smile.

   ‘You’re far too pretty to be a boy, Davey.’

   He is untied and, still hooded and gagged, led shakily from the closet. He squeals desperately into the gag, his body tormented by its terrible intrusions and the relentless, cruel attentions of the skin irritant.

   ‘I think she wants to say something,’ Sally mocks as he is pulled into the middle of the room and the hood is pulled free of his head.

   Helen laughs, but ignores her slave’s pleadings. ‘Get him stripped and then showered. We have just under two hours before the guests arrive.’

   His eyes widen, he shakes his head. He tries to make her understand that he wishes to surrender. That there is no need for this further humiliation, for this grim display that has become a regular feature of his Sunday “duties”.

   ‘I really do think she’s had enough, Helen,’ Sally continues, stunning in a very tight white nylon sweater, a red leather mini skirt, white hose and red patent leather, stiletto heeled mules.

   ‘Perhaps,’ Helen replies, looking deeply into his desperate eyes. ‘But I haven’t. Whether she’s given in or not, we will have the tea party as usual. And then the little treat I’ve planned. If, after this, she wants to talk to me, then I might be prepared to listen.’

   Elegant and beautiful in a tight black velvet dress that displays her ample, shapely form perfectly, its skirt at her black hosed knees, her own feet encased in black leather ankle boots with startling four inch stiletto heels, her wondrous hair still freed from its formal and exploding over her broad shoulders, Helen is the perfect dominatrix. He looks at this cruel vision and knows she is determined to go through with the dreadful torment of the Sunday afternoon tea party, and that he must wait before giving himself to her completely, before abjectly begging for his complete and permanent feminisation.

   * * *

   It is nearly 3.00pm when the first guests begin to arrive. In the two hours before this awful moment, David, now most assuredly Daphne, has been carefully prepared and then dressed in what Helen sarcastically refers to as “her Sunday Best”.

   She – for this is how even David must think of him/herself now – had been carefully showered by the gorgeous Sally. The vibrator and restrained had been removed and the remaining layers of irritant teasingly washed from “her” rock hard sex and her arse. Sally had been very gentle and, once ungagged, Daphne had moaned helplessly.

   ‘I can’t take it anymore, Mistress. Please. I give in,’ she had whispered, as hot, steamy water had begun to splash against silky smooth skin.

   Sally had laughed, but not cruelly, not angrily. ‘Yes, I know, sweetness. But there’s just a few more tests. Then, if you pass them, all the pain and suffering will be over.’

   Her tone had been surprisingly conciliatory given the beating she had just administered. Indeed, as soon as Daphne was showered, perfumed and powdered, there were more signs of a less draconian approach to her feminisation. The most immediate and shocking was the new restrainer. Rather than the pin-lined horror that had been her most intimate and dreadful companion for the last two months, Sally now produced a bright pink cock glove made from a very fine, expensive Italian silk. As Daphne stood to attention before this glorious blonde dominatrix, her pretty, baby blue eyes widened not in fear, but in helpless sissy arousal as the teasing restrainer was slowly, even lovingly slipped over her rigid, desperate sex. Suddenly, it was like the softest pair of female lips were wrapped around her sex and she squealed with helpless, angry pleasure.

   ‘Yes, it’s lovely. A little present for being a good girl. And you get to wear it all the time from now on.’

   Sally’s words, whispered in a sensual, maternal voice, drove poor Daphne even madder with need and she fought the urge to come with a grimace of unbearable ecstasy. If there had been the slightest sign of come, she would undoubtedly have been caned.

   Once the new restrainer was pulled tightly over Daphne’s sex, Sally tied it in place around her bugling balls with a scarlet coloured silk ribbon in a fat sissy bow.

   ‘There,’ she purred. ‘You look perfectly divine.’

   Daphne found herself staring into Sally’s big blue eyes and wanting her so very desperately. Her own helplessly sissy eyes rested upon Sally’s nylon outlined breasts and she moaned with helpless need.

   Sally laughed and continued this new, far less punitive dressing.

   Daphne was made to touch her toes and spread her legs. She did so with frightened eyes, but instead of the grim, hard vibrator, she quickly found her arse filled with a long, thick, but also soft and teasing pink rubber dildo, a kinky sex toy that Sally teasingly worked deep into Daphne’s back passage with naughty, tormenting words.

   ‘This feels much more like the real thing, Daphne. And I bet you can’t wait for that. But don’t worry – you won’t have to wait long.’

   * * *

   Now, as the guests begin to enter the living room, that cryptic statement is running once again through her mind. As the women gasp, laugh and clap, as Daphne is subject to the terrible heart of this weekly ritual of a very public exposure, she is amazed to discover two things: she is no longer afraid and that the thought of being taken from behind by a man fills her with a terrible sexual excitement.

   Daphne is in the centre of the large, ornate living room, inside an adult sized, pink rubber floored playpen with large white metal bars. She is on her knees, her arms tied very tightly behind her back with pink silk ribbons at the wrists and elbows, her legs similarly secured at the ankles and knees.

   She is wearing a truly spectacular baby girl’s dress of hot pink silk, with a high, lace trimmed collar. A wig of incredible strawberry blonde ringlets is partially hidden by an even more incredible pink silk baby’s bonnet which is tied tightly in place around her sissy head with thick lengths of pink silk ribbon bound in a tight, fat bow at her dimpled chin. Her helplessly feminine face has been painted snow white and two large circles of pink rouge have been very carefully painted onto her shapely cheeks. Her lips, painted hot pink, are hidden by the heart shaped plastic plate of an adult-sized pacifier, its long, fat teat a very effective gag. The dummy is held in place by silk ribbons that are tied in another fat sissy bow at the base of her slender, girlish neck.

   Sown into the wide, short skirt of the amazing baby girl dress is a thick sea of frou-frou petticoating, beneath which is visible a pair of hot pink plastic panties. And beneath the panties is a thick, adult sized towel nappy held tightly in place by a huge silver safety pin. Her long, sexy legs are sheathed in white nylon stockings held in place by silk and lace edged pink garters, and her bound feet are imprisoned in lovely pink silk booties. Her bound hands have been forced into fingerless pink silk mittens lined with taught, immobilising rubber.

   Reduced to the status of a baby girl, she is utterly helpless, and thanks to the teasingly soft dildo, she is in a state of furious, deeply masochistic arousal, an arousal she now accepts as utterly inescapable.

   The women, all ten of them, gather around the play pen and torment Daphne with exaggerated baby talk. She looks up at them without the fear and anger that had marked their previous visits. Now there is only acceptance of her sissy fate and a terrible sexual need.

   ‘She looks less agitated.’

   The words are Sandra’s, tall, silver haired Sandra, once his personal secretary, now one of her many cruel mistresses. Dressed in a tight grey dress, black tights and stiletto heeled mules, she is close enough to her very ex-boss that poor Daphne can smell her sweet sandalwood perfume.

   ‘Yes,’ Helen says, a warm smile lighting up her beautiful face. ‘I think we have finally made some real progress with Daphne. I think we have finally seen off silly, ugly David.’

   This announcement brings much clapping and cheering, and poor Daphne can only agree that her former angry, frustrated male self has very clearly been destroyed.

   For the next hour and a half, the guests enjoy large quantities of wine and an elaborate Sunday afternoon buffet. Most of the women, all David’s ex-staff, spend at least a few minutes teasing Daphne with exaggerated baby talk and complements on her gorgeous sissy attire. By now, the poor she-male is in a state of sex fury. Her surrender to this teasing regime of ultra-femininity has opened the flood gates of a very long suppressed sadomasochistic desire. Suddenly, she is looking at the world through pure sex eyes. She marvels in the sex aura of each of these attractive, newly dominant women, women long under a fascist regime now freed, with the great dictator reduced to the level of a helplessly feminised, sissified slave, their plaything, the object of their darkest fantasies of domination and control. She marvels in their gorgeous, elaborate clothing, in their sheer, second skin hose, in their teasing, sex tickling perfumes, in their high heeled and elegantly designed shoes, in their soft, glistening red lips, in their amused, cruel, beautiful eyes, in their wicked, promising and threatening smiles. For ninety minutes she is lost within the startling, erotic abyss of sophisticated, all powerful womanhood.

   And towards the end of this exciting and utterly humiliating ordeal, Helen reveals Daphne’s strange, arousing future. She gathers the women around the cot and, as the she-male stares up at her mistress, the terrible, wonderful truth is unleashed.

   ‘It is clear that we have reached the end of the first phase of Daphne’s training,’ Helen says, her eyes boring into her slave like holy daggers. ‘By the end of the day, she will be completely subjected and accepting. Tomorrow, we will begin Phase 2. Using Sister Amelia’s body alteration techniques, we will transform Daphne into an utterly convincing she-male. Leaving her male genitalia in place, we will give her the body of a sex bomb. Forty inch breasts, wide, sensual hips, pert, sexy buttocks, plus a complete facial redesign. She will become the perfect male fantasy of the vacantly beautiful bimbo.’

   Laughter and mock cheering follow this announcement.

   ‘But why keep his cock?’ one of women asks. ‘Just complete the job.’

   A few of the women mumble agreement and Daphne’s girlish eyes fill with fear.

   ‘Because the key to our control of Daphne is her essentially male sex. We make her desire her subjugation, associate complete feminisation and female control with sexual pleasure. Her male sex is also a powerful symbol of her status. She is not a woman, we are not creating a woman out of a man. We are creating a sissified male slave.’

   Helen’s words bring both relief and a terrible sense of doom. Yet even this cool description of her sissy fate is just the introduction to a most terrible ordeal.

   As the women continue to listen to Helen’s words, the living room door swings open and Sally enters pushing what appears to be a large trolley. Daphne has already noticed that, all afternoon, she has been carefully guiding each of the women from the room, one at a time, a wicked smile on her beautiful, Nordic face. Now, the helpless, babified she-male is about to discover what the cruel mistress had been up to.

   The trolley is made of gleaming silver coloured metal. Within its frame is a very large glass bowl filled to its glass lid with a yellow coloured liquid. By the bowl is a small metal box with a large red switch built into the side. Running from the lid of the bowl is a long white rubber, semi-transparent tube wound into a fat coil on a small metal platform above the bowl. Fixed to the end of the tube is what appears to be an open plastic nozzle, and attached to the nozzle is a strange black rubber harness.


   The women part and Sally pushes the trolley up to the edge of the play pen. Poor Daphne beholds the bowl with terrified eyes and moans fearfully into the fat, inescapable pacifier gag so effectively filling her soft sissy mouth.

   ‘Today there will be two tests of Daphne’s commitment to her future sissification. You will witness the first this afternoon. The second will take place privately.’

   Helen’s words terrify the tightly bound and gagged she-male and her moan turns into a helpless sissy squeal of terror.

   Helen laughs gently and leans towards Daphne.

   ‘You say you surrender. You say you will become our slave. But do you really mean it, sweetness? Well, let’s see.’

   Sally opens the playpen and steps inside. She then gently removes the pacifier gag. Daphne gasps with relief and the women continue to tease and mock. Sally then takes the nozzle from the platform and pulls it over the edge of the playpen towards Daphne’s face.

   Tears of fear well up once again in the she-male’s pretty eyes.

   ‘Open up, Daphne,’ Sally orders, her voice filled with cruel amusement. ‘We’ve got a very special treat for you.’

   Daphne looks up imploringly at Helen, who merely smiles and nods.

   The helplessly gorgeous she-male obeys, feeling the dildo dig deeper into her arse and her rock hard sex press deep into the soft nappy.

   Sally then forces the nozzle into Daphne’s mouth and straps it in place with the rubber harness over her spectacular bonnet.

   The nozzle is surprisingly thick, and stretches her mouth wide open. It’s curved tip pressing against the back of her throat. She gags on it and tears of discomfort begin to flood from her eyes.

   Sally then returns to the trolley.

   Helen stands back and addresses Daphne directly.

   ‘The bowl contains approximately two litres of our guests’ urine, which has been collected over the last hour or so. The little black box is a pump that will take the piss up from the bowl, along the tube and into your mouth. It will do so in a controlled manner over the next 30 minutes. By the end of this period, you will most certainly need to urinate yourself. Hence the nappy.’

   Even before Helen has finished revealing the terrible contents of the bowl and their destination, poor Daphne is squealing frantically into the nozzle and struggling furiously against her tight, unyielding sissy bonds. The women cheer this brave display, and the sissy squeals rise a full octave as Sally leans down with her back to Daphne and flicks the switch, making sure the tormented, terrified sissy receives a gloriously sexy view of her long, nylon sheathed legs and pretty red panties as she does so.

   Daphne watches the urine traverse the tube with an agonised, horrified look of pure helpless terror. The women continue to laugh and clap. Then, a moment of supreme horror: the bitter, salty taste of urine flowing slowly from the nozzle and down her throat.

   As the pretty, helpless she-male wiggles and gags, the women watch fascinated. In their eyes she can see a strange mixture of horror, satisfaction and dark arousal. And even here, in the heart of this ultimate degradation, all the beautiful, helpless she-male can feel is a terrible, angry arousal.

   * * *

   During the next 45 minutes, she drinks every last drop of the wine flavoured urine and then fights desperately to control her bladder. But very soon the pressure becomes unbearable and, with a huge sigh of humiliated relief, she floods the extra large, specially designed nappy. And there she sits, in her own urine, the most intimate tastes of these women still filling her mouth, as the women themselves chat and joke, as they continue to amuse themselves with teasing comments and baby talk. Then, after nearly three hours, twice the normal length of the Sunday visits, they reluctantly depart, and Daphne, stunned, utterly humiliated and still intensely aroused, stares up with tear stained eyes at her two gorgeous, wicked mistresses.

   ‘You did very well, Daphne,’ Helen teases. ‘But the question is, do you still want to accept your fate? Are you still prepared to commit to tights and panties?’

   Daphne looks at this stunning woman and knows there is only one answer. And so does Helen. The floodgates have been opened, not only of the evil glass bowl, but also of her mind. The repressed secret desires of twenty years now have complete control, and she nods weakly but clearly.

   ‘Good. Then we can proceed onto the final test.’

   Sally then unties Daphne and leads the stunned, stiff, aroused she-male out of the play pen and upstairs. Here she is stripped naked and very carefully showered and perfumed. A longer, slightly harder dildo is then quickly inserted into her more than willing back passage and the wonderfully teasing silken restrainer is tied tightly back in place. The intricate body girdle is refitted, along with a pair of very sheer, expensive black nylon tights and heavily be-frilled black silk panties. Surprisingly delicate pale rose foundation is then applied to her face, along with pale blue eye shadow and blood red, glistening lip stick. The wig of baby girl ringlets is replaced with a beautiful blonde page boy wig. Diamond stud earrings are fixed to her small, girlish earlobes, and a sexy black beauty spot is carefully positioned on the right side of her sexy mouth.

   A gorgeous black silk blouse is then slipped over her shoulders, and she is helped into a very tight, black leather mini-skirt that barely reaches the top of her shapely, hosed thighs. Then, the final touch: a pair of five inch stiletto heeled mules made of glistening black patent leather.

   She was then made to stand before a clearly impressed Sally and perform a sissy twirl.

   ‘Perfect,’ the striking blonde mistress purred. ‘Absolutely perfect’.

   Daphne is then made to reveal herself to herself, to stand, with her hands behind her back, facing the full length bathroom mirror. She gasps with a terrible sexual shock and feels herself sway with giddy sexual need.

   ‘You really are a little beauty, Daphne. What a fool you were to try and be a man. And by the time we’ve finished with you…well, you’ll be the prettiest little sex toy imaginable!’

   Sally then leads the beautiful, stunned she-male back into the main room, her mind overwhelmed by the perfection of her transformation and the deep, sensual pleasures of her newly proclaimed ultra-femininity.

   ‘You’ll sleep in the closet tonight,’ Sally says, ‘and we’ll get this room made up properly for tomorrow.’

   Daphne curtsies her understanding and Sally pats the pretty sissy playfully on her sexy, teasingly displayed bottom, her tone now more that of a big sister than an avenging dominatrix

   Sally then leads the beautiful Daphne back downstairs. The sissy’s heart beats with joy and anticipation, the thought of being revealed in this glorious state to Mistress Helen driving her quite mad.

   In the living room, Daphne discovers that Helen has two new visitors. The playpen has been cleared away and Helen is sitting on the large, black leather sofa with a stunningly beautiful negress dressed in a striking white dress, white hose and white stiletto heeled patent leather court shoes - the sexy uniform of a senior nurse.

   And standing by the sofa at strict attention is a truly astonishing vision in cream and pink.

   ‘Amelia,’ Helen says, her beautiful brown eyes filled with teasing and cruel amusement framed by her own considerable sexual arousal, ‘meet Daphne.’

   Instinctively, the gorgeous she-male curtsies deeply before the stunning woman, causing her tight short skirt to rise up her hosed thighs and reveal the laced edges of her ultra-sexy panties. Yet even as she supplicates herself before the lovely negress, her eyes cannot escape the magnetic power of the creature standing by the sofa.

   Amelia smiles coolly and laughs. ‘As you say, Helen, she’s very impressive. But she appears more impressed by Chrissie.’

   Amelia has a deep, sensual Northern American accent, a voice filled with authority and sexuality.

   Helen laughs in response. ‘Daphne,’ she says, turning to the gorgeous manifestation at her right hand side, ‘meet Chrissie.’

   At first sight Chrissie appears to be a tall and particularly beautiful young woman. A blonde, whose long, thick hair is bound with a white silk ribbon in a long, curling ponytail that reaches down to the middle of her back. She has striking ice blue eyes, eyes filled with an almost desperate sexual need. Her full, voluptuous lips are painted a gleaming blood red and shaped in a helpless bow of desire. She is dressed in a spectacular pink silk dress, with a very high button up and lace be-frilled neck and elegantly puffed sleeves. The dress is very tight and perfectly displays a pair of very large, perfectly shaped breasts and a lovely hour glass waist. It is also very short, with a dainty, heavily petticoated skirt, out of which emerge two beautiful, shapely legs encased in sheer white nylon stockings. She is wearing a pair of pink patent leather, stiletto heeled court shoes, each of which has a lovely diamond butterfly fitted to its severely pointed toe. Her hands are sealed in snow white glace gloves and held delicately at ninety degree angles at her sides.

   Daphne then curtsies before Chrissie and the two mistresses burst out laughing.

   ‘Chrissie is your final test,’ Helen explains. ‘She has been placed in Amelia’s care by her aunt and it has been decided that the two of you will become very good friends. In Chrissie, you will find a model for your future development. You should aspire to be exactly like her.’

   Chrissie then steps forward, smiles shyly and performs her own dainty ‘bob’ curtsey, revealing intricately patterned white lace garters as she does so.

   ‘It’s very nice to meet you, Daphne. I know we will be the best of friends.’

   Chrissie’s voice is a strange mixture of little girl and sex goddess, very high pitched and yet deeply sensual.

   ‘I suggest you take Chrissie up to your room and show her around,’ Helen says, her eyes filled with a cruel conspiracy, her lips curved into a smile of deadly desire.

   Daphne bob curtsies and looks up nervously at this gorgeous young woman, confused and disturbed. Why is she here? Why do they wish her to become friends with her?

   Chrissie then steps forward, smiling gently, and takes Daphne’s hand in her own. Daphne turns and then leads the stunning beauty from the room, her heart pounding, her legs weak, her cock as hard as iron in its teasing silk restrainer.

   In the short journey back up to the room that is filled with the tools of her feminisation, little is said. Chrissie’s powerful rose scented perfume tickles Daphne’s girlish nostrils and she is very much aware of the young woman’s eyes burning into her long, sexily hosed legs.

   As they reach the door to the spare room, Chrissie suddenly steps in front of Daphne. She stands at least 3 inches taller than Daphne and the sense of a considerable physical power is linked by her costume to her very obvious sexual beauty.

   ‘You’re very pretty, Daphne. Helen and Sally have done such a good job.’

   Daphne looks up at Chrissie and finds herself moaning with a helpless, desperate need. She then gently steps past this lovely creature and opens the door. They then enter the room.

   Chrissie looks around with wide, clearly excited eyes.

   ‘Helen has followed her own path with regard to your feminisation,’ Chrissie whispers, ‘but the basic model is Amelia’s. They were perhaps a little tougher on you than she was on me, but the principles are the same. And they will no doubt have the same result.’

   It is only now, as Daphne watches this beauty mince around the room, that she realises what exactly Chrissie is. Not a gorgeous young woman, but a gorgeous she-male!

   There is a moment of panic, a moment of return to the darkness of resistance and struggle. But this is soon replaced by the power of her new personality and the fierce sissy sex hunger that is at its heart.

   Chrissie suddenly turns sharply on her high heels and bursts into delicate sissy laughter.

   ‘Oh! You didn’t realise! How wonderful. How terribly sexy. You thought I was a real girl!’

   Poor Daphne nods and blushes furiously. Chrissie then quickly minces over to her she-male companion, her breasts bouncing teasingly in the tight dress. She then very quickly grasps Daphne’s pretty head in her hands and then plants a long, wet and very passionate kiss on her painted lips.

   ‘How lovely of you, Daphne. But I’m just like you! A bit more developed. But this is where you’ll be in a few months.’

   Daphne stares up at this striking feminine vision and feels utterly helpless. This is what I am, she thinks. How can I possibly resist her?

   As if to answer this question, Chrissie leans forward once again and this time embraces the pretty, confused sissy before kissing her with an even more erotic enthusiasm. Daphne feels her legs weaken and her heart flutter. She returns the kiss with a desperate, helpless need.

   They neck like this for perhaps five minutes, before Chrissie steps back and appraises Daphne very carefully.

   ‘There is one more test for you, my sweet,’ she whispers. ‘The test of true she-male desire. If you pass this test, I can assure you a future of true sissy bliss. If you fail, you will be returned to the cupboard and another month of painful education. Do you understand?’

   The element of threat in Chrissie’s voice is both frightening and exciting, and the lovely sissy nods nervously.

   It is then that Chrissie begins to perform a wonderful, teasing striptease before an astonished Daphne. The older, perhaps prettier she-male watches, dumbstruck, as her sissy sister carefully unbuttons the gorgeous, elegant pink dress and lets it slip gently over her stunning sex bomb figure, down around her long, shapely, white stockinged legs and then fall in a sexy heap at her ankles. Beneath the dress she is wearing an incredible white satin and silk basque, a shimmering masterpiece of sissy elegance that reveals the true extent of her wondrous figure.

   The basque has an exotic plunging neck line that perfectly displays Chrissie’s extraordinary bosom and poor Daphne stares open-mouthed at this amazing vision of she-male femininity. Chrissie then proceeds to lower the oval zip head that runs from the middle of the chest section right down to the crotch of the basque. This loosens the erotic undergarment and allows her to ease it back over her shoulders and reveal her naked body.

   Daphne gasps in erotic amazement as Chrissie’s spectacular torso is unveiled.

   She is staring at the body of an angel and sex goddess combined. Yet this is a very unusual sex goddess! For as well as a pair of perfectly shaped, pale rose breasts measuring some forty inches, there is a slender, girlish waist, a pair of full, curvaceous hips and, to Daphne’s not so great surprise, a very big, fiercely erect penis tightly encased in a sheer white nylon stocking.

   As the basque falls away, Chrissie removes the ribbon holding her elegant ponytail in place and shakes out a startling explosion of blonde hair. She is truly amazing and poor Daphne is already her abject slave.

   Daphne remembers Mistress Helen’s words and feels her own silk sheathed cock stiffen. Yes, this is my future, she finds herself thinking. This is what I can become. This is what, truly, I have always wanted to be.

   Chrissie steps forward, a wicked smile on her face.

   ‘I hope you like what you see.’

   Daphne hesitates, still finding it difficult to talk. ‘Yes. Very much. You’re incredible.’

   Chrissie’s smile widens. ‘Good. Now take off the stocking.’

   Daphne’s eyes widen. This further hesitation angers Chrissie.

   ‘Now!’

   Daphne leans forward, her hands shaking, terrified and so terribly aroused.

   ‘Not with you hands,’ the gorgeous she-male snaps. ‘With your mouth.’

   Daphne looks up at the tall, elegant sissy beauty and fights to hold back a moan of despair. Yet even as she feels a wave of horror wash over her own delicately sissified body, there is an inescapable sense of deep, deep arousal, and it is only a few moments before Daphne has lowered herself down very carefully onto her nylon sheathed knees and is facing the bizarre and highly erotic spectacle of Chrissie’s huge, tightly stockinged sex.

   Then she shuffles forward very carefully and opens her mouth. The stocking has been bathed in the same powerful perfume that covers the rest of Chrissie’s impressive form. Daphne slips her lips over the white nylon wrapped head of Chrissie’s sex and very fearfully closes her mouth.

   Chrissie lets out a load, deep moan and Daphne tastes scented nylon mixed with salty human flesh. She then uses her lips to work a slight slack out of the stocking. She takes this centimetre or so of nylon in her teeth and begins to pull it from the enflamed flesh of Chrissie’s considerable cock.

   In a few minutes she has managed to pull virtually the whole of the stocking from Chrissie’s cock and the younger she-male is moaning loudly as the soft fabric teases her sex during its gradual departure. Then, with one final, more confident tug, the scented stocking has been pulled free and dropped to the floor, leaving Daphne staring directly at the paradoxical presentation of Chrissie’s rampant manhood.

   Then Chrissie looks down at her charge and smiles gently.

   ‘Thank you, Daphne. That was very well done. Now I think you know what else you must do…to pass this final test.’

   Daphne nods. Yes, she knows. A simple, yet so terribly challenging act that will truly induct Daphne into the word of sissy love and an inescapable she-male future.

   Once again, she leans forward, a smile of deep acceptance now igniting her beautiful she-male features. This time, she spends a few minutes teasing Chrissie. Licking and kissing this lovely, substantial organ, driving the poor sissy quite mad, turning moans to screams. Yes, this is all so natural, all so right. Why had she ever fought this? A vast, transcendent sense of relief washes over her. Then she takes Chrissie’s sex into her mouth and quickly guides her to a fierce, violent and quite massive orgasm that leaves a thick jets of molten cum pouring into Daphne’s mouth, a jet she eagerly swallows like a life preserving nectar.

   A few minutes later, the stunned, deeply satisfied older sissy has taken her new lover to the dressing table stool, bent her forward, pulled up her short, sexy skirt and pulled down her tights and panties. Then she has very carefully removed the fiendish, sexy vibrator. As she prepares to plunge her refreshed and once again rock hard sex into Daphne’s parted buttocks, a smile of profound satisfaction lights up her gorgeous features. Soon the room will be echoing with Daphne’s squeals of sissy ecstasy, a sound that Chrissie will quickly become very familiar with.

   * * *

   It is now two months later.

   Helen sits at her desk reading a management consultation document. She was promoted to section manager soon after David’s resignation. Her first act was to make Sally her deputy. A few weeks later she appointed a new secretary, the beautiful, sexy and strangely familiar Daphne Best.

   Things have improved significantly since her appointment, both in terms of office performance and staff morale. The senior management have made it very clear that they see a glowing future for Helen and Sally.

   Helen stares out of the glass panel that takes up most of the right wall of her office into the open plan area beyond. Daphne, as she does at every day at 10.30am, is serving tea and coffee to the all female staff. She moves elegantly from desk to desk with a trolley and, with a sweet submissive smile and the slightest of bob curtsies, provides each woman with a refreshment. The women smile. Some utter a soft thank you. One or two playfully pat Daphne’s pert behind and the silly, sexy girl giggles helplessly.

   Today she is dressed in a very tight black nylon sweater with a full polo neck, a very sexy black and white check mini-skirt and a pair of very sheer black nylon tights. This ultra-sexy outfit is topped off by a pair of gleaming black patent leather, stiletto heeled court shoes that accentuate her terribly sexy wiggle mince walk, an erotic (and distracting) mixture of tiny steps, wiggling hips and bouncing bosom. And what a bosom: forty glorious inches that inspire both amusement (for all the women know the truth about Daphne) and, in some quarters, envy.

   Daphne, her thick blonde hair styled in its usual “Marilyn Monroe” curves is looking particularly happy today, for it is Friday, and in a few hours she will be clad in her incredible black silk maid’s dress serving her mistresses, assisted by her sissy lover, Chrissie, and eagerly awaiting the arrival of her boyfriend, Gavin. Yes, Gavin from accounts, beautiful, stylish and deeply kinky Gavin. Gavin, who was introduced to Daphne at a party thrown by Helen some weeks ago, Gavin who accepted the truth about his new love with an erotic smile. Gavin, whose fascination with Daphne is matched only by his love of sodomy and bondage. Gavin, who binds and gags Daphne at every opportunity, who bends the poor, deeply masochistic sissy into every bizarre position imaginable and fucks her in the arse with a violent enthusiasm equalled only by Daphne’s desire to serve this beautiful, perverse man in any way he sees fit.

   Yes, Helen thinks, as Daphne enters her office, performs a deep curtsey and wiggles forward carrying a cup of hot coffee: David’s mother was most assuredly right, and nature has now taken its full and proper course.

  

