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Mistress Rowan turns her wayward husband into her best, new, female companion

(a sissified, she-male submissive)

This was meant to be a relaxing holiday, in a little country cottage, far away from the stresses and strains of business and daily life. But, when Rowan finds out her husband has been cheating on her, with his secretary, it turns into an ideal opportunity to re-vitalise, or, rather, utterly change, their stale relationship. Rowan is out for revenge and, as the saying goes, hell hath no fury . . .

Soon, her wayward husband finds himself transformed, by his vengeful wife, into the female companion of her dreams. He becomes a “she”, and soon, she will learn, her new role is to fulfil all of Rowan’s desires, and fantasies, if not voluntarily, then, under duress.

This is going to be the holiday of a lifetime for Rowan, but it could just turn out to be the holiday from hell for Martin, unless he accepts his new role as Matilda, mummy Rowan’s baby girl, in her satin frocks and her ribbons and laces, or as Lucy the Latex Maid, or as Debbie the Leather Slut, fashioned after his secretary lover. He will learn to play all three roles, equally enthusiastically, or suffer the consequences.

It’s going to be a roller-coaster ride for the new she-male, as her wife exacts her very bizarre revenge, for the infidelity. It’s lucky she is destined to spend most of their two-week holiday, strapped in, or strapped on, for the ride. It’s certainly a fortnight that neither, will forget, and one that is to be life-changing, for both.

This is a full-length story of Forced Feminization and Bondage, by Paulette Peril. It follows on from the short-story taster, released in June, “Country Cottage Conversion – Days 1 and 2.

This full story is over 60,000 words long, includes the full Day 1 to 14 experience, and, on average, will take 3 to 4 hours to read. It is a work of complete fiction and contains graphic descriptions of forced feminization, sissification, babification, cross-dressing and bondage. It is intended to be enjoyed by an audience of broad-minded adults. If likely to be offended by the subject matter, please do not read.

The next two serialised parts, Days 3 to 7, and Days 8 to 14, will be available on Kindle Unlimited and Kindle Select, for those members to read, for free, later in the year, from November and December 2018.

BUT, please, why not purchase the full story and save yourself time? It will contain the entire story from unbelievable Day 1, right through to the incredible conclusion on Day 14. It will be priced at £3.50 and, even if you’ve already purchased Day 1 and 2, buying the whole story will be cheaper than buying all 3 parts separately. And it’s full of exciting bondage scenarios and great, fantasy dressing themes, which you’ll love. Hopefully!




                                                 Welcome to

Country Cottage Conversion

Subjugating an Errant Husband


Day 1 - SATURDAY

“Wakey, wakey! Come on, darling. How are you feeling? Still a bit rough after your heavy wine drinking, last night, I imagine? Well, today is a whole new day . . . a bit like a whole new beginning, really. So, come on wake up! Time to play!”

“Hrrrrmmpphhh! Hrrrrrmmpphhh!”

“Sorry dear, what did you say? I didn’t quite catch it.”

“Hrrrrrrrrrmmmmmpppppppphhhh!”

“Oh, that big nasty ball thing is stopping you talking properly, isn’t it? Well, let me explain. I don’t really want to listen to anything you have to say. So, that’s why I put that big rubber ball into your big, fat, lousy, foul, lying, cheating mouth.”

“HHHHHHHHHrrrrrrrrrrrrrrmmmmmppppppppHHHHHH!”

“No, still not understanding you, I’m afraid. Why don’t I do the talking and you just listen for a change. Wouldn’t that be nice . . . and wouldn’t that be NOVEL?

I know about you and your secretary. I’ve read your dirty little texts to each other and I’ve seen you in that bar, together, at lunchtime. More than once! So, isn’t it such good timing that we had booked to come away to this lovely, quiet cottage, weeks ago. Imagine, we have a whole fortnight here, all alone, just the two of us, and no neighbours for miles! I couldn’t have planned it better.

Just the two of us to get to know one another again, find ourselves, rekindle our lost love and all that other crap!

Now, whoa! Stop bucking about like that. You’re really going to hurt yourself. And you’ll damage the bed, if you carry on. Those are premium quality, leather cuffs, that you’re wearing. None of your cheap stuff. And I’ve put two lengths of rope through each one, two through each of the wrists, and two through each of the ankles, to make sure you can’t get free. So, you may as well save your energy. It’s futile to struggle. “Que sera, sera. What will be will be!” As my old mum used to say.

It was a brilliant idea coming up here early, last night, so we could have a full two weeks. And I spent all day packing the car just to make sure we had everything we needed for our little stay. Now, we can just relax and enjoy the time together. I’ve enough food to last, at least, the first 3 or 4 days, and wine, if we ration you a little!

Oh! You have had a really good sleep. I think the full bottle, and a half, of red wine, did the trick. And the three sleeping tablets I mixed in your last couple of glasses. You know I only take one and a half, ever since the doctor prescribed them to me for my nerves, so I was pretty certain that three would do the trick, for a fella like you. And they did. Nine whole hours you’ve been asleep. So, it’s no wonder you’re still a bit groggy and not, fully, altogether, understanding, what’s happening.

Let me explain. Very, very s..l..o..w..l..y. We’re on holiday! We’ve come away from all that dreadful work, that awful, cramped office of yours, and all the temptations of sharing such a small space, with such an attractive, young, cheap, husband-stealing, slut, as Debbie.

She’s looking after your business now, for you, whilst we’re away, but, before we get back, I’ve arranged for her to receive a letter, telling her you have terminated her work contract, she’s no longer needed. Of course, you’ve paid her a full month’s pay, in compensation. But, I’m afraid I can’t have you carrying on with her behind my back, when you’ve paid me such scant attention these past few months. So, she just had to go.

And that’s just a minor thing compared to all the other changes we’re going to be making. For instance. I’m here, sitting on the edge of this bed with almost nothing on except this sexy, red, silk robe, and holding this very fashionable, and flexible, riding crop, and you’re there, spread-eagled like a little starfish, absolutely, stark, naked, and with all kinds of interesting little accoutrements on you.

And the other thing, when I do decide you can wear some clothes, they’re not going to be exactly what you expect. In fact, it was quite a mistake, on your part, letting me do all your packing and filling the big car, whilst you took my small car to the office. You really have no idea what I’ve packed, do you?

Well, let me tell you. The only clothes you’d recognise, are the ones you wore to get here last night. And I’ve now disposed of those, as well as most of the ones back home! They’re gone. For good. I have bought you a whole new wardrobe of lovely things to wear. And soon, I’m going to introduce you to the first of them.

Now, when I say I’VE BOUGHT, what I really mean is, I’ve chosen them from all those hundreds of wonderful, kinky, eBay sites, that I’ve been visiting, whilst you’ve been cuddling up, close and personal, with your little secretary bird, but you’ve paid for them, with your very generous bank card.

I think I’ve spent somewhere between £3,500 and £4,500, just in this past month. It could even be more. I’ve really lost all track. A few things for myself, obviously, but mainly for you, dear. So, I can have you looking just exquisite, all frilly and fussy, and cheap and slutty, even. Like your friend, Debbie.

What’s that dear? What am I talking about?”

“HHHHHHHrrrrrrrrrrrrrrmmmmmppppppppHHHHHH!”

“What I’m talking about, dear, is the chance I’ve decided to give you. I was ready for walking out on this marriage. And taking the whole of the house, and half of your very profitable, business, with me. And I could. We’ve been married three and a half years and the business was only started two and a half years ago. There’s not a court anywhere that wouldn’t agree I was entitled to half your newly-acquired, fortune. I’ve bloody-well, earned it, putting up with your cheating nonsense. Don’t you think?

But then I thought, why should I leave? I have a good life, mostly, if I don’t count having to tolerate you and your flirty ways.

So, I’ve come up with another solution. One I think we can both come to terms with, given a bit of time. Though it might take you a little more time than me!

I’m fed up of playing the dear little housewife. I’ve had enough of making sure your tea is on the table every night and the house is spotless. I’m fed up with being ignored and walked over, whilst you go out every other night, go away on business meetings, so called! And stay late in the office, night after night. Ha-ha! We both know that’s a lie.

So, we’re having a little reversal of roles, my love. I’m going to be the boss. You are going to be my bit of skirt for a change. I thought, what better way, to demonstrate how you’ve treated me like your bit of fluff, a bit of arm decoration, a bit of eye-candy, a little bauble you can toss aside whenever you feel like, than to do exactly the same to you?

So, here’s the deal. I’ll stay in this marriage for as long as I choose. But I’ll be the one calling the shots from now on. You will be answerable to me, and only to me. And, if you don’t do exactly as I say, I shall punish you. Like this!”

“Thhhwwwaccckkk!” The black, leather covered riding crop came down, heavy, across Martin’s exposed thighs. He let out an anguished cry through the black rubber ball that filled his mouth.

“Aaaaahhhhh! ! Hhhhhrrrrrmmmmppphhh!”

“And if more of that doesn’t make you behave, maybe this will.”

Rowan picked up a small remote control, pushed it under Martin’s nose, and then withdrew it and pressed one button, hard and with a glint of evil in her eyes, for just 5 seconds. A small jolt of electric charge shot through Martin’s male-flesh, and he jerked against the strong cords that bound him to the strange bed, in this strange bedroom, whilst his wide-eyed look focussed on this new, and extremely strange, woman, before him.

It was true they had not been getting on too well lately. It was true that he spent all the time working . . . or, at least, all his time in work! And it was true that he found Debbie very enticing and had dabbled. A bit! The odd “business meeting” involving a night, or three, away from home, some lunches. A few late nights, “in the office”. But he had never, in his wildest, imagined that his meek wife of nearly four years, would turn into this monster, now sat beside his naked form, and fiddling with her instruments of torture.

“You see your little peeny-weeny here. Well, it’s locked in a metal cock-cage. I put that on you, whilst you were fast asleep. Now here and here, you can probably just see, there are a couple of wires and they go to this little box here. And with this,” she said, as she twirled the remote control before his glazed eyes, “With this, I can give you a little electric shock whenever I choose. Well, as a matter of fact, I can actually give you quite a big electric shock. But, I won’t do that unless you’re really, really unco-operative. And I’m sure you want to please me, don’t you? DON’T YOU!” And Rowan administered a second, short, but very effective, shock, to the metal encased penis.

“Aaaarrrggghhh! Ges! Ges! I goo!” shouted Martin, with some difficulty.

“Now, you see, I understood that. Well done. Yes, yes. You do want to be co-operative. Very wise. I’m sure that we will get on just fine, after you get used to your new identity.”

Martin looked as puzzled as the large ball between his lips, allowed him to look.

“Oh! I didn’t explain that part, did I? Well, I rang the lady who rented us this cottage and explained that my husband was unable to come. So, was it alright to bring a female friend? She had no problem with that, so here you are. My new best female friend. Well, not exactly best friend, more like my best sissy slave. I’m going to feminize you, Martin. Completely! I’m going to turn you into my little, prissy, sissy, play-thing. Some days you’re going to be my prim and proper little baby girl, and others . . . well, you are going to be my little, dirty, sissy slut. And I have a whole two weeks to get you used to the idea, before we return home, to my house, and to some kind of normality.

Once we get home, we’ll continue as we have begun, today. Only, this time, I shall come to the office with you and I shall be your secretary. And we’ll see if we can’t get all that nasty work done, just a bit quicker, and you returning home at regular times. Oh! And you won’t be Martin Cooper any longer, we’ll have to invent a whole new identity for you, something exotique, maybe Martina, Martinette, or Martinique, or something different altogether. Anyway, don’t worry. We’ve got plenty of time to decide that.

In the meantime, I have got lots of exciting outfits for you to get accustomed to, and lots, and lots, of exciting, new toys, to play with. So, I’m going to leave you to take all that in, whilst I get a few things ready, and then it will be time to get you cleaned up, and dressed up, and then I can feed you. So, toodle-ooh! Please just lie back and accept your fate. I’ve planned this all for so long, and invested so much of my time, and your money, into it, I really can’t have you spoil any of it, by being churlish.”

And she was gone, out of sight, out of the bedroom, as a perplexed, and somewhat frightened, Martin Cooper, rested his head down and looked upwards, at the overhead canopy of the four-poster bed, to which he was so tightly secured.

____________________________

“Now, hold still and put those fingers together. Yes! Tight! I don’t want to hurt you, but I shall if you don’t do as I say. Now, hold them tight together.”

Rowan had a roll of adhesive tape and now began to wrap that tightly around Martin’s fingers, holding the fingers tight in its grip. Around, and around, the four fingers, she went until they were completely enveloped in the black, adhesive, tape.

“Good. That wasn’t so bad, was it? Now the other hand.”

Soon, both hands were taped up in the exact same fashion, all four fingers, left and right, taped tightly together, thumbs hanging loose.

“Now, I’m going to release this right hand and bring it over to your left. So, please help me with this. There is nowhere for you to go to, or to escape to. You have no clothes, no car keys, no idea where we are, I think. And, generally, you can’t go anywhere, so you may just as well do as I say.”

Martin went quiet, as if understanding the futility of any struggle, for now, at least.

Rowan worked quickly to untie one wrist and release the leather cuff and then bring that right wrist over and secure it to the other with a pair of metal handcuffs. Then, she was able to release the left-hand cuff and Martin’s hands were free of the bed but still secured, this time, together.

“Okay, now the same with the feet. These ankle cuffs have got a bit more chain between them, so you’ll be able to walk, but only in small steps.”

A few minutes later and Martin was sat up on the edge of the big, double, four poster bed, surveying his bonds . . . and his caged penis.

“Right, now you’re going in the shower so I’m going to remove the wires, and box, from this cage, here. But, any nonsense, and I’ll hit you, hard, with this,” she threatened, as she waved the vicious-looking, riding crop, under his nose, “Understand?”

Yes, Martin understood.

Soon, Martin had hobbled his way to the bathroom. Once there, he’d relieved himself, as his wife ordered him to sit on the toilet, “No more standing from now on,” she had said, “You will sit, like a lady.” He had never worn a cock-cage before and hadn’t even considered whether going to the toilet was an option, but, apparently, Rowan now knew all about such devices, and had assured him that whilst any erection was impossible to achieve, whilst locked in one, pee-ing through one, was a piece of cake! And, it was!

Ten minutes later, still cuffed at wrists and ankles and still wearing the monstrous ball in his mouth, Martin was showered and being rubbed down with pink, fluffy towels. It had not gone unnoticed that the shower gel used, was Rowan’s, feminine, rose scented one, for sensitive skin, not the beefy, all-male, testosterone-fuelled, strong-smelling, masculine, one, he preferred to use, and that his secretary, Debbie, went wild for.

“Now, I’m going to take you into the small bedroom. That’s going to be your bedroom for most of the time we’re here, and it will be your dressing room, and store room, for the entire fortnight,” explained his new, reborn and dominating, wife, “I’ve hung one or two of your outfits out for you to see, just to stir your imagination. Now, dressing can be easy, and fun, or it can be difficult, and painful. That’s really up to you. If you don’t co-operate, I shall not hesitate to use this.” And, as if to illustrate the point, she gave him a hefty thwack, on his bare behind, with the riding crop, which had dangled from her wrist, all the time she’d been drying him.

Martin jerked and moaned, into his rubber ball gag. He got the message.

“These first few days, I shall do all your dressing. And we have to take it slowly because I am keeping you tied, at all times, until I know I can absolutely trust you. But try to escape, any time, or choose to disobey me, and the consequences will be very, very, uncomfortable, I promise you. So, follow me.”

And Rowan took, what looked suspiciously like a black leather dog leash, and clipped the clasp end to the short chain between Martin’s two metal wrist cuffs and led him off from the bathroom, to the small second bedroom of the quaint country cottage which was to be his home for the next 14 days.

As he entered the adjacent single-bedded room, his eyes opened wide, in astonishment.

“Yes, I’ve been busy. Last night and this morning whilst you were sleeping, like a baby. This will be your bed, if you annoy me. If you behave like a good little girl, I shall let you share my bed, next door. If not, well, you can see what awaits!”

Yes, Martin could see the carefully laid out ropes and straps, on the small, single bed, fit, really, only for a child to sleep in. But his eyes were more taken with the array of prissy, sissy, outfits, hung, at intervals, around the room, and the little dressing table and chair laid out with items of make-up, as well as rolls of adhesive tape and cohesive bandages, and several, brightly coloured, cock-cages.

“I see you like your new outfits. This is just a small selection. Look, today, these little satin frocks are for you. You’re going to be my little, sissy, girl, today. I’m calling you Matilda. I think that a nice name for a not-so-well-behaved, little girl. And you must address me as Mummy. Right! Oh! Of course, you can’t answer me! Not whilst wearing that awful gag! But when you can speak, you call me Mummy or Mummy Rowan. That’s for today. Tomorrow, you’ll be in this latex dress, or this pvc maid’s outfit. I haven’t quite decided, yet. Then I shall be your Mistress and you will refer to me as Mistress Rowan. Nod, if you are following me!”

Martin, or Matilda, as she was now christened, looked at the two satin frocks, one in baby pink, one in bright yellow, his wife had indicated and then at the blue latex maid’s dress and the long, bright pink, pvc, maid’s dress, and his eyes registered sheer horror. Then a swift slap on his bare behind, brought his attention back to Mummy Rowan.

“I said “Nod, if you are following me, Matilda.” Now, let me know if you are understanding me, or if I need to use the crop to make you understand.”

Matilda nodded. Slowly. SHE understood.

“Good girl, Matilda. Now, that wasn’t so difficult, was it? Then on Monday, that little leather ensemble is for you. That’s the day you’ll be just like your dirty, cheap, little Debbie, secretary, thing! All leather and lace and flounce and cheap make-up, I imagine. We’ll see how close we can get you to the original, Debbie slut, shall we?” And Mummy Rowan guided her bound little girly, to the chair, set at the small dressing table, whilst his eyes lingered on the shiny, black, leather, corset, short skirt, hanging above the tall, leather thigh boots, in the corner of the bedroom.

“Now, sit!” she barked. And Martin, or Matilda, was still so taken aback at his/her situation, that he/she complied fully, and sank into his chair.

“Good girl. You are behaving well for mummy,” laughed Rowan, “Now head back, and eyes shut. Please.”

Matilda hesitated.

“I shan’t ask a third time,” roared Mummy Rowan, the vicious crop raised, “Head back. Eyes closed. Now.”

Matilda complied. Her head tilted back on the chair her shoulders resting against the hard, wooden, frame. She closed her eyes, as Mummy picked up a narrow roll of adhesive tape.

Matilda felt the first piece of tape go across her closed eye-lid. Then a second small strip across the same eye. “Now, open your eyes!” Mummy commanded, of her little girl.

Matilda tried to open both eyes but her right eye was firmly sealed shut and she squinted at Mummy, from her left.

“Very good. Perfect. Close again.” And Matilda did, as instructed. Two strips of adhesive tape went over the left lid and her sight was effectively obliterated. Without being asked, she tried to open her eye-lids but could not, they were firmly sealed.

“Now, I am going to dress you and make you up. But, to do that, I need to take out this horrible gag thing. I don’t want you making a fuss or any noise, but you can talk, whilst I see to your clothes and your face paint. If you are rude or objectionable, in any way, it goes back in. Understood?”

Matilda nodded, obediently. She would bide her time. Today she still felt groggy and disoriented. And, blinded as she was, this was not the moment for silly, pointless, escape bids. She would wait. She would find the time and then “Mummy Rowan” would find out just what a naughty girl her Matilda was!

“Well, obviously, now you can’t see, so I’ll explain what I’m doing. Today, it’s the yellow, satin frock, I think. That will make you look very feminine, and very lovely. Then you have matching yellow, satin, bloomers, and some lovely satin mittens for your hands and some satin bootees for your feet. But first, I need to do this . . . ”

Matilda felt her Mummy’s hands, reaching out for something and then reaching down to play with his scrotum and penis, still trapped in its metal prison. He heard the small key turn, in the tiny padlock, and felt the ring around his ball-sac fall away. Then his Mummy’s voice explained what was happening.

“I’m changing your cock-cage,” the disembodied voice said, “I’ve got 7 of these fantastic devices. All from the same supplier. They came from China. I was worried they may not arrive in time for our holiday, but they were here within 10 days. Absolutely amazing. Seven of these and several other items, which you’ll learn about in the next few days, cost less than £350. And that included that little electro-kit that you were rigged up to, before. You’ll be wearing that each night, by the way, to see you don’t make any trouble during my sleep.

Anyway, I’m putting a lovely soft, silicon cage on you, today. Most of them are silicon. You have a blue one, red, black, pink, and this white one. Then you have two metal ones, black and the nice shiny silver one. One for every occasion, you see. No more unwarranted, or unwanted, erections for my little girl. She’ll learn to get excited, only when I allow it. And I shall only allow it, when you are fully feminised. You see, soon you’ll become conditioned. If I only let you get aroused when you’re wearing satin frocks and pretty, girly make-up, you’ll soon be begging me to dress you up. It may take a week, or two, or even a month, but the day will come when you know nothing other than being a lady, little, or otherwise! Then, we can properly start our new life, together, as wife and wife.”

All the while, she had been talking, Rowan had been stooped down and fitting the silicon cage to Matilda’s bobbing penis. Now, she had the scrotum ring encircling the ball-sac and was inserting Matilda’s flaccid penis into the long silicon cage. Then, it was a simple matter of connecting the cage to the ring, with the short connecting rods, and snapping the tiny silver padlock shut.

“And they each came with their own padlock,” she quipped, “So, each set of keys is different. And only I know which key fits which padlock, so you’ll never got one off, if you try to escape. Oh! And all this hair down here is very unsightly. That’s going to have to go. In fact, over time, we’ll probably get rid of all your body hair. But that little lot is going this week. For sure.”

Matilda groaned into her gag, as the realization of all that was happening, gradually imprinted on her feverish brain. This woman, his wife, was nuts! A complete madwoman. He was being held captive by a madwoman. And this madwoman just kept sounding more, and more, crazy, by the minute.

“Now, there you are. All put away until I want to see it, which won’t be for a while. Now for your satin mitts.”

Matilda felt the first satin mitt slide up over her taped fingers. It felt smooth and rustled slightly, as her Mummy fed the bound fingers into the single mitt. Then Matilda felt it tighten around her cuffed wrist, as Mummy tied the satin ribbon in a nice, neat, bow. The same to the left hand. Taped fingers fed in, ribbon tied off. Job done.

“Good, so I’m taking off your gag, now. And then I’m uncuffing your ankles. But your wrists remain cuffed until the frock is on. Any attempt to struggle and you will be severely punished. In any case, you’ll probably fall over and knock yourself out, if you try to get away. So, behave!”

Matilda felt the strap released from the back of her head and then the relief, as the ball was eased from her dry lips. She licked her lips and moved her jaws, to get the muscles working again.

Then she felt the metal cuffs releasing from her twin ankles and she spoke to her “Mummy” for the first time in nearly 12 hours, “Why are you doing this, Rowan? I never meant to hurt you.”

“Thwack” and “OooooWwww!”

“I told you, you refer to me as Mummy or Mummy Rowan. Nothing else. I thought I’d made it clear.”

“Why are you doing this “Mummy” Rowan?” Matilda said, after a pause to consider, trying to avoid another lash.

“Because I am sick of being taken for granted. You promised to love and honour me. Well now, I am ensuring that you love, honour and obey me. Simple. And I want to treat you in the same shameful way, you’ve treated me. I want you to see my life, from a whole new, female, perspective. So, you are going to become female. That’s all there is to it. Until I get tired of the game. Maybe in a year or two. But, by then, you’ll be so much like a woman, I doubt you’ll ever be a proper man again. Now, are you going to keep still, whilst I get on with your dressing? Stand up. Slowly.”

Matilda stood, and pulled away, involuntarily, as she felt some rougher material going around her groin area.

“What are you doing?” she asked, unsure as to what Mummy was attempting.

“It’s a nappy! An adult nappy,” came the reply, matter-of-factly, “Today, you’re my baby girl Matilda, so I’m putting a nappy on you. You won’t be allowed toileting until I change you this evening, so I’ve got you some adult nappies to wear on your baby days. Now, open your legs a bit wider, and then stay still.”

Matilda felt the terry nappy folding around her groin, trapping her already imprisoned penis and scrotum, in its cotton folds. She sensed the tape fastening securing it at either hip and then obeyed as she was told to lift first one leg, then the other. The rubber over-panties were eased up her legs, until they covered the cotton nappy completely and the stretched rubber gripped Matilda’s thighs, tightly.

“There,” said a triumphal Mummy Rowan, “Now, any little accidents, might feel uncomfortable, but they won’t mess up your pretty clothes. Now step into these.”

And the yellow satin, knee-length bloomers slid easily up each white leg, as Matilda heard, and felt, the silky smooth, and soft, material, rustle and bustle, up and over the rubber encased nappy.

“Good. Well done, Matilda. Mummy is very pleased. Now, a little satin bootee for each little foot and your bottom half is done.”

And, sure enough, a man-sized satin bootee was soon located on each foot and the tops tied around Matilda’s ankles with some broad yellow, satin ribbon, which was tied off in a big, extravagant, sissy bow, around the top.

“Good girl. You are beginning to look lovely. Now for the frock. I’m just cuffing your ankles again, so I can undo your wrists. Remember, any struggle and you’ll either fall and break something, or I shall punish you, severely.”

Ankles re-cuffed in metal, and wrists subsequently uncuffed, the blinded sissy-girl, Matilda, stood meekly, her mittened hands, raised up, as the swishy, swashy, bright yellow, satin frock, cascaded down over her upturned head, over her shoulders and  down her naked body, till it met the satin bloomers now fastened around her waist, and then bobbed and swayed, as it came to rest upon its frothy ocean of lace and net, white, underskirts.

“Oh, that looks lovely,” exclaimed Mummy Rowan, “I wish you could see it, Matilda. You’d be very impressed. You look beautiful. Now, stand still whilst I button it up the back.”

A long line of buttons ran all the way up from the waistline of the short circular skirt, that now stuck out on its layers of petticoats, at an amazing angle, and they reached right the way up to the high, satin and lace-trimmed, collar, that encircled Matilda’s neck and hid her “Adam’s Apple”, the last visible sign that under all this satin and lace and rubber and terry nappy, was actually a man, . . . apart from the incongruous, male, face, of course.

As Mummy buttoned the last little pearl-like button into it’s last, little, button hole, she said, “There, that’s the dressing done. Now for the make-up.”

“Oh! Stop this, Rowan. This is ridiculous. If you think I’m going to sit there, dressed like this, and let you paint my face, well, you’re mad. Stark raving bonkers, if you ask me.” Matilda, or Martin as he now attempted to be, had finally lost it. He couldn’t move because his feet were cuffed and he was blind, but he could definitely make his feelings heard.

And Mummy made her anger felt. The crop came down hard, twice across his lower legs, unprotected, as they were, by any girly, satin, covering.

“I told you, I wanted your full co-operation. Well, it doesn’t matter. I anticipated this reaction.” And Rowan forced her baby girl back into the chair. Within minutes, she had taken each mittened hand and roped it to the arm of the sturdy, wooden, dining chair, she had installed at the dressing table for just such an occasion. Once she had each wrist tied to each arm, she took more rope and fastened the upper arms, also, to the wooden chair-frame. Not entirely satisfied that her baby-girl was getting the message, she took two more lengths of rope, from the abundance on the bed, and tied Matilda’s upper body, back to the strong, wooden, framework.

Then she uncuffed each satin-booted foot and tied each satin-clad ankle back to the front legs of the chair, and a third and fourth rope, ensured that each leg was tied, just below the knee, for good measure. Now the blinded, and roped, sissy, Matilda, was virtually immobilised. And she stared out helplessly, at her enraged, mummy, figure.

“Please, Rowan, let’s stop this now and talk. You can’t possibly imagine you can keep me here for a whole fortnight. I’ll go to the police, if you carry on.” said a slightly frightened Martin, who wasn’t quite sure what his re-modelled wife was capable of.

“I don’t imagine anything, Matilda. I am keeping you here for a fortnight, and for ever more, if I choose. I told you I would punish you, if you didn’t co-operate and Mummy means every word she says. It’s very clear you aren’t going to let me make-up your face today, so, I bought this. I wanted you to be able to see it when I put it on you, but, needs must. If you won’t be made-up like a little girly doll, then this will do the job. It’s a latex mask, Matilda. It will cover your face entirely.

There’s a little tube for you to suck on, where the mouth is. And Mummy can feed you through that. Oh! And I’m not so cruel, so it does have nostril holes, as well. You’ll be able to breathe, almost normally. It has little peep eye-holes too, but you definitely won’t be needing those today, since I’m leaving your eyes taped up. In fact, I am going to add the little oval, pads, which I had got to cover your eyes. I was going to paint you some big, blue baby-doll eyes, over the tape ovals. But now, I don’t need to. This baby face is already prepared. It’s got huge, pale blue, doll eyes, big painted eyelashes, big, ruby red, rubber lips, and rosy little cheeks. It looks just like a lovely porcelain doll face and that’s the face I shall be looking at all day, today, and all tonight.

I’ve got you three of these female masks. This one is just like a luscious baby doll. The other two are full adult, female, faces. These were, actually, about the most expensive things I bought with YOUR money. But they are very life-like. And when you wear this face-covering with the lovely little, golden, ringlet, wig, I’ve got you, you will look a picture. Tomorrow, you can wear one of the adult ones when you are my rubber maid. But, no more talking, let’s get those eyes properly taped, and then we can get this on you. It’ll be much simpler, and a whole lot quicker, than making you up every day, so thank you for misbehaving. Who knows, we might do away with the make-up and just have you wear a mask permanently. We’ll see how this works out.”

Matilda felt the oval adhesive pads pressed against each already taped eye-lid. She winced, as Mummy ensured that each oval pad was fully stuck down. To think that she had gone to these lengths? And she was going to paint doll’s eyes over blinding, adhesive, eye-pads? This woman was seriously, seriously, weird, and Matilda was now, seriously, seriously, nervous.

“Good. So for being uncooperative, you’ll wear those eye-pads, all today and all tonight, in bed. No telly for naughty girls tonight, Matilda,” the voice sounded fully in control and Matilda knew she was lost, “Now, just smell this. Uuummm! I really like it. And you’ll get used to it, I’m sure.”

Mummy was holding the latex doll mask under Matilda’s nose and Matilda took in the heavy smell of fine latex. A smell she was going to become very familiar with over the next 14 days!

Matilda bucked and shook her head, as she felt the hood descend, but it did not prevent the inevitable. The latex hood slid down over her short hair, over the forehead, pinched at her nose and then down over her mouth. She felt her captor, pinch, and pull, at the mouth area to locate the rubber tube, which projected from behind the open, red rubber lips, into Matilda’s open mouth. As the broad, but flexible, rubber tube slid in, Matilda felt it press down against her tongue and realised that, although some sounds were possible, speech was not going to be a viable option, and she would be reduced to moans, and groans, and garbled baby talk, for the entire time she was encased in the latex head-covering.

This seemed a particularly good time to moan, and so, she did, softly, as she felt the latex cling to her face and then grip her even tighter, and tighter still, as Mummy Rowan, made certain it was properly sited and then slowly, and tantalisingly, pulled the heavy back zip, down and down, until the mask gripped every last contour of Matilda’s face and the broad, latex collar of the dolly hood, gripped her neck, and disappeared below the collar of the satin frock, sealing her into her own private little latex doll world.

Matilda shook her head from side to side, which served no purpose, except to make her Mummy laugh, “Now, don’t be a silly girl, Matilda. That certainly won’t come off until I want it to. And Mummy promises you, you’ll wear one every day until you can sit quietly and allow me to make you up into the female you are destined to become. So, it’s your choice. Tomorrow, you’ll wear an adult one. It will be up to you whether you are blinded or not. The next day, well, we’ll see how you go. But, I have decided, this is remaining on you, now, until tomorrow morning, I’m afraid. That’s your punishment for being disobedient. Any more nonsense and I shall punish you further. So, please, don’t try my patience.”

Matilda calmed and adjusted to the new breathing technique she had to adopt. She tried to speak but all that emitted was a garbled noise, much like the sound of a baby-doll she now resembled.

Then a long, golden, wig of hair, that was made up of girly ringlets that fell down, to Matilda’s satin-embraced shoulders, was adjusted and brushed into immaculate position, held fast against the latex of the all-covering facial mask. Matilda felt the hair swirling about her and tickling her bare arms, just below the short, capped, satin sleeves, of the frivolous frock.

She sensed that Mummy Rowan had stepped back. And she was right. Rowan was admiring her handiwork. This was the culmination of many hours spent planning, and then bidding, and buying, on ebay. She’d read a couple of Kindle books about feminization and had picked up several great ideas from there. She had read articles about the psychology of cross-dressing and of forced feminization and how quickly someone could be trained to accept a new role, and a change of gender. And now, she was staring, in wonder, at the remarkable transformation she had already attained.

This was only Day 1, of fourteen days here, and then, many, many, days, back home, and her husband was sat, bound, immovably to a wooden chair, attired in terry-cotton, nappy, and rubber protective panties, buttoned into satin frocks and petticoats, wearing satin mittens on his bound hands, and satin booties, tied with a neat satin bow, on his feet. SHE was gagged, SHE was blinded, HER baby face, and her golden hair, looked gorgeous, and SHE was Rowan’s to do with, what she wanted. There was so much to do over the next fourteen days, she knew that, but she had already achieved so much, and she allowed herself a moment to comprehend just how well she had done, and to compliment herself.

And then she took out her camera. She was intending keeping a very personal and very complete record of her former husband’s complete transformation into a sissified she-male. Partly because she could use any photos as “leverage” if her new she-male became difficult, but also because this feminization plan had excited her. The more and more she had planned and plotted and the more that items had started to arrive and the more she read about it, the more it all began to make sense to her. She’d never been able to control her errant husband, but now, she had her own little, girl, to bring up properly. And Matilda was going to blossom into a lovely, respectful, lady.

So, she snapped away, at every angle, some full shots, some focussed on the pretty latex face that stared out, unseeing, from the chair. After ten minutes, or so, and thirty or forty good shots, later, she tired of the photo-shoot, and put her camera to one side, ready for the next stage of Matilda’s conversion.

And then, her next job, was to prepare a bottle and bottle-feed her new little baby girl, through those lush, latex lips, from which a few strange utterances were now emitting. This was going to be an amazing, and very educational, fortnight, she thought, as she left Matilda to come to terms with her predicament, and went off to the cottage kitchen, to mix some baby food.

__________________________

The first attempt to feed Matilda was not an outright success story! She seemed to take objection to being bottle-fed, the mushed up, “smoothie” type drink of milk and fruit. Rowan had carefully mixed chopped strawberries, and sliced banana, to a glass of milk, and then introduced it all into a blender and blended it together into a smooth, liquid. Then she’d filled the special baby feeding bottle, with an extra large, silicon teat, that she’d bought two of, and offered the liquid concoction to her bound captive.

Martin had taken the teat, unwillingly, probably unaware of what was happening. But, as soon as the liquid started to flow, he had spat most of it out and Rowan had slapped his leg. She’d tried again, and he had taken some, but then pulled away again. And she had slapped him, again. And so, the process had continued, in fits and starts, until the bib that Matilda was wearing bore more of the liquid breakfast, than had actually been consumed. But, at least, the baby feeding bottle was now empty.

Rowan had cleaned up the mess. Put the bib in the laundry basket, for the “maid” to deal with tomorrow, admonished her little girl for being difficult, and then left her alone, bound to her chair, sat, in utter silence, and staring vacantly, at the reflection she couldn’t see, in the mirror of the neat little dressing table.

Rowan had happily got on with a few jobs, and prepared things for the next day. Around midday, she’d wandered back into the room and stared at her little girl, still in exactly the same position she’d been left in after the abortive breakfast.

Then she’d put away, all the other items of clothing she’d teased her prisoner, with. They joined the other delicious outfits, that now filled the small wardrobe, to bulging, in this room, and also, popped a few with the additional ones that hung alongside Rowan’s own dress collection, in the main bedroom.

Then she went to sit and look again, in some wonder, at the vision of femininity before her, as Matilda fidgeted and jostled a little bit, in her bonds.

Rowan leaned in and said, “It’s almost lunch-time. Now, are you going to take your bottle like a good, little girl, or are you going to go hungry? And after lunch, I shall be checking your nappy, to see if it needs changing.”

The groan from behind the latex face-covering confirmed that Matilda was not going to co-operate too well. Yet! This was always going to be the most difficult day, Rowan had told herself, and she must exercise enormous patience, if she was going to affect such a dramatic transformation. Time was on her side. The next two weeks stretched out before her and she had nothing to do, other than see to her new project.

There was only going to be one outcome . . . of that, Mummy Rowan was sure, and she went to make up the next bottle for the lunch-time feed.


Day 2 - SUNDAY

Rowan was being as gentle as possible, but still the bound, prone, figure, she was treating, stirred, within moments of her starting.

She had carefully lifted Matilda’s satin skirt and underskirts to inspect her project. After removing the terry nappy, Matilda’s third since yesterday, Rowan had been relieved that it was dry. Matilda’s penis was still locked in its white silicon cage and had not disgraced itself, during its long night of imprisonment. Gently, she had cut at the longest of the bush of hairs surrounding her bound husband’s cock and had just started to make some inroads on the growth before her, when Martin stirred. He woke almost immediately and began to groan through his rubber tubing gag, within the latex dolly mask.

Rowan immediately withdrew the sharp scissors, as the tied body bucked slightly, testing the strong bonds that had held it, still and fixed to the tiny single bed, all through her long, unsettled, night.

“Ah! You’re awake,” remarked Rowan casually, “I hope you slept well? I had the best sleep I’ve enjoyed for a long, long time.”

It was clear that Martin had not! He moaned and he groaned, as he tried to affect some movement in his immobilized body.

“Now, I’m trying to do something very important here,” continued Rowan, in her same light-hearted voice, “If you move or thrash about, I’M LIKELY TO CUT YOUR WILLY OFF. So, stay still!” She shouted the pertinent warning, so Martin understood, exactly what, was at stake.

He settled slightly, but still kept up the garbled pleas from behind the all-enveloping latex hood.

Rowan went back to work, first with the sharp scissors, cutting the majority of pubic hair away. Then, she was obliged to remove the cock cage, as she set the electric shaver going and started, in earnest, to clear the small forest before her. This brought more complaints from the sissified captive lying on her “operating table” and forced her to smack his thigh, as a warning shot, to keep still AND quiet.

After several minutes of careful shaving with Martin’s own electric razor, she leant in to her bound dolly and said, “Right! Now, I’m using a proper razor, with a very sharp blade. If you move, I shall nick you and you’ll be covered in blood. Please hold very still.”

That seemed to do the trick and the dolly went deadly quiet, as though holding her breath, for fear of being cut, in her delicate areas.

“There, all done. Perfect.” muttered Rowan as she wiped off the last of the sensitive skin, shaving foam she had employed. “Now, I’m rubbing some depilatory cream in, it’s called “Hair Today, Gone Tomorrow”, all around the area to try and stop any future growth. It may sting, just a little.”

And sting, it did! That was clear from Matilda Doll’s reaction approximately 30 seconds after Rowan had applied a liberal amount to the whole scrotum and groin area. The moans had turned to almost distinguishable squeals, as the heat from the depilatory cream sent Matilda Doll, into a frenzy.

“Oh! Do stop being such a wuss.” shouted Rowan, unconcerned for the discomfort her husband was experiencing. “I’ll wash it off in a minute, just give it time to get into the follicles.”

Right, whilst we wait, to take your mind off it, I’ll tell you about today. In a minute or two, I’ll untie you and I’m going to feed you. Now, this will be the only food you get till you’ve done all of today’s special jobs, so you had better take it. If not, you’ll be starving by the time you eat again. I doubt that will be before 2, or maybe, even as late as 3pm. It depends how good a maid you turn out to be.

When we’ve fed you, I shall take off all these clothes and allow you to shower and toilet yourself. But you’ll jeep the eye-pads on, until I’ve re-dressed you and got you restrained. Then they can come off and I’ll show you the rubber mask you’re wearing, today. I’m not going to even attempt make-up, until you calm down and accustom yourself to your inevitable fate.

Today, you are going to be “Lucy”, my little latex maid. I’ve got that lovely blue latex maid’s dress I showed you yesterday, for you to wear, and I’m going to introduce you to your first corset. I think you’ll love it . . . and it’ll start to give you some proper shape to your body, as well as squeezing in some of that unsightly fat, around your middle. We really are going to have to work at that.

So, once we’ve got you in all your beautiful latex gear, I can show you the jobs you have to do. I’m going to show you how to wash some clothes, and how to handwash this pretty frock. Then we’ll hang them out to dry. Then you can sterilise your cock-cages from the last two days, and the ball-gag you wore. You can hoover and dust around the cottage. We want to keep it tidy, don’t we? Then I’m going to show you how to iron and fold ladies’ clothes, or hang them, properly. And then we’ll do a bit more housework, together. AND THEN, you may eat, if I’ve been satisfied with all your work and with your attitude.

So, it’s Latex Maid Lucy, time, I think. And time to wash off this excess cream and you’re all done, down here.”

And she patted the burning area of flesh with a damp, cold, flannel, before dabbing at it gently with a small, pink, hand towel.

When she had done that, she turned her attention to the myriad of bonds that had kept her husband safe, and herself, at ease, all night.

Soon, she was able to sit her dolly prisoner upright, on the edge of the small, single, bed, and left her there, eyes and face still covered, hands still taped and bound within their satin mitts. She was fairly certain that her prisoner would not be foolish enough to try and escape, from such a disadvantaged position.

She returned a few minutes later with a fourth bottle of warmed up, liquid mush, to feed through the mouthpiece of the complex dolly hood. As the other three feedings had not been an outright success, she feared this one might go the same chaotic way, but she was mightily relieved as a clearly hungry Matilda, lapped down the white liquid from the bottle and drank every, last, drop. Progress indeed!

As the last drops disappeared through the rubber teat, an encouraged Rowan congratulated her dolly. “Sweet little girl, that is so much better than yesterday. Now, if only you could co-operate like that for the whole fortnight, it would make our relationship so much happier. Now, let’s get you out of this lovely dress and we’ll put it with the nappies and the rest of the laundry. And then we can get to work on creating Latex Lucy.”

She stood her little sissy girl up, and twirled her around, so she could unbutton the long line of pearl-like, white buttons from the back of the frilly, frothy, satin dress. Soon, she was able to ease the frock up and over Matilda’s masked head. Then she persuaded Matilda to sit, again, and stooped to undo the big satin bow of each yellow, satin bootee. Each bootee was eased off and Matilda wriggled her toes, relieved to feel them free of their satin prison.

“Right, now the mittens, but your hands remain taped until after your shower. Don’t do anything stupid.”

She undid each little satin bow, at each satin clad wrist, and pulled the bright little satin mitts, off each hand.

Matilda was, once again, naked and at the most liberated, she had been, in the past 24 hours.

Still blinded by the adhesive pads stuck over her already taped eyes, she was, literally, as helpless as a babe, and now relied on Mummy Rowan to steer her to the bathroom and seat her on the toilet. The relief was palpable, as she enjoyed an unrestricted, and almost leisurely, sit on the toilet for a few minutes, as Mummy prepared the shower for her.

Showering was a pleasure also, as Mummy rubbed down her sensitive skin with refreshing warm water and dollops of moisturising shower gel, Rowan’s own, perfumed, variety.

Rowan took particular care around the groin area and checked that she and the razors and the depilatory cream, had done a thorough job. “Hmmmm! That looks just perfect,” she asserted, “We may have to remove all your body hair in time, but we can see how we go. Maybe we’ll just do arms and legs this week, and see how this cream works?”

Then she hummed a little tune as she happily dabbed and swabbed at the naked body presented before her. Halfway through the washing, she took the time to ask Matilda if she was alright. “You see, my little baby girl, isn’t this nice, when you are just calm, and quiet, and Mummy doesn’t need to tell you off? I hope we can enjoy a pleasant day, together. There’s so much I need to teach you, so that you can learn to be a proper little lady and do all those horrible jobs, that some men assume they are too important to do. And, if you’re really good today, Mummy will treat you this afternoon. We’ll do something really nice, together.”

Matilda moaned a low moan from her ungagged mouth. It was a half resigned, but half protesting moan, her feelings were just a little confused, at this moment. She was enjoying the attention in the shower. She was not looking forward to washing and ironing the stack of laundry!

By the time Mummy had patted Matilda dry with the big pink, fluffy towel, again, it was already nearly 9.15am. and Mummy got in a bit of a panic. “We really need to hurry now. There’s so much to do and I can’t feed you again until all the jobs are done.”

“Why not?” protested her charge, the first proper words Matilda had spoken since the latex, dolly-faced, mask, had been removed.

“Well, you’ll see. It’s just not going to be possible. So, we must get a move on. Are you going to help me, or give me problems?”

“Look, Rowan . . .” but Martin was stopped short by a hard slap on his exposed bottom.

“Do not call me Rowan. I am Mummy or Mummy Rowan when you’re my little baby girl. Today, I shall be Mistress Rowan, to your Maid. Please remember to address me properly, and we’ll get along just fine.”

“Mistress Rowan,” Martin started again, after a hesitant pause, “Can we just talk about this. It’s getting out of hand. I really . . .”

But Mistress Rowan put a finger to her captive’s lips. “Ssshhhh! Enough. The only thing getting out of hand, is you. There will be a time when we can talk about it, but not today. Not for the next few days. My mind is made up. You are going to do this, you are going to be my submissive, and you are going to please me. No more macho male from you, Lucy. You are going to be my little submissive, sissy, female. That’s all there is to it. Now open your mouth wide. Mummy has something nice for you.”

Lucy obliged, expecting a morsel of food, even though she had wolfed down the bottle feed, she was still hungry and would welcome a bite to eat.

Almost as soon as she had opened her mouth to receive her surprise she realised she had underestimated her Mistress. She felt the satin panties forced into her mouth and tried to recoil but could not, disabled as she was. She gagged, as the unseen hand pressed each last tiny fragment of the silky smooth, material, between her lips.

“Now, these are mummy’s panties from yesterday. I WAS GOING TO ADD THEM TO YOUR LAUNDRY BUT DECIDED THIS WAS A MUCH BETTER USE FOR THEM.” she said, with some uncharacteristic ferocity, “Now, grip them tight. Taste them. And enjoy. And close those lips tight around them. Do not even think of spitting them out.”

The next second, a large piece of adhesive tape had gone over Lucy’s closed lips, trapping the tiny scented panties, inside. Then a second, and a third, piece of tape, went over the first and Lucy’s lips were well and truly sealed.

“And that’s why we can’t talk about it, today,” said a triumphal Mistress Rowan, “And why I cannot feed you again until all your jobs are done. Now, let’s get you dressed.”

Lucy stood helplessly in the middle of the small bedroom where she had been led. She heard the rustle and bustle as Mistress Rowan prepared her clothes, somewhere off to her right, sorting the garments that would comprise her latex wardrobe for the day. She felt her Mistress brush past her, moving items from one place to another, and then she felt her come close and encircle her body with something that she recognised the smell of. It was latex, she’d spent almost 24 hours breathing into a latex mask, she knew immediately that this was more of the same.

The garment felt stiff against her naked flesh and she listened, in wonderment, as her dresser explained what was happening.

“Now, this is your first introduction to a corset. This is meant to shape you up a bit and disguise some of that flabby flesh you’ve got. We’ll get rid of that with a proper diet and exercise, over the next month or so, but this will keep everything, in place, in the meantime. Now, it’ll feel a little uncomfortable at first because it will hold you firm and improve your posture. Just go with it. It will ease off, as you get more accustomed to it. I’ve got to get these fastenings hooked in at the front, then I can tighten it up for you. Give me your hands.”

Lucy raised her taped up hands, and Mistress Rowan pushed them hard against the top of the corset, she was still affixing to Lucy’s form.

“Do you feel those? Almost like the real thing. Gel boob inserts. To give you a better shape, up top,” she explained, “You don’t need them with your baby clothes, but today you’re going to be an adult. And tomorrow, when you play Slut Debbie. So, I’ve bought these for now. We can probably get some much better breast forms, in the future, but these will look good with your latex and leather corsets. Aren’t you just the luckiest girl?”

Lucy might have disagreed, but she was still coming to terms with her panty gag and moaned, softly, into it.

The tightening of the corset, literally, took poor Lucy’s breath away. She felt Rowan pulling and straining at the back and planted her feet firmly on the ground, so as not to be pulled over. The strong latex corset pulled her in tight and pushed out her false breasts. It hugged her body, like second skin and, as Rowan had warned, it felt none too comfortable. Lucy gasped for breath, as the laces were finally all pulled in, to her Mistress’s satisfaction, and could be tied off.

“There! Already looking so much better. I think you can afford to lose a stone, at least. And this will then fit you perfectly. Now, sit back on the bed.”

Lucy had no choice and allowed herself to be pushed back and down until she was perched on the bed. Her taped hands instinctively felt for the smooth latex garment around her waist and upper torso, until Mistress Rowan brushed them away. “Put your hands down. I’ll see to them, shortly.” she ordered.

Now, two, black, latex stockings, were rolled on, one up each white leg. Rowan had already prepared all the latex and the perfumed talc she had introduced inside each sheath of rubber stocking, helped their smooth travel up, and up, and up, each leg. Soon, each was smoothed right up, almost, to the hairless groin, and then suspenders on the black, latex corset, held each stocking taut, and shiny and smooth.

“Very good. You look lovely. Those breasts really suit you and that’s the first time, in four years, I’ve seen your waist appear so slim and taut. Now, the dress will be coming over your head and down. So, I need you to stand again, and raise your arms.”

The blue latex maid’s dress was a fabulous affair. Sadly, Lucy could not admire it, just yet. She stood, again with no other apparent choice, to receive it and she heard the rustle of the latex as Rowan gathered it up to drop over her head. As the weight of the dress caused it to fall, despite it, naturally, wanting to stick to the latex corset, Lucy both felt, and heard, the unique material, as it fell, earthwards, down her body. At points, it seemed to stick and bunch up, but Lucy’s Mistress teased the latex down and down, until it came to rest, just at knee level, it swirled and brushed against her latex stockings, and she felt her unhampered penis react to the feel of the latex skirts, brushing against it. Was that a slight feeling of arousal, she was experiencing? Surely not? This was a DRESS, a LATEX MAID’S DRESS, for pity’s sake!

As though aware that her husband, and soon-to-be, latex maid, might be feeling a small sense of arousal, Mistress Rowan spoke up. “Do you like it, Lucy?” she asked, “Do you like the feel of the rubber against your skin, and pressing those breasts in tight? Well, don’t get too excited because I’m putting a new cage on you soon. Perhaps I should have done that before the dress? Oh well! Little girls must learn to be patient.”

And she worked quickly to pull the strong rear zip up the back of the amazing latex creation. As the zip pulled up and up, Lucy felt the latex embrace her body ever tighter. She drew breath again, as the force of the latex dress pressed hard against the all-encircling corset and quite took her breath fully away.

Eventually the zip had reached its apex and the round, high collar of the blue maid’s dress pressed against Lucy’s white throat, almost feeling like a throttle around her lily-white neck. She heard the padlock click shut holding the top of the zip in its prison. She was now in this dress, until her Mistress decided otherwise.

The bodice gripped tight and the contrasting black trim around the neck, the bottom of the little latex capped sleeves and around the bodice area, highlighting the breast protrusions, enhanced the look of femininity. The dress had a high waist that pinched in tight, adding to the pressure of the underlying corset and it was made of a full circle of blue latex that swirled out and was held on a twin-layer, of lighter weight, black latex, under-skirting, that held it out a little and gave it some bulk. The black latex underskirts matched exactly the black latex trim on the top half of the dress. It looked stunning, as Lucy was soon to discover for herself.

“OMG,” gasped Mistress Rowan, “If you could just see yourself. Well! You will in a moment. I love it.”

The next items to be retrieved, were the matching blue latex ankle boots with a small, manageable heel, that Lucy’s latex-clad feet were forced into. Each one resisted the latex stocking, setting up a slight friction of latex against latex, and Rowan struggled to get each foot located properly before lacing up the Victorian style latex, calf-length, boot, till each gripped Lucy’s ankles, tight.

And then Lucy felt the cuff being buckled around each calf, just above the top of each boot. She heard a small padlock click shut on the left leg. Then the same on the right. She went to move her feet and realised they were chained together, giving just enough slack for her to take small, hobbled, steps.

“There, we are getting close to being done,” said the same disembodied voice she had become accustomed to, these past 25 hours. “I’m getting your arms into some gloves, then I can cuff those, and I shall take off your eye-pads. You need to be able to see today, so that’s why I’ve got to gag and restrain you.”

The black tape proved difficult to remove from the hands. It had been on them for so long. As it did, eventually, peel away, Lucy flexed her fingers and felt the relief of them being unfettered.

She then felt the same process as with the stockings, as long, black, latex sheaths, were smoothed up each arm. She felt them glide up and was soon to learn that using talcum, to prepare the latex, and allow the clothing to glide on, more easily, was the secret to dressing, in flesh-hugging latex.

She felt her fingers pop out the ends of the long sheathes and was also to discover that her gloves were fingerless, specifically chosen to allow her to do the jobs that were lined up for her. She had movement in her fingers! What a relief! She almost forgot her bizarre plight, as she rejoiced in the freedom to move her hands!

Then the wrist cuffs went on and, again, she sensed the padlocks clicking home, as each cuff was secured to each wrist.

“Right! Now see how much movement you have.” commanded her captor, “You can move your hands up and down and side to side. There’s an 8-inch chain between them, so, like your feet, they are restricted, but you can still use them. Now, listen to me!” and Rowan gripped Lucy’s chin, in her hand, “I shall allow you to be like this so long as you behave. If you do anything bad, or silly, I shall collar you and connect your wrists to your collar, so that you can’t flirt them around. That will be most inconvenient for you, so, I hope, it won’t be necessary. That’s up to you. Now, you can sit and wait, whilst I get ready, and then I’ll take the pads off and show you your face for the day. Don’t try to take them off, or I’ll leave you blinded.”

And Lucy sat there, obediently, running her gloved hands up and down the fabulous latex dress, and feeling just how realistic her gel boobs were, to the touch.

Her Mistress was gone perhaps 10 minutes and Lucy, for the second time that day, was feeling slightly aroused as she ran her fingers up and down her own latex encased body. Then she was rudely awoken from her pleasuring herself, as Rowan said, “I forgot your cage. Silly me. Sit still.”

A blue silicon cage, exactly the same as the previous white one, was soon padlocked safely in place, and any further hopes of sexual relief were abolished, as Lucy’s penis grew accustomed, again, to its silicon confines.

“Right, now these eyes. And then you can see what a simply gorgeous, little, latex maid, you make.”

The pads came off easily. The tape underneath, slightly less so. But, soon, Lucy could stare out and the first thing she saw, was her Mistress stood before her.

Mistress Rowan was sheathed in a red leather dress that hugged her impressive figure tight and descended to knee level in a tight skirt that accentuated her bottom and would mean her taking diminutive, wiggly steps, as she walked. Her hands and arms were sheathed, right up to the shoulders, in red leather sheaths, that, like Lucy’s gloves, were fingerless, allowing her to manipulate whatever, with her hands. On her feet, she wore pert little, red, leather, ankle boots, that matched the rest of her ensemble entirely. She looked a vision of loveliness, as well as, of dominance.

“Just a little something I brought for myself, with your money, of course. I love it. Do you?”

Lucy gulped. And she nodded. Yes, she liked it very much and she felt a stirring below that would, unfortunately, be stopped short!

“I’ve got two more leather dresses, like this. You’ll see my green one tomorrow and a black one, the next day. It feels so good against my bare flesh. And, I’ll let you into a secret, I’m not wearing any panties! You can think about that, whilst I’m so unattainable to you! Just imagine what you’re missing!”

Lucy gulped again. She was, unwittingly, being drawn into this game.

“And, da-da! This is your face for the day,” Mistress Rowan uttered, excitedly, as she reached for the latex hood, which she had left ready, on the dressing table. “It’s latex, like your other one, but no mouth here, you see. Just a pair of luscious red lips. And look at the effect they’ve created with the latex here. This looks like black hair and your eyes are ringed in black and there’s this black V of latex down from the forehead. It really is spectacular. And, in a bizarre way, they’ve captured the female face, perfectly. I think, with the little latex maid’s cap, this will be just perfect, so I probably won’t bother with a wig today. We can see, what it looks like. Head down, please.”

And Latex Lucy obliged and lowered her head, as her Mistress fiddled and fussed to bring the all-enveloping hood down over her downturned brow.

It was soon zipped into place and Rowan stood back to take it all in, before returning and locating a small, black and white, latex maid’s cap, on top of the face-fitting, latex hood. “Yes,” she asserted, “I think a wig would spoil the appearance. Come with me and you can see yourself in the full-length mirror next door. I’m happy with the look. I think you will be.”

She took her captive’s chained hands and gently led her from her small cell, into the master bedroom, which, Rowan informed her, was now the Mistress-Bedroom! She marched her, in tiny, hobbled steps, to the long mirror, in the door of the fitted wardrobe, and stood her facing the curious image she now espied.

Barely an inch of flesh showed under the covering of tight, gripping latex. Just a flash of upper arm where the gloves almost met the sleeves of the dress. And, again, four white finger ends, and one thumb end, on each hand, protruded from the end of each long, black, latex, sheath, and showed up well, against all the blue and black of the latex that enveloped her body.

Her pretty latex face, was a subtle blend of pink and white fleshy areas, heavily “made-up” with black latex around each eye and with rich, red, plump, rubber lips. A neat, little, black and white, maid’s cap, sat perched atop the black latex “hair” of the mask, and Lucy could see the bulge under the lips where her own mouth bulged out, as it firmly gripped the satin panties, taped inside, and she could see the blue of her own eyes under the blue latex eyes of the mask. She looked both astonishingly bizarre and astonishingly female, at one and the same time. She was quite taken aback at the shape the corset had achieved, turning her male physique into a decent resemblance of a female and the exquisite dress, gripping her so tight and yet appearing so feminine, and so fussy!

She was impressed, though tried not to show it. Her Mistress had planned this to the last detail and, all credit to her, she was certainly achieving a remarkable transformation.

______________________

The jobs that were lined up for Maid Lucy, were, however, not to her liking!

Rowan had deliberately brought several items of her own, from home, to be laundered, in the washing machine, as well as the three nappies from the previous day, the feeding bibs, and the satin dress and mittens and booties, that were all to be gently handwashed.

Lucy was shown how to load the washing machine and which setting to use. Then she was taken to the bathroom and with a very delicate liquid wash, she hand-washed, and rinsed, the satin items. By the time she had done that, the first lot of washing was ready to hang out and a second, more delicate cycle was set going for her Mistress’s underwear items.

Now, a hobbling Maid Lucy, was led out, into the bright sunshine, to hang the nappies and bibs, and the satin apparel, out to dry. This was the first daylight she had seen in two full days and the first time ever she had seen the cottage garden. It was a small, rectangular plot with formal lawn and some flowery borders. But it was completely surrounded by open fields and slight, undulating hills. There appeared to be no near neighbours whatsoever, and Mistress assured the Maid, that the garden was entirely private.

“We could do whatever we wanted out here,” she remarked casually, “And no-one would ever know!”

Those words were to resonate with Lucy again, in the near future, when some very uncommon behaviour was going to be displayed, in this most private of gardens.

The pair retreated to the cottage, when the last satin bootee had been hung out. Now, attention turned to a number of personal items that needed to be cleansed.

“Right, start with this. And handle it very carefully. It has to last you a long time.” Mistress Rowan instructed, handing her maid the latex dolly-girl, hood, she had worn all the previous day and night. Lucy was directed to wash it gently with warm soapy water, inside and out, and leave it to dry. “Now, this is sterilising fluid. You need to clean the two cock-cages, we’ve used, and the rubber ball-gag. Separately, of course! Then I want you to sterilise these three items, as well.” The commands were coming fast and furious, and Lucy was kept busy, impeded, as she was, by her chained hands. She turned to take the next items, and Lucy’s eyes opened wide as she was presented with the next objects.

One was a rubber gag, with a very weird mouth-piece, that Lucy couldn’t quite figure out. It looked like a broad rubber strap, or panel, that went over the mouth but had rubber lips protruding from it and an inverted mouthpiece that the wearer would be forced to take in the mouth and would form a semi-rigid little prison for the wearer’s tongue, and a resting platform for two lines of front teeth, a bit like a gum-shield, as worn by rugby players. Lucy looked at it with intense curiosity, before being jolted back to the task in hand. “We don’t have all day, girl.” A sharp smack resounded off the latex dress, as Rowan smacked her, once, hard, on her rump.

The other two items were both butt plugs, or vibrators, of some description, one looked almost round and kind of egg-shaped, but a large egg! The other was shaped almost like a big, black, rubber penis, with a protrusion at the base end. Lucy recognised both, immediately, although had never resorted to using any such item. She wasn’t certain of the intentions behind these two.

Once all the rubber, and silicon, items were thoroughly cleaned. Lucy was shown how to spray the broad rubber band to the weird gag, and polish it up until the familiar, shiny, black, glossy, rubber look, was attained.

“You’ll need to polish your dress and your corset, like this, the next time we have a work day, so practice on this!” and she handed her a short latex circular, skater, skirt, that was clearly part of another costume, intended for another day. “And then, do the same to your baby face-mask, as soon as its dried.” barked her Mistress.

Then the second wash was ready and they transported this to the garden again, where Rowan watched, as Maid Lucy hung out each pair of panties, each fancy bra and the odd, little, sexy, satin slip, Rowan seemed to have selected all her sexiest under-garments for this occasion and Lucy remembered them from happier times, and handled them, fondly, as she hung each out to dry.

They tested the satin items and Lucy was told to bring them inside, as they needed to be slightly damp to be ironed, very carefully, on a low heat setting. And that was her next chore.

Then she was handed a feather duster and dusted around all the shelves and the furniture, before the hoover was brought out, and Mistress Rowan watched and goaded, as Lucy ran a hoover over the entire floor of the cottage, two bedrooms, bathroom, lounge and small, kitchen diner.

By now, the major wash was drying nicely, and Lucy and Mistress retrieved several items and Lucy was shown how to iron these, then watched closely, as she imitated her Mistress, before the next dry lot was brought in and the same procedure followed.

Finally, after four, or more, hours, of intense labour, Lucy was congratulated and told her work, for the day, was finished.

“Now, every third day, we’ll do the same, washing, cleaning any personal items, ironing, and dusting and hoovering. Tonight, I’m going to cook a meal and you are going to help. And, by the end of this holiday, you’ll be as proficient a little maid, as I could hope for.” Mistress Rowan had said. And then, she had promised that Lucy could rest, a while, and food would be served, just as quickly as possible.

“Go and toilet yourself,” she urged, “And sitting, remember, like a lady.” And Latex Lucy hobbled off, dragging the chain between her two ankles behind her, as she took mincing little steps and tried to cope with the three-inch heels of the latex boots.

She returned to the kitchen diner, 6 minutes later and was told to sit in the same chair she had been fed from the previous day. She fully expected to be bound to it again and sat, compliantly, to watch her Mistress preparing a plate of sandwiches.

When ready, Rowan brought the plate over and set it in the middle of the table. She also brought two small glasses and a bottle of white wine, freshly chilled, from the fridge.

“Okay, you have been very good today, Lucy,” she praised, as she set the glasses and wine down, “So, I’ll trust you to feed yourself. I need to take the hood off . . and that gag. Will you behave?”

Lucy nodded in the affirmative, she was hungry, she was tired, she was glad to take the weight off her feet. Heels were something she had to get accustomed to wearing.

Her Mistress, slowly unzipped the latex hood, and removed it, along with the little maid’s cap, Lucy had skilfully kept perched on her hooded head, all morning. She shook her head, as the hood was finally removed and stared again, in awe, at the figure of her wife, in the tight red leather dress and fingerless gloves.

Rowan forgot herself, for just a moment, as she gently stroked Lucy’s taped up face and ran her fingers, over the tape gagging. Both stared at the other, for signs of affection, but there were none from Rowan, only a steel resolve to see this project through and reform, and transform, her wayward husband.

Rowan picked at the ends of the first layer of adhesive tape and carefully removed it. The second followed easily. The third, and final piece was more resistant, stuck, as it was, to Lucy’s bare flesh. Rowan picked at it and gently eased it away as Lucy closed her eyes, expecting it to hurt. In fact, her Mistress was so gentle, she felt no real pain, and both sighed a sigh of relief, as the last edge fell away. Lucy opened her mouth wide and the hint of a pair of red satin briefs, appeared at the corner. Between them they dislodged the tiny briefs from the bulging mouth and Lucy licked her lips, in relief.

“Thank you,” she said, in a dry, hoarse, voice. “Mistress!” she hastily added, as she saw Rowan go to raise her leather-gloved arm.

“Good, you remembered your place.” said Rowan, “Now, eat!” and she poured two small glasses from the wine bottle and placed one before a ravenous Lucy, who, still chained at hand and at feet, tucked into her first, delicious, and gratefully received, sandwich.

A second and third sandwich disappeared the same way, before Mistress Rowan had eaten her first. Then a fourth sandwich and an entire glass of wine were both devoured, with no regard to table manners.

“I can see I’m going to have to give you some lessons on a lady’s table etiquette, too!” joked Mistress Rowan, and both laughed. And Lucy calmed down a little as the welcome food, sated her appetite.

A second glass of wine was permitted, and Lucy drank this more delicately, displaying a certain feminine, manner, as she sipped at the pale nectar.

And then, she was done and watched, in wonder, as her ever-so-sexy Mistress, nibbled at her second sandwich and sipped at her own glass.

“I hope I pleased you, Mistress,” muttered Lucy, in a low voice, “I wanted you to be happy with me.”

“And I am, Lucy. I’m very happy. I think we’re making progress, today. And it’s only Day 2. I think you worked very well this morning and we got through all your tasks quicker than I expected, and that’s why I am going to change you and move you on to the next stage of your training.”

And Rowan’s defences were down. She foolishly thought that her husband had seen the error of his ways and might play along with her plans for transformation. She was wrong! Badly wrong!

She approached Lucy, sat demurely in her chains, and cuffs, and instructed her to raise her chained hands, as she retrieved the small padlock’s key from its hiding place, in a jar, on the kitchen work surface and leant in to unlock both tiny padlocks holding the cuffs to Lucy’s wrists, she made a big error of judgement. She uncuffed both wrists, one after the other, freeing Lucy from her arm chains, although still hobbled at her ankles.

Lucy saw this as her best opportunity to attempt an escape and bolted up from her seat, quite taking Rowan by surprise. She grabbed Rowan’s arms and wrested the key from her grasp, and, still holding the leather-clad Mistress with one arm, attempted to unlock the first padlock from her ankles. The key did not fit. Lucy flew into a rage.

“Where’s the key for these, you stupid b***h?” she blurted, “I’ve had enough of your crazy games. This ends now!” And Lucy shook Rowan hard, as if that, might get the required answer. Rowan just laughed in Lucy’s face. “I’m not telling you. You’ll have to find it. And the door keys. And the car keys. They’re all in different places. You’ll never find them all. And you’ll never drive in those boots. And you’re going to look well, dressed like that, telling the police your wife has been abusing you!”

Lucy, or Martin, as he now was, saw the predicament facing her/him, and went to raise his/her fist to hit Rowan and get some sense of revenge. The blow never came, as he thought better of it, and, instead, threw her to one side. She clattered to the floor and caught her temple on the dining table, as she stumbled.

Lucy left Rowan there and hobbled to the kitchen drawers, opening each and fumbling through their contents, in a desperate search for several different keys. Any keys!

Meanwhile, a dazed Rowan was picking herself up from the floor, slowly, as she realised the need to get Lucy restrained, again.

No keys were forthcoming, and Lucy turned, in desperation, just as a still fuddled, Rowan, had picked the near empty wine bottle up from the table, to defend herself against her rampaging husband.

Lucy saw her coming and blocked the bottle from her raised hand. As she did, her legs became entangled in the medium length chain that still connected her two booted, latex-clad, ankles. Lucy stumbled to the floor, catching her head on the granite work surface, as she fell, and compounding this by catching an open drawer, as she went down.

Then all went silent. Rowan was in shock, as she realised Lucy, or Martin, had knocked themselves out. She put down the wine-bottle weapon and fell back to her knees to see what damage Lucy had caused herself.

There seemed no obvious wound, but she was out, for the count. Rowan lifted her head and checked underneath. No blood. No open wound there either. But a mark where she had hit her head, told Rowan she would soon come around.

Rowan ran to the bedroom and picked up the metal handcuffs from beside the four-poster. She hurried back to the kitchen diner and quickly took Lucy’s latex-gloved hands behind her and cuffed them safely together.

She then heaved at the prone figure and half dragged, and half carried it, to the smaller of the two bedrooms. She heaved, and she hauled, as Lucy began, slowly, to come around.

With one last mighty heave, Rowan forced the unconscious figure up onto the single bed and quickly retrieved some lengths of rope, as Lucy made some incoherent noises, telling her she was recovering.

Rowan worked fast now, anxious to secure her captive back to the bed, before Lucy fully regained her senses and fought back. She looped two ropes around the stout wooden headpost of the single bed and tested that she had them properly secure. Then she unlocked the first handcuff and took Lucy’s left arm up, to meet the first of the two prepared ropes. She swiftly tied the gloved arm, around and around, until satisfied it was securely fixed to the top, left, corner of the headpost. Then she fished for the right arm and took that to the right rope and did the same tying job, before releasing the second metal cuff.

Then she got two more ropes and quickly spread-eagled her recovering latex maid, tying each booted, and latex-stockinged, leg, to the bottom posts of the bed.

Lucy now blinked and opened her eyes, as the last leg rope was being tied off. She jerked, and she bucked as she realised she was, once more, at Rowan’s mercy.

“Let me go, b***h!” she shouted, with pure venom in her voice, “Untie me now or I’ll kill you.”

Rowan exited the room and returned, seconds later, with the satin panties and the roll of adhesive tape and a pair of scissors. She forced the silky pants into the offending mouth of her captive and quickly cut off one length of tape and pressed it, firmly, to Lucy’s lips. A second, longer, piece, sealed over the first, and a now silenced Lucy pulled and jerked at her bonds, trying to get free, but the ropework was too clever, and she was caught, held fast to her bed.

“Well, there doesn’t appear to be any lasting damage to you,” muttered a relieved Rowan, giving herself just a moment or two to regain her composure. “That was such a stupid thing to do. You could have really hurt me . . . and yourself,” she added, after calming herself, slightly. “Now, I’m going to check you properly. So, lie still. If you’ve got a cut or a bruise, I’ll treat it.”

And Lucy understood the sense of this and stopped her struggling. She lay calmly, but her eyes full of hate, and loathing, as Rowan gave her face and head, a thorough examination.

“Well, you seem okay. There might be a little bruise to your head, but I’ll get you some ice and a flannel. Now lay still and calm down. You can’t get away.” Rowan urged her newly secured captive.

Rowan dabbed at Lucy’s head with an ice-packed flannel and held it on the small bump that had now appeared to the left of her forehead, talking all the while, “And I thought we were getting somewhere,” she uttered, “I truly thought you were coming to terms with your new self. You were so good this morning, and now, we’re right back to square one. I’m not going to make the same mistake again I can tell you. And you are going to be severely punished for trying to escape. I told you. I urged you to behave. But it’s still the same old aggressive, macho Martin, isn’t it? Well, we’ll see who wins this battle of wills, my young lady. We’ll see! Or, should I say, you’ll see!” And she prodded her captive in the cheek and then ran her leather-gloved hand over the taped lips.

“I’ll give you a little time to recover, and then we’ll see what we can do to reform you, and impress upon you, the very severe, and uncomfortable consequences of misbehaving.” And she then sat in silence, as she clamped the cold compress to a still, and now worried, Latex Lucy, who wondered just how severe her ensuing, and imminent, punishment, was going to be.

After holding the ice-pack to the lump for a good 10 minutes, Rowan was satisfied that the swelling was going down and that Lucy had no other injuries, or ill-effects, from her knock. She cleaned away the flannel and ice, checked the bruise one last time, and then left Lucy, alone, with her thoughts.

Rowan was gone for a full 20 minutes. For the first 5 to 10 of those minutes, Lucy tested the strength of the ropes holding her, every few seconds. It was clear that Rowan had practised her rope-craft and the cords were too well tied to shake loose. After her wasted efforts to test them, Lucy finally succumbed and lay back, conserving her strength.

Rowan returned by the time the clock in the adjacent lounge was striking 3.00pm. She carried an ominous-looking black bag, obviously filled with something weighty.

“Right,” she announced, placing the bag, by the bed, “Let’s look at you again.” And she carefully felt around the bump and for any other signs of injury. “How are you feeling?” she asked, sitting down beside her bound maid.

Lucy nodded that she was okay, but not enjoying the gag.

“Oh! That gag bothering you? . . .  Only temporary, I assure you. Now, let’s dab some of this on those eyes. She reached down to the bag and took a small tube of moisturising lotion from the top of the pile of “what-evers”, she had loaded into the bulky bag.

She carefully dabbed each of Lucy’s eye-lids with the soothing lotion as Lucy obligingly, closed each eye, in turn.

Then Rowan replaced the tube in the bag and took out a roll of white tape and a pair of scissors. “Microporous tape,” she explained, “It sticks on easily but is non-irritable, for sensitive skin. And it peels off easily without taking any skin with it. Close your right eye, please.”

Lucy knew what was coming and refused to close either eye. Rowan asked again, a little more irritably. Lucy refused. The black, leather, riding crop, appeared from the bag and Rowan brought it down hard on the bed sheets, but narrowly missed Lucy’s recoiling body.

“I won’t miss next time. Close your right eye. NOW!”

Lucy complied.

The first length of tape went across, left to right, the second crossed it diagonally, and a third length crossed diagonally in the opposite direction.

“Good. Now your left eye.”

The battle was lost, and Lucy knew it. She shut her left eye. Tight.

Three further pieces of microporous tape secured that closure.

“Now I’m keeping you blinded for the next 48 hours,” a voice said, “It’s the only way I can be sure to keep you safe. And myself safe, as well, of course. It’s your own fault. So, to make sure your eyes are properly sealed, I’m going to put two of those oval eye-pads over the tape. I’ll check them tomorrow to see it’s not causing you too much discomfort. You just lie back and let me look after you.”

The voice abruptly stopped, and, in the silence, Lucy heard a fumbling beside her. Then she felt the first of the two soft oval pads, pressing against her already sealed eye-lid. Then the other. And the job was done, all light was effectively distinguished. Lucy was back in her dark, dark, baby world.

She groaned into her taped mouth gag, wondering what was in store.

She heard a lot of commotion and then felt each foam ear-plug being carefully inserted, into each of her ears. Then all further sound was muffled. She was aware of movement. She assumed Rowan was digging into her supplies for more resources, but the sound was distant, and her world was eerily quiet, and dark. She was completely at the mercy of her deranged Mistress.

Rowan, meanwhile, had taken a pair of rubber incontinence panties from the bag and was placing them at the foot of the bed, whilst she untied the first of the two legs presented there.

Then the rubber panties were being rolled up the legs and all Lucy could do was try to help by lifting her bum off the bed, as best she could. After a mammoth battle of four or five minutes, the rubber pants were encasing Lucy’s groin and her already caged penis, in its blue silicon prison.

Then she felt her two legs, still enveloped in latex stockings and still booted in blue latex ankle boots, being pressed together. A short leather strap made short work of this first stage of her ensuing strict bondage and, very quickly, her two ankles were strapped tight together.

Then she felt her conjoined legs, lifted, slightly, and something pushed under them. It was an opened-out, leather, leg harness. A sheath of leather, which had been unlaced and opened out and slid under the two legs. Once centrally positioned, Rowan began the task of re-lacing the strong black cord, through each of the small metal, D-rings, going up each outer edge of the flattened out, piece of leather. As the first lace went through the right-side ring, Rowan crossed it over and passed it through the matching left ring. This pulled the lower edges of leather together. Now she crossed it back to the next right-hand D-ring and the other end criss-crossed over to the left. Gradually, she brought the leather casing together to form a strong and sturdy sheath of leather that encased both of Lucy’s legs and held them firm together. As the lacing continued, Lucy was alarmed to feel the strength of the leather that was binding her legs, from just above the tight, ankle strap, to way above her knee. As her legs were melded together, it was clear that metal stays reinforced the leather lengthwise and would, eventually, mean her two legs were held fast, and straight, unable to bend at the knee.

The lacing continued for another, several, minutes, as it was, clearly, quite elaborate, but, eventually, it was done, and Rowan heaved at the ends of the lace to bring the last top edge of sheath together and Lucy’s legs were held, immobilized, within the metal and leather sheath.

As Rowan looked at her handiwork, she nodded, satisfied that this was a very effective way to punish her maid for her earlier misdemeanour. The sheath was neatly laced, criss-cross, all the way up the centre and Lucy’s two legs were, now, effectively, held together, as one, long, straight, column.

On the outer edge of the now laced sheath, there were four larger metal D-rings, equally spaced, on each side. Rowan fished in her hold-all bag, and emerged with two lengths of black rope. She took the first and proceeded to thread it, through the first, lower D-ring, on the right side, the side nearest to her. Then she took the threaded end and lashed it tight to the footpost of the bed.

Now she pulled hard on the loose end of rope and took it to the right-hand side frame of the bed and passed it under and back over the metal bed-frame. Then the end went through the next D-ring and back to the bed edge. Under and over the metal frame, back to the third D-ring. Under and over the metal bed-frame and back to the fourth and last D-ring. Then back to the bed-frame for the final time and there it was tied off.

Now, Lucy’s leather-sheathed leg column was held by four lashes of the rope, back and forth, between the D-rings and the edge of the bed.

Rowan quickly moved to the other side of the bed, which she had, in her earlier preparations, pulled away from the wall, slightly, to facilitate movement around it. She started again at the bottom, outer, D-ring and took that end of the rope through the ring and to the foot of the bed. Then she heaved and pulled until the rope was taut and Lucy’s legs were dead central to the bed, and passed it under, and then over, the metal edge. Back to the second ring. Back to the bed edge. Back to the 3rd ring. Back to the bed edge. And finally, through the last, fourth, D-ring and back to the bed edge, where it was given a last hard tug, before being secured and the leg end of the strict bondage procedure, was complete.

Lucy’s legs were now held rigid in their leather sheath and fixed firmly in a neat line down the centre of the narrow bed, with ropes that crossed back and forth to the bed edge and held the column of encased flesh, fast and central.

Rowan needed a short “breather”, after her exertions, and disappeared off to get a small, but very full, glass of wine, which she brought back and set on the dressing table, having taken a large slurp.

Then she retrieved the first of the two strengthened arm sheaths from the bag of tricks she had assembled.

She lay it along Lucy’s still right side and weighed up where it would be best placed. Then she took a second sheath and laid it, symmetrically, the other side of Lucy’s prone body.

Each of these was already laced up, but had been loosened slightly, so they could be slipped up the length of each arm easily, and then tightened and would hold that arm rigid in its metal reinforced tube of leather. Further, large D-rings, were spaced up each outer, and inner, edge, of each sheath.

Rowan had decided she would encase each arm, latex gloves, and all, within the sheaths and then lay them, straight, by Lucy’s side, and rope each one, by their outer D-rings, to the corresponding side of the bed frame, and then tie more rope across Lucy’s body, binding each to each other, by way of the inner D-rings. She took another slurp of wine before beginning the complex procedure, knowing that Lucy might try to struggle, as each arm was released from its securing rope, holding it to the head-post of the convenient bondage bed.

Certain that she knew exactly what she was doing and working as quickly as possible, she took each arm, in turn and, releasing it from its rope, sheathed it, within its rigid, leather, tube. The first arm sheathed and then roped, in much the same manner as the legs, without too much struggle from the now defeated Lucy, convinced Rowan that the wine was helping, so she took another draft, before repeating the procedure with the left arm.

Now, as she looked at Lucy’s helpless, latex-clad form, before her, she felt almost sorry for her husband. But she knew she had to remain resolute. He’d had all the chances she was prepared to give. This was necessary, and it was the right thing to do, so she set to, to complete her task. It was now an easy job to criss-cross a third cord across Lucy’s inert torso, and bind each sheath to its companion, by way of the inner D-rings.

Once completed, rubber-clad Lucy was held, totally immobilised, within her cocoon of leather and lacings, and her web of trusty, black rope. She was going nowhere. And not for a long time!

The final items were lifted from the bag and then the near empty bag pushed away, as Rowan fondly examined the latex hood and its intricate mouthpiece, and the mid-length, black, female wig of hair, that she held.

The mask was the third of the three face masks that she had purchased. One was deliberately doll-like, for Matilda’s baby-doll days. The second had a sealed mouth, for Lucy’s latex-, or pvc-maid days. No talking allowed whilst there was important work to do!

This third mask, had all the features of a bizarre human female face and also an open mouth to allow talking, but, alongside it, was a rubber mouth piece that press-studded to the actual mask and could be inserted into an open, and accepting, pair of lips, to entirely cease any possibility of speech, but equipped with a gagging, silencing, feeding tube, which would allow passage of liquid food, or water, to the wearer. Breathing was enabled through the two adequate nostril holes, and sight was possible, through the small, but sufficient perforated openings in the blue, and heavily lined and painted eyes, of the elaborate mask. Further press studs, either side of the eye perforations, allowed a blinding panel of latex to cut off all sight, but, as Lucy was already blinded by the microporous tape and the eye pads, Rowan set the latex blindfold to one side. Perhaps she would install it overnight, whilst her Lucy tried to sleep?

Of course, under this particular, female, face, Lucy would not, normally, be blinded, the way she was going to be today. The early installation of this third mask, with its strict gagging procedure, had not been part of Rowan’s initial masterplan. This mask was being reserved for Slutty Debbie and her sexy leather days, and now, this silly escape bid had set the whole timetable askew, by at least, one full day. Maybe, even, two days.

Tomorrow, Rowan had now decided, we would go back to Baby-doll clothes. She had given it some thought and had reasoned that her captive would be much easier to handle, and feed, as a bound and blinded, baby girl. The next day after that, a whole 24-hours late, would have to be set aside for the first appearance of the delectable, Leather Slut Debbie!

Rowan hated to have to change her plans . . . but, needs must! She’d just have to be adaptable . . . and patient!

She unzipped the latex hood and positioned it above Lucy’s still head. She took one last look at the eyes of her prisoner, sealed shut and taped closed, under the soft, oval, adhesive pads, then she carefully removed the two pieces of tape silencing her prisoner’s lips, and cast these aside. She teased out the satin panties that had kept Lucy quiet during her binding ordeal and she tossed them aside. Then she drew the latex mask, down and down, concealing Lucy’s face, for the next, countless, hours.

Lucy reacted, as she felt the mouth tape removed. She pleaded for release, as the latex slipped down over her face and she felt the familiar material cling to her features. But Rowan was now, entirely single-minded, as she drew the latex hood, down and down, gradually concealing every last vestige of human flesh, and reducing Lucy’s pleas, to a muffled moaning.

She fumbled under Lucy’s head to zip the mask tight and managed this, with some difficulty. Eventually, her lovely latex maid was enveloped in the clinging mask and her cries for help had ceased as she realised the futility. Once zipped in place, the hood was to remain there for a long time, and Lucy knew she was completely vanquished.

The final job was to insert the intricate, silencing, rubber gag and mouthpiece, press it to its sturdy, popper fastenings, and then introduce the black female wig. Both these operations took no time, at all.

Now, Lucy was completely restrained and lay there, still and helpless, in her own motionless, and silent, and darkened world, even any small sound, almost completely muffled by the joint action of the foam plugs in her ears, and the encasing latex mask, holding everything in place.

She was a lost soul and Rowan allowed herself a congratulatory last slurp from the emptying wine glass before going to re-fill it, and then returning, to sit quietly on the bed, beside her captive latex dolly, gently stroking the lovely blue latex dress and feeling the false, latex-covered, boobs, slip under her own leather, gloved, fingers.

Soon, she would leave Lucy in peace and go about her other business, maybe even change into something a little less risqué, leave her prisoner to brew, for a while, and go out for a little shopping trip? Treat herself, to a new dress, maybe? Treat her new, she-male, friend, to something slinky and sexy, perhaps, for a future time together?

But, just for now, she wanted to enjoy the moment, and she looked lovingly at her new, entirely silent, and entirely still, female friend, so completely at her mercy. She was going to enjoy this holiday, as never before. And the future, together, looked bright, possibly for the first time, in 2 or more years.

“A brighter future! I’ll drink to that, to a brighter future!” Rowan thought to herself, as she leant in to kiss her latex doll, on her rubber-filled, and gagged, latex lips.

The look, and the feel, of ultimate power over another human, as she surveyed the scene, thrilled her, beyond measure, and she was more determined than ever, that she was going to see this strange, but exciting, project, through to its planned conclusion.

Life with Martin was forever ended. Life with Matilda, or Lucy, or Debbie, or whatever name they decided on, was just beginning.

And Mistress Rowan, and Mummy Rowan, were both looking forward to the challenges ahead . . . enormously.


Day 3 – MONDAY 3pm.

Twenty-four hours, three forced feeds, and one night of troubled sleep later, and Rowan was ready to release her latex prisoner from her leather, and steel restraints and her rope bonds.

“Have you learned your lesson, Lucy? HAVE YOU?” she shouted into Lucy’s right ear, aware that her hearing was limited. “Because, if not, you can stay like this for another 24 hours. But we’ve already now wasted one whole day of our training period. I shall be very, very, angry, if there is any more nonsense. Understand?” Rowan had adopted her strictest Mistress Rowan voice to show her Latex Lucy, she meant business. It seemed to do the trick.

Lucy moved her hooded head in a small, but significant, nod, to register that she understood the consequences, if she tried any further escape bid. The past 24 hours had been the worst that Martin Cooper had ever experienced in his entire life of 32 years. He ached, he hurt, his pride was completely vanquished, and he was now just wanting relief from his predicament.

“Good. So long as we understand each other, completely? This is your new life, Lucy. So, just resign yourself to it and we’ll get along fine. I shall release you. And I am going to give you a full, free hour to relax and regain your strength. Then we shall continue with your training. Today, you’re going to be my baby doll, for the whole of the rest of the day. I think we’ll call you Belinda, today. I’m still trying to settle on a name that suits all three characters, that you are going to play. It’s difficult, I may just have to settle for three different names! We’ll just keep trying out different ones, all the time we’re here. Then we can christen you properly.

And tomorrow, it will be more of the same, another full baby day, where you’ll be completely reliant on me. This wasn’t what I’d planned, but you’ve caused this problem. I can’t trust you to behave without restraining you, so I’m keeping those pads on your eyes for the next two days, to see if that calms you down. I’ll keep you masked and gagged too, if needs be. Until you learn there is a right way and a wrong way to conduct yourself.

I shall wash and toilet you, in a little while, after you’ve rested, and then I shall transfer you into your pink, satin frock. Then we can take you to the kitchen and feed you, in your feeding chair, and you can have a nice, relaxed day of rest. But, of course, I shall have to keep you restrained because, as you’ve demonstrated, I just can’t trust you to behave yourself, properly. Yet!

Tomorrow, you’ll be back in the yellow satin, you’ve so neatly cleaned and pressed. And you’ll be under my very watchful eye, all day. So, if you’re keeping up with me, you’ll understand that’ll be a whole 48 hours from now, till you see the light of day, my girl. And let this be a lesson to you. Mummy rules, in this house, from now on. And naughty little girls will be seen and not heard, mark my words.

So, prepare for an uncomfortable 48 hours, you’ve made me very angry and Mummy doesn’t like being angry. And she doesn’t like her plans being upset.  So, we start right back at basics, today and tomorrow.

Then, when you understand how serious I am, about this business, we can go back to our original training schedule and I shall transform you into my little leather doll, Slutty Debbie. Isn’t that appropriate?  I hope you think of that cheap little witch secretary of yours, while I’m dressing you in your sexy, little, leather skirt, and your ultra-high, thigh boots!

Then, we’ll do some simple training, getting you to walk in high heels, and to sashay your body a little provocatively, just like your secretary, Debbie, used to do, for you, in the office, I imagine. And, if you do well at that, I’m taking you out into the garden for some fresh air and a nice picnic, I’ve planned. I went shopping yesterday, and again, this morning, whilst you were learning your lesson. I’ve got a few extra bits of equipment I thought we needed and then I bought food for the next few days, and I’ve got some nice bubbles chilling, as well as some white wine, and some little picnic nibbles, we can enjoy. Would you like that?”

Again, another tiny, but significantly compliant nod, came from the rubber encased figure, lying prone, before the generous-sounding, Mistress.

“Good. Well, that’ll be something for you to look forward to, but there’s a lot of work to do, before then. Now, all this latex, except the hood, of course, is coming off you and, one of your first jobs next time you are my PVC Maid, will be to clean and re-polish all this lovely, sexy, latex, that you’ve worn all night, so it’s ready for you to wear again. So, relax and leave me to do all the hard work, for now, why don’t you?”

And Rowan set to work, to release poor Lucy from her stringent bonds. The stiff, leather, leg sheath, came off first, and the tight leather strap that had held the booted ankles so securely, together.

Then, as Lucy tried to flex her leg muscles, to some obvious discomfort, Rowan set to work, releasing the myriad of cords, that had held her sheathed arms, tight at her sides, and immobilised, for 24 long, cruel, hours.

Soon, Rowan was rubbing the tired, and cramped, muscles, in each arm, to get the blood circulating properly and get some feeling back into the aching limbs. And talking to her little baby girl, in soothing, Mummy-like tones. “There, there. Mummy doesn’t want to shout at you, and she doesn’t want to hurt you. She wants us to be happy. But we can’t be happy together until you do exactly as Mummy says, can we?”

The mask remained in place, and under it, the eye-pads obliterated all sight from the taped eyes. The awful gag that filled Lucy’s mouth would stay for now, as well. Through her plugged ears, Lucy could hear her Mummy’s voice and it enlivened her world which had been so dark, and so silent, for such a long time.

Rowan had made it clear, that the eye-pads, and ear-plugs, would remain for another full 48 hours, at least, until the Mistress was assured that the Maid would behave. It was going to make today, and tomorrow’s, handling of Belinda, much easier. She was unlikely to cause any real bother to her Mummy, if blinded. But it would make Wednesday morning’s Deportment Training much more difficult, her thigh-booted dolly, being unsighted, but that was the price Slutty Leather Debbie would have to pay, for Lucy’s indiscretions.

Soon, the last of the stringent bonds was released and Latex Lucy was a free, unbounded, spirit, almost.

She lay there, breathing heavily, as she flexed her unrestrained muscles and tried to breathe some life back into her shattered, latex-covered body.

Rowan left her, alone, to recover, confident that she had neither the will, nor the strength, to rise from her bed. Just in case, she locked the bedroom door, behind her, as she went to prepare another liquid feed, and get the bathroom ready to receive its guest. She had already laid out the satin clothes that she was going to dress Baby Belinda in, and these were arranged in the main bedroom, laid out, alluringly, on the massive poster bed.

She hummed a little tune, “My Girl”, as she blended some fruit, and yoghurt, into a fruit smoothie and transferred it to one of the two large feeding bottles, she had cleaned.

Then, she checked the feeding chair was ready, with ropes and straps appropriately laid out, to receive Belinda, before heading for the bathroom and laying out a huge, freshly laundered pink, fluffy towel and getting the perfumed shower gel, ready, along with a big pink sponge, to apply to her adult baby’s wrecked body.

Then, she checked for the third, or was it, the fourth time, that the satin clothes were, indeed, all set out, as she wanted them. She liked this planning part. A bit like that old TV programme, she used to watch, as a child, The A-team, she loved it when a plan came together!

And almost a full hour later, when she was certain that she was ready to spend the next few, precious hours, looking after her baby girl, she returned to the smaller of the two bedrooms and tentatively turned the key in the lock. She opened the door slightly, ready to take evasive action if, by chance, her Lucy had somehow, gathered the strength to challenge her authority.

She need not have worried, Lucy lay out, still blinded, still hooded, still in her blue latex dress, which still looked remarkably un-affected by the rigours of the past 24 hours. She hadn’t moved at all, from where Rowan had left her, too weak to even raise herself up from her prone position.

“Right, I’m back and Mummy Rowan is ready to change Latex Lucy into Baby Belinda. I truly hope you are not going to resist, Belinda? Or there will be an even worse punishment for you.”

And Rowan, ever so gently now, aware of her captive’s weak state, began the laborious process of shedding all, of the clinging latex, from her unhelpful prisoner.

It took a few minutes to get the ankle boots off, unhitch the latex stockings, and peel them off, each leg. It took a few minutes more to de-glove the latex arms. But it seemed to take forever to shed the clinging dress and the corset underneath. But, eventually, and after much huffing and puffing, Lucy/Belinda, lay there naked except for the female mask and wig, and the rubber, incontinence pants, still clinging tight around her waist and gripping the thighs, keeping their liquid contents, if there were any, safely stored, ready for disposal.

In fact, Belinda, as she now was, had not disgraced herself. She had taken very little liquid in the past 24 hours, and no solid food, to speak of, for two whole days now, and so this had naturally expelled from the body, in sweat and perspiration. Mummy took a look. Her rubber panties were unsoiled and unstained.

“Oh, what a good little girl. Clean panties. Mummy is pleased,” she purred, into Belinda’s muffled ears.

Now, Rowan helped her charge up on her feet, a slight wobble said she was going to need a longer rest, so she led her to the bathroom and placed her gently on the toilet before fully peeling off the rubber pants. Now, Belinda rallied a bit and did do some token toilet business, through her caged penis and sat there, still quiet, and completely unresisting.

Rowan let her sit for a long while, gathering her senses and relaxing herself, before removing the wig and urging her to stand and take a shower. By now, Rowan herself had stripped off the silky robe, she wore and stood naked next to the bared figure, that once was her husband, intending to shower herself, at the same time.

She persuaded Belinda’s aching body, into the large walk-in cubicle, the largest thing, apart from the four-poster bed, and the Aga, about this whole cottage, and entered the cubicle with her, the shower gel and sponge at the ready.

The warm water trickled down their bodies, as Rowan gently soothed and washed her companion’s flesh, paying particular attention to the lower torso, and the silicon cage around her she-male’s hairless, scrotum, and manhood. She tried to avoid too much water hitting the masked head, too, as she didn’t want Belinda to swallow any, through the gagging tube that still filled her mouth.

They lingered in the shower for a full ten minutes, as Belinda gradually recovered, refreshed by the warm water and the soothing ministrations from her “Mummy”.

Then, it was done, both washed, both refreshed, both, just a little, excited, by their close contact, in the confines of the shower cubicle.

Rowan dried her refreshed and sweet-smelling, baby, thoroughly, and patted her all around her sensitive groin area to ensure that she had suffered no chafing or serious sores, from her long confinement on the bed.

All seemed okay and Mummy Rowan took some soothing lotion and rubbed it into any suspect areas, where the skin might appear a little inflamed.

And then she released the silicon cage and put it to one side, for later sterilisation, deciding, that for the first part of the day, she’d allow Belinda’s male rod to dangle free, within the confines of the satin bloomers, of course, that she had prepared for her to wear.

Belinda was now much more responsive and was, clearly, not going to cause any problems, so the pair made their way, Rowan leading, and Belinda following, meekly, held and led by one hand, back to the main bedroom.

The dressing took no time, as Belinda lifted each arm, or leg, willingly to accept their satin accoutrements and, very soon, Baby Belinda was fully attired. No restrictive corset today, just the pretty, pink, satin, baby frock, buttoned up the back, a little drop, scooped, neckline and small, white edged, cap sleeves. The dress was a lovely shade, of baby pink, and with white lace trimmings around the neck and the sleeves, and an embellishment of white little flowers, embossed on the satin bodice. It fitted tight to the chest, and then flared out dramatically into a full circle, short, satin skirt. The pink satin looked so beautifully feminine, and, with frothy white under-skirts, flouncing out the pretty, pink, skirt, it looked so, so, girly. It had a line of white pearly buttons up the back and a huge, white, satin, waist-ribbon, that tied around the waist, like a broad satin belt, from back to front, and dropped down in a lovely, decorative, white satin, bow, that reached to just a fraction below the front hemline of the top skirt and so came to rest on the sea of petticoats that completed the appearance. Matching satin mittens were tied, with similar white, satin ribbon, around each wrist, rendering Belinda’s unfettered hands, almost useless. And pretty, pink, satin bootees, were tied around each ankle, in another frilly, fussy, display, of femininity.

The only thing adult, about the whole ensemble, was the adult female mask that appeared above the scooped neckline. Rowan had, very wisely, decided not to change this today. She saw no reason to disturb the eye-padding, or the very effective mouth gag and so, settled for the more adult features but offset these by re-installing the golden, ringleted, wig, that baby Matilda had worn two days previously.

Throughout the entire dressing process, not one groan, or moan, had emitted from the lips of Belinda, and every loudly expressed instruction had been followed, immediately, and entirely. It was the most enjoyable dressing experience to date and Mummy Rowan breathed a huge sigh of genuine relief, when she was able to stand back and admire her little girl.

The overall effect, was, without doubt, quite stunning. The body shape was, admittedly, not yet quite there. Of course, had she wanted to add a tight corset, that would have improved it. But there was no doubt that she could work on the body and improve upon it. She had reckoned a month of correct dieting and exercise would knock her new little girl into proper shape. This was a long-term project. Rome, it was said, was not built in a day!

But pretty much everything was going to the plan that Rowan had spent many, many hours, formulating. The female masks were proving a huge success, and saving so much time on fussy make-up, that would have to be removed and replaced each day. The baby-doll, satins, looked so deliciously feminine, and she particularly liked this set, with the pink and white satin bloomers, displaying, just a little, below the pink satin skirt and the sea of lace under-skirts. She had two more, very special sets of satins, which she was saving until her little girl could fully appreciate them. So, today and tomorrow, she’d rely on the pink and the yellow ensembles.

And, for now, at least, her captive companion was submissive and compliant, fully, for the first time since this project had begun.

Mummy Rowan had every right to be pleased with herself, as she dressed herself, casually, in a long, chocolate brown, satin dressing gown, and she took Belinda by her satin-mittened, hand, and led her to the kitchen, where the feeding chair and its restraints were waiting.

__________________________

The feeding was also the most successful of the six or seven forced feedings that she had attempted, and this boded well. Belinda was clearly hungry and needed nutrition and the fruit smoothie was delicious, so it was accepted greedily, through the rubber feeding tube, set within the ghastly gag of the adult, latex face-mask.

The afternoon was overcast and cloudy, and quite chill, so Mummy decided it best to keep Belinda inside, although she would have liked her to get some fresh air. Instead, she left her, lightly bound, by ankle and wrist ropes, and by leather lap strap, to her chair, and opened the kitchen door, a fraction, so that the sounds and smells of summer could penetrate the cottage.

Rowan spent the rest of the afternoon, and early evening, baking and fussing in the kitchen, whilst a subdued, and completely quiet, Belinda, sat, patiently in her chair, not in need of any further stimulation, but just enjoying the ability to at least flex her arm and leg muscles, shift position and sit upright.  She was far more comfortable than in that severe position her cruel Mummy had left her, the previous 24 hours!

By 6.30pm. the evening had turned quite chill and Mummy, still in just her sexy, satin, gown, had locked the back door and told her baby girl, they would huddle in for the night and Belinda would be allowed some proper food, albeit it, still delivered at the restraining “feeding chair”. So, Mummy made a tasty, but small, meal, of steak and chips and grilled tomatoes, cutting Belinda’s steak into bite-sized chunks before placing it before her bound captive, and pouring out two large glasses of red wine.

“We’ll keep the bubbles until the day after tomorrow, when we celebrate your punishment period being over, and we can get back to some normality,” said her Mummy Rowan. Belinda almost laughed to herself, at the mention of normality. Nothing about this situation could, possibly, be described as normal.

Rowan continued her chatter, Belinda obliged just to listen, with difficulty, and accept, “I’ve got some nice red wine for you. NOW LISTEN, I’m going to take out this mouthpiece and feed you some, proper, solid food, and give you some very nice wine, to taste. Not too much, but some.” Mummy was shouting so that Belinda could hear her voice, fully, “If you can behave, I’ll leave the mouthpiece off, until bedtime and we can, perhaps, have some kind of civilized, conversation. If you cause any problems, I’ll put it right back in, whether you’ve finished eating, or not. Understood?”

Belinda nodded her masked head, she wanted food, she desperately needed wine, she wanted rid of this hindering rubber tube, filling her mouth, and pressing her tongue down, she was certainly not going to do anything to jeopardise the promised evening of relief.

Satisfied she understood the consequences, Mummy Rowan released the rubber mouthpiece from the mask and set it aside for cleaning and re-use. And her baby Belinda licked her sore and dry lips, around the significant open mouth aperture, in the rubber hood.

“Thank you,” she finally said, adding a hasty, “Mummy!” and Rowan smiled to herself.

“You’re welcome, my baby girl. Now, try this steak, I’ve cooked it just the way you like it.” And she fed the first bite-sized chunk of fillet steak to her little girl.

This was followed by a second piece of meat, and a couple of chips, before Rowan pressed a wine glass to Belinda’s lips and Belinda drew thirstily on the smooth, but full-bodied, red nectar, it contained.

And so, the meal progressed, Rowan taking as much time to see to her baby, as to feed herself, the whole, tedious, process, taking much longer than a usual meal, and the pair ate in near silence, until the last bite of steak, and the last chip, had disappeared from the small plate before her, and Belinda, her usual, male, appetite, lessened, already, in just 3 days, was sated.

A few further silent minutes passed until Belinda said, “I’m sorry, Mummy. I really am. I’ll be a good girl. Please can you let me free?”

Rowan laughed, “Oh no! I’m sorry Belinda. Not today. Not tomorrow. Maybe by Wednesday, or Thursday. We’ll see. But that’s only if you prove to me that I can trust you. One swallow does not make a spring, little girl. And one apology doesn’t put the months, and years, of distrust, right. We are making this a permanent change to our relationship, or I am leaving. Those are the only two choices, you have. So, you become my new female friend, and my sweet, little sissy girl, or I make you suffer a bit and then I’ll leave you and take your money, anyway. Your decision. But I am absolutely not going back to our old relationship. So, get used to it. I think if you could see yourself, you’d approve of the look I’ve created. And tomorrow, you are going to look so prissy, and beautiful, in that lovely yellow sissy frock, you’ll be wearing.

And then, Wednesday! Well, I simply can’t wait. You are going to look so damned sexy in all that leather. You know what?” and Rowan grasped Belinda’s satin-clad, bound right hand, “I think you could really enjoy this change. A new you. An entirely new you. How many people get that opportunity? And I’m offering it to you, on a plate. Here, drink some more wine and think of all the possibilities. I’ve been thinking about it for a long time now, and I’m really excited.”

And she offered the re-filled glass to Belinda’s willing lips, as Belinda fell silent and wondered if she really could adapt to a whole new life, in satins and silks, in latex and leather, as Mummy’s plaything. There were worse jobs in life, she reasoned!


Day 4 - TUESDAY

Belinda spent a second, full night in her own, simple, single, bed. Mummy Rowan had allowed her a full evening of rest, transferring her, from the dining table, to the lounge, and turning up the CD player, loud enough, so she could listen to music, whilst Mummy read.

Their conversation about release and about being sorry, had gone no further, but, at least, Mummy had left off the awful rubber feeding gag and had only lightly bound the hooded, and still sightless, Belinda, who sat in abject silence, at least enjoying the comfort of the lounge settee.

Then, it had been time for bed and Mummy had led Belinda to the toilet and made sure she was okay in that department, before re-inserting the hated, rubber gag, mouthpiece to the mask and covering over the already taped and sealed eyes with the additional latex blindfold. Then she set to work, tying her, still fully dressed, in her pink, satin frock and bloomers, and her satin mitts and satin bootees, to the single bed, in a secure, but not too rigorous, spread-eagled position, and covering her with one, lightweight sheet, before kissing her exposed, latex-covered forehead and cheek, wishing her a good night, and turning the bedroom light off.

Belinda had lain there for at least an hour, able to move enough to shift position and keep relatively comfortable. She made no attempt to escape her bonds, but she listened for any sense of movement in the cottage, or any sign that her captor was still up. She heard nothing, except the quiet rustle of satin, as she shifted position slightly. Her penis had remained uncaged. Belinda didn’t know if this was intentional, or a mistake on Mummy Rowan’s part. She thought it unlikely that it was a mistake. In these three days, Rowan had only made that one, major error of judgement, that one mistake, and she had quickly acted to rectify that.

As her bared, and sensitive, penis and scrotum, rubbed against the silky, smooth, fabric, of the satin bloomers and she considered her unique and bizarre circumstance, Belinda had to admit to a certain liking for aspects of the treatment she was receiving.

She like the feeling of having absolutely no responsibility. This was such a welcome change from the stress and strain Martin had felt, most days, in work. Running a successful business, meant they lived well, and had no money problems, but it also had its downside. The hours were long, the threat of constant, aggressive, competition, was worrying. The need to continually succeed, was straining. That’s why he’d strayed, he convinced himself. He and his secretary, Debbie, had been thrown together, for over two years, and had worked long, hard hours, to make the business grow, particularly in the first months. It was almost inevitable that they took comfort in each other’s company. It was unfortunate that Rowan had felt excluded from the intense process of building a business. 

And now, Martin was paying the price for his infidelity. And he regretted the fact that he’d betrayed Rowan. They’d been happy. Once. Perhaps they could be happy again?

All these thoughts were swirling around Belinda’s head, as she tried to get comfortable enough, in her awkward, stretched, star-shape, to sleep.

This situation he found himself in, was so different from work, where Martin had to think, on his feet, every second of every working day. And where he sometimes had great difficulty sleeping, because he couldn’t take his mind off the business.

As Belinda, everything was so easy! Except, maybe, the sleeping!

She didn’t have to worry about what clothes she was going to wear, Mummy decided that!

She couldn’t dictate anything, not even when she went to the toilet. Mummy decided for her.

She didn’t have to even clean herself. Mummy did that, as well.

She had loved seeing Mistress Rowan in her red, leather, Mistress dress.

She even liked this sensation of silky, smooth material rubbing against her exposed penis, right now, but knew she had better not get too excited. Mummy definitely would not like it, if she spoiled her satin bloomers and frock.

She’d enjoyed being fed whilst tied, not too tightly, to the kitchen chair.

She was a little thrilled at the prospect of being dressed in leather boots and skirt.

What was happening to her? Should she be worried that there were aspects of this transformation that she was, actually, starting to appreciate?

Belinda thought these fleeting thoughts, and tried to obliterate them, just as quickly, from her mind, as she fell into a deep sleep, and was fast, when Mummy Rowan looked in on her a little later.

Mummy checked her bonds. Still intact. She checked her breathing. It was very regular. She checked that all was good, and her baby was safe, and then she leant down and kissed her little girl, one final time, before deliberately leaving the bedroom door open, in case of any problem, and returning to her own lonely bed. Tomorrow, she decided, she’d allow yellow satin, Belinda, to share her bed, if she appeared to have learned all her lessons properly, and behaved herself.

_________________________

“Have you learned your lesson, Belinda? Have you? Are you going to behave like a nice little girl, today, Belinda? Or will Mummy have to be stricter?”

Belinda stirred, gradually aware of the voice and what it was asking. She  moved her hooded head in another of those small, but significant, nods, to register that she would be co-operative. In a perverse way, she was kind of keen to see what the next days involved and was going to play along. Certainly, for today, maybe, tomorrow, with the promise of wearing that leather get-up, maybe, even, for a few days. But, ultimately, she would surely, escape this madness?

Yes, her resolve to resist, was weakening. Ever so slightly!

“Right, well, I am going to take off those eye-pads and the tape from your eyes, after you’ve showered, and I’ll moisturise your face for you. But then, they go back on. You’re far less trouble when you can’t see! It makes things so much easier, for me. I just wish you would behave and then there’d be no need to keep you like this. Anyway, you need a shower. We’ll get you untied, out of this pink frock and cleaned up and then you can put on your yellow one. Now, today, I really need to get some fresh air, so I’m going for a nice long walk. I was hoping I could, somehow, take you out in the car with me, but you’ve proved you can’t be trusted. So, another day, we can do that.

So, when I’ve fed you, I’ll be leaving you here. On your own. Safely secured, of course. Do you understand everything, I’ve said?” Rowan raised her voice, a notch higher.

The simple nod, of the latex-covered head, said Belinda had heard and understood.

“Right, good. Now, I’m untying you. Don’t try to fight me, or I’ll put you straight back in those awful leg and arm braces and leave you all day.”

And, with that warning, ringing in her plugged ears, Belinda lay, silently, as Mummy untied her from her night-long, spread-eagled, position.

The bathroom was a very welcome retreat, after the confines of her small, and bland bedroom. She languished on the toilet, sat there in her pretty frock, her satin bloomers draped around her ankles, looking like a proper, little girl.

Then, Mummy had slowly taken off each satin mitt, and each satin bootee, and deposited them in the laundry basket – no guessing whose responsibility, they were going to be! And then the pink bloomers were peeled off and the lovely frock, came off last, looking a little worse for wear, after its long night of wear.

Mummy checked the penis and scrotum, to confirm that the depilatory cream had done its job, thoroughly. There was no sign of any hair growth, whatsoever. Rowan fingered the male appendage, and handled it, with some indifference, as though inspecting a garden plant for new growth.

The poor, desolate figure of a vanquished male, stood there, looking somewhat bizarre with a full male body, a hairless scrotum and groin, and a bizarrely beautiful, latex, female mask, perched upon a sightless, muted, and almost deafened, head.  Rowan had felt a tinge of pity for her erstwhile husband, as he stood there, all forlorn. This must be a shock to him, she’d thought. She’d had months to plan it and get used to the idea of transforming a macho male, into a subjugated female. He’d had around 72 frenetic hours!

With this in mind, Rowan was going to take it quite easy on her prisoner, today. She was particularly gentle with the showering, sharing the cubicle, again, with her blinded, muted, hostage. She lathered the body with fragranced gel and she gently patted and cleaned it, all over, with a big, soft, pink, sponge.

She then cleaned herself, as she held gently onto her charge, to make sure her little girl didn’t stumble or knock herself, in her incapacitated state.

When she was satisfied that both were clean and refreshed and ready for the rigours of another day, she led Belinda from the cubicle and stood her on the bathroom mat, to dry her off with a freshly laundered pink bath towel.

“Right, we’ll dress you first. Then I’m going to see to those eyes. Then we’ll feed you, my lovely. Alright?” Rowan asked, in a gentle voice, from lips held close to Belinda’s ear.

Belinda nodded. She was feeling better after her shower, and she needed food. Her meals had been scant, these past few days and she had refused most of the liquid mush, she’d been offered. Now, she would eat anything given her.

Today’s dressing took only 15 minutes, both Mummy, and child, now getting much more adept at the process.

“Let me look at you!” said a proud Mummy Rowan, as she fussed and stroked at the wig of golden ringlets, just a tad, which she still held in her hands. She hadn’t affixed it back, after the shower, as she knew the mask had to come off.

“I don’t really like the name Belinda, I decided. After calling you that yesterday, I wasn’t happy with it. So, today I’m calling you either Mandy or Molly. Any preference?”

The yellow-frocked doll, shook her sad, hooded, head, she really didn’t care, any longer.

“Mandy, it is, then,” exclaimed Rowan, “And if I get fed up of that, this morning, we’ll try an afternoon of Molly-coddling, shall we?”

And Mandy stood there, still and muted, as Mummy Rowan checked her attire. The black silicon cock-cage, she rattled, was safely tucked away under the bright yellow, satin bloomers, which reached down to Mandy’s bare knees. Her feet were shrouded in the laundered satin bootees and the pale hands, encased in the fresh-smelling yellow mittens, of the same satin. And, the frock, looked as new and shiny and feminine as the first time Matilda had worn it.

Mandy looked a picture of feminine satins and laces, and stood there, her vacant, unseeing, unmoving, masked face, showing no hint of the mixed emotions she was feeling, under its latex embrace.

“Good. I think my little girl looks just lovely. Now, let’s sort those eyes out, and replace those pads,” said Mummy Rowan as she led her new satin-frocked princess, by the hand, into the hallway and towards the dining kitchen.

“Sit!” she instructed, as she steered her blinded she-male towards the familiar feeding chair. “And make yourself comfortable, I’m just going to bind you lightly.”

And Mummy proceeded to take each satin-mittened hand and spread it along the wooden armrest of the specific dining chair she had chosen for her daughter’s use. She took the left arm and spread it out until the mitten just disappeared over the curled end of the wooden arm and then bound it at wrist, and just below the elbow, so it was held straight and firm.

She took the right satin-mittened hand and did exactly the same, spreading the arm until it extended along the chair’s arm, until, again, the yellow mitten curled under the end, and two more short lengths of cord, bound it there, fast, at wrist, and beneath the bare elbow.

Then she bent down and took each satin-booted leg and held it back to each front leg of the stout chair, and bound that with two more pieces of the same, black, silky, cotton cord.

She carefully tested each bond. And she was satisfied her baby was safe and secure enough for her to remove the hood and the blinding pads.

She fiddled with the rear zipper of the adult-doll-like, hood. It hadn’t been off Mandy’s face for hours. Of course, poor Belinda, now Mandy, had perspired during the night and again, during the showering and dressing sessions, and so the hood proved a little difficult to peel off, but it was finally persuaded to cease its grip on the poor she-male’s features.

And out popped the now strangely bizarre, masculine face of Martin. It was red and flushed and the hair was dishevelled. Rowan hated to see it and couldn’t wait to get it re-masked. But, before removing the blinding eye-pads and the tape from each eye, she went to get a bowl of warm water and sponge and towel, to clean up the face, as best she could.

Mandy sat there, able to speak but unwilling to do so. She just sat in abject silence, as her Mummy tended to her. She actually quite liked this level of attention . . . and the warm water sponged on her face and her hair, felt good. Mummy washed her, all over her face, and the crown of her matted head, and then patted and wiped her dry, with the fluffy, small, hand-towel.

“There, looking good as new!” remarked Rowan as she put aside the bowl and sponge and towel, and peeled off the first adhesive oval pad. It came off neatly and with no obvious discomfort to the wearer, so she pulled off the second and disposed of both. Then she peeled each of the pieces of microporous tape, from each closed eyelid, and Mandy blinked as her eyes reacted to the natural light, entering them.

As Mandy contended with the bright light, Rowan assembled her kit of moisturiser, tape, scissors and two fresh oval pads.

“Now, let’s get these eyes sorted and then we can put you back in your mask. I really don’t want to look at that male face, for a minute longer than I need to. I look forward to the day when we can get rid of it altogether and make you into a fabulous princess.”

And she studiously set to work, dabbing at the eyelids, whilst Mandy sat, silent and patient. The sensitive, moisturiser, soothed the eyes, which, truthfully, seemed unaffected by their hours, and hours, of covering. When she was satisfied that they had suffered no damage and wouldn’t harm from another day of being covered up, she picked up the tape and the scissors. “Close your eyes,” she instructed, “I’ll do the left one first.”

“Rowan!” Mandy started to say, but a slap on her thigh reminded her, “Sorry! Mummy, do you have to hood me? Can’t we just talk? I’ll co-operate. I don’t want to be hooded, all the time. I need some fresh air. And I need some proper food. Please, Mummy.”

Rowan wanted to weaken, she really did, but something told her that she couldn’t quite trust her little girl. Yet!

“Certainly, I have to hood you. You brought this on yourself, Mandy. First you wouldn’t let me make you up. Then you try to hurt me and try to escape. This wouldn’t be happening if you had been properly behaved. Now, Mummy is going to do exactly what she says. If she says you are a naughty girl, and need punishing, she means it. Once you learn that Mummy means exactly what she says, we’ll get along much better. Now, close your eyes.”

Mandy stared at her Mummy, and Mummy stared back at Mandy, with a mock look of scorn. Mandy blinked first, so to speak, and, as the battle of wills between the two continued, she reluctantly closed her eyes.

The microporous tape ensured that they remained closed. The oval pads blocked out the last hint of light and her baby doll was, once again, completely helpless.

“Now, I have to get your baby hood, and then I have to get your feed ready. So, be a good little girl, and sit there, quietly, whilst Mummy is busy.” And Rowan was gone, first to retrieve the baby-doll, latex mask, before re-instating it, and then to prepare a warmed bottle of fruit and milk, and yoghurt, mush.

The feeding was easy, today. Mummy had decided to do it, before the mask went back on and, as she looked at the half-masculine face, distorted by the two white oval pads, where the eyes should be, she felt another tinge of remorse, for what she was doing to emasculate her husband. But not sufficient remorse for her to repent and free him!

She wiped off the last of the residue of the liquid breakfast from around Mandy’s lips and then forced the cleaned, doll-like, latex mask, back over a non-resisting head, as she gave the disappearing lips a little affectionate peck. “See you tomorrow afternoon,” she quipped, as the last of the male features, was extinguished, and the rubber tube was, once more, inserted between her baby’s lips, reducing any sound to some baby gabble.

“Now, I’m getting ready to go out. You sit there and I’ll see to you, when I’m ready,” she said, and a little, baby-like, gurgle behind the rubber mouth, of the latex doll-mask, told her that Mandy had resigned herself to her day of solitude.

Twenty minutes in her near silent, dark world, seemed to stretch to an hour, or more, and Mandy was restless, by the time Mummy re-appeared, ready for her morning walk.

It was a relief to hear the dulcet tones of her “Mummy carer”, as Mandy now took the slightest comfort, from the smallest amount of stimulation.

“Now, this is really important. DO YOU NEED THE TOILET?” Mummy enunciated, loud and clear, so that Mandy could not claim she’d not heard.

Mandy shook her head. She had no feeling that she needed to go to the toilet.

“ARE YOU CERTAIN? I’M GOING TO BE GONE FOR MAYBE UP TO THREE HOURS.”

Again, Mandy shook her head. She was certain she would be alright, with so little intake over the past couple of days and already having toileted herself, that morning.

“I could put a nappy on you, if you like, just to be sure?”

Mandy shook her head emphatically. She didn’t like the feel of a nappy, she liked things just the way they were. This was a decision that both would regret.

“Alright, if you’re certain? I’m leaving the car here. There’s a circular walk from the cottage, about 5 or 6 miles. I should be back in two hours, three at the most. And then Mummy will let you free. Okay?”

Mandy understood, although she wasn’t looking forward to being left alone, she nodded, anyway.

Then she felt her Mummy wrapping her arm in something. An explanation accompanied the strange wrapping feeling, “I’m just making sure you can’t get free. I’ve bought lots of this cohesive bandage. It’s amazing. It sticks to itself and doesn’t need a pin or any adhesive tape. I’m popping some over your ropes, so that you are still here when I get back. I wouldn’t want you thinking you can do anything silly.”

And that was all the explanation Mandy was going to get. Five minutes later and Mummy had tightly wrapped lengths of blue cohesive bandage up the left arm, from bound wrist to bound elbow, and up the right arm, from bound wrist to bound elbow. Two more lengths ran up each chair leg, holding Mandy’s already bound legs, closer to the chair legs.

There was no way that Mandy could escape the double bindings, she knew it, Mummy knew it. She wouldn’t waste her energy trying. And so, she sat, and she felt like tears were welling in her padded eyes, as she heard the front door close and heard the key turn in the lock.

She was alone, she was bound tight, she was unhappy, and even a little afraid. It was dark, it was silent, and she was beyond help. And her satin frock, rustled, almost undetectably, to Mandy, under her muffling headwear, as she shifted position and tried to make herself as comfortable as she could, to face the next two, or three, interminably long hours, alone.

The first hour dragged terribly, but, of course, Mandy had no sense of the time, and felt at least two had passed, and she might hear the key turning, any moment. But there was no key, and no respite. And the minutes dragged by, as Mandy squirmed and shifted her weight.

By the end of two hours, she felt she’d been there for a whole morning, four hours, at least! But it was only 11.25am. Her Mummy might be another hour. And then it struck Mandy that she might need the toilet, after all. That morning’s intake of liquid had unsettled her slightly, and she felt a definite urge to do a number one, maybe even a number two. She tried to dispel the feeling, but as she squirmed, she realised there was no mistake. She needed a toilet.

Under her mask, her face was distorted in anguish, as she realised she could be here another, goodness knows, how long. Where was Mummy? She desperately needed Mummy to save her from embarrassing herself.

But Mummy was still at least a mile and a half from home and enjoying the summer sunshine, as she tripped along the quiet country lane, following the directions she had found in the cottage guest information booklet. Her thoughts, for most of her walk, had been on her little, lost, she-male, girl, back in her lonely chair, in the cottage. And she had quickened her pace, a little, as she saw it was now approaching midday, and she should get back.

Mandy was fighting her lone, silent battle against mother nature, and knew that the fight was almost lost. She just prayed to hear the door open, and could wait, no longer, to receive her Mummy back, safe and well, and there to rescue her.

Just as the key did turn in the lock, the unthinkable happened. A desperate Mandy let out a little dribble of water from behind her silicon cage. At the same time, she felt almost certain she’d also done a little whoopsy, in her satin bloomers.

As Mummy entered the kitchen, the front door safely bolted and locked shut, she surveyed the scene, as a little dribble of urine passed down Mandy’s right leg.

“Oh no!” screamed Mummy, “No! No! No!” and she hurried to release her baby girl from her confining seat. But it was too late. As she hurried the still hooded and blinded girl to the toilet, she could tell from smell, and from sight, that she had messed her pants and made a frightful trail of staining droplets on the hall carpet.

“I asked you if you’d be okay! I said I’d be gone for maybe three hours. You told me you would be alright.” she squealed, more annoyed with herself, really, than with Mandy. She should have used a nappy. She should have.

Mandy sat on the toilet, distraught, as her Mummy pulled off the messed satin bloomers.

“Oh! And it’s on the bootee as well!” Rowan continued her rant. And, true enough, the dribble down Mandy’s left leg, had reached the satin bootee and stained that, as well.

Mummy tore off the bloomers and then both bootees, as Mandy fully relieved herself, on the toilet.

Fortunately, the skirt of the beautiful, yellow, satin frock, had been lifted out of harm’s way and had suffered no damage.

Mummy quickly ran a small bath, quarter full of warm water, and doused the satin items in the cleansing font. The stains disappeared almost immediately and, it seemed, the baby-doll clothes, would suffer no lasting, ill-effects.

Mummy sighed a sigh of relief and then turned to cleaning up her baby-girl’s mess. Both legs and one bottom, got a make-over, and then the hallway carpet, and soon, all was repaired, and Mandy sat there, distressed that she’d embarrassed herself.

“Right, come with me young lady,” said an irate Rowan, although she blamed herself, she felt this was not the kind of incident that could be ignored.

She led Mandy to the main bedroom and then she sat on the edge of the giant four-poster bed and laid her daughter across her lap and raised her satin skirts and net underskirts. She feigned a Mother’s annoyance, as she smacked her miscreant, four times, hard, on her bared flesh.

“Next time Mummy asks you if you need the toilet,” SMACK!

“You must tell her, if you think you need to go!” SMACK!

“You have to take responsibility for your own actions!” SMACK!

“And tomorrow, you’ll wash all these satins, as well as your pink frock, and you’ll have all your hoods to clean and all your other bits. You’re going to be very busy, young lady!” SMACK!

Then she stood Mandy back on her feet and looked at the four, clear, palm prints, she had tattooed onto her backside.

“Now, sit there!” she ordered, as she forced Mandy back onto the bed.

She left the room and returned a few minutes later. “Sit back and raise your left leg.” she instructed, and a fearful Mandy did as she had been told.

She felt something pressing hard to her foot, but had no idea what it was, until she felt the object flapping against her leg and then felt, and heard, the long zip being pulled up and the footwear gluing itself, firmly, to her entire leg, from her bare foot, right up to her bare groin.

The same process happened on the right leg and soon, Baby-doll Mandy, looked a little more like a grown up, Mandy, as she sat there with both legs sheathed in the fine, soft, black leather, thigh boots.

She felt the satin mitts coming off her hands and moved her fingers, but her freedom was short-lived, as each was replaced with a glove. These gloves were long, black, satin evening gloves, that extended right up the arm to meet the short, capped, sleeves, of the satin frock, and they encased Mandy entirely, from fingertip to shoulder.

“Now, stand up!” another order was barked at the startled girl.

She tried to stand, only to find that the enormous high heels, of the leather thigh boots, were a mountain just too high for her to climb.

Mummy pulled at her impatiently, and finally got her upright and standing on these fearsome stilts.

“Now, just get used to those for a few minutes. Hold onto this!” and she took Mandy’s left, satin-gloved hand, and wrapped it around the bottom post of the four-poster. “I’ll be back, in just a minute. And you can have some practice getting used to those heels, before you spend the day in them, tomorrow.”

Mandy had no idea what was in store, but knew it was not going to be pleasant, and she clung onto her life-saving bedpost, as she shuffled and balanced, to try and remain upright, on the extra high heels. All the while, the soft leather, tops, of the black, thigh-high boots, were pressing into her groin and swashing her swaying cock, which had been released from its dirtied silicon cage.

“Right, come here!” commanded Mummy, taking Mandy’s right arm and swivelling her around. “Now, press back against that.”

And Mummy had taken Mandy round to the foot of the bed and was pressing her shaking body, back, hard, against the left-hand, bottom, post, of the bed.

“Put your feet together,” she demanded, “And press back and stand still.”

Easy to say, much more difficult to do! Especially as Mandy was disorientated, and still getting to grips with being elevated on the boots’ incredibly, high heels.

She did her best to obey, but it was not good enough for her angered Mummy.

“I said stand still. And get those feet right together, as close as you can!” persisted Mummy Rowan, until she finally had Mandy pressed back, against the ungiving wooden post, as firmly, as she could.

Then she took Mandy’s satin-gloved hands behind the post and roughly tied them at the wrists, with one of several lengths of cord she had armed herself with.

Once the wrists were secure, and Mummy was certain her charge was going nowhere, she could take her time to determine just how she was going to punish her embarrassing indiscretion.

She stood back and surveyed her prisoner before she knelt down, equipped with two more lengths of rope, and firstly roped the twin booted ankles tightly together. Then she took the second rope and went around the ankles again, and then around the shoe of the boots and under the soles of the twin boots, near to their precarious heels, making sure that both enclosed feet were lashed firmly together. She took the loose ends back up, around the ankles one more time and then around the base of the bed post, twice, before tying them off, in front.

She then retrieved three more pieces of white cord and roped the legs, just below the knees, first tightly together, but then around the bed post, holding the living flesh close to the inert woodwork. And the same above the knees and the same around the leather-encased thighs.

Now, poor Mandy was held firm and erect, her twin legs appearing as one long column of leather-covered flesh, roped to the wooden post, at four distinct points.

Now Mummy could really relax, and do the same magic rope trick with her upper body, and Mandy would have a good two hours, or so, to get used to the thigh-boot, balancing act, she was going to have to perform the following day.

As she tied off the last of three ropes that held Mandy’s upper body, and gloved arms, to the pole, she breathed a sigh of relief.

Then her attention turned to the immobilized figure before her.

“Mandy has been a naughty little girl,” she cruelly teased, “Mummy doesn’t like naughty little girls, so Mandy has to be punished. Today, you have just a short time to get used to standing in those boots. Tomorrow, slut Debbie is going to wear them all day long. So, I hope you like them?” And Mummy Rowan paused, and added, “Oh, I think you do like them!”

Rowan laughed as she looked at Mandy’s little man-flesh, jerking and waving about, disturbing the folds of satin and net that covered it.

She raised up the loose skirts and surveyed the scene.

“Oh! Is little Mandy getting aroused because she’s wearing high, high, leather, boots? Does she like the feel of them against her flesh? Does she?”

Mandy murmured through her gagging hood.

“Well, Mummy can help with that!” declared Rowan, and she disappeared, to re-appear a few minutes later, with a very small amount of liquid in one of the sterilised feeding bottles.

“Here, time for a bit of milk!” she taunted, as she held the bottle to the latex lips of the doll-mask, and watched as Mandy reluctantly took the fluid, down the rubber feeding tube that was inserted in her mouth and which, so effectively, kept her quiet, but enabled her to be fed.

“Mummy is very pleased,” Rowan laughed, as she watched the last few drops of the small amount of milk, disappear. “Now, let’s see what that does. Mummy discovered your little supply of blue tablets. You know the ones you’ve been getting from the doctor, the last few months, without my knowing. I looked them up. They’re a sex stimulant, aren’t they? They are, I know. They’re like VIAGRA. And I know something else. Do you know what else Mummy knows? She knows that these weren’t so you could get it up with your wife. They were so you could do it with your bloody secretary, weren’t they? And do you know why Mummy is so certain of that? Because your wife’s not had so much as a sniff of sex, from you, in the past 6 months, has she? That’s how!

Well, I’ve just given you one, and a bit, for good measure, crushed up in your milk! Let’s see if Mandy can get her little weeny up, for Mummy, now, shall we?”

Poor Mandy was horrified. It was true she had gone to the doctor to see if she could get a slight aid to ensure that sex with her secretary was always memorable. It was also true that she had never taken more than half a tablet, at a time. And half a tablet had worked fine! What was a full tablet, and a bit, for good measure, going to do?

The next 15 minutes gave Mandy her answer. As Mandy fought against it, her penis gradually engorged, more and more, coaxed on by a teasing Mummy, who occasionally stroked it, and occasionally smacked it down, as it proceeded its upward journey.

Soon, Mandy was endowed with a near perfect erection, that any man would be proud to wear, and her penis was thrashing about violently, trapped under the short, satin skirt, of the cute frock, looking for someone to pay it some attention.

“Now, that’s what we like to see. You getting yourself all aroused because you’re dressed as a little, frilly, sissy girl,” teased Mummy Rowan, “Just think about this lovely satin frock and these beautiful, leather boots. Think about your long, satin gloves. Think about all the fun Mummy is going to have with her little Sissy Mandy over the next 10 days. Think about all the ways I’m going to tie you up, and punish you, and play with you. Think about all the lovely, silky, sissy clothes, you’re going to be wearing, not just for these next days, but for the rest of your life you sad little, sissy she-male.” And, the more Mummy coaxed and urged, and teased and poked, the more the erection seemed to swell and swell.

Until . . . . . . Mummy was satisfied it would grow no bigger. Then Mummy took a long length of black, satin ribbon, and began to wind it, tightly, around and around the bulging penis. Then she tied it off in one knot, and then wound it around and around again, to a second knot, and kept going and going, until a squealing, groaning Mandy was completely covered, down the length of her erect shaft, and around and around her scrotum, in two metres of thin black, satin ribbon.

The final knot was the firmest, and Mummy tied it off with some force, as she remembered why she had brought her errant husband to this state. She had suffered for months, knowing he’d been unfaithful to her. Now he was going to suffer for much, much, longer, as she was more determined, than ever, to forge ahead with his complete transformation.

She gave the erect and now, almost purple, piece of flesh, a little smack, as a parting present, before taking one last, lingering, look, at her poor aroused, she-male, captive, and then closing the door loudly enough for Mandy to hear that she, and her bound up erection, were completely alone. It was going to be a long, HARD, two hours.


Day 5 – WEDNESDAY

“Rise and shine, my sweet girl. It’s a better day today, there’s a promise of some sunshine, this afternoon, and we need to make the most of it.” Rowan’s loud voice echoed around the main bedroom, where Belinda had been permitted to spend the night, in the large four-poster. Now, an early rising Rowan, had made all her preparations, and was keen to get the new day started. She had exciting plans for her little girl.

It was 9.00am and Rowan had deliberately allowed Belinda to sleep in a little. But now, she was anxious to affect another change. And today was going to be a busy day. She was going to transform her little sissy into Leather Slut Debbie. She had originally planned for this day to happen two days previously and had hated it when her plans had to be altered, to allow for the punishment of her truculent charge. But now, 48 hours late, they were back on track, and Mistress Rowan was keen to see her little leather slut doll, dressed up and performing for her amusement.

“Good. So, today, the mask stays on and the eye-pads, until 3.00pm. exactly as I promised you. Then, your punishment will be ended, and we’ll see about taking them off. Have you any discomfort around the eyes?” Rowan asked in a loud enough voice for Belinda to hear. Belinda shook her latex head. “Good,” continued Rowan, “Then I won’t change it. Not for the few hours you have left. I’m going to get you undressed and showered and the rest. Then we can turn you into Leather Debbie. Would you like that?”

Belinda nodded, another slight, but significant, nod.

“Good girl. And Mummy is going to be Mistress Rowan today. She’s wearing her lovely green, leather dress, for you. Now. And it fits beautifully. And it feels so good, I’m not wearing anything under it. Nothing at all. It’s such a pity you won’t be able to see it. But maybe you’ll have been a good girl, the next time I choose to wear it, and we can dispense with the eye-coverings. That really depends on whether Debbie applies herself to today’s activities, and in the future. Now, you’re going to be in those same boots, with quite higher heels, you wore yesterday afternoon. You were a little unsteady when you walked in those low-heeled, ankle boots, so the first hour or two, today, is really important. I’m giving you some training. It’s to get you used to holding yourself properly and practising your deportment. The corset will help, and I have a posture collar, I might put on you. We’ll see how you go. So, I’m trusting you to obey me and to co-operate. Can you do that? Fully?”

Again, Belinda nodded. There was no real desire for a fight today. She would be a submissive slut, if that’s what her Mistress desired. Her two-day, almost three-day, punishment had considerably weakened her resolve, to resist.

Half an hour after this stinted, one-way conversation, a freshly washed Baby Belinda was about to be transformed into an Adult Debbie. She was stood, female face mask only, naked, in the middle of the main bedroom.

She breathed in, as Mistress Rowan brought the stiff, leather corset around her waist and upper body. She remained completely motionless, in an effort to assist, in her limited fashion, with the tight lacing. She excitedly felt the leather cups, once the corset had been laced on, and the gel breasts had been inserted. She raised each leg, in turn, to step into the proffered attire, and allow her Mistress to slip the sexy, short, circular, leather, skater skirt, up her legs, until it met the matching black, leather, corset, and Mistress Rowan zipped it up tight to her waist and pressed the substantial press-stud fastening closed, to ensure it stayed in place.

She sat on the bed, when directed to do so, and felt the first of the ultra-high, black, leather thigh boots, slip, once again, up her right leg. She pressed down hard with her foot, to locate it into the shoe of the boot, and then thrilled slightly, as she heard, and felt, the long, long, zip, being pulled up the rear of her leg, and the softness of the leather, gripping her flesh.

She moaned, ever so quietly, into her gag, as the experience was repeated on the left leg, and the high, and tight, leather boot, welded itself to her pale, sensitive, skin. She had liked the feeling yesterday. Now, she loved it!

She raised each arm, in turn, as her leather-clad Mistress, eased a long, black, leather glove up, first, her right arm, till it almost touched her bare shoulder, then a second glove, up the left arm, till the two arms matched and both were completely sheathed in the fine, soft, and beautifully fragranced, leather coverings.

This time, these were full gloves, all fingers enclosed in the tight, leather embrace, and Debbie flexed her eight fingers and two thumbs, as she felt them enveloped in this sexy, kinky, deliciously pleasant, covering, of soft leather.

She sat, compliant and submissive, as Mistress Rowan replaced the baby mask, with the adult one with the removable, all-gagging, rubber mouthpiece and blindfold, and then retrieved the dark wig and placed it over the latex head-covering. Of course, no blindfold was needed today, Debbie was still sightless. But the rubber mouthpiece was pushed home, and Debbie complained as the press stud fastenings were located and forced together.

She sat and inwardly smiled though, as her Mistress fussed and fretted, brushing the dark wig into a desirable style. All the while, she ran her leathered fingers up and down her leathered body, and she pressed against her false breasts. This time Mistress Rowan made no attempt to stop her, instinctively sensing the pleasure her sissy slave was feeling.

Debbie felt the high tops of her leather boots pressing into her groin and scraping against her naked penis. And she felt the soft leather of the sexy little, leather skirt encircling her pulled in waist, as it too, brushed against her bare manhood. She decided she liked this feeling. Maybe, just a little too much!

Then the voice of her Mistress could be heard, raised, so as to register, behind the muffling ear-plugs. “Okay, so, today, as I told you, you’re going to be my Slutty Debbie. Isn’t that appropriate?  I hope you thought of that cheap little witch, while I was dressing you in your kinky, little, leather skirt, and your thigh boots! You really suit the part of a slut, quite well. Do you like the feel of the leather against your naked skin? It’s so tight and shiny and supple and soft. It really is a wonderful material. So natural, so sexy. I’m going to dress you in lots of leather, when we get home. I think we might make it the office uniform, shall we? You and me, both in leather, every day, at the office, working so closely together?”

And Leather Debbie moaned a low, confused moan, as her Mistress just toyed with her male appendage, under the folds of the tight and ooh-so, sexy, leather skirt.

“But I really think we need to lock your little man-thing away, don’t you? Would you like that, Debbie? To be dressed in this sexy leather and these thigh-high boots and yet for you not able to react to it, because your little weeny, can’t escape its cage? I think you’d like that.”

And all the while she talked just loud enough for her hooded leather slave to hear what she was saying and to begin to react to the teasing, provocative words.

Then, just as quickly as she’d started, she stopped her provocative talk and she slapped the erecting penis, once, hard, making Debbie squeal into her rubber mouthpiece.

“Oooh, no!” she cried, “Naughty little cockerel! You mustn’t get excited yet. Maybe later, we’ll let you have a bit of fun. Would you like that, Debbie? Would you like to get aroused, whilst dressed in leather, like the little slut girl, you are? Perhaps you’d like to be tied up tight with your leather arms bound together and your leather legs strapped tight. Would you like your Mistress to do that to you?”

And the moaning increased, as the poor, hooded, submissive she-male, reacted to the tantalizingly, erotic talk, that was filtering through her latex hood.

But all too quickly the talk stopped and Debbie, stood now, and shaking a little, in anticipation, felt her penis being handled and then the cold ring of hinged metal, encircling her scrotum and the penis being fed into the cold cage. And the moaning increased even further, as she realised that, once again, her manhood was locked up tight, and out of harm’s way, in its lonely, black, metal cell. She would never quite be able to cope with the sheer frustration of wearing a penis-prison.

Then she heard more commotion and felt her leather gloved arms being taken behind her leather-encased body, and she felt, and heard, the click-click, as a pair of metal handcuffs, encircled her wrists and held them together with just a short, single, link of metal, separating the pair.

More noise, more fuss and she felt her bound wrists being fed into some kind of pouch. She gasped as her Mistress drew her bound arms up slightly, and then forced them, down, together, into the unyielding leather arm-binder.

She heard the extra-strong, zip, being forced up, and she felt the discomfort as her two gloved arms were brought closer together, forced that way, by the strength of the leather mono-glove, first zipped up, and now being over-laced, and then strapped, even tighter.

Her arms were pinned as close together as she had ever experienced. It sent a pain down her back from where her upper arms had almost been forced to meet each other. But, as the lacing was tied off and straps were brought up and over the shoulders and then back, under the armpits to meet each and buckle together, the supple, leather binder, gave here and there, allowing her vital inches of movement, which eased the terrible discomfort.

The armbinder was installed and the deportment training was imminently beginning, but Mistress Rowan still had two, or three, minor additions, to make.

First, she buckled two leather cuffs, one around each booted ankle, of her trainee, sissy, leather slut. Then she took a 15-inch length of silver metal, chain, and with the double clasp attached to each end, hooked these between the two, leather ankle-cuffs.

Then she retrieved a wide neck collar, in a slightly stiffer, black leather, that had three large metal D-rings attached at the front centre, and either side of the neck. She strained to reach around her subjugated male’s pale, white neck, and to buckle the collar in the back, so that the 3 ominous rings, were available, for whatever purpose the Mistress desired, at the front and sides.

And then she stood back and nodded her head. Another perfect transformation, she told herself. She was getting to be very good at this!

There was one last thing she wanted to add. Debbie was her slut for the day, so she needed just a tiny addition, to her costume.

Mistress Rowan picked up the black, rubber, waterproof, butt plug, that Latex Maid Lucy had prepared and sterilised, in readiness, the other day. She squirted a generous amount of water-based, and skin-sensitive, lubricant, onto the tip of the butt plug and watched, fascinated, as the gooey lubricant, slid down the column of black rubber, which was shaped to look like an erect penis.

Satisfied she had lubricated it sufficiently, she drew close to her leather slave and pressed her green, leather-dressed, body, into Debbie’s black leather body. She took a tight hold of both encased hands behind Debbie’s lower body, as she drew the slave she-male, closer to her. Then, with her free hand, she raised the short, leather, skirt, and felt for Debbie’s butt-hole and, to Debbie’s complete surprise and rather panicked reaction, she forced the tip of the plug, hard against the spot. As Debbie jerked and bucked a little, but remained held tight in her Mistress’s grasp, Rowan gradually teased the tip of the plug against the flesh, until it slowly began to invade the resisting aperture.

Slowly, but very surely, despite Debbie’s anguished groans from her rubber-gagged lips, the plug began its certain ascent, up and up, into its new home. As Debbie resisted this very private invasion, she was held tighter and tighter, as Rowan fought to achieve her object.

The outcome was inevitable. After a few moments of pain and discomfort, the plug had nestled itself, fully, into its private chambers, and was now proving a very insistent guest, as it made itself, feel quite at home.

The groans had altered pitch somewhat, and a more pleasurable sound was now emitting from the hooded face.

Mistress Rowan relaxed her strong hold on her subject and pressed the base home to ensure the plug remained inserted.

Then she leant in, to her leather slut, and said, “There, my Slutty Debbie, I’m sure you like the feel of that inside you, don’t you? That’s what sluts like, or so I believe, the feeling of something that shouldn’t be there, being there! Is that how it was with your secretary, my little leather slut? WAS IT LIKE THAT?” and she almost shouted the last words, close to her she-male husband’s ear, so that the poor, leather-bound, she-male, jumped, in fright.

Now, as a final accoutrement, Rowan took a long, black, leather leash, similar to a dog lead, but much longer, and snapped it to the front D-ring of the collar and announced, “Right, you’re ready to start your training. Now, let’s walk you around a bit and see how you manage those high, high, heels, on those high, high, thigh boots.”

She tugged at the leather leash and her blinded, leather dolly, resisted a little but then followed, tentatively, as she pulled her towards the bedroom door.

Those first few difficult metres, took several, long minutes. Given that Leather Debbie was both blinded and almost deafened, her arms were bound tight in a leather sack, and her legs were attached by a hobble chain, the fact she had to cope with precarious, 5-inch heels now seemed the least of her problems!

She was desperately afraid of falling, and Rowan was aware this could prove disastrous, so she took the time to allow her prisoner to feel each small step and just get the measure of walking, elevated, as she was, on such high perches.

Step by step, they took it slowly, Rowan shouting instructions all the time and pulling one way, or the other, on the leather leash, which she now held close, just on a very short length, to ensure that her walking leather doll, constantly corrected her balance and remained upright.

They made it to the door, and Rowan gently guided her submissive through the opening, making sure she cleared the doorframe, then the painfully slow, hobbled steps, took Debbie down the hallway and towards the small, cottage lounge.

Cajoling and encouraging her all the time, Mistress Rowan proved very patient. She understood that walking on such heels and in such footwear, under such duress, couldn’t be easy, and this was a skill she was determined that her new friend was going to master. Fully! Only, if she could confidently walk in decent heels, and with correct posture, could they really move this complete transformation, from clumsy, awkward, male, to elegant and composed female, onwards, and upwards. So, Rowan had decided, that, for every two of their three-day, training pattern, she would put her new, female, friend in heels, until walking in them became second nature. Only on Baby days, would she forego the heels.

There followed an hour of walking around the single storey, cottage, walking in a circle around the sparse furniture in the lounge, out into the hallway, then back to the bedroom, then into the kitchen diner. Back and forth, forwards and backwards.

With each, tentative step, Debbie’s confidence grew, and her strained, leg muscles, ached, just a little less.

“I think you’re ready to go outside,” announced Mistress Rowan, after that first, intensive hour, “We’ll do a few circuits of the garden and see how you cope with different surfaces.” And she steered her charge, towards the back door, that led from the kitchen, and into the fresh air of their private grounds.

Debbie felt the change in temperature, as the door opened and the cool summer air, hit her scantily clad upper body. She was glad of the protective leather, sheathing her arms and her legs, as she took her first, delicate steps, out into the big, wide world.

She immediately felt the different texture underfoot, as she walked along the paved patio and pathway. Then Rowan reversed her and took her back to the cottage. Then they made another turn and went back to the far side of the garden, again.

All the time, Rowan was goading and coaching, “Good girl. Take it easy. Now, the other way, you need to balance. Hold your head up. Slowly! Slow down. Try to just cross your step a bit, yes, like that.” And so on, and so forth. For another hour, the pair toiled away, and both sweated slightly, as they continued to gain confidence and Debbie gradually conquered her fear of walking unsighted, and at such a disadvantage.

And then Rowan announced they needed a break. “You have done very well, my sweet, little, leather girl,” she complimented, close to Debbie’s head, “We’ll do a little more practice this afternoon, but I think you’ve earned a picnic. Would you like that, my little slut? Would you like a picnic, out here, with some solid food?”

Debbie nodded her masked head and was relieved that her first major ordeal of deportment training, was over. Then, as if Rowan had just remembered, her Mistress leant in again and said, “Just before we finish, I want to show you something. Wait here.” And she released the leash and left a solitary, hooded, bound, figure, standing, incongruously, wondering what she was doing.

Then she heard Rowan return and felt her take up the end of the leash again.

“How is your little friend, in your butt behaving?” she enquired, “Have you got used to it?”

And, indeed, Debbie had got so accustomed to her uninvited guest, that she had almost forgotten he was there, at all. The first 15 minutes had been a mix of pleasure and discomfort, as she had adjusted to the feeling, but, as the morning had worn on, she had concentrated so hard on staying upright and moving forward, that all thoughts of her butt-friend, had gone. She knew he was there, but they weren’t really connecting. They were about to be reminded of each other.

“Right,” continued an excited Rowan, “I want you to feel this. I think you’ll like it. Once you’ve got used to it!”

Mistress Rowan held tight to the leash with one hand and operated the small black remote control with the other. Debbie heard nothing, but Rowan did. The buzz from the vibrating plug, wafted up from beneath the folds of the pretty leather skirt, that hid what was going on, down below.

Although she heard not a sound, Debbie reacted immediately to the pulsing vibrations, now pervading her body. She jumped and squirmed and jerked and squealed, as the strong pulses, shook her, from the inside, out.

Mistress Rowan pressed the power button a second time, and the rhythm of buzzing altered. A gentler, more persistent, but lower buzz indicated that the pulse pattern had changed. Another press. Another pattern of pulses. Another and another! And each time, the pattern changed, Debbie’s reaction to it, also altered. She found some more pleasurable than others. She found one she particularly liked, three short, strong pulses, one prolonged gentler one, then the three shorter ones repeated, and so on. She liked the feel of that. And, all the while, her Mistress experimented, and watched, and learned, as she gauged Debbie’s response to each changing rhythm, and saw how she was certainly going to grow to enjoy this sensation.

Rowan could not be more pleased. After allowing Debbie a short walk, under each of the ten different patterns of vibration, she decided that was sufficient. For now! Debbie had, unwittingly, already given away far too much information this morning.

It was obvious she liked the leather experience. She had reacted well to the dressing. It had been clear that she loved the feel of the bizarre, high, thigh boots, against her legs. She had tried really hard, all morning, to conquer the heels and would, in time, become a skilled wearer of high heels, of that, Rowan was now confident. And, as an added bonus, it was becoming clear that the vibrating monster inside her had gradually morphed into a close and intimate, and welcome, friend.

This all boded well. The Mistress had acquired a depth of knowledge about her subject, that would channel her future actions. Knowledge was power, and Mistress Rowan was determined to use her increasing knowledge to make her new sissy slave, succumb to her future role, in life.

“Well, slut,” she pulled her captive towards her, “I think you have just been the best little girl, ever, this morning. So, I’m going to let you rest, whilst I prepare a little feast for us both. And, this afternoon, I think you’ll be ready to come out of that mask. Your 48-hour, punishment, is almost ended. I think it’s time for you to see the world, again. Would you like that? Well done.”

Yes! Debbie would very much like that. She wanted to see herself in the leathers. She wanted to see if the exciting thigh boots, matched her impression of them. And, not least, she wanted to see her beautiful Mistress, in her green leather Mistress dress. Yes, she definitely would like that!

And so, Rowan smiled, as she led a relieved, and quite proud, leather doll, back toward the house. The butt invader had gone back to sleep, and the whole morning’s training, had been a veritable success. Both Mistress and Slave, were pleased. If it had been possible, Debbie would be wearing a self-satisfied grin, under that latex mask of hers, as she minced back to the house, demonstrating her mastery of the high leather boots. She had enjoyed this game and looked forward to the rest of the day, installed in her leather gear.

They made it safely back to the haven of the cottage and Rowan led Debbie to a chair, at the dining table, depositing her there, the leash still attached to the collar.

“You sit and rest,” she urged, as she busied herself at the chopping board, “I’m going to get us some lovely food, ready.”

And Debbie sat and turned her head, this way and that, to try and identify what was occurring around her. It really was so disorienting, to be blind and almost deaf! She couldn’t identify enough sounds to tell what was going on and so, just sat back and enjoyed the rest. At one point, she thought she heard some loud banging, from outside, but that soon stopped, and she returned to her private thoughts.

If she had seen her Mistress pick up the five sturdy tent pegs and the mallet and retreat to the back garden, she may have worried what the purpose was. As it happened, she was happily oblivious to the preparations being made, outside.

After maybe twenty minutes, or a little more, Debbie was ushered up, by a tug on the leash and a word in the ear. “Come on my lovely, leather lady, let’s get you ready for your picnic.” And Debbie and her leader, started the tedious trip, back out to the garden.

Had she been able to see, she would have realised she was being steered towards the small rug that had been placed on the ground. She may have wondered why two strong, and long, metal pegs, had been hammered into the ground approximately 24 inches apart, at the foot of the laid-out rug. Her Mistress now steered her towards the spot.

“Right, I’m going to lower you down, slowly,” said Mistress Rowan. “Until you’re sitting. I’ve put a rug down for you to lie on. When I’ve got you seated, you can spread your legs out as far as the chain will allow and rest.”

And so, Debbie, happily allowed herself to be helped to descend to a sitting position and was as co-operative as could be, whilst her Mistress took her thigh-booted legs and spread them 15 inches apart. But then, Debbie was surprised to feel a sudden show of strength from her kindly Mistress, as she threaded a short rope through the left ankle cuff and pulled both ends of the short cord, to yank the leg and its leather boot, over to the first of the two metal stakes. She swiftly tied that leg off, pressed hard against the stake, and then she took a second short cord and did exactly the same to the right, leather-booted foot. Debbie “Gaaarrruuummmmpppphhhhhed!”, into her gag, as she realised that this picnic, wasn’t going to be quite as idyllic, as she had hoped.

Within seconds the second leg was securely bound to the second metal peg and Debbie was effectively restrained, her arms still in their leather binder, her two leather-booted legs, now stretched out and securely roped to two, sturdy, and deeply buried pegs.

Rowan now went behind her and fussed and fidgeted with the leather armbinder, in order to release both arms. This was achieved after some effort, and slowly, the leather arm-sheath, was drawn away, displaying the two exquisitely-gloved arms, in all their glory.

The handcuffs were unlocked, only for Debbie’s arms to be brought around to the front and then to be cuffed again, in front of her.

Then, Debbie felt her body being persuaded to lie down, in a fully prone position, and she had no will to resist, so slowly sank down, until Rowan had her fully stretched out, upon her rug. Then her cuffed arms were brought up, and over her head, and stretched behind her hooded dome. And she held her breath, as she felt Rowan struggle to reach for a third metal peg, and the wooden mallet.

Rowan carefully stretched out the two cuffed arms and placed the metal peg behind the connecting cuffs, before hammering it hard, into the soft ground of the cottage lawn. She gave the peg three more hard strikes and then seemed satisfied it would hold its precious cargo. And Debbie was stretched out and held fast. Each thigh-booted leg was splayed out and held fast by a separate metal stake. Her twin, leather-gloved arms, were held up and stretched beyond her hooded head, held by one further metal stake. She was entirely helpless and not quite sure how she was going to enjoy any food, from this awkward position.

Rowan meanwhile, had taken up a small pillow, that she placed under Debbie’s head, raising it slightly, whilst putting a little more pressure on poor Debbie’s stretched out arms. Then, Rowan took a fourth and fifth metal peg and knocked these into the ground, one either side of her staked-out captive’s head. She picked up two more lengths of rope and tied one from the newly installed peg at the right, to the large D-ring on the right-hand side of the leather collar. She tied this back to the peg, before repeating the action with the left-hand side. And so, our little leather sissy was now held fast by a total of 5 metal stakes, driven into the soft ground. Two to the legs, one holding the handcuffed arms, and a further two ensuring her head remained tight to its pillow resting place.

“There,” said a relieved Rowan, “Now I don’t need to worry about you going anywhere. I can come and go as I please. Enjoy your rest!” and she left a bewildered, and frustrated Debbie, inert, in her new pose.

Debbie lay there, frustrated by her newly-imposed immobility, and upset that her reward, for a good morning’s work, had these stringent conditions attached.

Rowan made three trips, back and forth, to the cottage. First time, she returned with a tray laden with plates of food. Second time she brought a bottle of wine and two glasses and a long, bendy, straw. And the third time, she brought a little square of cloth, to act as a table-cloth.

She draped this over Debbie’s prone, leather-coated, torso, and moved several little platters of food, from the tray, up onto her new, makeshift, table . . . . Debbie’s prone, and stretched, leathered body.

“Now, keep still, or you’ll knock something off,” she laughed, as Debbie became a dining table, “I’ll feed you, but only small bits, so take your time. I don’t want you choking to death!”

And thus, began, the weirdest “picnic” imaginable, as Debbie lay there, staked out and vulnerable. Rowan took out the awful rubber gag and placed it aside, as a grateful Debbie thanked her Mistress. Then Rowan urged Debbie to take the end of the long, bendy straw, in her lips and suck hard, but slowly. The wine was a perfectly chilled pinot noir white, and it felt heavenly, after all her toils, as Debbie gratefully sucked it in. Then she took her first morsel of food, a delicious nibble of smoked salmon, followed by a second draught of wine, and all thoughts of complaining were banished. This was going to be a nice picnic, after all.

In all, it took more than 50 minutes to clear the small dining table of all its wealth of food. It was a slow, but strangely exciting experience for both ladies, as Rowan fed ever such small portions to her prone companion. Of course, the food was frequently interrupted by the welcome flow of wine and, after two large glasses, each, Rowan had gone to get a second bottle of the magic potion.

And then the food was finished, and the tray re-filled with emptied plates and the table-cloth removed and Debbie, plus wine-glass, lay there, in their full glory, revealing a truly, wondrous sight, of sexy black leather, kinky bindings, and the odd show of flesh, as Rowan began her fourth glass of wine, and stared down, in awe, at her captive leather slut.

Debbie had drunk her fill, and both were now a little intoxicated, and, with the heat from the early afternoon sun playing down on them, Debbie could happily have fallen asleep. She was about to, when she was rudely awoken by a pulsing, in her butt.

Yes! Mistress Rowan was ready to play and had set the remote to the pattern she perceived Debbie had enjoyed the most, the three short, one long, three short pulses, that sounded thrilling, and certainly seemed to be stimulating the bound she-male.

Then Debbie gasped through her still ungagged mouth, as her Mistress released the black metal cock cage, that had stopped any real fun, earlier.

The metal cage and its other two component parts, fell away, as Rowan unlocked the tiny padlock and took away the connecting rod. Debbie’s penis waved free, in the air, and bowed to its releaser, as if saying, “Thank you. I was getting a bit fed up, in there.”

Rowan threw aside the metal pieces of cock-cage and grasped the waving, bowing, flesh in her hand. She stroked it hard, as it stood proud and erect, to attention. Then she held it tight, as she leant down and kissed the female face of the figure stretched out beneath her and found the human lips, hidden under their latex covering. She kissed her husband more passionately than at any time she could remember, since their wedding night, and her sissified husband responded, with the same passion. All the while, they kissed, Rowan’s hand was stretching and teasing at the freed penis, which was responding by engorging more that she had ever seen it do, naturally, before.

There was no doubt, whatsoever, Debbie was turned on, completely, by her situation. There was no doubt, whatsoever, Rowan was as equally turned on to have her sissy husband at her mercy. The scenario seemed to fulfil each person’s fantasy, and the inevitable conclusion was accompanied by an almost primeval scream, of relief, and arousal, from the bound she-male, as she exploded and erupted, like an over-active volcano.

The leather thigh boots caught most of the emissions of lava. Some hit the grass and would doubtless create a nice, extra-green spot, sometime in the future, some hit the top of the pretty, short, leather skirt, that had ridden up Debbie’s twitching and shaking body. But most of the lava flow, had gathered, in a small pool, on the boots, and was easily dispensed with. “It’s lucky that leather is such a resilient material,” thought a laughing Rowan, as she set about mopping up the affected areas.

Debbie fell back and lay there, breathing heavily, and sighing with a great deal of satisfaction, that her manhood still functioned properly, despite its days of enforced confinement. Debbie had quickly decided that was possibly the most enjoyable ten minutes of her life . . . . and she was, now, almost entirely hooked on this weirdly, wonderful, kinky project!

If this was to be her reward, Rowan could dress her up like she had, tie her down like that, and do this, to her, ANYTIME SHE DAMNED WELL PLEASED!!!! There’d be no objections from the Debbie Slut!!!

___________________________

The afternoon passed quickly. Debbie fell asleep, still lain out in her sacrificial pose. Rowan left her to rest and cleared up all the debris from their day’s activity. She looked, lovingly, at Debbie, pegged out, as she was, and felt a stirring she hadn’t felt for Martin, her husband, for many, many, many a month. She liked this new woman. She felt attracted to her and she felt sorry for her, at the same time. She’d had a hard few days to come to terms with her dramatic change of circumstance!

At 3.00pm. precisely, she woke her and said, “I’m going to release you now. Please, please, do not fight me. I shall win, and you will suffer badly.”

Debbie seemed to understand and nodded her small nod. Within seconds, her feet were released, her collar was off and discarded, her cuffed arms were freed from their stake-out, but the metal cuffs remained.

She was helped, first to a sitting position and then to a standing one. Her captor looked at her with some passion and led her into the house. Tonight, she would allow her slut doll, to sleep with her, in all her glorious leather. That would be a real turn on . . . she wondered how Debbie would like the leather sleep hood, she had, to show her?

And the pair, walked, together, one with a new and confident swing in her hips, and the other, tottering, on her extreme heels, into the cottage, to play a little more.


Day 6 – THURSDAY

Small rays of light were penetrating the tiny holes, in the perforated hood, that had kept Debbie safe and secure, all night. It was early morning and she was stirring. But it wasn’t the light particles disturbing her deep sleep. Rather, it was the feeling of someone, someone unseen, and unheard, slowly working away at her man-rod, down beneath the folds of the slinky, leather skirt, she had slept in.

She rolled her eyes, behind the hood, and tried to make sense of the jumbled picture of light, that was presented to her. She could only make out shadow and light, but, as her mind awoke to the stimulation, now increasing, and, as the pressure on her erecting penis increased, she surmised it could only be an early morning wake up call, from Mistress Rowan.

She adjusted position, slightly, just as much as her bonds would allow. She hadn’t been uncomfortable all night, though, she suspected, her Mistress had slipped another small sleeping pill into her final drink of the evening. She was in the same position she’d been left, her gloved arms manacled together and then tied, fairly loosely, to the headboard above her head. Her two thigh booted legs had been tied together above and below the knee and then, again, at the ankles, and her ankle rope had been taken down to the foot-post of the double bed, she had shared, for only the second time since her drug-induced, long sleep, last Friday night. But this had been a fairly relaxed restraint and she’d been able to turn slightly and flex her muscles, so had suffered no, real, discomfort.

Now, she was facing onto the other side of the big, double, bed, coaxed there by Rowan, who had woken early and had spent some time staring at the bound and helpless, leather-clad, figure before her. Although Rowan had managed to change into a respectable, and perfectly suitable shorty, satin, nightgown, before retiring to bed, she had insisted that Debbie remain in her leather outfit, she liked it so much and Debbie, apparently, was also very taken with it. This was an opportunity to “cement” the feeling of dependence on female clothing and Rowan was keen to exploit every one of these small opportunities.

For that reason, and the fact that Debbie looked so bloody sexy, attired in head to toe, black, leather, hooded and bound, had convinced Rowan, that an early wake-up call and small reward might be appropriate. So, here they were, Rowan now breathing heavily as she got herself excited, Debbie quickly catching up, as she moaned and groaned behind the perforated leather, sleep hood, and her manhood responded to the persuasive massage it was receiving.

Within a few minutes, of having been, so “rudely” awakened, Debbie found herself, for a second time in 24 hours, right on the cusp of letting off another loud, messy, and, to her, very welcome, salvo. She tried to stop herself, to make the feeling of sheer ecstasy linger, but it was no good. Her mind had been playing tricks with her, ever since Rowan had put her in this amazing outfit, and, even during the night, there had been spells when she had awoken, and lay there, silently excited by her predicament.

She let out one, last, lingering moan of pleasure, as her cannon went off and the explosion and ensuing emission, barely missed her companion, the Mistress responsible. Debbie bucked against her ropes and her body twitched, as she spent the last, little bit, of her ammunition, and then she slumped back, as the unseen hand still rhythmically soothed her troubled penis.

Then the erotic massage ceased, and she was aware of movement, as Rowan got up to get the necessary cleaning supplies, from the bathroom. Debbie was now in another world, her mind on her leather-booted legs, her bound, leather-sheathed arms, her leather-encased head and her female-form, enveloped in tight leather corset and skimpy leather skirt.

If yesterday afternoon’s unstoppable eruption was the best ever, this morning’s, came a very close second. Debbie was completely sold on the leather clothes, now Rowan just had to transfer that feeling, of sheer, unbounded arousal, to the whole sissy wardrobe and it would be “job done”!

The clean-up operation took no time and then Mistress Rowan lay back in the immense bed and gently stroked her captive’s roped body.

“Did you enjoy that, you little slut?” she whispered, Debbie’s hearing now fully functioning, “Did you get just a little excited at the thought of all this leather and all this rope?” Rowan persisted.

Debbie moaned into her hood and left her Mistress in no doubt.

“Good,” continued Rowan, “And there’s plenty more where that came from, but only if you co-operate with me. So, are you going to co-operate? Are you going to be my complete, little sissy, submissive, and let me look after you, or are you going to keep fighting me, and making me angry? Your choice. Nice clothes, nice rewards. Or the same clothes and strict punishment. We really can do this either way, so long as the end result is the same. I’m happy to oblige with either method.”

The further low moans from the hooded leather figure confirmed that Debbie was a changing, if not fully changed, person. Yes, she would co-operate. The rewards far outweighed the disadvantages, she reckoned.

“Good. Now, today you’ll be in a lovely new Maid’s outfit, that bright pink PVC one, I showed you last Saturday. I can’t really think of a name for my maid, though. Is there one you like, particularly?

“I like Rachel.” uttered Leather Debbie, not sounding too hopeful.

“Would you like to be Maid Rachel? I’m not sure that sounds quite appropriate, You’ll be in PVC today, so you’d be PVC Rachel, the Victorian Maid. I don’t think it sounds quite exotic enough.” Rowan thought for a moment, then asked, “How about Rochelle?” And that, it was agreed, would be a good compromise.

“May I be Rachel one day, Mistress?” asked a persistent Debbie.

“We’ll see about that, but I’m very happy with Rochelle, for today.” And so, that was what she was christened.

_________________________

“Oh, my gosh! Am I really going to wear that? It looks amazing.”

Rachel had seen her new PVC Maid’s dress and it looked stunning, as she felt the stiff, but ultra-glossy, material, which had been fashioned into this amazingly, erotic creation.

“Yes, my darling girl, you are. And all day long. And you will look stunning. It’s fabulous isn’t it? Another wonderful purchase, off eBay, from China. I can show you the site, later, if you want. They will make them in any colour. I loved the yellow, and the bright blue, and the red. We can buy you one of each, if you like. But I particularly chose this shocking pink, because I wanted you to look so especially feminine, this fortnight. I’ve got you some pink pvc, bloomers to go underneath, too. And a very special pair of little pvc boots. All in the same shocking pink. So, let’s get you showered and we can have some fun, putting you into it.”

Of course, she had seen the long pvc maid’s dress displayed on that very first morning, but she hadn’t really taken it all in. Now, freshly showered, her doll mask removed, her flaccid penis dangling loose, and her wrapped back in her shimmery, pink, satin robe, Rochelle could really study the complex dress and its accessories.

The dress was full-length, with a tight bodice, a high neck, long sleeves, and a flared, full, skirt, held out on two layers of net under-skirting, which was also, full length, to the floor, much in the style of a Victorian House-maid. It was made entirely of different thicknesses of PVC, giving it several different, textures. The main gown colour was a bright, hot pink, but there were subtle additions of grey, on the bodice, up on the high neck and down the arms. There was also a kind of panel underskirt of grey, down the front of the dress, overlaid with two scalloped layers of bright pink, skirting, just to break up the mass of shocking pink, colour. And the net underskirts, were also in grey, and showed just below the hem of the long, flared skirts. And there was an off-white, or light grey, pvc pinafore apron, to finish off the Victorian look, that had inspired the outfit.

To go under it, Rochelle was shown the light, pink, satin corset, the only other corset, apart from two in rubber and two in leather, that Rowan had bought. Rowan had already informed her sissy slave that there were so many, wonderful, corsets available, she wanted Rachel, or Rochelle, to pick some for herself, when they got home. That idea also excited a thrilled Rochelle, who was now handling the matching, pink, pvc bloomers. These were longer than her little girl bloomers and, again, more dated, in style. They were intended to maintain a Victorian maiden’s modesty, Rowan had explained, and not viewed as an erotic item. But, to Rochelle, holding them against her, they certainly seemed ultra-erotic.

“Of course, we won’t actually see them, under your long skirts, but the idea that we both know they are there, is definitely tantalizing, don’t you think?” Mistress Rowan said.

Rochelle nodded her agreement. She couldn’t wait to get all this glossy plastic on and see if it looked as good on her, as it did, hanging here.

“But first, I must put a cage on that little monster of yours. You know we can’t have it misbehaving, until I say so!”

Despite Rochelle’s protests, the white silicon cage was soon installed and Rochelle’s poor manhood, was once more out of sight and out of harm’s way.

“I thought you’d have chosen the pink to go with my dress, Mistress.” Rochelle stated.

“Well, I would, but you wore the pink two days ago and we haven’t cleaned and sterilised it yet. It’s going to be one of the Maid’s first jobs, this morning. Now, we have so much to do, and you’re not dressed yet. So, let’s get you into your first satin corset, I bought you this lovely pink one, so it’ll go with most colours, and you’ll be wearing a pair of white stockings.”

Rochelle stood, obediently, as her Mistress, did the familiar fixing and tightening of the corset around Rochelle’s naked torso. For first wearing, she didn’t pull this satin one in, too tight, and Rochelle found it, immediately, very comfortable. Then the breast inserts gave her upper body some proper shape and her Mistress rolled a silky, white stocking, up each pale, hairless leg.

“Ummm! You were right about getting rid of all my hairs, Mistress. That feels so good.” said an excited Rochelle, as her Mistress attached each of the corset suspenders to each stocking top.

Then Rochelle eased the pink, rustling, plastic bloomers, up her legs, enclosing her bulging cock-cage, and the tops of the sensuous, silky stockings, in its erotic folds of crackling, creaking, pvc.

As she adjusted them, the ribboned, bottoms, of the pink, bloomers, extended to just below her knees and gripped her legs, tight, in their elasticated, frilly hems.

And now she was ready for the dress, the crowning glory. Her dresser bunched up the seeming acres of noisy pvc, and she raised it high. As she dropped it over Rochelle’s waiting head, it cascaded down like a veritable torrent of water. Down and down, it fell, till the skirts and their net underskirt supports, reached the ground and abruptly halted.

The fit was just perfect and, not for the first time, Rochelle marvelled that her Mistress Rowan had arranged all of this and got the fittings so perfect.

Mistress Rowan went around the back and pulled the gown in tight and pinched in the high waistline and the bodice, tight up to the high pvc collar, with its pink and grey frills of lighter-weight plastic.

As the zip came up, the dress moulded itself to Rochelle’s pink, corseted body, and the she-male shivered with delight and excitement, as she thrilled at the noise the unique material made, as she swirled her long skirts. The dress glued itself to Rochelle’s corseted, pulled in, pushed out, body and the she-male giggled nervously, as the long skirts, swirled at her feet. This was another, new, experience, and, with each new experience, Rochelle was becoming more, and more, fascinated by the possibilities this new life, might offer.

It was a slow process, but, slowly, very slowly, Rochelle was becoming addicted to the erotic dressing sessions, just like a drug addict, to their chosen drug, and Rowan was detecting the little sign, here, and the little emotion there, that her plan, and the psychology behind it, was beginning to work, just as she had hoped. She was confident, she would be taking back home, a full-blown, she-male, female, companion, when this exciting fortnight, was finally ended.

“Well, you look absolutely stunning. No question. And you’ll stay in that all day, and all evening. Now, there are no gloves with this dress, because it’s got long sleeves. And, in any case, you can use your hands more freely, to do your day’s work.

I am going to put some ankle cuffs on you, but, if you promise to behave, I’ll leave your hands free. Can I trust you?” she asked her Maid, Rochelle.

“Oh, yes, Mistress. I promise I’ll do everything you say,” promised a very contrite-sounding, Rochelle, “Anything at all!”

“Well, if you let me down this time, I shall keep you tied up all week, believe me. Any little sign of disobedience, and I’ll cuff you. Understood? In any case, all the doors are locked, you know you can’t get out, without my say-so.”

And Rochelle nodded that she understood and did a little curtsy, as she said, “Thank you, Mistress. I’ll be good.”

The ankle chains went on and the cuffs were padlocked, and the key hidden out of sight, and Maid Rochelle was ready to begin her duties.

She looked at the list of jobs her Mistress had roughly scribbled out for her. It was a long list but within her new-found capabilities. She had three latex masks to clean and to polish, including the Maid’s mask, which was her first job, so that Mistress Rowan could fit it to her face, before she proceeded with all the other chores. She had two complete satin outfits to hand-wash, dry and cool iron. She had a laundry basket full of Mummy and Mistress Rowan’s undies and bits and bobs to machine wash, dry and iron. She had the bath towels and hand-towels to wash. She had three cock-cages to be sterilised, along with two feeding bottles, one rubber mouthpiece from her adult hood and one rubber blindfold, from the same, oh, and a black, rubber butt plug to see to, as well. And then the dishwasher needed re-filling and all the dusting and hoovering needed doing . . . . . .

It was a daunting list, but Rochelle set to, with some gusto, and having quickly cleaned and polished it, she was slipped into her latex hood, and she smiled, inwardly, as she was grateful her mouth wasn’t stuffed full of panty gag, today.

Although obliged to remain silent, under the cloying latex hood that had no mouth aperture, at least her mouth was unobstructed, and she felt much more, at ease.

The list of jobs grew smaller, as she struck off each item. By 11.30am, the main jobs were done, the dishwasher was emptied of clean cutlery and dishes, and re-loaded with bits and bobs from the previous evening. The feeding bottles stood inverted, completely sterilised, the first satin clothes had been lightly pressed, whilst still damp, and all the personal items of rubber and latex and silicon, and such, had been cleaned, polished, and put, in their proper place, handy for their next use. Some items, Rochelle handled with a degree of fondness, as she remembered how it had felt, on her, or inside her! This did not go un-noticed by her Mistress, who, for the large part, left her Maid to it, and either read, or baked, or sipped tea, as Rochelle quietly got on with her duties.

By 1.30pm. Mistress Rowan took the hoover from her Maid’s hands, switched it off, and declared that all her jobs were finished. She could relax, until her next “Maid’s day”, when she’d be back in her blue, latex dress.

And Rochelle sat, gratefully, as Rowan put the hoover away and laid out a plate of beef sandwiches, and a bottle of wine, with two large glasses.

“Here, you’ve earned this,” she told her delighted Maid, “Now let’s get that hood off you, and you can eat.”

They talked, more freely than any previous day, as Rochelle ate, hungrily. Rowan still wanted to make up a female face. Rochelle actually had discovered she enjoyed wearing the hoods, so still resisted. And it did save a deal of time!

“Okay, but I am going to do this,” uttered Rowan, as she got two lengths of satin ribbon and lightly tied Rochelle’s wrists to her chair.

“You’ve finished eating, haven’t you?” she enquired.

Rochelle nodded, “But I hadn’t finished drinking.” she joked.

They both laughed, and Mistress promised she’d keep her slave supplied with sips of wine.

Then she got out a full manicure set and proceeded to lay out a full set of false nails, some glue, and a file and emery board, as well as a deep, dark pot of nail varnish.

“It’s time you had nails,” she said, “Next week, the face. I’ll let you off that for now, since you’ve been so good. But I insist you wear nails from now on, until you can grow your own.”

A full hour was spent, filing, cleaning, holding a wine glass to accepting lips, and chatting in a relatively easy and untroubled manner.

As the hands were prepared to accept the false nails, they both laughed and joked in a way neither had spoken to the other, for many months, and just a faint spark of lost love, was re-kindled.

Then a set of ten nails went on, pressed home, hard, against the nail glue. As these slowly dried, Rowan went down below, and removed the pink, pvc, ankle boots, unlacing each one, and slipping it off. She took her hands up the long PVC skirts of Rochelle’s dress and hauled the PVC bloomers down, just a little, and then fished around to unhook the silky stockings from the corset and peeled those off, completely. And, when she had revealed Rochelle’s bare feet, she busied herself, filing away at the manly nails below, as Rochelle stretched to see what she was doing.

“I’m just going to paint these, as they are,” explained Rowan, looking up at her prodigy. “When they grow, we can shape them a bit better, but just a nice, glossy varnish, will do for now.” and she carried on, as a thrilled Rochelle studied her fingers, with their new, nicely shaped, projections, awaiting their coat of deep, dark, dark, red, so very dark it was almost black, polish.

Twenty minutes later, the talk had shifted to the morrow, and the following day, as the last touches of varnish were applied to the finger-nails, and Rochelle rested her newly painted feet, on a magazine, to ensure no polish got on the kitchen floor.

“Well, I’m not telling you too much,” Mistress Rowan told her, mysteriously, “But, you’re in another, beautiful, satin, frock, tomorrow. Nicer, even, than your other two. And the day after, I’m really looking forward to. You’re in leather, again. And, if you liked the outfit you wore two days ago, you know the black, leather corset and skirt and boots, I’m pretty sure you will adore this one. That’s all I’m going to say. Well, I can tell you this much, you little scarlet lady . . . it’s red!”

And Rochelle shivered in anticipation, of a further exciting two days, as she admired her Mistress’s handiwork, and displayed her new, shiny, glossy, set of nails.

Oh, yes! Rochelle was getting addicted alright. She was going to become the most co-operative, hard-working, attentive, and sensual, little sissy, imaginable. So long as she kept receiving such lovely, satisfying, treats from her Mummy and Mistress.


Day 7 – FRIDAY

“Good morning Rochelle, how are we today? Are we ready for another exciting challenge?” Rowan was lightly shaking her sleeping companion’s lifeless body.

Rochelle had actually woken earlier, around 6am., and had nuzzled into her Mistress’s warm, reposing, body, but her Mistress Rowan had remained fast asleep and stirred, only a little, as Rochelle had pushed her hooded head into her bosom, but she hadn’t woken up, so the she-male had no other choice, than to lie there, and then, had, gradually, fallen back asleep, herself.

This night, it had been totally impractical to sleep in the PVC dress of the previous day. It had been a joy to wear, it had served its purpose, done its job and now, had been put to a well-deserved, rest, hanging back in the small bedroom. But Rochelle had impressed her Mistress, with her commitment to work, and her willingness to learn, and was invited to share the big bed, for the third night, now, in a row.

She had been stripped of the outfit which she had enjoyed so much and wrapped, instead, in the pink, satin, night robe. Rowan had insisted she wasn’t going to wake up, looking at a male face, ever again, in a shared bed, at least, and had hooded her she-male submissive, back in the full-face, leather, perforated hood, which was proving a lovely, relaxed way of sleeping – no breathing difficulty, no real vision, but a sense of light and dark, not much more, and still, the deliciously, intoxicating smell of fine, soft, quality leather.

Rochelle’s bare hands, now replete with their, glossy, deep red, nails, had been cuffed behind her, her white, naked ankles, with her painted toe-nails, standing out against the lily-white skin, had been gently teased into a second pair of leather cuffs and had been linked with a short length of chain, and she had slept soundly, able to escape, if she had really willed it, but no longer desiring to do so, not wishing for this most educational of holidays, to end.

Slowly, Rochelle awakened fully, and she moaned and shifted slightly to push her hooded head, again, into the comforting warmth of Rowan’s satin-clad, body, in a gesture of submissiveness, and of utter compliance.

Rowan was impressed.

“You seem very submissive today, Rochelle. Have we finally arrived at a major turning point?” she asked of her hooded, bed companion.

Rochelle snuggled in a little more, glad to hear her Mistress’s voice again, after a long, silent night. She muttered through her hood, “Yes, Mistress. I think we have. I want to please you. I’ll do whatever you want me to do, Mistress.” And Rowan smiled a big, satisfied smile.

“Well, I think you may have promised me that before,” she whispered, “Just before you tried that stupid escape attempt. But, if you mean it this time, you can do something for me.”

“What, Mistress? What can I do to please you? I’ll do anything.” asked the subjugated Rochelle, the words somewhat lost from behind the leather head covering.

Rowan hesitated, but then said it, “I want you to shave off all your body hair. Every last bit. And I want you to rub that cream all over where you’ve shaved, until it burns the hair follicles and prevents any new growth. That is what you can do for me, this morning, to prove you are my slave.”

The leather-bound, body, fell silent. Debbie was weighing up this price against the promise of future reward. She wasn’t quite ready to give up all her masculine qualities, but she was erring towards co-operating a lot more and taking an active role in this bizarre game, her wife was playing. She hesitated just too long.

“There, I knew you weren’t serious. I can’t trust you. So, we’ll just have to carry on like this until I am certain you mean it when you say you’ll co-operate. I’ll leave you here to think about it. I need a cup of tea.”

And she left a contemplative Debbie, still stretched out in her bonds, to consider her next move.

Twenty minutes later, Mistress Rowan returned to the bedroom, and she heard Debbie trying to speak through her disabling hood. “I’ll do it, Mistress.”

“I beg your pardon?” said Rowan, “Can you repeat that? I didn’t quite catch it.”

“I’ll do it, for you, Mistress Rowan. I’ll shave my body hair off . . . . . but not from my head!”

“Oh! That’s perfect. I don’t want you shaving your head. Well, at least, not yet. I’ve not finally decided which way to go with that, female masks, wigs, or for you to grow your own hair longer, so I can style it? We’ll see. But for now, I’ll be happy if you just get rid of all that ugly hair from your legs and arms. That’s not a lot to ask, is it?”

And that was decided. The first proper indication that the psychology was working, just the way Rowan had read it might. Debbie was getting sucked in and this was a good sign of progress.

Twenty minutes later and a completely naked she-male, had been locked in the small bathroom, with an electric shaver, a hand razor and sensitive shaving cream, and with a large tube of the depilatory cream that Rowan had removed his pubic hairs with, some days previously.

Rowan tried to get on with a few small jobs, preparing the clothes and equipment for that day’s fun, getting a small breakfast prepared, but she couldn’t hide her delight in pressing her ear to the locked door of the bathroom and listening as, first the electric, then the hand, razor, did the main job. Then she smiled broadly as the squeals and groans told her the burning depilatory cream had been applied, and she knew, she WAS WINNING this battle of the sexes.

A shout, 35 minutes later, told her that Rochelle had finished the hair removal process and was ready to be inspected.

She cautiously opened the door, already prepared for abrupt, evasive, action, if her captive tried any tricks. She had armed herself with the cruel crop and had made sure all outer doors, and windows, were locked.

But she need not have worried. Rochelle had been as good as her word, and stood there, timidly, her reddened, and completely hairless, body, telling its own truth. She had done what she had promised, and this was, indeed, a significant step forward.

Rowan took her smooth body in her arms and held her tight to her, saying, “Thank you, my sweet girl. I promise you won’t regret it.”

Rochelle was not quite so sure!

Then Rowan led her smooth-skinned baby girl, to the main bedroom and opening the wardrobe door, took out a long, pink, satin robe, and placed it over her she-male’s raw skin. “Here, feel how good this is against your skin, now there are no nasty hairs to rub against.”

And, yes, Rochelle had to admit the silky, smooth, material, felt so good, as it caressed her new, hairless, almost-female, and highly sensitized, body.

“Why don’t you slip that robe on and come and have some proper breakfast? And then I can tell you what we’re doing today, my baby.”

And, just a few minutes later, the pair sat, both in their long robes, legs crossed, on the two high stools, up against the small breakfast bar, nibbling at pieces of fruit and yoghurt, and sipping tea from the delicate, china teacups, like two female book-ends, although husband Martin’s face looked rather at odds, with the sexy pink satin robe, he wore!

“You see, I really need to get you properly made up,” insisted Rowan, “It looks odd, you so beautifully dressed and now, no body hair, and yet, that face, spoiling the entire look. I’ll give you a few more days, but I insist you have to let me get to grips with your make-up.”

And the pair sat, mostly silent, and ate their meagre breakfast, as they both considered the new state of their relationship.

Then breakfast was done, and finished, and an excited Rowan took her baby girl, by the hand, “I’m giving you a choice today. You have two, pretty, little, satin frocks, left, and they are both just so gorgeous, I really can’t decide which I want to see you in. So, as a reward for what you’ve done to help me, I’m going to let you decide what you wear. Now, what shall I call my baby girl, today? I thought maybe Melanie?”

“Could I be Rachel, today?” a timid voice asked, from beside her. Rowan looked shocked.

“I asked you yesterday. I really do like the name Rachel. Could I be Rachel, today, please, Mummy?”

“Of course, you may. I think that will suit you very well. Rachel it is. I had no idea you liked that name. Rachel, for today, is just perfect. So, come with me, Rachel, and choose your frock, for the day.” And she led her newly discovered, Rachel sissy, into the bedroom, where two beautiful satin frocks were hanging, tantalizingly at the foot of the four-poster.

These were even more extravagant and more feminine, than either the yellow or pink ensembles, that Matilda and Belinda had, previously, worn.

They were both the same design, layers and layers of scalloped satin seemed to cascade down from the tight, round-necked bodice, into a full circular skirt. The sleeves were longer than the two previous dresses and would stop just below the elbow, with a wide frilly cuff that was trimmed with lace, matching the voluminous lace under-skirts that characterized each delightful, satin, frock. The only difference between them, was the colour of the main frock, the colour of the lace trim and lace petticoats and the colour of the decorative satin ribbons that adorned the two fanciful creations.

One was a deep, rich, purple satin, with black underskirts and black lace trim and plentiful black, satin ribbon decorations, at neck, at waist, at hem and at shoulder and elbow. The other frock was a beautiful, emerald green satin, with lighter green, lace petticoats, and the same lighter colour trim and ribbon adornment.

They both looked stunning and Rachel looked stunned.

“Now, I have satin bloomers to match and then I have stockings in either black, for the purple one, or in the light green, for the emerald one. These are from a different supplier, but I think they are so nice, in future I’m going to get all your frocks made by her. What do you think?”

Rachel was speechless, as the sight of the two sissy creations quite overwhelmed her.

“They’re beautiful, Mummy. Thank you.” She finally managed to express herself and her deep desire to slip either of the fabulous frocks onto her newly sensitized body.

“So, pick the one for today. And the other we’ll save for your next baby day, which will be Sunday, I believe.”

“May I wear the purple one today, please, Mummy. With black stockings. I love the colour.”

And so, it was decided that Rachel would wear the purple satin frock, over the one and only satin corset that Mummy had purchased, so far, in a baby pink, and that would support the slinky, silky, black stockings. And today, she was to get her first proper pair of little girl’s shoes, a pair of Mary Janes, with a modest, two-and-a-half-inch heel, and each in glossy, black, patent leather, with a little, leather, ankle strap, to hold them on her feet.

The dressing was a delight. Rachel was simpering, quietly, and shaking with anticipation, as each new item was introduced. The corset went on first, then the breast inserts. Then she was eased into the silky stockings and each was carefully supported on the suspenders of the lovely, satin, corset.

Then her feet were pressed into the delightful, black, low-heeled Mary Janes, and the leather strap buckled across each, delicate, stockinged ankle. The satin bloomers were drawn up her legs, to meet the corset. And then, the dress descended over her head, and she thrilled, as it rustled and bustled its way down her sensitive body, bobbing to rest on the clouds, and clouds, of black, lace, netting.

This dress had a high, rounded, lace-trimmed neck, and zipped up the back. As the zip was pulled all the way up to the collar, Mummy took a tiny black padlock and inserted it into the top of the zip, and its closure point, to hold the zip in place, until the padlock was unlocked, and only by the Mistress.

Rachel couldn’t stop herself from feeling the effective, breast inserts, under the tight bodice and then running her fingers down the silky, smooth, material, to the waist. Then she picked up her voluminous, satin and lace, skirts, and fussed over them, twirling a little as she played with the acres and acres of contrasting satin and lace.

And then Mummy told her it was time for her mask and her wig, and she stood quiet, and obedient, as Mummy Rowan fitted the latex hood, cleaned from two days back, and stored safely. This time, Rachel could see the little doll-like features on the mask, as her Mummy brought it towards her and she thrilled, at the idea of completing her already feminine look, with this very cleverly conceived, face mask.

“No blindfold today,” Mummy assured her sweet little baby girl doll, as she lowered the mask over Rachel’s waiting head. “And we’ll consider make-up next week, maybe?”

The latex hood went on perfectly, first time, with no resistance from the wearer. Mummy soothed it down over Rachel’s features and then saw to zipping it up, so it clung tight to the face and took on a life of its own.

“There! That looks just perfect. And I’ve taken out the feeding tube gag, so you can speak, today. Let me put the wig on, and then you can see yourself.” said Mummy Rowan, and she located the golden-haired wig, that fell in extravagant, little girly, ringlets, to Rachel’s, satin-clad shoulders, as Rachel waited, impatiently, to see the final result.

Finally, the look was completed, and Mummy led Rachel to the full-length mirror. As she stared, in wonderment, at the sight before her, an expressionless, but beautiful girl doll, stared back at her. The mask was the icing on the cake, and, this particular cake, looked delicious. Rachel felt at her body, again, hardly daring to believe that this doll-like creature, this lovely vision, was her. But it was. She assured herself by doing a twirl and, excitedly, watching the reflection imitate her, entirely.

“Oh, Mummy!” she exclaimed, “I look lovely.”

“Yes! You do. I think this is the loveliest I have ever seen you, Rachel. And this is your future. If only you will allow me to lead you all the way down this path, I have planned.”

And then Mummy dropped a bit of a bombshell. “I’m really glad you picked this purple. Today, I’ve decided we need to go out, for a little run, in the car. This will be quite well disguised behind the tinted rear windows of the car, so no-one will see you. But, of course, I can’t trust you, out in public not to try something silly, so I am going to have to bind you!”

Rachel had looked forward to playing with her frills and laces, and ribbons, and bows, and was disappointed. “I’ll be good, Mummy,” she pleaded, “Please, don’t tie me up.”

“Rachel, I am sure, there will come a time when we can go out together and I know you’ll be fine. In fact, I want to shop today for some clothes that you can wear in public. But, for this holiday, I’m afraid, I have to be very careful. I don’t want you doing anything silly, that will spoil our fun. Now, put these on.”

And Mummy handed Rachel a pair of black, elbow length, satin gloves, that would just disappear, under the black lace trim of her mid-arm sleeves to her satin frock.

Rachel, very carefully, and in a perfectly ladylike, fashion, pulled each satin glove on, and then extended her hands, when commanded to do so, so that Mummy could tie her crossed, wrists, together, with a length of black, satin ribbon. Mummy took the ribbon, around her gloved wrists, several times, and then through the gap, between her arms, and, finally, tied the whole thing off, in an extravagant, satin, bow.

“Right, now, promise me, you’ll behave!” she warned, as she steered her baby doll, in her sumptuous, purple frock, towards the cottage front door, and the waiting vehicle that was to be her prison transport, for the day.

She urged Rachel to sit in the back seat, immediately behind the driver’s, and then locked her in, as she returned to the cottage, to pick up the black cords and ribbons she was to use to restrain her.

When she returned, she issued a number of directives, “Feet together, and knees together. Sit upright. Lean back. Head right back.” And Rachel obeyed her every command, as she worked to tie a network of silky cords and satin ribbons, to hold her girl-doll, upright, and safe, in the rear of the vehicle.

The stockinged, legs, were tied together at her ankles, and above, and below, the knees. Her gloved hands, already bound together, were taken down into her lap, and tied to the cord, that encircled Rachel’s upper legs, the satin and lace skirts being lifted, slightly, to allow access to the cord.

A broad, satin, ribbon, was taken across her upper body, pressed against the two false breast inserts, and was tied in the back, and then up, to the seat’s headrest supports. And then a final broad satin ribbon, held Rachel’s head, semi-rigid, back against the headrest, itself.

Finally, Mummy snapped the car’s safety belt across Rachel’s lap and torso, sealing her perfectly upright, and prim and proper, to her car seat and they were ready to go.

This was going to be an exciting day out and Baby Rachel was completely relaxed, as she peered out of the window, from her fixed position, and a proud, Mummy Rowan, gazed, in wonder, at the figure of her very own,  baby girl, sitting, looking so pretty, and so content, in the rear seat.

____________________________

The first stop was going to be the underground car park, under the small, town centre, shopping arcade, Mummy had told Rachel. There, the car would be quite safe and out of sight, tucked away in a dimly lit corner, where Rachel could sit, patiently, and wait for her Mummy to return with the shopping.

“I’ve visited the centre already, whilst you were being punished,” explained Mummy, “There are three shops there, particularly, I want to go to, today. And, if there’s any possible way we can do it, I’d like to take you, dressed up, of course, another day. We’ll have to see, if that’s possible.”

Mummy explained that the spring sales were on and it was a perfect opportunity to buy some more “normal” everyday clothes for her baby girl. She’d seen a leather shop and wanted to get Rachel a leather skirt, that would do for work, or an evening out. And there was a fancy clothes shop with a massive sale on, that did tops and dresses and evening wear. So that was where she was headed.

“You’ll have to be patient, Rachel. I’ll come back to the car every 45 minutes, or so, to check on you, but I think, with food shopping as well, it’s going to take me about two to three hours to do everything. And then, I’ll take you for a drive into the countryside and we can, perhaps, find somewhere quiet, where you can stretch your legs. Would you like that? And I’ll get us a sandwich and a drink, from the food shop, shall I?”

“Please, Mummy. That would be nice.” murmured Rachel, a little unhappy at the prospect of hiding in a parked car, for two, or even three, hours.

They drove into town with no hitch, Rowan keeping to quiet back roads, as much as possible. And the town itself, was only small, but with a few unusual shops, according to Mummy, as well as the usual charity shops and bargain chains, you found in every British town.

The car swept down the car park entrance and into the underground area, where, two dozen, or so, other vehicles, were parked. Mummy chose the furthest corner of the underground labyrinth, to leave her car, and its precious cargo, of adult, baby girl.

“Now, Mummy will be as quick as possible. I have to leave the alarm off, otherwise you’ll be setting it off. I’ll come back, when I’ve done the first shop, and tell you what I’ve bought you. Be good.”

And Mummy was gone, and Baby Rachel, still pinned to her seat and her headrest, sat back, alone, and fearful that anyone might peer into the car and see her.

It was a nerve-racking 35-minute wait, until she heard footsteps approaching and held her breath. And then, the doors unlocked, and Mummy’s smiling face appeared in the back, close to Rachel’s.

“There, that wasn’t too bad, was it? First job done and very successful. Wait till you see what I’ve got you, a lovely leather pencil skirt and a really classy pair of leather trousers, both for the office. Now, I’m leaving those, in the boot, and I’ll be gone another 40 minutes, or so. Sit tight.” And she was gone, again.

So, Rachel sat tight, and satisfied herself by playing with the folds of her satin skirt, as much as her bonds would allow.

And so, the day proceeded, Mummy came back to the car with two more lots of shopping and then, finally with three large bags stuffed full of food, and drink. She was excited at her purchases and how much money the Spring Sale had saved her, and she chatted, animatedly, as they pulled out of the car park, and out of town, headed for some quiet countryside.

A short drive, back towards the cottage, led them to the countryside, and an area which seemed virtually deserted. Mummy turned off the main road, that led directly back to their holiday home, and took a tiny, one lane track, which was totally quiet. They drove for about two miles, without any hint that there were cars or houses, anywhere nearby. And, just as the track widened and a tiny, babbling, brook, ran close to the road, a very small parking space presented itself, and Mummy pulled the black Mercedes into it. She immediately saw to Rachel and released her, to go and toilet herself, by the brook, behind a tree, squatting, of course!

Two hours and a short picnic, in the deserted country lane later, where Rachel was released and allowed to roam free, for just half an hour, to stretch her legs, and sit and watch the water tumble over the stoney  stream floor, and then they got settled back, into their respective seats, Rachel bound back into hers, and returned back to the safety and security of their little home-from-home.

And soon, the car was pulling back into the cottage driveway.

Rachel had been for her first little outing in her new clothes, and Mummy had done an awful lot of shopping, it appeared, as Baby Rachel watched her carry all the bags of food, and clothes and goodies, into the cottage, before returning to untie Rachel, from her rear seat, and take her inside to try on all their new purchases.

Mummy seemed pleased at Rachel’s good behaviour and told her so. And Rachel was delighted, as she was stripped down to her corset and stockings, to try on the two lovely leather items, and the tops, Mummy had bought her. But, of course, she begged to be put back into her gorgeous purple satins, as soon as the trying of clothes, was finished.

There was going to be a very pleasant night, in prospect, as Mummy sat Rachel in the kitchen to show her how to prepare Fish Pie, and a fruit salad, for dessert. This was one of the best days, yet, Rachel thought, as she helped her Mummy cut up fruit and scoop ice cream.

And Mummy Rowan was pretty pleased too, as she smiled to herself at the change in her sissy charge.


Day 8 – SATURDAY

A “Red Leather Day” for Raquel

Rachel had loved her day out and had been thrilled at the purchases Mummy Rowan had made. She looked forward to the day promised, next week, when she’d actually step out in her black, leather, pencil skirt and the slinky, orange, satin top, they‘d hung up, so lovingly, last night. And then there were the leather trousers and the red satin top. “Mix and match,” Mummy had said, “Mix and match! That’s the secret to a lady’s wardrobe! Buy things you can mix and match together and you’ll have the most versatile of wardrobes, for the least cost.”

And then they’d gone to bed. Together. Mummy had made her take off the fabulous purple frock. “Too expensive and far too delicate and much too lovely, for you to spoil it by wearing it in bed. And the same goes for the Emerald green frock, when you wear it, next time we have a baby girl day.” Mummy had told her.

And so, she had slipped on the long, lilac, satin, night-robe, that Mummy had bought her, along with all those other fantastic and wonderful purchases, on her first day out, and she had curled up in that, hooded, as she had been now for the past three nights, in her leather perforated sleep hood, and bound at her wrists and her ankles, and Mummy had hugged her and soothed her, and spoken softly to her, telling her how proud she was of her, as she fell asleep.

But for now, Rachel was gone, and Raquel was here. They’d had this discussion . . .  “Rachel is lovely for a girl’s name,” Mummy agreed, “And we might, very well, settle on that as your permanent girly name, but, when I put you in leather, or in latex, I don’t think it works quite as well. Rochelle is good, for your Maid days. How about Raquel for the leather days? It sounds more grown up. More exotic, a bit more erotic, if you know what I mean?”

So, they were going to go with those three names, Rachel, Rochelle, and Raquel, for a day, or three, and see how they felt.

And now, Raquel was wide awake, and she craved stimulation . . .  and she wanted the day to begin. This was her leather day, she loved the purple satin frock, BUT this was the day she most enjoyed, the clothing she most looked forward to wearing and the thing that was now turning her on so much; the whole symbolism thing, of the emasculated male, power-dressing, but in female leather, and then, ultimately, being vanquished by a superior, female force. It all seemed to fit together, in the somewhat warped mind that Raquel was, slowly, developing.

AND, Rowan was going to wear leather, too. Dominant Mistress Rowan seemed to like it as much as Submissive Raquel. It was a perfect combination and, right now, Satin Rachel, was anxious to become Leather Raquel.

She muzzled her sleeping companion, with her hooded head, to rouse her. “Let’s get started!” she was trying to say.

“Let’s get started!” she tried again. And, this time, Mistress Rowan reacted.

“Alright! Alright!” she said, “I know, you want me to show you the red outfit, I promised you’d be wearing today. But you have to be patient. It’s me doing all the work, you know, and I’m tired!”

Raquel thought this a bit unfair! Wasn’t it Rochelle that did all the housework, two days ago? Wasn’t it the Victorian PVC Maid that had washed and ironed, cleaned and polished, dusted and hoovered?

The impatient Raquel had to wait another, full hour, before she saw her outfit, for the day. But, when she did, it was worth the wait.

__________________________

“Where on earth, did you find all these amazing clothes, Mistress?” she said, in genuine wonderment, as she stared at the red, leather, corset dress, and the matching, sky-high boots.

“And there are long, leather gloves, and a tight, red collar to match!” added Mistress Rowan, “Isn’t it beautiful?”

And it surely was. The “dress” was barely that. It certainly wasn’t for public display. It was more like a long leather corset, in the most scarlet, of scarlet reds, with a matching, short, integral skirt, which was attached to the corset and had broad, leather, shoulder straps, that went into kind of, little sleeves, that just dropped over the shoulders.

The thigh boots were in the same, stunning, scarlet leather, and looked outrageously expensive. They were as high, maybe even higher, than the black boots from the Slutty Debbie Day, and those had reached right up into Debbie’s crotch! But these, although they had a full-length rear zip running all the way up the back, also had full lacing from the foot of the shoe, right up to the broad tops of the boots. The boot could be zipped on and then tightened, really tight, until it hugged the leg, by way of this ultra-high lacing. And there were matching gloves! Raquel was in heaven.

“OMG! Where, where did you find this?” insisted Raquel.

“Well, everything is bought online,” explained Rowan, delighted that her she-male was so taken with her day’s costume, “But these weren’t on eBay. These are from a German leather site. It’s all made to measure and, I have to tell you, quite expensive, but they will make anything, to any size, in a matter of days. It took three weeks from seeing this, in the online catalogue, and ordering it in your size, to receiving it by international mail. I got all three of my leather dresses from the same site. I thought, if you like, we could sit down and go through their catalogue on the laptop, this afternoon? And, maybe, pick some clothes to order? They’d be delivered about a week or so, after we get home. It’s a bit pricey, but I think it’s worth spending the bit extra for something so very special. What do you think?”

Raquel, was, literally, speechless. She had to take stock. Had she weakened to the point where she was prepared to accept this as a permanent transformation? She almost was! And this leather outfit was, pretty much, the one that was going to clinch the deal!

The pair had finally risen from bed at 9.00am, later than usual, as Rowan dithered and kept her bound, sleeping, companion, waiting. They’d done the usual showering routine which now, had developed into a bit of a shower love-in. Mistress Rowan gently washed Raquel’s body. Raquel returned the favour and doused and sponged her Mistress’s fabulous body, in response.

Then, they had slipped on their satin robes and had eaten a light breakfast. Raquel allowed to feed herself, this morning.

And now, they were ready to dress for the day.

“Firstly, you are going to help me into my dress,” announced the Mistress, “It’s exactly the same as this, only in black. I can, actually get into it myself, but it will be much more fun if you learn to lace up a tight corset.”

And, so, a new skill presented itself. The black dress had a full-length, silver zip, down the front, connecting the two halves of leather corset together. It was true that Rowan could have adjusted the lacing at the back, to her size, and then zipped herself into the unique and lovely item, but she would never have quite got the tight fit that Raquel was about to achieve.

By loosening off the laces, and then bringing the corset around Rowan’s slim body and zipping it, slowly from bottom, to top, and then pulling in the wealth of rear lacing, Raquel had the corset and its skirt, glued, almost, to her Mistress’s form. It pulled in the waist and pushed out the impressive, natural bustline, and it gripped the hips, and every contour of the body, so tight, it looked, and felt, like a second skin. The hour-glass shape, it gave, an already shapely Rowan, almost sent Raquel into a frenzy.

“OMG! OMG! It looks sensational!” she kept repeating, as Rowan gave a twirl.

“And, you know what? It feels sensational!” said Mistress Rowan, “You’ll see, it kind of moves, and breathes, and flexes with you. Like a living thing, which it is, if you think about it. It’s truly an amazing material, leather. We definitely need more!”

Raquel was not going to disagree with that! And was now impatient to get fitted into her red outfit, although accepting she wasn’t going to look quite as stunning as her lovely Mistress.

And Rowan took down the red corset dress, and loosened off the rear laces, talking all the while, as a thrilled Raquel, shook with nervous anticipation.

“The thing with corsets is,” rattled Rowan, “They are very forgiving, size-wise. You see, you buy one that’s 4 to 6-inches smaller than your natural waist-size. And that will pull you in by up to that much. But, for you, obviously, we need to properly reduce your waist by at least two, maybe four, inches. So, I got a size that will pull you in even further, when you’ve naturally slimmed down. So, this will fit you okay, now, but it will look even better in a month or two, if we get you looking trimmer. Then I can really pull it in tight and, with proper breast-forms, you’ll have such a fabulous shape.”

Raquel breathed in as Rowan got the shoulder straps over her she-male’s shoulders and then took the sturdy front zip and zipped the loosened off corset right up from Raquel’s dangling penis, to above where her false breasts would soon be inserted. The leather felt soft, and supple, but the corset was firm, and controlling, and the steel boning of the corset, pulled in Raquel’s flabby flesh, even before the laces had begun to be tightened.

Rowan turned her around, and now began, top, and bottom, to start the involved process of pulling in all that lacing. She heaved and hauled for a good five minutes, checking, every few seconds, that she had got the garment as well fitted as she could, to the male figure, before her.

Finally, she was satisfied that she had it as tight as was necessary for a first fitting, not wanting to stretch the new, virgin, leather, too much, and she tied off the abundance of lacing, that had gathered in the middle of the back.

At first, Raquel had quite had her breath taken away, but, after a minute or two, the leather seemed to warm and stretch and flex and adjust, until the overall effect was strangely comfortable and comforting. Raquel felt her body fully supported by the wonderful leather and she swooned, a little, as she saw herself, for the first time, in the mirror.

Her pale, white legs showed against the scarlet red, leather, and looked a little bizarre, and out of place, amongst all that fine hide. She couldn’t wait to get the boots on and cover up that unsightly male flesh. Her penis dangled, free, just bobbing, around, and sometimes, under, the hem of the short, full skirt that extended down from the waistline of the corset and separated off into two scalloped halves, just below where the front zip connected everything together, and began its ascent, upwards. And, it was between the slight gap, at this lowest point of the skirt, that Raquel’s penis, insisted on poking out its head, for an inquisitive look around.

“Well? What do you think?” asked Mistress Rowan, herself delighted at the choice she had made. “Of course, it will look better with the breasts in . . . and with the boots and gloves on. But it’s pretty sensational, isn’t it?”

And it was. Raquel instantly loved it and wanted to complete the look. She went to get the matching boots, “Please, can I put these on, Mistress? I love it. I want to wear it all the time!”

Rowan laughed and helped to seat Raquel, on the bed, so she could get the monumental lengths, of leather, up her legs.

They followed the same process as the corset, loosening off, zipping up, and then, pulling all the lacing in, from the very bottom, up, up, and up, until the whole sheath of leather hugged the entire leg, from toe to crotch.

The second boot was on in minutes, and then Rowan fetched the long, long, scarlet, leather, gloves, that, like the corset and boots, fitted on loosely, and then could be tightened up the arm, with the lacing that ran from wrist, up to just below the shoulder, where the length of glove, met the broad leather straps of the corset.

Now, this truly was a sight to behold! Raquel gasped as she saw her entire body, apart from face and a little neckline, covered in red leather. There was barely an inch of flesh showing, anywhere, from below her neck down. It even seemed, now, as though her penis was in hiding, as the mass of leather boot, and its lacing, met the flouncy, scalloped, leather skirt, attached to the wonderful, figure-hugging corset.

And, once Rowan had buckled a broad red, leather collar, around Raquel’s slender neck, all that showed then, was the rather incongruous face.

Raquel looked at herself and then turned to her Mistress, speaking slowly and deliberately, “I want you to give me a proper female face, Mistress.” she said, “I don’t want to look at this face any longer. Would you do that, Mistress? Would you make me female, please?”

Rowan laughed, almost nervously, as she now knew, the battle of wills was over. She had won and now her husband was no more. Now, the pair of female companions, could really begin, in earnest, to build a new relationship.

“I am so pleased, so very pleased,” she finally replied, “And, tomorrow, I shall spend all day, creating the perfect face, for you. I promise.”

“Why not now? Why not today?” asked a curious Raquel, keen now to see the full transformation, from male to female, completed.

“Well, today, I can do a little bit. Maybe around the eyes, and the lips, but we’re not going to see too much of your face today!”

Raquel didn’t understand, so Rowan led her, fully dressed now, into the kitchen and sat her at the dining table.

“Wait here, I’ll show you something.” And Raquel sat, waiting, impatiently, as Rowan scuttled back to the bedroom and fished amongst her treasure trove of goodies.

“Here! You’ll be wearing one of these today.” She explained, excitedly, as she placed four, entirely different, leather hoods on the table.

“My God, you really have been busy, haven’t you?” exclaimed Raquel, as she looked at each of the bizarre pieces of leather, before her.

Rowan picked each up in turn, “Right, you’ve already got the perforated one. You’re familiar with that. That’s perfect for sleeping and we’ll use that a lot. I might have to get you another of those, in a different colour! But I also got you these four other hoods, I was waiting until today, to show you. This is an eating hood. You see, once this is on, all your face is covered except this large mouth area here. So, we can use this for feeding you. This one is an all-over hood, but it’s not too stringent, there are big breathing holes here and it fits quite loosely, so you could sleep in this, or I’ll use it when I just need some peace and quiet. This third one, is the one I thought we’d use today, for your training, its open at the eyes, and the mouth. I’ve got a separate gag insert to fit over the mouth, when you get truculent, or too noisy, and there’s also an eye-piece that buckles around the head and covers your eyes. So, we can use this as an everyday hood, or for feeding, or I can punish you by cutting off all sound, or all sight, or both.

Raquel was open-mouthed, as her Mistress talked in such a matter-of-fact way. It was clear that this relationship was only going to be deemed a success, IF Rowan was in full control. And now, that idea was proving a real turn-on, for our poor, little, submissive, she-male. Raquel looked at the last hood, as Rowan picked it up and twirled it before her eyes.

“This is a full discipline hood. I’m sure there will be times when we don’t quite see things eye-to-eye. That’s when I shall show you exactly who is in the right . . . and who is wrong! If I put you in this, you’ll know it’s because I’m not happy with your work, or your attitude or your behaviour. Look, it’s got an internal zip, at the back, to fit it to you. But then, it laces up, really very tight, so it will conform, exactly, to your face. The only openings are these two little holes, here, and here, for breathing. The eyes are padded, and so are the ears, to muffle sound, and so it sits comfortably, and then this leather strap goes around and buckles in the back here. And the same with the mouth. There’s a small, solid, pear-shaped piece inside there. See? And the surrounds are padded, so it sits over the lips, the pear goes in to fill your mouth and another strap goes over the gag and around the back. Then this third strap comes under the chin, brings your jaws together over the pear and buckles up on top, here. But feel the leather. It’s goat-skin. It’s so soft. I love it. I can’t wait to try it on you!”

By now, Raquel’s jaw had nearly dropped to the floor, but the fact that Rowan discussed it, in such a routine manner, which kind of normalised it all, and Raquel wondered how long it might be, before she received her first wearing of this strict discipline hood?

“Anyway, let’s be positive!” Rowan continued, merrily, “You’ve been very good the past two days. So, today, what if I make up your eyes and your lips and we put this open hood on you?  A sort of half-n-half effect, part make-up, part leather? That might look good.”

And look good, it did. Rowan had carefully painted up Raquel’s eyes with oodles of eye-shadow, mascara and liner, so they were heavily circled and dramatically highlighted. She glossed her lips with a deep red, lip-gloss, that made them appear lush, and full, and almost matching the red leather ensemble. And then, very carefully, she zipped and laced the open-faced hood in place, so that just the eyes, and the luscious mouth, showed through the wide openings. The effect was both bizarre and alluringly feminine, at the same time. There was now, no hint whatsoever, that a male body was concealed under this erotic, costuming and painting.

Raquel looked like a stunning, leather doll, and was ready to begin her morning’s training. Until Rowan remembered a certain loose cannon, that needed restraining. She fetched the red, silicon, cock-case, and raised Raquel’s short, red skirt.

“Must I wear that, Mistress? I really want to enjoy the feel of leather against it.” she pleaded.

Rowan smacked her hard, on her manhood, and Raquel winced, “Don’t ever question what I do, or say!” she demanded, “You’ll wear one of these every day. Every single day. You’ll never have another erection without my say-so, understand? And I’ll only allow it when I’m ready and you’ve earned it. In fact, we’ll be buying more of these, in every colour and in every possible material, when we get home.” And she locked the little monster safely away, in its flexible, red, silicon casing, whilst a chastised Raquel sat and quietly accepted it.

Rowan now took a long, red, leather leash, and clipped it to the ring of Raquel’s broad neck collar and then led her prisoner into the lounge. “Right, bound or unbound? Do I need to cuff you or are you going to fully co-operate?” Rowan was now in full, Mistress mode.

“Mistress,” replied a timorous Raquel, “I believe the choice should be yours!”

“Well said!” exclaimed a triumphal Mistress, “You are learning, and, for that, I shall leave your arms free, this morning. Now, walking. It should be easier than in the black boots, although the boots themselves are higher, these are slightly lower heels, and they have a small platform sole, as well. That means you’re only coping with, maybe, three and a half inches. Not much more than your Maid’s boots. So, show me how you hold yourself.”

The morning progressed well. Raquel was immediately more confident, following on from her lengthy, training session, in the high, black, thigh boots, and two days of walking in the lower ankle boots, that accompanied each Maid’s uniform. Today, it was easy, and she loved the feel of the corset on her body, the soft gloves, gripping her arms, and the long, long, leather boots, hugging her legs. This was without doubt, her favourite costume, and she’d already fallen so in love with at least three other outfits!

By lunchtime, Raquel had proven herself a competent walker, at least when assisted by platform soles! She worked hard, anxious, now, to please her Mistress and to conquer the wearing of high heels, so she could wear them regularly.

For lunch, her Mistress decided she’d tasted quite enough freedom, and she tied her, seemingly extra-tight, to  her  feeding  chair  and she  took the role  of  feeder, providing little forkfuls of the fruity, and leafy, salad she had rustled up, alongside the fish pie, the previous evening.

Raquel ate hungrily, until she was admonished for being unladylike, and then she slowed right down, to the point that she was being SO ladylike, in her slow-motion chewing of the food, that Rowan had to laugh, and slap her, playfully, on her leather thighs, at the same time.

The food was washed down with a large glass of white wine, which always proved welcome, and they spent a chilled hour, taking their time, over both food and wine.

“Now, I want to show you some of the sites I visited to buy your clothes,” announced Mistress Rowan, as she cleared away the table things, and opened up the laptop computer. “Most everything came from eBay. It’s just full of these amazing suppliers that can make you just about anything. Look!”

She was already on the market site and put in a search for SATIN SISSY. Immediately, item upon item of sassy, prissy, satin, sissy-wear, appeared before a stunned Raquel’s eyes.  She recognised the pink and yellow satin dresses, at once. There must have been 6 or 7 suppliers offering the similar style. They delved a little deeper and Raquel smiled as she saw her favourite purple satin frock, from yesterday. Rowan detected this, and immediately went to “SELLER’S OTHER ITEMS”. And there, was satin frock, after gorgeous, satin frock. It was satin frock wonderland, there were little girls’ extravagant satin frocks, galore, in every colour imaginable. But, in ADULT sizes!

“See? What did I tell you? And look at the price for a handmade frock, like your purple one. It’s so reasonable! Which do you like? What’s your favourite colour. I could order you one now, it’ll arrive by the time we’re home.”

They were ALL Raquel’s favourite colour. She loved the powder blue with white lacing and white ribbons and layers and layers of white under-skirts. She adored the orange one, with black detailing and huge black bows around the hem and on the shoulders, and a mass of black petticoats projecting the lovely orange skirt out at an almost obscene angle. She nearly fainted when she saw the Little Bo Peep type outfit with three-quarter length skirt, falling to the calf, of beautiful pink satin supported on a veritable sea of white, almost ankle length, petticoats, and with a matching pink satin bonnet, frilled with white lace and decorated with white satin, bows.

“I’ll dress you in all these, if you’ll allow me, my sweet, little girl. AND I really want to see you in one of these!”

And she pointed out the frilly, frothy, and oh, so, babylike, all-in-one, satin, romper suit, that fell in voluminous, glossy, frilly, satin, bloomers, to below the knees, and was a lovely, feminine shade of lilac.

They spent an hour just looking at the satin sissy sites, Mistress Rowan noting down those outfits that had caused the biggest reaction from her bound sissy audience.

Then she showed Raquel the bondage equipment sites she’d trawled and, with each new revelation, and each new discovery, Raquel got more and more aroused.

They spent half an hour, just on one site, the one based in China, which Rowan had got all her BDSM treasures from, the leather hoods, the gags, the cuffs, the chains, the butt plugs, the leg brace and arm braces, the riding crop, even!

Then they visited two sites offering full-length, leather, shoulder gloves, in XXXL sizes, or latex, or leather, fingerless gloves, or satin evening gloves.

And then, they went to the German custom-made, leather, clothing site! By now, Raquel was salivating at the mouth and would have had a giant erection, if the red, silicon, cock-cage, from the China site, had not prevented it!

“Aren’t they just fabulous?” gushed Rowan, “Look, I’m serious about what I suggested a few days back. Let’s make it a rule, we both wear leather to work? Why not? I know, when you look at some of these outfits, they’re clearly not for public consumption. They’re too darned sexy! But we could pick some normal skirts and dresses and tops and things and make it, like an office uniform. Can you picture us, together, me in a tight, mustard-coloured dress, like this one, and you, you . . . in a tight red skirt, and a loose, black, leather top, like that? Can you?”

Raquel did not need to answer, she was moaning softly, frustrated that she wanted to get aroused, but could not. It was all proving too much. Yes, she wanted this now, more than anything before. She’d never, in her wildest dreams, imagined that she could be this turned on by a few pictures, but her Mistress Rowan had opened her eyes to a whole, new, weird world. And she wanted to explore it. Fully.

They spent the next hour, jotting down items, some that Rowan chose, many that Raquel just swooned over, as soon as they appeared on screen. They didn’t, actually, order any, but totted up and found they would be spending £4,800, if they bought every item they’d shortlisted, just from this one leather clothing site.

They both laughed. Could they put it down as business expenses, against tax? It was possible, wasn’t it? Work clothes allowance?

And then Rowan had launched herself onto her bound husband and kissed him, hard, and long, on his glossy, red-painted lips, as she untied the cords that had held him to his chair for these two hours of treasure-hunting.

“Right, I want to order us a few things,” she announced, “You’re coming with me.”

As she led him, in his red ensemble, to the main bedroom, she chattered all the way, “Don’t worry, I won’t spend a fortune, but I think we need to know we’ve got a few new items, ready for us, when we get home. And some things to wear for work. Now, stand there!

She deposited the puzzled she-male at the foot of the four-poster bed and went off to the small bedroom. She was back, in minutes, with a bundle of ropes and leather cuffs.

“Right, face the bed and stretch out your legs,” she ordered, “I want you where I can see you, for the next hour or two.”

Raquel obeyed and was herded up to the foot of the bed and spread her legs, as wide as she dared, given she was wearing heels, and didn’t want to topple over on them.

“Give me your right hand!” instructed Rowan, who took the proffered hand and wrapped a thick, black, leather cuff around the red-gloved wrist. Then she took the first of several ropes and threaded it through the substantial metal D-ring, attached to the leather cuff, and pulled both ends of the rope taut, as she took them up to the top of the foot-post of the giant bed. She circled the tall, wooden post, above the upper horizontal spar of the bed, and then climbed up onto the bed itself, to get more leverage, as she hauled on the rope and took Raquel’s arm up, and up, until it almost touched the vertical pole.

Then she quickly tied that off and jumped down, like a woman possessed, to fix the matching leather cuff, to the left-hand wrist and thread a similar length of white rope, through that one, and, once more from mattress height, to pull that to the opposite bedpost.

Once that was secured, poor, roped, Raquel, was now, almost on the tips of her booted toes, as she was very nearly suspended between the two footposts, facing, directly, on to the massive bed before her.

She dared not look down, as she concentrated on her balance, but she sensed Rowan working, feverishly, at her right ankle. Soon, this too, was cuffed in leather and roped out, a further inch or two than Raquel thought was either safe, or even possible, to the base of the bedpost.

Within minutes, the left ankle had received the same treatment, and Raquel, in all her glorious, scarlet, red, leather, was strung out like a starfish, her limbs stretched to the point where she moaned as she adjusted her balance to take the strain off one arm, only to find it transferred to the other arm, or the pressure on one leg, swiftly altered to the other side. She was not comfortable, and she squealed, in her struggle to ease her pain.

“Quiet!” commanded her Mistress, “I’m afraid I’m going to have to quieten you down. I need to concentrate, whilst I’m ordering you some nice things.” And she disappeared from view.

A few moments later, and Raquel felt the laces loosen behind her head, and the zip being fiddled with. Her hood was coming off! Only to be replaced with a far more stringent one.

She shook her head, as the hood was released and would have been shocked at how comical she looked with her short, mannish hair, but her heavily made up eyes and her pouting, lush, red, she-male lips. But she couldn’t see herself, fortunately, and her assailant was far too pre-occupied, fitting the new, extra-strict, discipline hood, to check on how her prisoner was looking!

Rowan was working like a demon now, pulling the hood down to re-cover Raquel’s mixed masculine/feminine features, as quickly as she could.

She slowed down to locate the hard pear of rubber, in Raquel’s mouth, and then proceeded with the same haste as before, when she was satisfied that the captive she-male had taken the pear fully, between her lips.

The zip came down and the soft leather affixed itself to every contour of Raquel’s face. Her world went dark and her world went silent, as the padded eyes and padded ears, obliterated all sight and all sound.  Then the laces were tightened, and Raquel was forced to take deliberate, long, breaths, through the nostrils of the mask, as it tightened its grip on her face.

She had just come to terms with the tautness of the leather covering her, when the first strap buckled tight across her padded eyes and pinned them tight closed. The mouth strap added, significantly, to the pressure on her mouth from the inserted pear-gag, and the final strap, from under the chin, to the crown of her head, shut off every, last, vestige, of freedom and she was, well, and truly, in the deepest, darkest prison, she had ever experienced.

The aroma of new leather was overwhelming. The strain on all four limbs was tremendous, and, seemingly, unbearable, although, already, the ropes had slackened to give some, slight, relief.

Now, she really was “hung out, to dry” and she stopped her struggles, as she realised they were entirely, futile and only using up precious air, from the limited supplies reaching her lungs.

As she relaxed and resigned herself to her fate, she calmed her breathing and took control of her brain. This was an exquisite torture, that, bizarrely, she would grow to enjoy, and one that she would crave, again, and again, in her new-found relationship. She truly was becoming the submissive she had never realised, she could be.

Raquel hung there, for a full two hours. Once accustomed to the unique position, she was now actively enjoying it. The smell was delicious, the hood cut off every sense of the world, so she could focus, completely, on her thoughts, and her circumstance.

And, all the while Raquel hung there, in her deep, dark, silent world, Mistress Rowan was lying on the massive bed, sprawled out, with her laptop, ordering one of these, one of those, and, between each purchase, admiring her leather-doll protégé displayed, in all her scarlet glory, before her.

At the end of two hours, she had spent another £1,400. They could afford it. Her husband had run a successful business, now, she and her new, kinky, friend Raquel, were going to make it even more successful and become even wealthier. So, why not treat themselves? And she only bought a quarter of the things that they’d shortlisted, or Raquel had clearly wanted. And it would be there, or thereabouts, waiting for them, when they got home. So much to look forward to!

As she made her final purchase of the day, she closed down the laptop and then lay back and ogled the now, still, quiet, and calm figure, dangling at the foot of the bed.

She stared for quite a few minutes, wondering at the power she now held over this object, this shell of her former husband, who had caused her so much upset. She had huge plans for Rachel, or Rochelle, or Raquel. This fortnight was just the beginning! She had allowed her imagination to run, unfettered, without bounds, and she and Raquel were going to explore every, last, little aspect of their sexuality, and to the ultimate degree.

And now there was nothing to stop her. She held all the power, the keys to the door, the keys to Raquel’s newly-discovered, sexual yearnings . . . and the answer to their futures.

As she thought all these thoughts, she found herself, once more, getting aroused, and she made a decision.

She went to find the key to Raquel’s silicon, penis-prison. With it in her grasp, she hurried back to the bedroom and released the silicon container from Raquel’s crotch.

She returned to the smaller of the two bedrooms and delved into the bottom of the wardrobe, into another bag, full of more equipment. She found what she was searching for and armed herself with the tube of lubricant she had used on the butt plug, that last, “leather-day”.

As she returned to the main bedroom, she took the strap-on penis and, discarding her leather dress, and standing there naked, she strapped it around her hips, the rubber dildo, hanging bizarrely, in front of her. This was a new experience, even for the seemingly sexually-wise, Rowan, and she laughed a little, as she tried to squirt some lubricant on the bobbing rod of rubber, which refused to stand still.

She put a little more on her fingers and then approached the strung-up figure of her leather-doll companion.

She tentatively raised the short, leather, skirt, of the wonderful scarlet corset and pushed against the flesh beneath. She sensed her Raquel’s body, tense, as the bound and hooded, she-male, became aware of the imminent invasion.

Carefully, she fingered some of the lubricant around the nub of her partner’s butt-hole and then increased the pressure against it, as she guided the rubber dildo, dangling from her hips, to enter through the tight, little cave, she had pointed it towards.

Raquel now moaned into her rubber pear, as the invader, slowly, very slowly, explored the region and then found the best, the easiest, way, to gain entry.

Once the initial exploratory process was complete, the rest of the exercise was relatively straightforward, or straightupward, so to speak! The dildo forced its way, inward, and upward, as Raquel moaned and jerked, in surprise, tainted with pleasure, as her butt welcomed the new visitor.

At the same time, Mistress Rowan had got both her hands around Raquel’s leathered waist and, whilst one held on to support the conjoined pair, the other was feeling amongst the folds of soft, sumptuous, leather, until it found, the unmissable object it sought. Now, as the pair bucked and jerked rhythmically, together. Rowan pressed her body tight into Raquel’s and held on, firmly, with her free hand, as her other hand ran itself up and down the stiffened shaft of manhood, that was now projecting straight out through the front gap in the tiny, leather skirt.

The whole process may have seemed to last for a while, but, in actual fact, was over in eight minutes, from start, to inevitable finish.

Rowan would worry about the stains on the bedclothes, later. For now, she wanted to bring Raquel down gently and she needed to extract herself and her rubber invader, from behind. Never having done anything like this before, she was learning fast. And soon, she was hurriedly unhooding the object of all her affections, as poor Raquel panted and strained under the strict covering.

The hood was off, and, minutes later, the ropes were off, and both assailant and assailed, collapsed in an entwined heap, on the bed, avoiding any wet patches!

That was a first time, for both. It had been so successful, it seemed unlikely to be the last time, for either. The pair of loves-struck females, kissed passionately, as they clung tight, naked body, to leather-encased body.

Yes, Raquel had really enjoyed her red leather day! She hoped there’d be another! Soon!


Days 9, 10, 11 SUNDAY, MONDAY and TUESDAY

“It’s not right. It just looks silly!” Rachel was throwing her second tantrum of the morning and Mummy Rowan was near the limit of her patience.

“Right! Okay! That’s enough. You complain one more time, young lady, and I shall remind you who is boss! This is a lot more difficult, than I thought it was going to be. But you are just getting on my nerves, you little madam. If you say another word, I swear, I’ll gag you.”

It had been a long, and unproductive morning. All had started well, Rachel and Mummy both keen to see her in the beautiful Emerald Green satin frock, that matched the purple one she had so adored. So, the dressing session was a delight, as both thrilled at the sight of the fabulously glossy frock and bloomers, going onto Rachel’s naked, richly fragranced, body.

Now, she had been sat, for nearly 2 hours, lightly bound in her feeding chair, whilst Mummy had battled to replicate the doll-like appearance of the latex girly-doll mask. She had held the mask in front of her, as she laid on the heavy, almost white, foundation to give Rachel’s skin the appearance, almost, of fine porcelain. Then she had drawn out the eyes and super-enlarged them, to give the impression of huge, doll-like, features. But it hadn’t looked even half right, and so she had scrubbed it all off, foundation and everything, and started again. Now, she was on her third attempt and finding the going tough. And the last thing she needed was for Rachel to sit there, doing nothing but being critical, so her little girl was on her very last warning.

She looked at the face before her and realised, herself, that it wasn’t good, but, if Mummy was upset with herself, Rachel was going to discover, there was only one person in the firing line. And that was little she-male, Rachel.

“Well, I’ll have to start it all again. I don’t just seem to be getting the right shape with the eyes. It’s very difficult.” she said, prepared to continue, and attempt a fourth effort, and even a fifth, until she got it right, or, at least, thereabouts!

But Rachel was impatient. “How difficult can it be?” she asked, in a supercilious voice that Martin always used to use, whenever Rowan had failed at something. “Give me the make-up and I’ll have a go . . . Mummy!” she added, with a note of cynicism.

That was just one step too far, and Rowan’s reaction was immediate, and it was severe.

“Right! That is quite enough! You little trollop. I’m not working my socks off to try and get you looking nice, just for you to sit there like a spoiled brat and talk to me like that.” she blared, “I’ve had enough. And you need teaching a lesson. AGAIN!”

She threw down the eye shadow palette and seized the make-up removal pads and scrubbed at Rachel’s white face, as Rachel squealed, “Ouch! Mummy, you’re hurting me.”

“Hurt you? I’ll bloody well kill you if you keep criticising me, you ungrateful brat.”

And, as the last trace of white foundation make-up, almost disappeared from Rachel’s scrubbed face, she picked up the latex mask, she had used as inspiration and pulled it down over a surprised she-male’s head. She slowed down, only to make certain the rubber feeding piece was properly inserted in the open mouth, reducing Rachel’s squeals of displeasure to a garbled, baby babble, that now made no sense at all, and then she jerked down the rear zipper and stood back, fuming.

“There! See how you like your face now, sissy-girl Rachel, you little minx. And you can stay like that for the day, for all I care. In fact, NO!” she had a better idea and ran to the bedroom to recover one of the five leather hoods, in her collection.

It was the all-over hood, with breathing holes but no eye or mouth aperture. Not the most severe of her set, but nor was it the least. She ran back to where Rachel had now quietened, as the she-male realised the gravity of her situation, and she adjusted the long line of lacing at the back of the hood to loosen it off sufficiently, to lower it over her she-male captive’s, already hooded head. She pulled, and pulled, at the black leather, locating it fully over the doll-like face now peering, expressionless, at her, from the chair, taking great pleasure in extinguishing the sight from her dolly-she-male, as it came over the helpless eyes, and, once she got it over the nose, and then under the chin, she tore at the inner zip to pull that right the way down and then pulled in all the lacing extra-tight, to ensure the hood, fitted as closely, as was possible. And then, after the frenetic efforts of the past, few, minutes, she sat down, breathed a sigh of relief and enjoyed a few moments of rest, in the now, silent, kitchen.

Her daughter, Rachel, was sat, in complete and utter silence, under her two hoods, realising the folly of pushing Mummy Rowan, just too far. She had looked gorgeous in the green, satin outfit and they had both loved the look Mummy had, again, achieved. But it was true, and Rowan had to admit this, the face looked ridiculous. And she wasn’t sure she could ever get the look of a doll-like creature, or, even, transform Martin’s ugly, masculine features, into anything resembling an adult, female.

Perhaps the masks were the only answer? And Rowan made herself a cup of coffee and sat there drinking it, with a packet of chocolate biscuits, as a treat, whilst pondering the problem.

And then she made a momentous decision. She smiled as it occurred to her and she fumbled for her phone. Yes, the number was in there. It had been a while but she and Caroline, had been really good friends, for years. And Caroline had, never, really liked Martin, or the way he treated his wife, so they’d sort of drifted a little, since the wedding, only seeing each other occasionally.

But Caroline was a beautician! Not only that, she did make-up for weddings and special occasions. AND she was trying to break into theatre and film, as a make-up artist. She’d had a few successes and was steadily making a name for herself.

Rowan decided she’d ring Caroline, for help . . . a decision which was to impact directly on poor she-male, Rachel, now inert and silent, as she realised she may be pinned to her chair, for the entire day.

Rowan took her time, fumbled with her phone and drank her coffee and treated herself to another choc biscuit, before leaving Rachel alone with her thoughts and adjourning to the lounge.

If Rachel had been able to hear the ensuing phone conversation, she’d have been even more mortified than she was already feeling.

“What? You’re free today? . . . And tomorrow?  . . . Well, why don’t you just pack an overnight bag and come up here for a couple of days. It’ll be nice to have someone to talk to, properly! It’s a quaint little place.  . . .  It’s about an hour’s drive. Maybe an hour and a quarter from yours . . . Well, I suggest I meet you in the little town, for lunch . . . Yes, there’s a nice pub there, does sandwiches . . . Well, it’ll take you less than an hour to the town from your place . . . About another 20 minutes to the cottage . . . But you’d never find it on your own . . . Yes, completely private . . . not another neighbour, for a mile or more . . . No, there’s a spare bed . . . And then I can tell you exactly what I need . . . Oh! Caroline, you are a wonder . . . I can’t thank you enough. . . So, just text me when you’re leaving home and I’ll meet you outside the pub, it’s called the Miller’s Arms . . . on the High Street, about an hour after that . . . Yes, they’ve got a small parking area, at the back, I’ll wait there, in the car . . . It’s a Mercedes . . . Black. Oh . . . Thank you. This will be fun . . . it’s been a long time!

Rowan breathed a huge sigh of relief. She’d meet Caroline, tell her exactly what had transpired, and she was certain she’d approve! At the moment, she had told her friend that it was some complicated make-up for a fancy dress party and she was having difficulty getting her husband’s right. But, with the promise of a lunch and an overnight stay, Caroline was only too keen to come up and renew their long-time friendship.

Rowan busied herself, changing into some sensible day-wear, for her short journey into town and rehearsing her lines, as she practised the explanation she would give her friend, once she’d plied her with a large wine!

When she was ready, she went to see to Rachel. Even before addressing her at all, she tightened her existing bonds, at wrist and ankle and then, for good measure got the long leather strap to take around her upper body, a shorter one to use as a lap-strap, and four more lengths of rope to double up on the wrist and ankle bindings. Once she’d done all of that, she then removed the leather hood and spoke to her misbehaving daughter.

“Mummy is very annoyed with you and you’re going to stay like this for the afternoon. I’m going to feed you in a minute and I’m going to do my best to put a nappy around you. But, if you mess up this lovely dress, I shall be even more angry.

I have to go into town.,. I’m meeting a friend. One you’ll remember. You and her never hit it off. Well, I’ve invited her here, for the night. She’s going to show me how to get different effects, with your make-up. And then we’ll see if you complain.” Rowan blurted it all out, feeling that was the best way to deliver such devastating news.

Then she smiled as Rachel’s complaints translated into indistinguishable, gabble, under the gagging rubber tube, she had to cope with.

Unconcerned for whatever Rachel had, or hadn’t, said, she got a meagre portion of food ready and presented the bottle to the latex mouth of the mask. It went down, slowly, and only in part. Rachel, for some reason, was not feeling too hungry!

Then she got the text to say Caroline was leaving her house, so she knew, within an hour, they’d be meeting up and she could explain her bizarre problem, and her strange request.

“Right, I’m going now. I’ll be gone about three hours,” she called cheerily, after she had resecured the leather hooding over the existing latex one. She had done her very best to locate a terry nappy under Rachel’s perch, and was satisfied that, unless there was a major torrent, it would suffice. And now, she smiled to herself as she tried to imagine Caroline’s reaction to her news.

Poor Rachel sat there, unable to free herself, unable to see, and knowing she was completely alone. All she could do, was sit and think of her absolute and profound embarrassment, when confronted with a stranger, or not a stranger. Apparently, she knew this friend! Who the hell could it be? And what the hell would she make of this? Was it a she? Yes, Rowan had said so, hadn’t she? Surely, she, whoever it was, couldn’t be as batty as Rowan had proven herself? Poor Rachel wanted to sob, as she waited, and waited, and waited, for this, the most epic, embarrassing day, of her entire life, to unfold.  

Three hours later, more nearly three and a half, she heard the sound of a car engine, as a vehicle pulled up by the front door . . . and then the motor was switched off. Then she heard a second car pulling to a halt and knew, her moment, of utter shame, was about to transpire.

She heard the key turn in the front door, she heard the excited gabble, of two women, at ease in each other’s company and excited at what was about to be revealed. And then Rachel heard bags being dropped and the guest being given a quick tour, of every room other than the kitchen diner, and then the voices were back, outside her room, about to enter.

“OMG! OMG! Rowan! I know you told me, but I wouldn’t have believed it, without seeing it with my own eyes. Strewth! That dress is fabulous. Oh! And look at those satin bloomers. My gosh Rowan, I want one! I really, really want one, just the same. This is brilliant. Absolutely brilliant . . . and just what he deserves. I can think of several male b******s, I’d like to do this to. Can she talk under that tight hood? Can she even breathe? Oh, my word, I need a few minutes to just take this in. Just leave her exactly as she is. I don’t want to see her face, just yet. I NEED A GLASS OF WINE! And just to admire the view. It’s wonderful!”

And as the excited chatter between the two interlopers, into Rachel’s private world, continued, despite her, as though she was just an inanimate, thing, a lifeless doll, a figurine, Rachel felt her already flushed, and reddened face, growing redder and redder.

The two women chatted for another hour. Rachel had to sit and endure it, until Rowan decided to check her nappy and ask if she needed the toilet. Rachel hadn’t disgraced herself, and YES, please, she did need the toilet, now!

And so, with her double hooding still intact, Rachel was released from her chair and was led off to the bathroom. Rowan led, Rachel followed and, a few steps behind her, she sensed the footsteps of the other female, the guest, coming to spectate, as Rachel performed her most personal, of personal, chores.

“Can I tie her back up?” she heard, in the stranger’s voice, as they returned to the kitchen, “Is this where we’re going to do it?”

And she heard her Mistress reply to both questions, in the affirmative, as she was sat back down on her lonely, padded seat. The ropes went back on her wrists and her ankles and the long, leather, strap, across her chest, but the lap strap wasn’t replaced. And then she heard a voice again, one she felt she knew.

“Is she going to jerk about and spoil it when I make her up?” the voice asked, “Because I think I’ll use this to keep her still.”

And Rachel felt the broad strap going around her neck and over her shoulders, under the back rest of the chair and then back under her armpits to keep her upper body still, and then buckled off, just above her false boobs.

Well, Rachel had her answer, this female, apparently, WAS, just as batty as Rowan, and now she was the prisoner of two madwomen!

Finally, the great reveal was about to happen, as Rachel felt the leather mask loosen and then peel off, and then nervous fingers fiddled to release the latex mask, and that, too, fell away to reveal Rachel’s flushed, embarrassed, and totally, masculine, face.

“Hello, Martin. Remember me? I never liked you . . . and I always will!” said a gloating Caroline, “But I love Rachel. I think she’s absolutely adorable. And, you know what, I’m really going to enjoy playing with her. Now, let’s look at this unsightly face I’ve got to work with.”

And Caroline, who Martin thought he had successfully dissuaded from ever again, interfering in their marriage, was now here, like his Nemesis, with the intention of interfering with his entire being!

She gripped his face in her hand and squeezed his chin, cupped in her fingers. She looked at the eyes and the bone structure and the mouth. She looked at the latex doll mask, that had been discarded and she spoke, in a very matter of fact way, to her friend, as though Rachel was just an inanimate object, a bare canvas, to be painted on.

“So, you want her looking like a big, doe-eyed, doll, in this outfit? I can do that. But what else is she going to be wearing? Has she got other clothes or just this one frock?”

And Rowan had pulled her away and taken her by the hand, to show the already extensive wardrobe, she had amassed, just for this fortnight.

“Oh! Darling Rachel, you are such a lucky little girl,” teased Caroline, upon her return, “Your Mummy has promised we can put you in your leather and your rubber tomorrow. And I’m going to give you a face for each of your sexy outfits. Aren’t you just the luckiest, little sissy-girl, alive?”

And Rachel swallowed hard, as she tried to comprehend how she was ever going to live this day down.

It turned out, Caroline, truly, was an artist. She had Rachel’s face looking perfectly doll-like, in less than half an hour. Then she had taken it all off and gone through the entire process again, whilst Mummy Rowan had filmed her on her camera and made notes. The second time it took less than twenty minutes, as she perfected the procedure.

“There! There’s no secret to it, it’s just practise,” she said, as she dabbed the last bit of rosy-cheeked blusher on Rachel’s dolly face. “Now, shall we leave it for today and, tomorrow, we’ll do two different adult faces. And I’ll take you through it, step by step. Within a week, you’ll be doing this as though it’s second nature, if you’ve only got three, or maybe four, different faces to learn. And we want her, looking so she can go out in public, yes? I don’t think that will be a problem. But I’d like to just sleep on it. Now, let’s get the wine out, let’s party, and catch up on old times. I am so pleased you rang me, Rowan! I’ve really not had this much fun, for a long time. Usually it’s bloody, dopey, loved-up, silly brides and their dopier bridesmaids! This is a real challenge for me. Thank you!”

And the pair of old chums, sat and laughed, and drank and laughed, and ate and laughed, and paid poor, silent, morose, Rachel, in her dolly make-up, barely any notice at all, stopping their “party”, only to feed her meagre morsels of food, from their own piled plates, and allowing her an occasional sip of wine.

She didn’t know about this pair of loony females, but she, Rachel, was having no fun at all, at this, particular, party.

_________________________

Inevitably, as the hours wore on, and the wine flowed, the talk got dirtier and the laughter got more raucous, and poor Rachel was discussed as though she was nothing but an inanimate plaything. Having exhausted all the idle chatter about life and circumstances and what had happened to both since last meeting, Caroline now wanted to know everything there was, possible to know about Rachel, and about Rochelle and Raquel.

Where had Rowan found all the clothes? How had she first got her subjugated? How many different ways did she have to punish her? And, almost as a by-the-way, what were the sleeping arrangements for tonight?

“Well, we can either let you have the single bed and I’ll keep Rachel with me, tied up, of course. I don’t trust her to behave tonight after the day we’ve given her.” Rowan had said, “Or, we can double up in the big bed and we can leave Rachel tied in the single. Whichever you prefer?”

“Or, there is another alternative,” laughed Caroline, “We can sleep with Rachel between us! That four-poster looks enormous, or maybe it’s just because the room is small?”

“No, it is a big bed, and she doesn’t really take up that much room. So, I’m happy to do that, if you are?” agreed Rowan.

And Caroline was more than happy to do that, so they spent the next half hour, putting Rachel to bed.

First, she was toileted and washed, just a little, the doll face remained intact and they were keen to leave the make-up on until the morning. Rowan showed Caroline what lay beneath the bloomers and Caroline was fascinated by the silicon cage, keeping Rowan under control.

“So, she can’t get an erection, at all?” she quizzed her friend, full of admiration for the way she’d tamed her wayward spouse.

“Not unless I allow it. And I do, at the moment every couple of days or so and I’m sure that will increase as we go along. Obviously, I want her to just associate pleasure, only with the sissy clothes and the bondage, so I only allow her to get aroused when she’s dressed up and usually when she’s fully bound. And then I have other ways of punishing her. But I can go through that tomorrow. In fact, we can have a proper little play with her, after we’ve done the make-up, tomorrow, if you like?”

Caroline liked that idea, very much, and was thrilled at the thought of being invited to join, as an honorary member, to this very exclusive club!

“Right, well I love the face you’ve created, Caroline, but for safety’s sake, I think we need to hood her tonight. Would you like to pick one?”

And Caroline had immediately picked the most severe with integral gag and additional strapping, but Rowan had advised this was really too strict, for sleeping. “But I like it, too,” she had added, “We can use that one on her tomorrow, while we play with her!” So, that was decided, and, instead, they went for the all-over hood, with no perforations and fitted a complaining Rachel into it, after gagging her with a few rounds of cohesive bandage, around her lush, red lips.

Then they bound her wrists, and her arms, together, in front, and her ankles and legs and thighs tied together, still wearing the satin bloomers, over the silicon cage, and still in the lovely green, satin, frock, because they both decided she looked so very feminine, wearing it, and they laid her down the centre of the bed, with space either side, for them to snuggle in.

And, after a last glass of wine, and a last half hour of talk about the next day, the pair retired to bed and, both in their short, satin, night-dresses, cuddled in, either side, to the inert form of Rachel, lying still and silent between them.

___________________________

All three awoke early, Rachel because she couldn’t sleep too well, forced to lie absolutely still, and her body in a rigid, straight line, the two women, because they were keen to get Rachel up and in fresh make-up. No, early alarm call, or early morning arousal for the sissy, today! It was straight to business, toilet, shower, cock-cage off, fresh cage on, clothes laid out and Caroline’s magic make-up palette, at the ready.

They dressed their she-male in her rubber corset, her blue latex maid’s dress, and latex stockings and long latex, fingerless, gloves, first. And then both secured her, rigidly, to the feeding chair, in the dining kitchen, before they had a hasty breakfast and took it in turns to feed their captive, small spoonfuls of fruit yoghurt, and then bites of toast and sips of warm tea.

And then Caroline was ready to make magic. “I don’t want her moving her head around, whilst I’m trying to do this,” she had said, and Rowan had come up with a bright idea.

“Well, I’ll put a collar on her and tie that back to the chair, to keep her head still, but I’ve also got this!” and she showed Caroline the little battery operated, electro-shock equipment, she had used on the first day of Rachel’s transformation.

They quickly had Rachel’s latex skirts raised and the electrodes stuck, one either side, of her manhood, in its blue silicon cage.

“Now, just press that button, there!” Rowan instructed.

And Caroline pressed it, and squealed with delight, as Rachel squealed in pain, as a small, but effective, shock, jolted her.

“Now, just leave that there, and, if she doesn’t co-operate, fully, just give her a quick jolt. Do you mind if I film you, making her up? It’ll help a lot.”

Caroline didn’t mind, but suggested they experimented first, got a full face on and then took it all off, and Rowan film her doing it all, a second time, so that was what they did.

“I’m giving her an indoor face now, that suits her duties as a house-maid. It won’t be any good for going out in public. It’s going to look too bizarre, but will go perfectly with this latex outfit. Then I’ll do one to go with her red leather outfit, that’s a bit more public-friendly, this afternoon, and then I can do an altogether, normal, face, that will be perfect for a night out, if you like?”

And, so, that’s what they prepared to do. The first face, as Caroline had promised was far too bizarre for public consumption but gave Maid Rochelle, a dramatic, heavily made-up, face that screamed eroticism, to match, perfectly her erotic latex attire. Then she did it all over again, as Rowan filmed her. And, with her collared neck bound back to the seat and the threat of a sudden electric jolt, at any time, Rachel behaved perfectly, and was the “model” model.

Then they took her off to the bedroom and stripped her completely, and replaced the blue silicon cage with a red one and then squeezed her into her red, leather corset dress, with the integral short skirt, her ultra-high thigh boots, that ascended right up into her hairless crotch, and the gloves that swept up her arms, to meet the broad shoulder straps of the startling, red, leather corset, and then marched her back to the kitchen and re-seated her, ready for her second make-up job.

“Do you mind if I tie her to her chair?” asked Caroline, “I just adore this outfit, can we keep her in leather all afternoon?”

And Rowan agreed it was the perfect outfit and yes, Caroline was allowed to tie her sissy companion, doubly tight, into her feeding-cum-makeup chair.

They stopped then, once Raquel was, once more, securely affixed to her chair, for a light lunch, before launching into the second of three faces.

This time, Caroline took extra-care to dumb down the dramatic sweeps of make-up, to present a face that still looked sensually erotic, but could, just pass, for a public appearance. And, actually enjoying it almost as much as the two women, Raquel sat still and completely submissive, as the pale, blank, masculine-featured, face, was transformed into a thing of exquisite, feminine, beauty. And then it was all taken off and done a second time, under the watchful gaze of Rowan’s camera, set on its tripod.

“Right! That’s a wrap. Playtime!” announced Rowan. “Let’s have some fun, but will you have time to do a third face, later?” she asked of her Beauty Instructor.

“Well, I don’t actually need to go home tonight, but I will have to leave first thing tomorrow. What if I stay another night? Would that be okay with you and then we can take our time with her?” Caroline was keen to extend this unique experience as long as possible, and Rowan was only too glad of the company. It made managing Raquel, so much easier.

“Of course, you may. I’ve got plenty of food, and just about enough wine, left! If we don’t drink quite as much as last night. Right, let me lay out all the stuff I’ve got, and you can pick what you want to use, and what we do to her.”

And Raquel grimaced, as she awaited her late afternoon, play session.

It was a pity to cover up that nice face of fresh make-up, but that was exactly what Caroline chose to do, and they hooded poor Raquel in the strictest, leather, discipline hood, as she sat, still tethered to her chair. Caroline took charge of the hooding, and, under Rowan’s direction, she ensured the firm, rubber, pear gag, was properly inserted, and the nostrils properly located, over the breathing holes, before zipping and lacing the leather hood, excessively tight, till it conformed to every inch of Raquel’s poor face. Then she brought the two, additional, cruel, leather straps across the eyes and the mouth, and the third one, under the chin and up to the crown of the head. She buckled this last strap up an extra notch, till Raquel’s lips forced together and to grip around the inserted pear and her made-up face was pinched in tight, and completely encased in the ultra-tight leather.

Only then, did they release her from her seat and lead her to the main bedroom, where Caroline had laid out her stock of rope and strap and cohesive bandage.

She then outlined her plan to Rowan who went to fetch the rubber butt plug and its remote, and the tube of lubricant.

Raquel complained, of course, as the plug went in, but could do little to prevent it. They did a test vibrate just to make sure it was working. It was, and Raquel twitched and shook as the vibrations went through her.

Then Caroline took up the roll of cohesive bandage and wrapped it around and around Raquel’s thighs, forcing her thigh-booted legs tight together, and the plug fitted immovably, inside her, as they located her right up against the left-hand post of the massive bed. Then, with scissors, Caroline cut the bandage and proceeded to roll the next length around and around Raquel’s knees, binding them together. A second roll was needed for the ankles and, then the gloved arms, binding the two together, from the leather-encased wrists, to just below the leather-enclosed elbows.

They steadied Raquel, as she was in danger of losing her balance, her twin booted legs now bandaged up tight in three places and her arms pinned behind her.

Then they each got suitable lengths of rope and began to secure the already tightly bound body, to the vertical length of wooden post. Rowan was up on the bed, dealing with the top half, Caroline below, tying metres and metres of tight, white cord, around leg and post, all the way from the feet, up to the tightly bandaged thighs. After ten minutes, it seemed there was not an inch of poor Raquel’s leather body that was not encircled by bandage and by rope, until she, and her wooden post, were like one.

Caroline put the last flourish to the job, by taking a short leather strap around Raquel’s hooded head, just above the buckled eye strapping, and taking that back to the post, and around it, buckling it tight at the back, so Raquel was held tight and upright, her head held proudly high, by her myriad of bindings.

They both inspected the job they had done and gave each other a high five. Then they gazed at the poor rod of captive male flesh, peeping out from the mass of leather skirting, and rope and bandage, and then Rowan picked up the remote control to the butt plug, kissed her sissy on her hooded lips and selected the third pattern of vibrations, the one she knew drove Raquel crazy, and pressed the button.

As Raquel could barely move an inch of her body, she just seemed to gently vibrate, in time with the pulsing plug, as the incessant waves of vibration, passed through her.

And Caroline and Rowan stood, and watched, in delight, as the leather covered figure, in front of them, gently danced and shook, and swayed, and pulsed, as she tried to come to terms with the delightful mix of pleasure, discomfort, and sheer frustration, that had now become such an integral part of her new identity.

The pair watched for ten long minutes, both open-mouthed and saying nothing. Then, Rowan whispered to Caroline and they left their poor she-male, sissy, leathered victim to her fate, and went to get a celebratory glass of white wine.

They returned twenty minutes later, to hear the vibrating plug still performing its task. And low moans and groans were emitting, from the tight hooding that was Raquel’s fevered, flushed, and covered, head.

This time, Rowan had brought the key to the penis-prison, and a sponge and bowl of warm water, and towel, as they prepared to relieve Raquel of her infinite frustrations.

This was definitely a job for Rowan, but she was happy to allow Caroline to sit and watch, as she released the poor wretch from her cage and the penis reacted, immediately, to its new-found freedom.

The rod thrashed and raged, and quickly enlarged, as it realised it was no longer kept within strict bounds. Soon, Raquel had another of her gigantic erections, and would soon fire off a substantial volley, to be caught on the towel, now laid out, on the floor before her, for just that purpose.

Both women laughed and squealed with delight, as the inevitable explosion occurred and then they cleaned up the mess, left Raquel’s manhood waving free and her butt plug turned on and left her to her thoughts for another 15 minutes, before they returned for a final ten minutes of spectating, before releasing her and unhooding her and congratulating her on the show she had given them.

This had been an enlightening couple of days, for all three concerned. Rowan had learned to do a proper make-up job, and now just needed constant practise. Caroline had witnessed a complete transformation from unfriendly, macho, male, Martin, who she disliked intensely, to the submissive, sissy slut, Raquel, whom she adored, and wanted to experience more of.

And poor Raquel, now knew her secret was shared by at least two people and, worried where this might possibly end, among Rowan’s group of friends, once Caroline’s rather loose tongue, started wagging.

Yes, it had been an enlightening, two days, and there was still a third face of make-up, and a night of more drunken revelry ahead!

The night passed, much as the previous one and, eventually, Raquel ended up, in bed, in central position, sandwiched between her two spirited female captors, bound and hooded, this time back in the perforated hood, for their enjoyment.

Rowan had acquiesced and allowed Raquel to sleep in the red leather, at Caroline’s request, and the three had snuggled in tight, as the she-devils both revelled in feeling their near-naked bodies press against the luxurious material encasing their sissy play-thing.

The next morning Caroline, regretfully had to leave at the crack of dawn to get back for a 10.00am appointment. She promised it could never be as much fun as she’d had over the past two days and thanked Rowan, and Raquel, for their entertainment.

Rowan fondly kissed her friend goodbye, leaving Raquel to sleep in, a little. And they said their fond farewells, but not before Rowan had promised to contact Caroline, once back home, and invite her to an evening of fun and games, with their sissy dolly.

“In fact, I really want to get her into a proper routine, once we’re back home and back in work, so she knows exactly what is expected of her, so, we could make it a regular, mid-weekly thing, if you want? Why don’t you come over and spend the day and night with us, once a week, around Tuesday, or Wednesday, or whatever suits you. We can have a lot of fun with dressing her and you can practise all different ways of tying her up!” Rowan had promised Caroline. And that worked well for Caroline, who did most of her work at the weekend.

And, in return, Caroline had promised she would contribute to some of the equipment they’d need, and would teach Rowan more make-up skills, as they experimented with Rachel’s appearance, week after week.

And then, Caroline had driven off with a cheery wave, and it was time for Rochelle to surface, again, as Mistress Rowan prepared her latex doll for another morning of busy household chores, and promised they’d spend the entire afternoon, practising the new skills Caroline had taught.

What an inspired idea to have invited Caroline, Rowan had thought, as she watched her lightly bound latex maid, loading the first pile of washing, of the day.

Caroline had once been a really good friend, and now, thanks to Raquel, and Rachel, and Rochelle, she would be again, and Rowan imagined all the fun times they could have, playing with their little sissy slave-girl, and finding ever new ways to dress her, and to amuse themselves.


Day 12 – THE SECOND WEDNESDAY

“Mistress, I’m really not certain I can do this. Can’t we wait a few days more? Do things gradually?” Raquel was sat in the make-up chair, at the mirror of the dressing table, in the main bedroom.

Today, was going to be her first very public appearance and Rowan was studying her palette of make-up, intensely, all but ignoring her nervous, sissy client.

“There’s no time, like the present,” she simply said, as she selected her first weapon and began to smooth foundation over the face looking anxiously into the mirror, “And, remember, I have just as much at stake, as you.”

It had been decided, by Mistress Rowan of course, not jointly, that the pair would go out for the day, as companions, Raquel wearing her new face, along with her new leather trousers, and red satin top, over the black leather corset. She also had a brand new, pair, of low-heeled ankle boots, to break in, an easy beginning for the she-male’s first public display.

Now, she sat, glumly, looking in the mirror at the definitely, masculine, face, staring back at her.

She had her satin robe, thrown on loosely, and Rowan, the same. They had showered, they had eaten the usual small breakfast, and Rowan was now going to work her magic and transform the masculine features, into the feminine ones, just as Caroline had shown her, and just as she had rehearsed. And then, they were going for a drive, a walk, along the river, on a well-surfaced pathway, and then a late lunch, to see how many of the public they could convince, of Raquel’s gender transformation.

As the foundation cream spread and did its job, covering any blemishes and giving a working base to create upon, Raquel sat in silence. Doing this in the privacy of the cottage, was okay. Heading out into the wide, wide, unforgiving, cynical world, was quite another. But then, Mistress Rowan had made it clear, these were no longer Raquel’s choices. The last few days had stripped Raquel of any responsibility for decision-making. “From now on, and forever, henceforth, I shall tell you, what you wear, how you look, and what you do. Is that clear?” her Mistress had told her, three days back.

The make-up session went to plan, just as they had learned from the expert hand of Caroline, and just as Rowan had practised the previous day, and the face was, very slowly, transformed from an awkward male one, which Raquel had begun to dislike, almost as much as Rowan had made it clear she detested it, into a passable, and not unattractive, female one, almost as good as the going-out face, which Caroline had achieved, effortlessly. It would have to do, as Rowan was losing patience after an hour’s work on the features.

“This is another reason we’re going to get you more female masks,” she uttered, as she frustratedly took off the lipstick and replaced it for the third time. “I can’t be doing this every day. So, in future, at home it’ll be a latex mask, or a very quick make-up job. Only when we know you are going to be seen, in public, am I doing a full make-up. It’s just too demanding.”

“What about going to work?” demanded her charge, “I need make-up for work, don’t I?”

“Not every day,” her Mistress retorted, “We can get into the office without anyone seeing us. I’ll drive you into the underground car park, we never see anyone in the lift, the place seems deserted. And you can wear dark glasses, and a scarf! I just can’t waste an hour every work-day, fussing over the face. I can’t!”

And, it was true, the kind of work that Martin, as was, used to do, did never involve meeting anyone. It was all conducted by phone, by letter and online. They could get away, most days, with a female mask.

But today was different, and, finally, Rowan decided she had done the best job, she could and threw the lipstick back into her enlarged, and very full, make-up bag.

“There. Now, I’m not binding you when we go out. I’m trusting you to be sensible and to behave. We’ll be in the car for about an hour, then an hour’s walk, along the river. It’s a nice day, so you can wear a pair of sunglasses. And then I have found a lovely little country pub that does food and we’ll find a quiet corner and sit and enjoy a lunch. Then home. Now, it’s going to be a lovely day, as long as you are good. First sign of trouble and I’ll bundle you back in the car, tie you up and then punish you, back here. Understood?”

Raquel nodded, as she surveyed the new face now staring back at her, she had to admit, her Mistress was a marvel, the face would certainly pass, even from quite close up. But could Raquel carry off the walk, and the talk? They’d practised enough, in low heels, in medium heels and in totteringly high heels. In shoes, in ankle boots and in totteringly high, thigh boots. They’d practised every day for the week in some kind of heels, and Raquel had introduced a seductive wiggle into her walk, which had thrilled her Mistress, and made them both giggle, uncontrollably.

Anyway, it wouldn’t be Raquel’s fault, if their subterfuge was discovered. This was purely Mistress Rowan’s decision, as was everything!

The dressing took far less time than the make-up. Raquel was first laced into the leather corset, the black one, and black fine, stockings, were taken up her legs and attached to the suspenders, now fixed to the base of the lovely corset. A pair, of red, satin, French knickers, was pulled up, over the stockings and over the black silicon cock-cage that, protestingly, Raquel had learned to install, herself. Then the breast inserts had gone in, to give the top more shape and the tight leather trousers, in a beautiful, soft, supple, black, leather had been pulled on. They zipped at the side and had a small, leather tie-belt, that also tied at the side and hid the zip. A small bulge at the front, where the trousers bagged out a bit, would not had stood for too close an inspection, it had to be said. The bulk of Raquel’s cock, within its silicon casing, would easily be apparent, if anyone was brazen enough to have a little feel down there!

And then she had slipped her stockinged feet into the cute, black, leather, ankle boots, with the peep-hole toe. They were a size 8. It was fortunate that Martin, now Raquel, had been really quite slight in build and only a 7.5 or 8 size shoe. Finding footwear was never going to be a problem. And, once she’d slimmed a little more, a size 12 to 14 dress size would adequately fit her corseted body. So, normal shops would suffice for most footwear. Of course, they’d be stocking up on an assortment of high, high boots, and they would, mainly, have to be sourced from the specialist sites. But for everyday wear, Rowan was already looking forward to picking out some sexy heels for her new, best, female friend.

The boots fitted perfectly, and Raquel’s toes just peeped out the ends, the stockings hiding the freshly painted toe-nails, which, gradually, were growing and Rowan was training into shape.

She was almost ready, and Rowan dropped the red, satin, mid-sleeved, baggy top over her shoulders, and it tumbled down till it fell below the belted waist of the smart leather trousers. She adjusted it slightly until she was happy, and then, she picked up the dark-haired wig, which she had already styled, and placed it, lovingly, atop the fully made-up face of her creation, and smiled to herself. “Another triumph,” she thought, aloud, “I could get a job doing this!”

And Raquel, the belle of the countryside, was ready to go.

Rowan herself, wore trousers too, but in a cotton and silk mix. Red and wide in the leg, they looked very classy and she wore a simple, full, black silk blouse on top. She also wore boots, a pair of deep red ankle boots, with a similar peep toe, that zipped up from the rear heel to the ankle.

It has to be said, neither female looked quite right for a walking day, more like two sophisticated ladies-about-town, but Raquel wasn’t ready to be thrust into a crowded town, just yet. And they would certainly turn heads, as they went into a countryside pub. Raquel hoped this particular pub was quiet, on a Wednesday!

And, locking the cottage door behind her, Rowan hustled her she-male companion to the car and held the front door, open for her. This was the second time she’d travelled from the cottage, in the car, but the first time, Raquel, in 12 days, had been allowed in the front seat. And, come to think of it, the first time she hadn’t been bound and either blinded or hooded.

This new sense of freedom raised her spirits and she climbed into the car, with all the feminine poise she could muster, and strapped herself in, for the ride. Well, every day was certainly exciting, and this was no exception.

The ride was glorious. The sun shone, and the large sunglasses acted as a kind of physical barrier between Raquel and the real world. Once or twice, they had pulled up, alongside another car and the driver had peered into the large, classy, vehicle, with two FEMALE passengers and smiled at a nervous Raquel. After the third or fourth time, of this happening, Raquel’s confidence had grown to the point where she smiled back. She was actually carrying this off! So far!

The walk, thankfully, was along an evenly surfaced path and although Raquel did stumble once or twice as she lost concentration, it was never witnessed by any of the few people they crossed paths with.

And then came the biggest test, the pub entrance. The grand entrance into the pub that Rowan had found on her phone’s maps. It looked quaint, and, thankfully, the car park looked quiet.

“Don’t do any talking,” Rowan had warned her, “It’ll be a dead giveaway. I’ll order drinks and food, at the bar. Just nod and smile, if anyone asks you anything. I’ll tell them you’ve got a sore throat. And wear this scarf around your neck. We have to disguise that Adam’s apple, somehow, when we go out.”

And so, with sunglasses still over her eyes, and a scarf thrown loosely around her neck, an anxious Raquel took her first, really public, steps, into the new world, she had been introduced to.

The pair laughed all the way home, as they excitedly talked about their encounters, in their pub lunch adventure.

The day had been an unmitigated success. Not one person, from the bar-maid, to the landlord, to the old chap, sat at the bar, to the three other couples eating, had given Raquel a second glance, unless it was an admiring one!

She had sensed that a husband, or two, had given her leather trousers a second look, maybe because they were not strictly appropriate for summer wear, but, much more likely, because they looked fabulous.

And the food had been good, and Rowan had only allowed herself one large wine to accompany the food, as she was driving, but hadn’t put Raquel under any restriction and she had sunk three glasses and was now quite giggly.

The pub had been halfway home, from their furthest drive-to point and, so, the homeward journey only took around 30 minutes.

As soon as they got in the cottage, Raquel had to go to the toilet. She was desperate. And so, Rowan helped her out of her boots, out of her trousers and out of her panties and stockings. She rushed to the toilet and stood there, relieved, as she pee’d through the black, silicon cage. Rowan passed by the bathroom and glanced in to see her she-male stood, like a man, at the toilet.

“How dare you,” she screeched, “Never, ever, stand to do your toileting. You are no longer a man. And don’t ever forget that.” And she dragged a shocked Raquel to the master bedroom, stripped her of the red satin top, she wore so well, and flung her on the bed.

It was playtime!

“Spread your arms and spread your legs. Now!” commanded a fierce-some, Rowan, who had already departed to the smaller room that held the majority of their play equipment.

Within minutes, a contrite Raquel was pleading for mercy, as her Mistress roped her wrists and her ankles to the four corners of the gigantic bed, atop the bed clothes, that had already seen so much action, these past days.

Of course, this was more a game than any serious meaningful punishment and Rowan was practising her Mistress technique, as she taunted her captive she-male.

“If you ever stand at the toilet again, young lady, I shall personally chop that THING off! You’ve spoiled a perfectly nice day and now, I shall have to make you suffer.”

And she pulled extra hard on the last rope before securing it off to the foot of the bed.

Raquel lay there, silenced and expectant, as she watched her Mistress peel off all her clothing. Then Rowan went to the wardrobe and took down the red, leather dress, she had worn twice already, this holiday. She seductively slid her lovely naked body into it and Raquel watched as the zip came up and the leather clung to Rowan’s fine figure, like a second skin.

Then Rowan picked up her black, leather, riding crop, which was nearly always close to hand, and climbed onto the bed and straggled her bound mate, sitting down, on her spread-eagled body, just above where the caged penis dangled.

Raquel moaned with pleasure, as Rowan stroked first, one, bound, arm, with the crop and then the other. Of course, this pleasure could not translate into arousal, as her imprisoned cock could never fight its way out of its restraints.

Then the crop stroked along Raquel’s cheek and down her corseted body, as the leather corset creaked and groaned, with every slight movement Raquel made.

And then, so suddenly, the crop was raised and brought down on the corseted body, making a sharp, cracking noise, as leather hit leather. Raquel squealed, more from surprise than from any pain. There was no pain! The leather protected her and the sound of leather hitting leather aroused her more.

“I bet you’d like me to take that horrible little cage off you, wouldn’t you?” teased Rowan, “I bet you can’t wait to get an erection, can you?” And Raquel agreed, with nod of the head, and a low, muttered, “Please, Mistress.”

“Well, we’ll see!” Rowan added, talking in her very best seductive mistress voice, “We’ll see!” And she brought the crop down again, on the other side of the restricting leather corset, as Raquel squealed for a second time, and the firm leather absorbed the blow.

And then Rowan got up from the bed and threw the crop down to rest beside her roped victim.

“I’ll be back to see you, in one hour. Now, not a sound, please. And she picked up the silk panties, she’d worn that day, and thrust every last inch, into Raquel’s glossy, painted, lips.

“And, if you’re a very good girl, I might bring the key to this, with me,” and she jangled Raquel’s caged manhood and then laughed, as she callously walked from the room, to leave her frustrated she-male to await her fate.

Raquel threw her head back. “Oh boy,” she almost said, but couldn’t, because of her stuffed mouth, “Am I looking forward to this new life. It’s so damned exciting . . . and so, bloody, frustrating!”

And she lay back and counted the minutes till her red, leather, Mistress returned to give her, the reward, she knew would come, like her, eventually!


Day 13 – THURSDAY of WEEK TWO

“Of course, I shall,” Rowan had assured Raquel, “I’m not wanting to be seen out with someone who looks like a drag artist, am I? I’m going to do it again. Be patient, this isn’t easy, you know!”

Yes, empowered by their successful lunch date, the pair were embarking on an even more perilous adventure. Today, they were hitting the shops! Then the cinema, for a late afternoon showing of the new musical that both had wanted to catch, and then . . . an evening meal in a busy restaurant. And the make-up session, wasn’t going too well!

They’d languished in bed, for much longer this morning, after the exertions of the previous day. Yes, Rowan had returned to the bedroom, but more like two hours later, by which time Raquel had given up hope and had drifted into a light sleep, only to be awoken by the crack of leather crop, hitting leather corset, for the third time!

And, yes, the cage had come off and yes, they had played, and Rowan had teased and, finally, Raquel had her reward and made the usual mess!

Now, it was Thursday, it was nearly 11.00am, they’d had a bite to eat and were attempting a full face of make-up that would stand up to more intense scrutiny than the previous day’s. And Raquel had chanced her arm by telling Rowan, the face wasn’t right, it needed re-doing, and Rowan was now getting quite impatient.

It was true, this was not just a case of going out for a performance of The Rocky Horror Show, as an obvious male, dressed as a female! This was a whole life-change and Rowan was anxious to make her companion into the nearest thing resembling a female, as she could. And it wasn’t easy.

After an abortive third attempt to get the eyes right, she exploded and threw down the liner pencil, “Oh, stuff this. I think I’ll just put you in a mask, mummify you in cohesive tape, and stay in for the day!”

Well, that did sound quite an attractive option, but Raquel stroked her lover’s hand and urged her to try again. It was almost okay! And, by midday, finally, the face was done, better than ever before, and the wig was on and smiling back at Raquel from the dressing table mirror was a glamorous, young, striking, female, face.

“Thank heavens, that’s done and I’m happy with it,” sighed Rowan and Raquel leant up to plant a delicate kiss on her lips, with her own, dark, tangerine-coloured, ones.

“So, it’s the black, leather corset again, the black, leather, pencil skirt, and the orange, silky, top. And I thought you could wear those black thigh boots, what do you think?” added Rowan.

Raquel had to rein her in, and remind her, just how impractical those black, thigh boots, were, they had 5-inch heels, and that they’d be on their feet, all day. And that people would wonder what the hell she was doing wearing dead sexy, thigh-high, boots, on a summer’s day.

“Fair point,” admitted Rowan, not, these days, one to usually back down. “But no-one would actually know you were wearing them, under a skirt, unless you let them look up it . . . and then they’d see a whole lot more than a pair of thigh boots.” she joked.

But it was decided the thigh boots were completely impractical and would be saved for the bedroom, or the kitchen, or the lounge, or the garden, only!

So, they dressed Raquel in her one and only satin corset, deciding the leather one would be too hot on this average, late spring day.

She unfurled the rolled-up, black silky stockings, up her smooth, hairless legs, and planted her feet, in her black Mary Janes, the shoes with the moderate heels and cute, little ankle strap.

She eased into the soft leather pencil skirt, which dropped to below the knee and she allowed Mistress Rowan to drop the silky, soft, glossy, orange satin top, to cascade down over her satin corset and rest, just below the waist-line of the fine black, leather, skirt.

Rowan adjusted the dark wig on her head and brushed it into a stylish, swept back look, and put a sturdy large hair clip, with black, satin, flowers, to hold it back, in a loose bunch.

And she was ready to wow the public. Rowan herself, had put a lovely silk day dress on that accentuated her fine figure and fitted close to her thighs, causing her to wiggle, rather seductively, as she walked. She teamed the floral patterned, dress, with bold red flowers, with a pair of red leather ankle boots, with a low heel, so she could drive easily.  And then she held Raquel’s attractively made-up face in her cupped hand, kissed her, once, firmly on her lush, deep tangerine, coloured lips and said, “Now, my beautiful girl, make me very proud today.” And they left the house to face their adoring public.

No-one batted an eye as the pair walked, arm in arm, through the little shopping centre, under which they had parked, unless it was the admiring gaze of the odd few men, who liked to see a well-heeled lady, in a tight leather skirt!

Not one shop assistant, or security guard paid them any more than courteous attention, as they rifled through the rails of sale clothes, and picked out a few items to try on.

The cinema staff, were friendly and polite, as they served them their tickets, drinks and popcorn, with no awkward stares.

And, as the pair entered the busy restaurant, around 7.00pm, after the film had finished, the only attention they got was from the odd businessman who had their dull evening, enlivened considerably, by the appearance of two, well-dressed, and attractive females, passing their tables, as they ate.

Rowan chose a table in the corner, facing out on all the other diners, so that Raquel could see, she was not provoking any absurd attention, or any disagreeable chatter, from any table around them.

Rowan, of course, did all the ordering and Raquel kept very tight lipped, in hearing range of any waiter or waitress, but, otherwise, they were, to all intents and purposes, just an ordinary pair of well-dressed females enjoying a dinner, after a day’s hard shopping.

And the trip had been successful. This time, the pair had gone, together, to the specialist shop where Rowan had bought the leather skirt and the leather trousers. They bought another, fuller, circular leather skirt that would fall below the knees. They bought another, tight and gorgeous red pair of leather trousers, for Raquel, and they bought two lightweight, summery, leather, jackets, to go over the tops of all the other leathers they’d purchased for her.

This was workwear . . . . for the week ahead! Rowan re-iterated her intention to put Raquel in leather for the office. And she bought herself, a new pencil skirt to match the one Raquel wore, that day.

Then they’d moved on to a shop that sold some slinky tops, where the orange and red tops had been purchased and bought three more, in different colours, but all in satin, and all in similar, design. “Mix and match!” said Rowan, “You’ve got about 12 different combinations of tops and trousers, and skirts, now. Enough for three weeks’ worth of work, without wearing the same combination twice!”

And the meal had gone down well, and the journey back to the cottage, still whilst it was light, went without a hitch or an incident. And, as they locked the cottage door behind them and flopped on the lounge sofa, both laughed and giggled, at how they had carried off this, amazing, deception.

Raquel had enjoyed herself almost as much as Rowan, and she’d been flattered by the admiring looks she’d received from several male observers. It hadn’t gone unnoticed and Rowan felt it necessary to warn her, “Don’t get carried away by the flattering looks, all men are basically the same! They’re like animals when they see a pretty woman! And don’t you ever let me catch you responding to any attention you might receive. You’re mine, remember. Mine and mine alone, except when I choose to share you with Caroline, or anyone else I feel might like to play with you. Now, let’s pop a bottle of wine and then let’s go to bed, with it, and celebrate a very successful day.”

And so, they did . . . Raquel, for the first time in two weeks, dressed in her slinky, full length, satin, night-gown, and totally free, no hood, no bonds, no cage stopping her enjoyment, nothing! And the pair celebrated in some style! Till the early hours of the morning, when they fell asleep, in each other’s arms, slightly inebriated, and extremely, worn.


Day 14 – THE LAST FRIDAY

The final day! Tomorrow, the pair would be heading home and their holiday, of a life-time, would be over . . . and an entirely new life, for both of them, was about to begin.

But this day, still held one or two surprises, for both Rachel and for Rowan.

It began at breakfast, most unexpectedly, after their previous night of passionate celebrations, when Rowan appeared in her green leather dress and with riding crop in hand, ordered Rachel, still in her satin robe, after showering, into the kitchen and to sit down in her usual seat.

Then Rowan had tied her tightly into her chair, in the usual way, but much tighter than was necessary, as if making some point, and fed her a light breakfast before presenting her with two pages of written work, on the laptop, she opened before her.

“Read!” she ordered, “This is what you’ll be agreeing to when we get home, tomorrow. It’s a contract, between you and me, between Mistress and Sissy Slave. This is the life you will be living from now on, and I want to be absolutely certain you understand your role.”

Sure enough, the work was entitled “CONTRACT of SERVITUDE” and subtitled “between Mistress Rowan and her she-male, sissy slave, Rachel” and went on to say it was a binding contract on both undersigned parties, to set out their future relationship.

“When did you write this, Mistress?” asked a curious Rachel, (or was Rowan to be Mummy today? She wasn’t sure, so called her both) Er, sorry, Mummy, I mean!”

“I have been writing little bits each day, mostly when you’ve been pre-occupied, wrapped up, tight and secure, in bed. Now, read it all and tell me you agree to it and that you fully understand it.”

So, Rachel took a good ten minutes to read, and then re-read, the contract, set before her.

She looked up at her Mistress, often, to see the sly smile written across Rowan’s face.

“So, we’re only opening the office four days a week?” asked Rachel.

“Yes, you’ll be Raquel in the office, but for only 4 days each working week,  Mondays and Tuesdays, and then Thursday and Friday. I’ve had a call from Caroline and she is so excited to be joining our little club. She can’t wait and so we’re starting straight away next week. Wednesdays suit her very well, so she’ll be coming over each and every Wednesday, to play with you. Of course, she’ll want to stay the night. So, we might be a little late into the office on the Thursdays! But the other days, we’ll start early, and finish late, if need be, but, working together, and with no distractions, like you had before, I think we can do a week’s work, in four days! And every day, you will be in leather. That will be your new office uniform. Without exception. I have already ordered another three new outfits from the website I showed you. Some days you will be dressed conservatively, others more outlandishly. We’ll have to smuggle you in under a big coat, or a cape. But you will love every one of your workday outfits. And so shall I.” Rowan replied.

“And on Wednesday, I’ll be Rochelle, the housemaid?”

“Actually, my plan was that from arriving home on Tuesday night, you’ll be transformed to Rochelle. You will be expected to do some household chores, that evening, and then all Wednesday morning.” explained Rowan.

“And Caroline is visiting every Wednesday afternoon, and evening!” continued Rachel.

“Yes, as I say she’s already been back in contact and we’ve arranged that. So I’ve added it to your contract. She can be free just about every Wednesday. You made quite an impact on her, so she really can’t wait. So, you will need to have your work finished by midday. And then the rest of Wednesday will be our play-day. Mine and Caroline’s, that is! Though, you might enjoy aspects of it, too!”

“And I’ll be Mummy’s little girl, Rachel, at the weekends?” asked Rachel, getting turned on, as she read through the schedule and the conditions of her service to her Mistress and her Mummy.

“Yes, I want you in lovely satins and frills, and all to myself, for the weekends. Although, obviously, some nights we might want to go out, dining or the theatre, you know. And then we’ll put you in whatever fancy dress we have that’s appropriate. But, otherwise, you’ll be my little girl and we’ll have fun finding you the most frivolous little frocks and sumptuous frills and laces, that we can possibly find.”

“And it says here, I shall only ever answer to the names, Rachel, Rochelle and Raquel? And I have to dispose of all my male clothing and just keep back two or three things, that will be kept locked away, in case of emergency?”

“Well, I’ve grown to like those three names and they suit the roles you will play. I don’t know that you’ll ever need any more male clothes, but I think, as a precaution it would be wise to keep a couple of pairs of trousers and things. If you have to go to the doctor, or meet a client, I think it might be sensible to have you, just very occasionally, as a man. But never, when we’re together in the house, you understand?”

Rachel nodded. She understood, fully.

“And I’m to be locked in a cage, below, every day?” she verified.

“Absolutely! That will remain my number one rule. Only I shall give you bodily pleasure and only ever, under my rules. You’ll be feminized and dressed, and often bound, as well. Only then can you experience any sexual pleasure. That is one of my golden rules. You’ll only ever receive pleasure, as a sissy . . . and the better you behave as a sissy, the better the reward will be.”

Rachel smiled at the thought of all those sissy rewards she was going to earn, and a few punishments, too, she expected! She wasn’t always, going to be the perfect little sissy, was she?

And then the next part of the contract specified the behaviour that was to be expected and the punishments that would, for example, be applied, if Rachel misbehaved.

As she read some of the sample punishments, she faced at the hand of her strict Mistress, her eyes opened wide and she shook, in anticipation of the punishments she may have to endure. Mummy was ever so creative!

“So, you understand your role, completely?” demanded Mummy Rowan, “We shall never stray from this contract and I shall demand the highest of expectations from you.”

“So, what do I do now, Mummy?” asked Rachel, “Do I sign this?”

“You have to tell me you agree. Then I shall just correct and modify it a little, if I feel it needs any slight alterations, and then I shall print it off, in triplicate. You will sign all three, and I, the same. I might make Caroline a witness to it. Then I keep a copy, you will have a copy framed to refer to, and the third will be kept locked away with a full film and photographic record of your remarkable transformation. I have film and photos of every step, every change of clothes, every punishment, and every reward. It’s like dynamite, if ever anyone was to see it. But it will be our little secret, just the three of us, for now, so long as you keep to the terms of our contract. Stray from your role, as Rachel, and I shall ensure that a few people see just enough evidence to question your suitability to do business with. And I know you have very few friends and family, but those you do, might like to see what kind of a person you really are. But that’s not going to happen because I know you like being Rachel as much as I enjoy it. So, there will never be a problem, will there?”

“No, Mummy. I don’t think there will. Thank you, Mummy. I shall sign it whenever you tell me to. And I shall try to be your perfect little girl, I promise.”

“Good. Though not too perfect, I hope. However you behave, I shall always find an excuse for punishing you! Now, I need to dress you as Rochelle. Today we need to do a last few jobs around the house, ready for us leaving tomorrow. Then I shall make you up fully and you shall wear your new satin gown for a celebratory party tonight, just the two of us. And tomorrow, we head home and to your new life.  I’m so glad you have seen sense and have accepted your position. I shall be strict but fair and we shall get along just fine.”

“Mummy, may I ask a favour?” Rachel asked, in as diminutive a little voice, as she could manage.

“What favour?” demanded Rowan.

“May I be Rachel, in my purple frock, for the journey home. And would you hood me? I like that feeling, Mummy. I like driving and being hooded.”

“Then, we shall do that often, my little treasure. I don’t normally respond to requests from my slave, remember that, but, in this case, I think we can oblige your wishes. IF, you do your work properly today.”

“Thank you, Mummy. Thank you very much.”

And 40 minutes later, Latex Rochelle, with blue latex dress and blue latex boots, and long fingerless latex gloves, and wearing her latex maid’s mask and little maid’s cap, was busy, hoovering the lounge, when a sudden loud and persistent knocking, at the front door, alarmed both her and Rowan.

“Sshhhh!” said Mistress Rowan, in a loud whisper, and Rochelle stood, stock-still, the hoover switched off.

More knocking, and then a voice, demanded to be attended to. So Rowan went to the door, in her totally inappropriate, green, leather dress, afraid of what, or who, she might find there.

As she opened the door, a clear voice, one that Rochelle recognised, rang out, “Well, that’s a fine dress to spend your morning in, Rowan. Where is he? Where is the b******d? I want to see him now. He thinks he can just fire me, after all the work I’ve done for him? And all the promises he made me? Where is he?”

And, as the unseen figure continued to rant, Rochelle realised who the unexpected visitor was, and that she was forcing her way past her Mistress.

“I’ll bloody well sue him. I’ll take him to a tribunal. I’ll hang him and his business out to dry!” the rant continued, as the voice got closer. And then it happened, the figure of Personal Secretary, Debbie, burst into the sanctity of Rochelle’s private, little, world.

“You lying B******D,” Debbie shouted, as she entered the lounge and she was about to deliver a tirade of very unladylike language, when she was stopped dead, in her tracks, “Think you can treat me like a whore, think you can just . . .WHAT the . . ? . . . What the F**K? Martin? Is that you? What the hell is going on here?”

Rochelle was mortified and Mistress Rowan was just a millisecond behind Debbie, as she burst into the lounge and caught her first glimpse of the new, and utterly transformed, Martin Cooper.

It was as though an express train had hit Debbie. She stopped in her tracks and tried to take in the scene before her. She seemed genuinely, speechless and stood there, uncertain how to react to the strange sight of her boss, her lover, dressed in female latex, wearing a rubber hood and doing the housework, for a green leather goddess, of a Mistress.

It was a controlled Mistress Rowan who broke the very awkward, silence.

“Well, here she is! The witch that’s been humping my husband! And here HE is, the husband who couldn’t keep his hands to himself. This is your fault, WITCH. I’ve taught your lover-boy a hard lesson and one he’s going to keep learning. He’ll never betray me again, not for you, or for any bitch, like you. What do you think of him, now, Debbie-webs?”

Debbie tried to speak but the words just couldn’t string together, “Martin, what the . . . why are you . . . you pervert! The pair of you . . . you’re just . . . I don’t . . . What? . . . OMG . . .” and then more silence.

Finally, Rochelle herself spoke up, “I’m sorry you had to see this, Debbie. I forgot I had given you our holiday address, in case of emergencies. But it’s true, I no longer need your services, in the office, or in bed. I have a new life to look forward to. And it doesn’t include you. It was Rowan who sent you the letter, dismissing you. And I agree with her. But I do think you deserve better treatment for the loyalty you gave to the business. So, I shall give you 4 months’ pay, and the best references I can possibly write you, if we never see you again, or hear of you discussing this little incident. And, if you keep to your side of the bargain, and keep your mouth shut, I shall pay you another 2 months’ pay, one year from now. Now, that’s the only offer I’m going to make you. Take it or leave it. Your choice, but you are, most definitely, fired, from both of your jobs. As you can see, I have a new love interest, in my life. You know where the door is. Use it and write to me, at the office, to let me know your answer to my proposition.”

And a still, virtually speechless, Debbie, looked long and hard at the unrepentant, Latex Maid Rochelle, and then at the smiling, Leather Mistress Rowan, and, eventually she huffed and she puffed, and she stamped out of the room, out of the embarrassment of the situation, and out of Martin’s new life, forever.

“Well, I must say, you handled that very well, my pretty one.” congratulated Rowan, impressed by Rochelle’s confidence in her new identity, “I believe you missed a spot, there!” she concluded, as Rochelle went back to hoovering the floor.

__________________________

The evening went even better than could be predicted, each of the pair, now with a firm, new resolve to cement their new, and some might say, strange, relationship. The sudden appearance, of Debbie, had not been anticipated, but, in a strange way, had made the existence of Rochelle, and of Mistress Rowan, seem even more real, and normal, than before.

Tonight, Rochelle had become super-glamorous Raquelle, another creation of Mistress Rowan’s. She wore an amazing, full-length, white, satin gown, and long, long, white, satin gloves, up her arms, almost to the very tops of her pale, hairless limbs, where her lace-frilled, satin, dress straps, floated down, over her shoulders, to flirt with the long, long, satin gloves.

Under the gown, nobody but Mistress Rowan and Slave Raquelle, would know it, but she wore a pair of long, long, white, leather, open-toed, thigh boots, which she had been laced into, that disappeared into her hairless crotch and played with the white, silicon cock-cage that was hidden there. She was panty-less. Her cock-cage, and its inhabitant, swung free and made regular contacts with the soft leather tops of the incredible, white, lace-up, boots.

Her dark, dark hair, was taken up in a loose bun, held together with what looked like two oriental chopsticks, but were, in fact, long, decorative, lacquered, hair grips. Her face looked remarkably attractive, though close inspection would still show little signs of the old Martin Cooper. Rowan still had much to learn from Caroline! The she-male had long, pendulum-like, diamante ear-rings, dangling from each lobe. And, she laughed, as she danced, a close, slow, smoochy dance, with her best friend, and Mistress, Rowan, to the smooth, easy-listening, music, that played from the TV music channel.

They had eaten a lovely meal, which both had lovingly prepared and cooked together, before dressing for their party evening. They had then devoured an entire bottle of bubbles, and were now onto the red wine, and they couldn’t be happier, as they laughed, when they remembered the sheer look of horror, almost hysteria, on Debbie’s face, at her bizarre discovery.

“And tomorrow, my little treasure, I have decided, I shall grant Rachel her wish,” laughed Mistress Rowan, herself resplendent in a full-length gown, in a deep, deep, red, satin. “I think she’s earned it. So, purple satin frock and one of her tightest hoods, it will be. And black, leather, thigh boots, I think, might be appropriate. I hope she enjoys the ride home!”

THE END

The End . . . for now !!!

If you have enjoyed this tale, please let me know by writing a

short review, or send me your comments, and suggestions by email.

And be sure to read all of my other tales of subjugated sissies, available now, to purchase, or to borrow, from the Kindle Store . . . .

. . . . and check out my edited highlights, and favourites, from all my earlier books, in “Paulette’s Best Bits - Books 1 + 2”

Thank you for reading my stories, Paulette P. x

pauletteperil@hotmail.com

Be sure to read the other books by the same author, and, if you like them, please write a review, even if just a few words, it would be much appreciated :-

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 1 – Governess Sharp’s New Girls

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 2 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy Playthings

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 3 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy House-mates. The third and final part of the FCF – Governess Sharp trilogy.

The Perils of Paulette Book 1 – Paulette’s Initiation

The Perils of Paulette Book 2 – Paulette’s Continuing Education

The Perils of Paulette Book 3 – Paulette’s Return to the House

The Perils of Paulette Book 4 – Paulette’s Graduation

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 1

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 2

(both titles soon to be available in one paperback book)

A LIFE in LEATHER – The intense tale of leather-sissy, Chrissie

A LIFE in SATINS and SILKS – The intense tale of satin-sissy, Steffi

(both titles soon to be available in paperback)

LUSH ISLE – the island of Lost and Unfortunate She-males

ULTIMATE CONTROL Book 1 – Penelope’s Story

ULTIMATE CONTROL Book 2 – Felicity’s Story

HOUSE TRAINED - The Home Make-Over Job (where Frank becomes Francesca, the perfect Girl Friday)

All these books are full-length reads and available in the Amazon Kindle Store. Gradually, some of them will become available as paperback versions for readers to keep and treasure.

Paulette has also written and published many “shorter stories”, including :-

The Management Take-Over, or How the Big Bad Boss Man, Became Sissy Suzanne

Colette Comes Out – Fighting

Altered Image – Mischa and Chloe make a movie

The Great She-Male SEXploitation Racket – a job for S.I.S.S.Y.

The Agent from S.I.S.S.Y. – two short stories in one book, “Oligarch Escort Agency” and “The Missing Heiresses”

The AAAAA Team – When you have no-one else to turn to, the AAAAA Team will happily help you change the Appearance and Attitude of your pesky male partner

Bridal Sweet (or The Wedding Belle) - about a husband who can’t resist trying on the bridesmaid’s gown

Cirque Bizarre – a fun story of a diabolical circus act that requires a new female escapologist and there are no girls to fill the role!

All these books are available in the Kindle Store. Many can be read for free and soon, many will be available to buy in paperback editions.

Thank you for reading my stories. I really appreciate your custom and your continued interest.

Paulette x
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