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Previously

	In Book One of ‘Maid and Aunt’ - Nephew

	The central tale is that of Aunt Victoria’s young nephew, Michael, and his downfall. In his aunt’s charge ten years after his parents died in an accident, now he is finishing his further education. At last, he is eighteen and Victoria can proceed with her plan to reduce him to servitude and feminized submission. 

	With her friend, the elegant black and very shrewd Tamara, the process begins of separating Michael from reality and reducing him to feminized servitude. Fetishism and service are the method, sexual rewards and punishment the inducement. But Aunt Victoria is too eager, and a small setback puts the whole erotic scheme at risk.
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Maid and Aunt Trilogy Part 2

	 

	Chapter One – Kissing Her Boot

	She had kept her word and Michael felt a surge of affection for the tall black woman that played with him so nicely. He clutched the bars of his cot and watched her saunter into the room and close the door. For a moment he caught a glimpse of the maid, Frieda, outside his room and was relieved that she was not coming in. Aunt Tamara gave him a nod of acknowledgement and stood in the center of the room as if inspecting it. Slowly she turned and came to face the pink frocked sissy that looked so hopefully upwards at her.

	‘Well, Michael,’ she said at last, after a long pause. ‘I like it and I think that you do too…’

	He nodded uncertainly and gave her a helpless look that was so genuine and pleading that she smiled down at him and leaned to unlock the cot. 

	‘I will keep the key, darling,’ she said. ‘That means that I will be here every morning to wake you.’

	‘Please can I take the shoes off, Aunty,’ said Michael plaintively. ‘They really hurt…’

	‘You can for a while,’ said Aunt Tamara. ‘We have to get you ready for the day and that means a nice hot shower and fresh clothes. Then we start the lessons.’

	Michael’s face fell and he reluctantly swung his legs from the bed to the floor, the heels hitting it with a sharp click on the pink marble. Aunt Tamara offered him a hand to stand and looked at what her friend had created so far. In the extreme heels, an inch or two taller than the woman that inspected him. Collar and slept-in pink dress, not yet the creature that her friend, Michael’s Aunt, wanted, but well on the way.

	The problem was not the external, it was the internal, breaking the Michael that was still on the surface and bringing out the Michelle that was developing out of sight. 

	Aunt Tamara stepped an inch or two closer and slowly lifted the hem of the short skirt. Buried under the flounces of lace, Michael’s cock hung half erect and her fingers touched and stroked it a little affectionately. ‘First we will get you ready for a long day, then a little game if you like,’ she said as she lured him to comply. ‘Nice fresh uniform and something special for my little boy?’

	Her hand pulled back and she allowed the hem to drop. Already it was wet with the clear fluid that his cock was leaking, a good sign that he was unable to resist her manipulation. ‘And the shoes?’ he whined, and Aunt Tamara smiled.

	‘And the shoes, dear. We will get you used to them in no time at all, baby,’ she said coaxingly. ‘You’ll wear them for Aunty Tamara, won’t you?’

	Michael nodded again and Aunt Tamara realized that this was a test on his part. Last night he had rebelled, today he was testing the ground that he had gained. A sure sign that it would take time to make any more progress. 

	‘If you are nice to me,’ he said in a sly way.

	Blackmail! she thought. Here we go. ‘I am nice to you because you are special,’ said Tamara and left it at that. 

	‘You are nice to me,’ said Michael without giving any ground. ‘I love you, Aunty Tamara.’

	‘OK, let’s get you undressed,’ she said as she avoided the issue in order to get him moving. An endless back and forth would only lose her the initiative that she needed to maintain. ‘Collar first.’

	It took a surprisingly short time to strip Michael down to nakedness. Despite the complexity of the dress, the small padlocks and hooks that kept the whole ensemble in place, a couple of minutes saw all of the clothes discarded and in a heap on the floor. When the ballet stilettos were removed, Michael cried out in pain as his feet were at last able to relax and flatten against the floor. Despite the fact that these boots were carefully designed to support as much as possible, the vertical position of the foot was stressful.

	As she undressed Michael, Aunt Tamara talked him through each move in a matter-of-fact way. She finished with, ‘Personally, I find this uniform that your Aunt picked out for you a real turn on!’ She chuckled in almost embarrassment, ‘But you won’t tell anyone else, will you?’

	‘No Aunty,’ he replied. ‘I don’t really mind it, except for the shoes.’ 

	‘They’re not so bad, dear,’ she said. ‘Is it because you are the only one wearing them?’

	‘No, it’s because they hurt,’ said Michael. ‘But if you wore a pair then I might feel better,’ he said hopefully. 

	‘Let’s see what tomorrow brings,’ said Aunt Tamara with a laugh. ‘I have a pair, but I haven’t worn them for ages. I used to love them, but they don’t fit any of my outfits…’

	‘Are you going to find them?’ he asked.

	‘As I said, let’s see what tomorrow brings. For now, a shower and a shave and a nice fresh dress.’

	‘And the shoes?’ he said.

	Aunt Victoria would have been exasperated by this point. Aunt Tamara just smiled and affirmed what he was dreading in a casual way. ‘And the shoes, dear. How can I teach you to walk in them if you don’t wear them?’ she said.

	‘I suppose…’

	‘Exactly, so let’s get it all moving and then we can get to the good bits,’ she said. She led Michael through to the small shower room en suite with his nursery and said, ‘Take your time, I’ll be waiting for you…’

	Michael looked around this new addition to his bedroom and investigated the small cupboards where he found some razors and other essentials. By mistake, it seemed that someone had left a bag with lipsticks, eyeshadows, foundation and other such things under the sink and he wondered if Aunt Tamara planned to use his bathroom as well. The ache in his feet was receding and he slipped under the shower and enjoyed the heat and steam before shaving and brushing his teeth. 

	A full-length mirror displayed him when he stepped from the shower cubicle, and he stopped to inspect himself. The young man staring back at him was as he remembered. Not tall, but well proportioned, pale white skin and with little excess fat. His hands slid down to where his cock stood proud, and he stroked it a little as he imagined what might happen next. With an effort he restrained himself and ran his fingers through the mass of fuzz that started at his navel and drew an ever-darker line to the bush that almost concealed his balls.

	His mind went to Aunt Tamara, and he tugged at the hair as if it would just come away. She was so smooth and interesting down there, perhaps it would please her if he was the same. Perhaps she might even allow… 

	The thought was so interesting that he took the razor and tested it on the soft down just below his navel. Still damp and soft from the shower, the hair just seemed to disappear, and he felt a sense of accomplishment at his experiment. He started again, but the razor soon clogged up and make it ineffective. In the end he realized that this was something that had to be done in the shower and he was sure that he had taken long enough already, so he trimmed a little and then gave up before he cleared the fallen hair and flushed it away. 

	The door opened and Michael peeped into his room. Pink like the bathroom, a color that he was getting used to. Aunt Tamara sat on the bed waiting patiently for him, a neatly folded pile of clothes at her side. 

	‘I’m ready,’ he said in a small voice. 

	Aunt Tamara noted the small change that had happened in the bathroom and smiled broadly. ‘You look good, Michael. Now let’s get you dressed and then maybe we have a few minutes before you start your day.’

	‘But you will be there?’ he asked.

	‘I will be there,’ she said as she held up the dress and helped him slip his arms into it. As she did so, she noted the soft, thin nylon straps that crisscrossed the fabric inside. These would later be used for restraint and reinforced the costume to prevent it being removed. For now, they were left unused. ‘Corset next, Michael,’ she said as she turned him around and started lacing the hooks. ‘It was somewhat fiddly, but the twenty hooks on each side were broad and deep and she slowly tightened it all up starting from the bottom. ‘Mmm, I love a narrow waist,’ she said as she tied it off and dusted down the skirt with the flat of her hand. ‘Now comes the collar…’

	Michael made a small noise and Aunt Tamara held it up for him to inspect. Broad and with a ring of diamante gems, a ring for his leash dangled at the front. ‘This makes you stand straight and is good for your comportment, Michael. Just stand still and stop fidgeting!’

	‘Do I have to wear this all day and every day?’ he asked as she circled his neck and closed the clips. 

	‘Once your Aunty Victoria decides that you have a good posture, I’m sure that she’ll decide that you don’t need it anymore, Michael,’ she answered. ‘Until then I’m afraid that it is what stops you forgetting to keep your chin up and your back straight.’

	The collar was attached to the dress and locked into position and Michael asked, ‘Why does it all have to lock on?’

	Aunt Tamara laughed at the question and whispered in his ear. ‘I think that your Aunty is just a bit kinky and likes the look,’ she said. ‘But then again maybe I do too…’

	‘Is it so that I always need help?’

	‘That too, dear. You like me helping you, don’t you?’

	Michael nodded and stood while his Aunt’s friend sat him on the edge of his cot and helped him pull on the stockings. Thick white coverings that went all the way to just below the hem of his dress. ‘That looks better,’ she said. ‘Now comes the bit you don’t like!’

	He pouted but did not resist and Aunt Tamara managed to get one on quite easily. The heels were parallel to the soles, the foot resting on heel and toe alone. If they weren’t tight then they would hurt even more, if they were then they would be uncomfortable. She closed the padlock with a click and hefted the other boot. A couple of kilos of leather, steel and plastic that ensured that Michael would be unable to resist the women of the household. Essential items.

	As she opened the second shoe, she looked at Michael and a sly thought came to her. ‘Should I prove how sexy they are?’ she dared him.

	Michael nodded dumbly. Already his shod foot ached and the idea of walking on them all day was causing him anxiety. Instead of putting the shoe on his foot, the black woman tapped his knees to get him to open his thighs and her hand searched amongst the lace for his cock. When she found it, it was loose and flaccid, so she coaxed it to life and pouted a kiss before passing the ballet shoe to Michael.

	‘Just hold this for me,’ she said. Now she had two hands free, and she used the second to slide under his ass in amongst all of the lace and threaten him there as well. ‘Nice and slow, boy, let me show you…’

	Lifting the lace, Aunt Tamara stroked the upright cock while she pressed at his ass. Michael moaned in response, and she moved so that he was forced to lift the shoe up as he built up the tension with slow strokes that caused his hips to lift. Michael could not look down because of the collar so all he could see was the pink ballet shoe and behind it Aunt Tamara’s smiling face as she played with him mercilessly. 

	‘Mmm,’ she said as the strokes speeded and slowed to edge him while the finger on the button of his ass threatened but never pushed inside. ‘Does Michael like being fucked?’ she asked, and her eyes turned upwards to see that his breathing was hard, and his eyes had changed focus to the shoe inside his field of vision.

	‘Thank the shoe, Michael,’ she whispered as she slowed the pace a little and waited for the right moment. She could sense that he was so close to climax that the slightest change of tempo would trigger him. It took almost a minute before Michael could no longer resist and pressed the heel of the stiletto to his lips. At that moment, Aunt Tamara speeded up and her finger pressed home deep in his ass. A spurt of come, and then a dribble and Aunt Tamara carefully withdrew, keeping the lace from getting soiled to leave his cock draining onto the rubber sheet of his cot. 

	‘There you go,’ she said with a nod. ‘They do have their advantages!’ Michael nodded and Aunt Tamara patted him on the knee affectionately before taking the second shoe and slipping it onto his foot. ‘I’ll tell you a secret,’ she said as she locked the shoe at the ankle and fitted the short chain between his ankles. ‘I sometimes dressed like this in bed, all pink and fluffy. That’s why I had special shoes as well. Now that I’ve seen you, I am going to try again…’

	‘With me?’ he asked naïvely. ‘We could be two little dollies in bed,’ he expounded. ‘Playing games and touching each other.’

	‘I’d have to ask your Aunt for permission,’ said Aunt Tamara. ‘Maybe…’

	‘Could you do that?” he asked, brightening up. ‘I mean please could you ask her?’

	‘I will, but I have to wait until she is satisfied with your lessons,’ she replied. ‘Maybe in a week?’

	Michael nodded and said, ‘I would do anything for that,’ as he imagined the scene in his head. He was almost in a daze with the idea and sobbed with happiness.

	‘What a good boy you are,’ said Aunt Tamara as she patted his knee sympathetically. ‘I am really looking forward to it…’

	‘You are my only friend,’ he said as he wiped away the tears. ‘Aunty Victoria is always so angry with me even though I try to do my best. Frieda is just bossy and mean and Miss Prudence never liked me at all. You are the one that I love and trust.’

	‘I trust you too Michael,’ she replied. ‘I trust you to keep trying until the others see what a good boy you are, and I am sure that we can persuade them if we work together to do it.’

	‘Do you really think so,’ he sobbed.

	‘I know it,’ she answered.

	Michael moved with slow steps. A few inches each time as Aunt tamara sat and enjoyed the spectacle. Frieda stayed close to catch him and Michael did circuit after circuit of the room on his new shoes, wincing at each step. The discomfort was intense, the grip that the leather had on his foot at each step was hard and as he learned to step with a small lift before the swing of the leg and then return with heel first the balance was not easy. 

	Aunt Tamara sat in the center of the room and watched him pass as she sipped her brandy and encouraged him with small signs. ‘A little rest now,’ she said as he passed close by. And turned to face with tottering steps. ‘Michael can stand for ten minutes of time out and then we will do a little work on presentation.’

	‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda as she stepped back from Michael’s sight line and took up her waiting position with her hands behind her back and feet separated. Breasts forward and presented, shoulders back, back straight and ass prominent. Just the way that Victoria required. Aunt Tamara could see that the maid winced as she walked, Ivanka was dangerous with a cane in her hand and the five strokes that Victoria had decreed were quite enough to enforce strict discipline. Aunt Tamara’s attention went back to Michael as she mulled over the next moves in the game. The object at the moment was not to lose what had been gained and maintain momentum. 

	So far, the battle was far from won as he had already gained a couple of concessions and was acting in a far more independent way.  

	The shaving, as an example, she thought to herself. Though in the right direction, the fact that he had undertaken it autonomously was not good. The whole idea was to make Michael dependent for everything on the women who were training him. Eating, sex, dressing, clothes and how all his time was filled had to be none of his business! All would be decided for him as he was enveloped by an unbreakable cocoon of control and submission. They gave commands, he complied, and all were happy. If he started making his own decisions, then control had been lost. It could take weeks to make up the lost ground and spoil the plans that Victoria had for the coming summer. 

	‘Do you think that you can manage the Ready Position, Michael’ she said after a minute or two.

	‘I will try.’

	Getting to kneel was the first problem and Michael tried bending this way and that, but each time he realized that he could not lower himself to his knees. Aunt Tamara watched amused as he tried twisting to the side and finally stood straight and said, ‘It is not possible without falling.’

	‘Move that leg back as far as the chain allows,’ said Aunt Tamara. He did so and was now balancing on one foot and the toe of the other. ‘Bend the other knee, that’s right.’ She guided him and when he was on his knees she said, ‘When you walk you have to lift a foot. When you lower yourself, you can always have both shoes on the floor, it’s a question of balancing. Now stand up!’

	Michael looked disappointed and Aunt Tamara said severely, ‘Rewards come when I say and for what you achieve. One kneel is not rewarded, ten are. In future I want no emotions on that sweet face of yours, I decide rewards and punishments, not you!’

	Up and down, up and down. The balancing was difficult and took strength. ‘It will build up your thighs, I like strong shapely legs,’ she commented as he struggled. On the seventh try he slipped and fell, but she encouraged him as he struggled on the floor. ‘Don’t let them beat you,’ she said with a chuckle. ‘Master the art, it is an accomplishment to be both attractive and graceful.’ At last, he managed the tenth time, and she made him stand again and pointed to Aunty Victoria’s armchair. ‘Sit, boy!’

	Getting the feel just a little of what was required, Michael moved to the chair and sat. ‘Next time you may not use your hands,’ she said. ‘You may be carrying something.’

	‘It’s so difficult and my feet ache,’ he said. But this time it was not a whine, just a statement of fact. 

	‘You may play with yourself while I enjoy the show, boy,’ she said. ‘Make no mess and you have a minute,’ as she glanced at her watch. Shyly, but with no shame, Michael slipped his hands into the lace of the frock and swept it aside. Practiced hands moved rapidly and Aunt Tamara noted with approval that he kept his eyes on her legs and feet as he performed for her. She noted the left hand that pulled him rigid as the right did the work and the attention that was paid to the sensitive tip as he came and caught the mess in a cupped hand. Then a quizzical look. ‘Frieda will fetch some tissues and clean you up,’ she said. 

	Once again, the walking. Round and round with a break every three rounds. Already he was surer of his balance and was developing that special style that goes with ballet boots. Lift the knee, lean forward, place the foot down heel first and do it all again. Encouraging words, prompts and more practice at kneeling. It was clear what would take the time was not the movement and balance, but for his feet to adapt and stop cramping, but she always pushed him a little past that point to accustomize muscles and tendons to the strain. 

	When at last it was time for a longer rest, Aunt Tamara led him to the entrance hall and showed a smile. ‘One last thing for today,’ she said. ‘Sometimes you will be asked to stand a while to wait. What happens then is that you will be hitched and expected to stand motionless until required. This is what you are now going to practice on your own.’ 

	She used the leash to lead him to a position just by the front door and pointed down at two small ovals that were outlined on the dark wood of the floorboards. ‘One foot on each,’ she ordered. 

	Michael moved to the spot and realized that he could not look down to see if his feet were placed properly. ‘You do what all clever boys do, Michael, you look around for help!’

	‘I don’t see what…’ and then his eyes caught the huge mirror almost opposite him that gave a view of his feet. ‘Oh, I get it.’

	‘Good,’ she said as he positioned himself correctly with a rattle of the chain as it stretched because the two ovals were exactly placed at full stretch. ‘Feet are right, the body is straight, the eyes are forward, the hands are behind your back.’ He did as he was told and then Aunt Tamara took the leash and hung it in the hook just behind the small of his back and clicked it past the gate with a click. Then she stood back to admire him.

	‘I think that you look so sweet, Michael. Standing there waiting for the next adventure. Who will come by and use you? What will happen if a stranger comes into the house? Will one of the women of the house tease you or just admire you in your adorable uniform, all helpless and willing?’ As she spoke, she saw his cock lift his skirt and she smiled.

	‘As you clean and wax the floors you will find that there are now ten places marked ready for you,’ she said as she moved to the side to allow him a view of the giant mirror. ‘There is even one outside my room for when you wait until I am ready for you.’ Now the cock was dripping a single drop of dew that dropped like syrup at his fettered feet. ‘I will return soon and expect to see you in this pose when I come back.’ She turned to the ever-present Frieda and asked, ‘So, how was his first day?’

	‘Better than mine,’ she admitted. 

	Her answer had already been prepared by Aunt Tamara who turned back to Michael with a smile. ‘Frieda was judged excellent, so you are already doing well. Now then, we will leave you to reflect on your achievement as I have a few small tasks to do…Be good,’

	Michael’s lips moved, but no sound came. To Aunt Tamara it looked like a ‘thank you’ and she nodded and turned to lead Frieda back to the lounge. ‘Go upstairs and monitor the live feed. In an hour I want to know how he is managing. You will find me in the dining room…’

	‘Ma’am’, said Frieda with a cute curtsey as she hurried off to her task. For a few minutes, Tamara stood and looked out at the gardens as she reviewed the day. Incredibly boring, it had been too long since she had had to oversee training in detail and she thought back to the time, years ago, when her husband had required this sort of effort on her part. Cajoling, praising, standing ground at the red lines and judging what to ignore and what to correct.

	Michael was not a bad pupil, but the events of the previous evening had caused him to gain space. It was her duty and task to close off that space and reaffirm the narrow boundaries that he required to meet the specification. An hour with Frieda as a debrief would help her to take some of the strain and in a few days, Michael would have mastered the boots. The question was: what to do next? One thing for sure, it would take a month at least before real progress could be expected.

	The reverie over, she headed for the dining room where Victoria was probably already waiting for a report. The woman was too much in a hurry, Tamara thought. Impatience was the enemy of time when a willing victim was required. As she walked through the entrance hall, Michael still stood straight at his post, and she inspected him without a word. Satisfied with the position, she strolled off to the dining room and heaved a sigh of relief as she moved from Michael’s sight. 

	As she had guessed, Victoria was already sitting with a glass in one hand and a cigarette in the other. Tamara took the next armchair and heaved a sigh as she sat. 

	‘And?’ asked Victoria.

	‘And he’s doing OK. This is the first day of at least a week of comportment training and I had forgotten how much effort is involved,’ said Tamara as Ivanka came in the room and stood waiting for instructions. ‘Whiskey on the rocks, just a small one with loads of ice,’ said Tamara before turning back to her friend. ‘I think a week for comportment and balance and then he can do light chores. Dusting and so on that requires little movement.’

	‘Attitude?’ asked Victoria.

	‘Like yours, darling. Obstinate, self-opinionated and difficult to train, said Tamara with a laugh. ‘You really are the limit, you know that?’

	The whiskey came and Ivanka stood discreetly to one side. 

	‘You may leave,’ said Victoria to her maid. ‘I can’t help myself,’ she said to Tamara. ‘It was all going so fast…’

	‘You forget, Vicky. What we are dealing with is not a Frieda who already started as a willing slut. What we have here is a confused man who needs to be guided and coaxed to perform. When we are done, he will be ripe to be plucked and fucked as you like, but right now he is transitioning. We are changing his whole nature, what lies deep under the surface. This takes time, you can’t expect him to slip into your dream overnight!’

	‘That’s why I have you,’ said Victoria.

	‘Darling, you don’t have me,’ said Tamara. ‘I love you; I really do. We are best friends and share everything, but I am not hired, I am here because of our friendship, but also because I love watching men slowly becoming mindless pets for our amusement. Use me to help, tell me what you want, but don’t ever think that you own me!’

	‘I’m sorry,’ replied Victoria. ‘The words were out of place, and I apologize. I will rephrase it like this: that’s why I need your help.’ 

	‘Attitude wise, a streak of self-sufficiency is showing itself,’ said Tamara as she allowed the reprimand lie. ‘For the next few days, I will use persuasion to head him off at the pass each time and occupy him with constant activity that he imagines is all to please me. Incidentally, have the maids clear his room of the make-up and other bits that were for him. He mustn’t see what’s coming when the next move is made. He even tried to shave himself for me.’

	‘That’s good,’ said Victoria with a grin. ‘It shows that he knows what is expected of him.’

	Tamara shook her head and sipped the whiskey. ‘No, not at all. It’s a sign of rebellion! He must only ever act on direct orders from us, no choices are permitted other than the ones we give him. He shaves when we want it and not on his own volition.’

	‘Oh, I never thought of it like that,’ said Victoria. 

	‘The toys need stripping from his room as well, dear,’ said Tamara. ‘His room is his room at the moment, just as it was before. The toys will give him a hint of the path that we have chosen and that is not right at the moment. The whole idea is that all progression is our demand and not his willing choice. In the long run, we are striving to purge his mind of all distraction, self-sufficiency and ego. Sex, clothing, shoes and chores, but most of all sex, because that’s what you want him for. Everything else is a hindrance to full obedience and service.’

	‘I get it but isn’t that what we were doing when he rebelled last night?’ asked Victoria.

	‘We were, but we pushed too hard. Each forward step needs to be taken when the others are consolidated,’ said Tamara as she drained the glass. ‘Now then, time for us to go!’

	‘Us?’ asked Victoria. 

	‘You are just a prop in my little drama,’ said Tamara with a laugh. ‘I want you to walk through the entrance hallway and walk past Michael. As you do so, say something like, ‘Good boy,’ and walk on to the lounge. Then give me ten minutes to get him back up to his room for the night.’

	‘Just that?’

	‘And no more, Vicky,’ said Tamara. ‘This is all about Michael getting the feel of his position in the household. He is an item that waits for motivation and nothing more!’

	Victoria stood up and stubbed out her cigarette. ‘I follow your commands, Tam. I hope that I please you!’

	‘Rewards come after accomplishment,’ chuckled Tamara. ‘I will be keeping an eye on your comportment as well.’

	Victoria left just as Frieda entered. ‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda as she assumed the position. ‘Just some shuffling, otherwise no movement,’ she said.

	‘Good,’ said Tamara. ‘Go upstairs to his room and take all the toys, all make-up and shaving items. Leave just the shampoo, towels and soap and be quick about it. I will be there in ten…’

	‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda.

	‘After that, wait in my room for my arrival.’

	‘Ma’am.’

	He was standing looking straight ahead as Tamara arrived. ‘Time for you to retire to your room,’ she said. ‘When I lead you, make sure that your hands stay behind your back.’

	‘Yes, Aunty Tamara.’

	She unhitched the leash and led him up the stairs. A rather better performance, Aunt Tamara thought to herself. Balance is better and posture also. They walked the long corridor to his room and Tamara pointed out the markings on the floor outside each bedroom. ‘Note them all carefully, Michael,’ she said as they arrived at his room and entered. The soft toys had vanished, the teddy bear in his bed had been removed and the mobile had been replaced with a simple pink tasseled shade.

	‘Do I have to sleep in uniform as well?’ asked Michael.

	‘For tonight,’ said Aunt Tamara, knowing full well that the night costumes were already delivered. ‘Tomorrow evening, I will dress you.’

	‘The shoes hurt,’ he complained. 

	‘They stay on, boy! No more complaints and questions,’ she said. ‘I am doing my best to help you and I expect a little respect.’

	‘Sorry Aunty,’ said Michael as he awkwardly lowered himself and crawled to her feet.

	She looked down and moved her foot slightly and he kissed it before waiting for instructions. ‘See, now you have pleased me,’ she said in a softer tone.

	‘Later I will return and perhaps we can try the Ready Position and see what happens?’

	‘Thank you,’ he said as he struggled up. In the end, he crawled into the cot and Tamara left it open. A reward in itself that would show him that good behavior was appreciated.

	‘You may sleep, and I will wake you when I come by,’ she said as she reached the door. ‘I shall leave it open; do not wander around.’

	 


Chapter Two – Bedtime For Michael

	Tamara was exhausted. 

	Her every moment of the day spent on the training. She judged that Frieda was getting there, but she too needed to be watched for mistakes and Tamara did not feel confident by the end of the first week that she could be relied on fully. Michael was improving, certainly in the sense that he had mastered the boots and could now move with some confidence. Even carrying a tray, he managed to sway his hips and concentrate on making his movements a little more graceful.

	Tamara ordered that no furniture of any kind was to be moved even an inch to allow Michael to learn where he could move and where not since the collar so limited his line of sight. 

	It would be a couple of months before he was fully up to the high standard expected of him, but there was some promise. The best part was that his feet were becoming accustomed to the pose and hard shoes and the nighttime ‘slippers’ that firmly but gently held his feet en-pointe meant that he was always in their grip.

	In a month the tendons would have shortened, and he would not be able to walk in shoes with less than a six-inch heel, for now there were still a few cramps and moments when he struggled. 

	Tamara kept up the pressure on the sexual side as well. At least four times a day he was milked or teased to drain him. It was the late-night visits that Tamara found so tiring. She could not sleep in in the morning and started to take a nap in the afternoon while her charge was learning to stand motionless for longer and longer periods. A few light chores were added to his routine, mainly things that could be done standing like dusting and a little intricate ironing. As the days passed, more was added in small increments, but Tamara carefully controlled the amounts and also ensured that his food was bland but acceptable as routine slowly reasserted itself and Michael was absorbed into the routine of the household.  

	But, despite the progress, Tamara was concerned because he still showed small signs of resistance to being totally manipulated. A less imaginative and intelligent man than Michael would have been overwhelmed, but he still occasionally asked questions that revealed an inner core that had not been subdued. Contact with his Aunt and her daughter was almost nil, occasional passing comments being the limit. His world was now just Tamara and Frieda and even the maid was permitted to do little than occasional hours standing in the background to ensure that every moment of his day was under observation. 

	The next week was better, Tamara decided, and she introduced the first new small innovation to test her optimism. When waiting alone, his hands were slipped into the rear pockets of the dress and the drawstring used to fetter them. It was Michael’s first experience of being fully restrained and Tamara held her breath as she tested the restriction. The excuse used was the one time that he had unclasped his hands and explored the collar, persuasion worked as the choice offered was wrist cuffs or pockets. As Tamara demanded, he chose what she decided, and the small addition did not raise any fuss. 

	Two weeks after the night that Michael had asserted himself, Tamara decided that another small addition could be added to his regime. It was clear that the complex dress that was his day uniform was not suitable, and she had a small surprise that she was going to sell as a reward.

	‘I am so proud of you Michael,’ said Tamara as she led him into his room. ‘Even your Aunt accepts that you are doing so well.’ She paused and turned to him. ‘Last night she told me that she bought a little present for you as a reward for your good behavior. But, before we get to that, I also have a reward for the boy that has worked so hard to please me…’

	Michael looked at her smile and smiled back shyly. She had done so much to make his life easier and help him that he felt a surge of affection which was not merely a desperate attraction but a real bond of closeness.

	‘Can I ask a question, Aunty?’ he asked. ‘Please?’

	She allowed some slack in the leash and put her hand on his shoulder with a motherly gesture that filled him with awe. How could a woman of such feminine authority possibly be attracted to me? he wondered as his eyes filled with tears. Just a little sissy, but she cares so much…

	‘Of course dear, if it is respectful,’ she said kindly.

	He shuddered to dare such a question, but it had been on his mind long hours learning to stand politely and he tried to moderate the word so as not to sound rude.

	‘Why is Aunty Victoria always angry with me?’ he asked in a muted tone. ‘Does she want me to be scared of her?’

	It was not at all what Tamara had been expecting. She had imagined some question about the severe regime, a question about why he had to dress like a little girl or perhaps a complaint couched as a question. It opened up his thoughts and revealed what he worried about, and she felt a sense of accomplishment that Michael was perhaps adjusting after all the effort that she had expended in the last weeks.

	‘Dear Michael, your Aunty is a strong woman,’ she started, ‘with old fashioned values. A woman that believes that the young boy that she took on, nourished and cared for, educated and watched grow up should be a credit to her. You disappointed her in so manty ways and she feels responsible for your failures. The college education, your willful behavior and your impoliteness when all she asks for is respect and admiration.’  

	She held her hand up to prevent him from speaking and smiled. ‘Whether she is right or wrong, you owe her gratitude and appreciation for her care and her disappointment is something that she just can’t hide. She’s not angry with you at all, Michael, she is dissatisfied at her own failures and simply wants to put it all right by teaching and training you to be perfect in her eyes…’

	‘But I am scared every time that I see her,’ he wailed. ‘Every time that I see her walk past me, I think that she is going to punish me, and it makes me cry.’

	‘She is simply a perfectionist Michael, and I am sure that she doesn’t want to frighten you at all,’ said Tamara with a warm smile. ‘She told me herself that she will always have a place for you here as long as you are a good boy.’

	‘She likes Miss Prudence better than me,’ he whined. 

	Tamara almost laughed at the root of Michael’s real fears coming to the surface, but she managed to turn it into an indulgent chuckle. Michael was giving her the cues to deepen his realization of his status and turn the keys.

	‘My dear boy,’ she said in a plainer tone of voice. ‘Miss Prudence is a perfect example of what I have been trying to tell you.  She is successful, passed through her education with flying colors, is polite and obedient to her mother. She has earned that respect and fondness, so it’s not surprising that your failures are highlighted by her daughter!’

	He took in the lesson and digested it. Tamara could almost see the wheels turning in his head as he struggled to understand her words and make sense of them.

	‘But I am doing better?’ he asked carefully.

	Time for a little praise, Tamara decided as she assessed his pensive expression.  ‘You are doing much better,’ she agreed. ‘As I said, Aunty is starting to realize that you are improving, but she wants to be sure, that’s all!’

	‘Thank you, Aunty Tamara,’ said Michael as he dared move his hands from behind his back and wipe away the tears that were drying on his cheeks. ‘I just have to know that she knows how hard I am trying…’

	‘Your Aunt knows,’ she said with a small motion of her hands that caused him to tuck his hands behind his back again. ‘But, as I said, she is a little old fashioned and has to be sure that the improvement that she sees are not just on the surface before she can show you how she really feels.’

	‘I love you so much,’ said Michael and his eyes filled up again.  ‘I would do anything for you.’

	‘I love you too, poppet,’ she said warmly. ‘Have you any other questions for me?’

	‘No Aunty Tamara, I think I understand,’ he said in a brighter voice. ‘Please tell her that I will try to be perfect for her…’

	‘I will be sure to tell her,’ said Tamara, ‘and I will tell you how it goes as well.’

	‘I really do have another question, Aunty,’ he said after a moment’s thought. ‘If you don’t mind.’

	‘I’m listening.’

	‘What is my reward?’

	Tamara could not help laughing. The question was so perfectly childish that she delighted in it and felt an affection welling from within.

	‘Something special from me and something from Aunty that really shows that she is not angry with you, sweety.’ She gave a small tug at his leash and then stood aside to allow him to see the arrangements that she had organized. Michael looked and saw that a tall mirror had been fixed to the wall and a massive plush armchair now sat in the corner. Muted pink with tassels hanging to the marble floor the back was high as was the seat. He also noticed the two small ovals marked in front of it and the hook on the wall for his leash. 

	‘What do you think?’ asked Tamara.

	‘Is it for me, Aunty?’ he asked with hope in his voice.

	‘Of course it is, but you are not permitted to sit on it. I got it especially for all the special games we can play. Sitting on your cot is not very sexy, this will be a lot better,’ she said. ‘Now, I want you to take your position and I will be back shortly with your gift from Aunt Victoria.’

	Micheal, moved and glanced in the mirror by his side, placing his feet in the marked areas, stretching his chain to a straight line. He pushed his hands into the pockets at the back of his dress and felt the cords tighten as Tamara pulled them tight. Back straight, ass out, he looked forward at the chair as his cock lifted the hem of his dress.

	‘Nicely done, Michael,’ said Tamara as she straightened his flouncy dress and walked around him inspecting his posture. ‘You are really coming along now…’

	It was clear that he wanted to speak, but she waited a moment or two before she gave permission. ‘You want to say something?’

	‘I just wanted to tell you, Aunty,’ he said. ‘That you were right, my feet don’t hurt anymore.’

	‘I’m glad to hear it,’ she said. ‘Practice makes perfect, that’s the rule here.’

	She patted his ass and left him standing hitched to the wall, his face no longer soaked with tears and a small flush of pink on his face. Quite presentable, she thought to herself as she closed the door and headed downstairs for a coffee. Let him stand a couple of hours and he would be ripe for the picking.

	You look pretty happy with yourself,’ said Prudence as Tamara entered the room. ‘A good day with sissy?’

	‘An excellent day,’ said Tamara as she signaled to Ivanka who stood waiting for commands from her owners. ‘It’s been two weeks of hell, but at last I think that I am making progress.’

	‘In what way?’

	Tamara recounted the small exchange that she had had with Michael and Prudence nodded in agreement. ‘Is that the chair that Mama ordered?’

	‘It is,’ answered Tamara. ‘Of course, I won’t be using it properly for a while, but I thought that it would be good if he got used to the sight of it.’

	‘You have a real talent for this,’ commented Prudence. ‘Mother and Mistress all in one package.  You must have loads of satisfied clients.’ 

	Tamara laughed, ‘Loads, but none quite like your mother!’

	‘I hope that she is paying for your time and not taking advantage of you,’ said Prudence. ‘It must make a real mess of your agenda to spend all this time training Michael.’

	Tamara took the proffered espresso and sipped at it. ‘This has been planned for ages,’ she answered. ‘In fact, I left four months clear as a sort of holiday. The only inconvenience was getting a sitter to keep an eye on hubby, but she took him to Spain with her, so I have all the time I need.’

	Prudence laughed and said, ‘You didn’t answer the question, Tam. Did my mother pay you or not?’

	Tamara shook her head. ‘No, but then I didn’t ask. This little project of hers is so interesting that I just couldn’t resist! So many of my clients want a slave broken by any means possible to prepare them for service or me to design a dungeon and security, the chance to create something quite special for a dear friend is reward enough.’

	At that moment Victoria entered the room and Tamara detailed Michael’s progress again as she listened with a broad smile. ‘It sounds like you are doing great,’ she said. ‘Tell Michael from me, that I have great expectations and plans for him and that I am happy with his progress.’

	‘I’ll pass it on,’ said Tamara with a grin. ‘He is terrified of you!’

	‘And so he should be, Tam. What I have planned for my nephew is exquisitely degrading, but that’s not something to pass on! You are right and I should have listened to you better, a drip, drip, drip of small improvements is the way to go.’ She paused and sighed. ‘I wish that I could be as subtle as you, Tam, but my exasperation gets the better of me all the time.’

	‘You are a model client in comparison to most,’ said Tamara. ‘I had one Malaysian woman about a year ago who expected everything to be done in a week. She thought that a full-body tattoo would take a day and that hormones work in a few weeks. When I told her that the work, she wanted done would take six months at the very least, she went into a fit and that was the end of that!’

	‘Did she find someone else?’ asked Prudence, clearly thrilled by the tale.

	‘Some American clinic took him on,’ said Tamara, ‘though how it all ended I have no idea. Those clinics charge the earth, so I guess that she had the money.’

	‘I am in the wrong business,’ said Prudence. ‘Compared to your fun and games, investment banking is a bore!’

	Tamara sat back and steepled her fingertips. ‘You could make it a sort of hobby job,’ she said. ‘If you can get the time. A few weeks here and there and I’ll take you along for the ride. You would be an intern though,’ she chuckled.

	‘There’s no way to get that sort of time off,’ said Prudence. ‘But maybe I can manage a few weeks next year and see if it’s even a good idea.’

	‘Just let me know,’ said Tamara. ‘I’ll fit you in if possible… I have three months planned in Oman early next year, that might be an ideal one because it is a new place that is an entire facility for training. The setup has started, in a year’s they are having the soft opening to get their people ready and quite a few of us are hired to get it up and running.’

	‘Pencil me in,’ said Prudence casting a glance at her mother.

	‘Don’t look at me for approval,’ said Victoria with a broad smile. ‘Whatever you do with yourself, you have my full support.’

	‘Well,’ said Tamara, ‘I have to go and give Michael his rewards for being in love with me,’ she said as she stood. ‘They say that all the time, you know. I love what I make them into and it’s so sweet when they fall in love with teacher!’

	‘You only have half an hour before dinner,’ said Victoria.

	‘Ten minutes,’ laughed Tamara. ‘Would you like to come up and see?’ she said to Victoria. ‘After what he said earlier it shouldn’t be a problem if you keep it to a couple of stern words.’

	‘If possible…’ said Victoria. ‘Just as a spectator, though.’

	‘Only as a spectator, he’s nowhere near ready for you!’

	*****

	He stood and stared. All there was to see was the chair and the barred window to his room. It seemed to him that the sun never moved at all as far as he could see through the frosted glass without knowing that the window had been bricked up and a single lamp shined through the glass. Even the bars behind it were just for show.

	He leaned forward a little and inspected the chair. A vast plush armchair, the seat was a foot higher than one would have expected the back almost as high as his chin. Brushed velvet with tassels at the bottom that almost brushed the floor. The arms were broad, and the cushion looked soft, and he could see that there seemed to be a number of chromium studs dotted here and there that had no obvious function. In his imagination, Aunt Tamara sat naked, her legs wide as he served her with his lips from a kneeling position. The thoughts caused the inevitable reaction and he blushed to think that he even dared imagine the fantasy. 

	Time passed and now Michael wondered what was taking her so long. Surely, she could not have forgotten that he waited for her and the reward that she had promised. His cock dropped as he started to get anxious and fretted. He shifted his weight a little and felt comfortable again. The first few days had been pure suffering, then slowly it became easier and easier to stand and walk in the boots, especially when he had been given slippers to sleep in. Satin slippers, in pink of course. They held his feet in position with a soft grip that was so much more comfortable. 

	The clicking of heels announced the imminent arrival, a sound that caused him to stand as straight as he could and check that his feet were still positioned correctly. Now he realized that there were two people in the corridor, attuned to their steps, his Aunt and her friend together. The sound of a laugh and voices was confirmation and he started to sweat with terror. Ramrod straight and with a drip of sweat on his brow, Michael heard the door open, and his Aunt’s voice said, ‘Now, let’s see if he is as courteous as you say.’

	‘He won’t disappoint,’ said Tamara.

	‘We’ll see,’ came the reply. 

	Michael stared at the window as the footsteps rang out on the floor and stood as straight as he could. Behind him the two women stopped, and Tamara said, ‘As you can see, I added a chair for him.’

	‘Mm,’ said Aunt Victoria noncommittally.

	‘Michael,’ said Tamara, ‘Kneel at rest!’

	He lowered and knelt, still unable to see his visitors. Now the seat of the chair was almost level with his chin and the thought of its use caused his cock to swell under his lacy dress.

	He spread his ankles wide once he was down as he had been trained and curved his back into the proper position. Then he lowered his ass to the heels of his boots in the ‘rest’ position. In this pose the corset always made itself felt and he breathed carefully and kept his shoulders up.

	‘Acceptable, I suppose,’ said his Aunt’s voice. ‘The final pose is good, though the getting there needs work.’

	‘He’s learning, dear,’ commented Tamara. 

	Now the click of heels, then they appeared in his sight and Michael almost allowed a moan to escape his lips. The first thing that he saw was the razor thin cane that his Aunt carried in her hand. A slender rod of bamboo inserted into a wooden grip, it was scarcely longer than a conductor’s baton, but no less threatening because of its length. She tapped it in the palm of her other hand and looked down at Michael with a total lack of expression that gave him no clue as to her thoughts.

	‘I spoke to your Aunt about your progress,’ explained Tamara, ‘and she wanted to see your progress for herself.’ 

	‘Thank you,’ he stuttered and then his eyes went to the tall black woman that he obsessed over. The tight dress that she wore was the one that she had had on earlier, but the shoes on her feet were almost a dream come true. Knee high ballet boots, just like his own, but in matte black. Obviously well used, if anything the heels were even higher than his. He could not help but stare and open his mouth at the grace with which she moved. A small step closer, her hips tipping gracefully as she moved to seat herself in the vast chair before him. 

	‘Do you like them?’ she asked. ‘I love wearing them…’

	All he could say was a small whine and Tamara crossed her legs to leave the vicious point of one heel pointing at him like a sword blade. Now he could see that they the toes were well worn, and the heels scuffed, somehow it made them even more attractive to know that they were worn time and again. 

	‘Would you like to touch them, boy?’ she asked. 

	Unable to even nod because of the collar he choked a ‘Yes please,’ and she looked up at his Aunt. 

	‘This is Michael’s reward for the last two weeks of effort,’ she explained. The boot lowered and lifted the hem of his dress to reveal his erection standing proud. ‘You may take the ‘Ready’ position now,’ said Tamara, ‘and accept your reward!’

	Michael lifted his ass up as slowly as he could and felt the contact. His cock rubbed over the tight ladder of the laces, his balls on the bottom four hooks that took the place of eyelets. Already stretched by the movement she lifted her leg a little so that he was so tight that he could scarcely stand the friction.

	‘You have forgotten something,’ said Tamara. ‘Don’t let Aunty have a reason to punish you for discourtesy!’

	‘Please, Aunty Tamara, please can I thank you for my reward.’

	‘That’s better, boy,’ said Tamara. ‘Now, I want you to tell me what you want!’

	‘Oh God, please can I move?’ came in a hoarse whisper.

	She smiled and said, ‘Try again. I would like to hear how you want this so much!’

	‘Please, Aunty Tamara, please let me rub on your beautiful boots, it’s all I want, just to make you contented with my comportment,’ he begged. ‘I can’t help it, please let me,’ he whined as a dribble of come seeped from the tip of him onto the laces.

	‘Very good, in a moment, but not before you tell your generous Aunt how much you want to please her,’ said Tamara. 

	His eyes shifted and he looked at the disapproval on his Aunt’s face. His hips shuddered, but he managed to keep himself in check as he blurted the words. ‘All I want to do is make you satisfied with me,’ he said. ‘I know that I’ve not been respectful, but I beg you to forgive me…’

	‘You may begin,’ said Tamara.

	He thrust forward and almost screamed as his balls were held by the hooks while his cock slid over the wet laces. The scraping was almost too much as he withdrew and tried again, this time lifting himself up a little as he rubbed forward. The boot followed him almost maliciously and he gave up his come on that second stroke. It pulsed from the tip of his taut prick and Michael gasped and swallowed the squeal that was in his throat. He stopped dead and motionless in that forward position, scared that his balls would be caught again.

	‘Perhaps Michael is improving, after all,’ said Victoria as she passed to the rear of him with three slow steps. In terror, even after the almost-praise, Michael felt the hem of his dress lifted at the rear and the touch of the toe of her stiletto on his naked skin. ‘I’m glad that you keep him naked under all that lace,’ said Victoria’s voice from behind as he felt her press the thin cane to the sensitive white skin of his ass. ‘I think one stroke for last weeks’ rudeness will show him that I do not accept substandard recognition of the respect that he owes me.’

	The touch of the cane left his skin and Michael swallowed, expecting a sharp stroke from his Aunt. Instead, the hem dropped again, and Victoria sighed as if almost regretful. ‘In light of Michael’s progress, I think that we can suspend the punishment for the moment, but rest assured, I expect to see constant improvement and will be keeping a close eye on you, boy. Do you understand?’

	‘Yes Aunty,’ said Michael in sheer relief, keeping his answer as short as possible.

	‘Clean him up and get him to bed,’ said Victoria. Michael heard her steps as she left the room, but they stopped, and she made a final comment to Tamara. ‘No more leaving the cot open,’ she said. ‘Too indulgent!’ With that she was gone, and Michael sighed in relief.

	Tamara pretended not to notice the sigh and said, ‘See, you are making progress! Now be a good boy and get a towel to clean my laces of all that goo and then I can show you what Aunty has given you.’

	He managed to stand, though his thighs trembled with the strain and went to his small bathroom. It was then that he realized that his hands were still trapped, and he stood a second before picking up his facecloth with his teeth and heading back. 

	‘I quite forgot,’ said Tamara, ‘but just wipe them down and then of to bed…’

	He knelt again and used the damp cloth to wipe the boots before they both stood, and Tamara started to undress him. ‘I have to say that it would have been fair for her to give you a stroke of the cane,’ said Tamara. ‘But it does seem that you may be winning her over. Keep up the good work. You did well!’

	Tamara sat him on the edge of his cot and locked his night slippers into place. When she was done, he expected her to add a fresh frock as she always did, but this time she returned from the chest of drawers with a chiffon nightie in pink. Adorned by fuzzy fur at all of the openings she held it up for him to see. ‘This is from your Aunt,’ she said as she showed him the almost nebulous cloth of the nightie. ‘Far more suitable and comfortable to sleep in. Now sit straight while I put it on.’

	He could almost not feel the nightie because it was so light. She slipped it over him and helped him with the arms before standing back and looking at it critically.

	‘Just like Auntie’s,’ she said. Michael tried to imagine his Aunt Victoria in a nightie like his, but the thought was interrupted by Tamara. ‘Now in you hop and sleep tight. Later I may well pass by. That nightie is just too good to resist!’

	Michael pulled himself fully into the cot and curled up as Tamara lowered the top and side from the wall and secured it with the pink padlock. As she left the room, he discovered a happiness that had been missing for so long. That she had not caned him, the wonderful boots that Tamara wore, the nightie that replaced the stiff frills that always needed so much ironing. The only thing that he regretted was that his bladder was full, and Tamara had forgotten to let him pee. 

	But, if she was visiting later, there would be a chance…

	Freed from the dress, recollection of those wonderful boots, in the pink glow of the nightlight. He lay awake and could not sleep. His hands crept down and he carefully rolled to hide himself from the camera that looked down as he played with himself, edging and teasing until at last he came and drifted into a deep satisfied sleep.

	 


Pause – Playing Night Games

	Tamara awoke at two and stood a moment to brush the sleep from her eyes. The thought of a coffee brought her into action, and she dressed ready for her night visit to Michael. She looked at the boots and reluctantly picked them up. Reinforcement was all about repetition and the whole visit would be over much quicker and allow her to get back to her warm bed in just a few minutes.  She matched it with a close-fitting stretchy red dress that clung to her generous figure that also allowed her to avoid using a bra. Perhaps he would be allowed to see them, that would send poor little Michael over the edge, she thought to herself as she tested the idea and grinned. 

	As quietly as possible, she crept to the kitchen and made a half espresso and downed it in a moment. Then came the usual review of the room and she sat watching him move around in the pink glow of the room without paying real attention. The tape ran on fast forward, making Michael seem like a jerky marionette as he tossed and turned unable to sleep. Then he turned and his hands… 

	Tamara re-wound a minute and watched his little cheating wank in slow motion. There was no doubt about it, she even saw the care with which he covered up the crime by coming on to his rubber sheet and spreading the come to dry more quickly. Now she wondered if this was a nightly performance as she stopped the tape and thought about how she would deal with this. Perhaps she had missed incidents in the past? Quite possibly! Tamara was not at her best when she always reviewed the film after climbing out of bed. 

	Clearly it was an opportunity to be either used or discarded. She saved the few minutes of film and tried to decide if he was ready for chastity enforcement yet. The problem was how Victoria wanted it done and that was going to be a traumatic experience. In the end, she decided to ignore it for the moment. Now that she had figured out how he was cheating she could set Frieda to review the last couple of weeks again and check. An endless parade of wanking would be a better tool any way to use as an excuse to get Michael locked up properly. 

	Decided on her course, Tamara headed for the nursery and woke her charge, leaving him locked in the cot as she squatted and made him perform for her. Just a dribble, she thought, and she ruminated back over the last couple of weeks and realized that this was another sign that she had missed. She had been so tired that she had allowed him to trick her, and she had only a wry smile as Michael cleaned up his mess in that same way that she had seen on the film. 

	Just under five minutes, a new record. If there was one real advantage of the boots, it was that Michael now closely identified with her example and was aroused by the sight of them.

	As Tamara snuggled back under her covers, she spread her legs and enjoyed her fingers playing before she climaxed with a flourish, her hips high and her fingers fucking herself with a slow rhythm. In moments she was fast asleep, never even considering the irony that what she intended to punish was exactly what she so enjoyed doing.

	 


Chapter Three – Service As An Art

	‘Never mind,’ said Tamara to Frieda. ‘But this shows that there is always something below the surface and let that be lesson to you. Check everything, never let your attention wander. Moments like these happen all the time.’

	‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda. ‘I am so sorry… I thought…’

	‘Don’t worry, dear. This goes no further than us. I missed it as well.’

	Frieda hung her head and admitted what she had discovered, ‘Ma’am, the ten other times were all after your visit, so you missed nothing.’

	Tamara laughed and patted the maid on the ass indulgently. ‘Now make a film of all the events. Slow it down a little, it looks much worse that way and we will use it at the right moment.’

	‘How long will you let him get away with it, Ma’am?’ asked Frieda. 

	‘I want some other little things in place first,’ came the answer. ‘I want to bring back the floor-cleaning as well as a little service training. This will be the next week’s program. The week after is to finally get him presentable. Then we go for the kill!’

	‘Thank you, Ma’am,’ said Frieda. ‘I never thought that it could be so satisfying to do something like this.’

	‘You are a little bitch, aren’t you,’ laughed Tamara.

	‘I try to be, Ma’am,’ said Frieda with a small smile.

	‘You have a great deal to learn,’ said Tamara, ‘but you’re getting there.’

	*****

	‘Move your hips more,’ said Frieda as she watched Michael walk. ‘Nice and steady, that’s better!’

	Michael found himself gripping the small silver tray so hard that his hands almost hurt. It was so difficult to walk and keep the tray level as the glass threatened to slip from the center and risk a spillage. His target and the end of the short walk was Tamara who sat in her armchair and watched him critically, but allowed Frieda to talk him through the first time that he actually served a drink to her. The glass slid an inch to the left as he rounded the back of the sofa, but it only clinked the ice in the crystal and no liquid slopped over the side. 

	‘Don’t stop and pause,’ said Frieda as he tried to angle the tray a little and get the glass back in the middle. ‘It has to be smooth and continuous the whole way. 

	Back in motion he took the final three steps and stood erect as he waited for instruction. Tamara smiled up at him but did not reach for her drink and he was at a loss. Extend his arms down or bend from the hips? It was Frieda that resolved the minor crisis.

	‘Stick that cute ass of yours out and lean forward to present the Mistress with her drink,’ she said, suddenly realizing that she should have not used the word Mistress. Long ingrained habit! She did not correct herself but noticed a flicker of irritation cross Tamara’s face.

	‘That’s right’, she said as awkwardly he managed to follow the instruction and managed to lower the drink to the correct level. 

	Tamara reached and took the whiskey and sipped. ‘Now wait right there,’ said Frieda. ‘Aunty Tamara might want to put it back, so wait and see. As predicted, Tamara replaced the drink on the swaying tray carefully and Michael straightened.

	‘No, no,’ said Frieda. ‘You stay in that position; how can you be sure that she does not want another sip?’ Michael bowed again and Frieda made a small sound of encouragement. ‘Now thank her for your service,’ said Frieda. ‘Never forget, this is all about respect and showing that you love to serve…’

	Michael’s face showed that another minor crisis was on the way. ‘Thank you for being permitted to serve,’ he said. 

	‘Nicely said,’ said Frieda. ‘Very good, but there is a more elegant way that will not disturb her conversation or distract her from her thoughts. Just bend the knees a little to perform a curtsey, making sure to keep the tray level.’ He bent his knees, was forced to take a step and the drink slid to the edge of the tray. Without comment, Tamara replaced the glass in the center of the tray and Michael straightened. ‘Try again, this time without taking a step,’ said Frieda. ‘Nice and slowly does it…’

	Michael tried again and the drink scarcely moved from its position. ‘A good trick is to make sure that the chain between your feet is at full stretch whenever you have to perform a standing duty,’ said Frieda. ‘Then you are never tempted to take a step to balance. Let’s try it again.’

	Standing straight and concentrating hard, Michael bowed slightly, this time keeping the tray at the same level by flexing his elbows. With a triumphant smile at Tamara, he waited for more instructions. ‘Much better, the balance was good, by keeping the tray at the same height you anticipated the next bit, so take ten and just stroll around the room a couple of times to get used to the walk,’ said Frieda. ‘What is important is elegance and not speed. Smooth steps, rotate the hips, keep the glass centered and move around to each sitting position in the room to get the feel of it.’

	As he practiced, Frieda watched him move and decided that his basic walk was what needed the most attention at the moment. Balance was good, the stride length was also about right, but somehow a feminine posture was lacking. It was not easy to explain in words exactly what he needed to change, and she watched him move with a slight sense of disappointment in her own ability to communicate. For ten minutes, Michael walked around the room, competently, but somewhat inelegantly as Frieda tried to correct his walk.

	‘It will come,’ said Tamara with a smile as he presented the drink to her again and she took another sip before replacing the glass. ‘It just takes a little time. So far you have an unblemished record, not a single glass spilled more than a drop or two at the beginning. The last two days efforts have been most fruitful.’ As she spoke, she extended a hand and lifted the lace of his dress. 

	‘Do not move,’ said Frieda almost bursting into laughter at the expression on Michael’s face. ‘If someone decides to tease, then stay still and wait for them to enjoy you.’

	As a manicured hand stroked him and then cupped his balls, Michael did his best to stay still, but the ice clinked, the glass slid, and he whined in distress as a small squeeze made his knees shudder. ‘Nice, that feels good does it not?’ said Tamara as she scratched the inside of his thighs a little and then returned to teasing his upright cock.

	‘Michael is so tempting…’ her hand retreated, and he managed to regain his balance as she took an ice cube from the glass and moved it down. Michael gasped at the contact as the ice slid from his balls to the tip of him and Tamara made a small disapproving ‘Tsk’ sound with her tongue as she retreated and dropped the ice back in the glass.

	‘Another thank-you would be appropriate,’ said Frieda as she watched Michael in the throes of the experience. ‘Bob down again and hope for more!’

	Michael made the small gesture and the obvious hope displayed on his face was almost more than Tamara could bear. He is so cute, she thought to herself. Learning that submission has its rewards. Her assessment of what was passing through his thoughts was on the mark. Michael was starting to discover the intense satisfaction of satisfaction! He longed for it to happen again, willing Aunty Tamara to play with him while he was helpless and exposed. 

	There was something so delicious about the situation, erotic, a small bubble of intimacy that he hoped would never burst. Her left hand reached out and lifted his dress to expose him and he could not help himself emitting a thin whine of desperation. His cock was dripping with anticipation, the balls clenched. 

	A small slap!

	‘That’s for the sound,’ said Tamara with a frown. ‘When you serve, then - no sound!’

	He almost burst into tears as the bubble burst and the glass slid an inch on the tray. Couldn’t she understand that he could not help himself? His lips moved, but no words came, but a single tear rolled down his cheek as he tried hard not to speak a word. 

	‘Thank Aunty Tamara for the correction,’ said Frieda. ‘Everything that she does is for your good and to show you how to behave and you have to show respect at all times.’ Michael bobbed and received a smile as a reward. Once again, he felt an intruding hand, but this time he managed the required silence and was rewarded by a small touch that caused him to dribble just as her hand retreated. ‘That’s better, boy,’ said Frieda. ‘Now offer the glass, because it is your duty to clean your mess and that means that you will have to put down the tray.’ Michael offered and the glass was taken.

	‘Now replace the tray on the drinks table and you will find a small cloth in the top drawer,’ said Frieda. ‘Stop!’ Michael froze in his tracks. ‘Always back away the first two steps or you will stand in your own slime!’ then turn to get the cloth…’

	Carefully he backed up and made his way across the room. It was so simple and yet all so complicated. Every move seemed to need rehearsal; each moment was filled with concentration of merely serving a drink. For two whole days, back and forth. First just with the tray, memorizing the footprint of the room because the collar prevented him seeing the low furniture. Then just an empty glass, learning how to walk and not allow it to slip on the slick surface of the silver tray. Then today, just water at first, and then finally a proper drink. Hours spent as Frieda guided and Tamara said the occasional word.

	And yet, he found that he loved it!

	A challenge that he knew that he was able to overcome, he concentrated on the moment and managed to dismiss other thoughts from his head.  The feeling of accomplishment at mastering a simple task made difficult by so many concessions to elegance. The tray could have been non-slip or had a holder. The collar could have been dispensed with and the drinks table was so low that he had to pour by touch, but in the end, he had managed the obstacle course and that in itself was something to be proud of! Hadn’t Aunt Tamara just rewarded him? 

	He kneeled at her feet and carefully cleaned the few drops of come before going to replace it. ‘That goes in the bin to the left,’ said Frieda as he opened the drawer. ‘You will see it in the wash and replace it ready for tomorrow.’

	Michael picked up the tray again and returned to Tamara, but she stopped him. ‘I think that that’s enough for now,’ she said. ‘A good second day, tomorrow is the last as we can begin with the larger trays and snacks as well as learning to pass through an area where more people are standing without accident.’ Michael replaced the tray on the table by the decanters and glasses and turned to stand in the Ready position. His hands tucked behind his back and his feet as far as they would go. The position had become a natural resting stance and he moved to it without a thought.

	‘Five hours well spent,’ said Tamara. ‘Now Michael can get through his chores before coming down to dinner!’

	A feeling of elation swept through his mind, was he finally being allowed to be present during the evening dinners, he wondered. Tamara did not add to her comment and put down her drink on the table before strolling from the room. As she passed Michael, he watched her elegant walk and the sway of her breasts under her thin dress and felt an outpouring of pride that she loved him so much. 

	‘Dusting and then the ironing,’ said Frieda. 

	Michael lowered in a thank-you and wished that he could be friends with her like he was with Aunty Tamara. Cold and matter of fact, the maid was both correct and distant and Michael thought back to her bullying ways. Occasionally she had a cane in her hands, at other times she seemed sympathetic, all he felt he needed to do was get some sort of breakthrough and he would discover that she really liked him and could warm her coldness with amity.

	As she led him to collect the duster and cloths, all Frieda could think of was how she was looking forward to Tamara’s inevitable parting and a chance to show the little sissy slut the real meaning of service.

	*****

	‘For your birthday, Mama, I was thinking of a small gathering to celebrate,’ said Prudence as she sipped her lobster bouillon. ‘Five or six guests, a pleasant evening of friends for the evening…’

	‘Nothing too extravagant,’ said Victoria. ‘Don’t invite more than four, but an intimate soirée would be nice. I really have to get my social life back on track,’ she added, ‘and a little gathering sounds a good way to do just that.’

	Michael stood in the corner listening to the conversation, stiff and straight with his hands shackled at the back of his dress, he watched with envy as the three women consumed their meal while all he would get was a bland mash later in the kitchen. On the other hand, he thought to himself, better than before! He remembered Frieda spitting into his food, the awful concoctions of leavings and salt and the tremendous thirsts that had followed. He was back in the room, that had to be a step forward! He watched Ivanka and Frieda serving from trays and remembered his own struggles. How elegantly they worked, he thought, though of course they wore stilettos and not ballet boots like him. Still, there was much to learn by observation, and he took it all in and noted the details that added refined touches. Each time a guest was served, that small curtsey. After that, the double backward step that followed before the serving maid turned on a heel and retreated to serve the next. The hand under the tray, balancing it whilst the other used spoon or tongs to transfer from tray to plate and then the way that grip was returned to both hands at the edges. Clearly, both of the women that worked for his Aunt had been well trained and he wondered that he had never noticed all that attention to detail in the years up until now. 

	Frieda, perhaps thirty years old, living with his Aunt for years now, not exactly buxom, but with a full figure and such a narrow waist, even though no corset was in evidence. Not exactly beautiful, but attractive, nevertheless. He watched her work silently and studied every movement for hints as to improve his own comportment. 

	Ivanka, on the other hand, was someone that always seemed in the shadows. Not that he never saw her, but her thinnish hips and vast breasts gave the impression of a young girl even though she was perhaps the same age as his Aunt Victoria. What he suspected was a black wig hid the grey hair that should have been in evidence and her strongly boned face was not attractive, but rather on the plain side. In one way, Ivanka excelled over Frieda. Despite her overbalanced figure and the less feminine air, Ivanka seemed the most feminine in her movements. Her thin hips swayed, her every move the studied grace that came of endless practice rather than a natural sexual direction. Last of all, her utter silence, her signals limited to a few well-worn movements, spoke of a character that suited the endless life of service that she had chosen.

	Michael’s attention turned back to the women that were now enjoying their ham roast and the smell of it filled his nostrils and caused a flood of longing in his mind. They crunched the crackling, commented on the asparagus and tiny roast onions and congratulated Ivanka with a couple of words of praise. She reacted with a small curtsey and Victoria said, ‘Ivanka is such a good cook, and she always has been.’

	The conversation turned back to the idea of a party and Prudence seemed to be the one who wanted it to happen. ‘Four guests then, Sarah should be there and of course Veronique. That makes three including me. Who makes up the total?’

	‘You could invite Elsa,’ suggested Tamara. ‘I haven’t seen her in ages.’

	‘She was back in Hamburg because of the divorce,’ said Victoria. ‘I’ll see if she can make it.’

	‘That’s it then… caterers or Ivanka?’ said Prudence.

	‘Ivanka is the better choice,’ said Tamara, ‘then of course there is Michael…’

	‘Is he ready?’ asked Victoria skeptically. 

	‘Why not? I’m sure that he can manage it,’ said Tamara. ‘Anyway, we have a couple of weeks, that should be enough.’

	‘On your head be it,’ said Victoria as she glanced up at Michael with a small frown. But promise me one thing.’

	‘Which is?’ asked Prudence. 

	‘No cake and no surprises. Just a small, relaxed gathering and not a party.’

	‘OK, Mama,’ said Prudence with a laugh. ‘No cake, no candles and no presents.’

	‘That’s not what I meant, Pru,’ said Victoria, ‘Presents are quite in order!’

	‘I’ll arrange it all, if you do the invites,’ said Prudence. ‘I was thinking, can Mark come.’

	‘I’m not sure, we’ll need to discuss it…’ said Victoria. ‘Will he fit in?’

	Prudence nodded. ‘I think that he will, in fact I’m sure that he’ll just love to come.’

	Tamara giggled at the pun and said, ‘I want to meet this boyfriend of yours, especially after seeing the photos from the holiday.’

	‘Hold yourself in check, Tam,’ said Prudence, ‘after all, I work with him and the last thing I need is you making eyes at him. So, it’s look, but don’t touch,’ she added with a smile. ‘Anyway, it’s a good intro for him, because he is getting serious about me, and I do so want him to meet my wicked Mama.’

	‘I would like to meet him as well, Tam,’ said Victoria. ‘So, by all means invite him, but just for the sake of form, get him to arrive a day early. In fact, let’s throw caution to the wind and have them all stay over,’ she continued. We have the rooms and should make use of them.’

	‘Frieda can make sure it’s all in order then,’ said Tamara. ‘She and Michael can get it all ready.’

	‘You can invite your hubby,’ said Prudence to Tamara. ‘We may need an extra pair of hands for service.’

	Tamara shook her head. ‘I would get him, but he’s in Spain at the moment and will be for the entire summer. I lent him to a friend, and it will be September before he is back at home.’

	‘Never mind,’ said Prudence. ‘We have enough hands on deck, especially if Michael is used. I’ll start on the menu with Ivanka and decide the sleeping arrangements and it will be fun.’

	The conversation changed course and Michael started to feel anxious and thrilled in an emotional cocktail that was almost dizzying. He was invited! Was Aunt Victoria finally warming to him? On the other hand, he contemplated the idea of being amongst so many people and the thought left him apprehensive. What would he wear? All his clothes had been disposed of, how strange it would be to mingle with his Aunt’s friends and impress her with his presence. In his head he imagined the scene and wondered if he could be sufficiently courteous as she obviously expected. One thing he was really glad of, Aunt Tamara’s husband was away, so he would have her to himself. The thought buoyed him, and he decided that he was really looking forward to the party.

	At last, a chance to shine!

	 


Chapter Four – Nair Do Well

	‘Good boy, come for Aunty Tamara,’ said Tamara as she patted the laces of her boots. ‘Show me that you can make a mess for me.’

	Michael rocked forward as she beckoned and knew that he was just one stroke from doing her bidding. Kneeling in his ballet-slippers and chiffon nightie he moved back and then felt her hand on his chest.

	‘Michael, Michael,’ she scolded. ‘When I say and not afterwards! You really must learn to make your little slimy mess when I want it and not when you want!’

	His thighs quivered and he looked into her eyes and tried to smile as he thanked her. She was becoming ever more demanding, and he desperately needed to come, could feel it all inside waiting to spill. 

	‘Aunty,’ he said sheepishly. ‘Please milk me…’

	‘Not now and especially if you ask for it, boy. You do not ask for reward, you receive it gratefully with respectful thanks,’ she said, obviously irritated. ‘You still have a lesson to learn. All I want, is for you to listen to my words and make them happen. It’s as simple as that! If I tell you to come, you come. If I tell you to curtsey as we practiced, you curtsey. Now let’s go through the exercises one more time before bed.’

	Michael dared not move, his cock stretched on her laces, the terrible hooks of her boots pressing into his squashed balls. He gathered his wits and fought to subdue the urgency of his need. Perhaps, he thought, she would allow him after a good recital. 

	‘You are asked to leave the room?’ she said, starting with a trick question.

	‘I am not allowed to speak and leave the room gracefully,’ he said immediately. 

	‘Very good! At least that is most of it,’ she replied. ‘You have forgotten…’

	‘The curtsey before I exit,’ he said.

	‘You are fondled while serving?’ came the next question.

	‘I stand still and acknowledge the privilege with a small dip before waiting a moment if more is required,’ he answered. ‘If it is not, then I move on with my duties.’

	‘That’s better, I can see that it’s finally sinking in,’ she said with a smile. ‘Suppose a drink is spilled?’

	‘I step back two small paces and then find the means to clean the mess,’ he said as he recited the words by rote. ‘I always apologize for the spill in all cases.’

	‘You see?’ she said. ‘You are getting there. We won’t cover them all, but here’s one last situation. A guest arrives while you are there, and no one is there to greet them?’

	Michael searched for the right reply and thought that he had found it.  ‘I offer to take their coat and inform them that I will fetch the person that they have come to see,’ he said.

	‘Is that all?’ asked Tamara. 

	Please forgive me,’ said Michael. ‘I meant to say that I curtsey and wait for their response, then I offer to take their coat and inform them that I will fetch the person that they have come to see. Then I thank them with the words - It is an honor to serve.’

	‘Really Michael?’ she said. ‘Remember the thank you greeting comes first. You kneel and gently kiss each foot once, then you stand and curtsey. Sometimes I think that you willfully get it wrong just to be chastised.’

	Michael kneeled rigidly, but he hung his head in shame. How could I have forgotten that? he asked himself. It was so obvious. All hopes of a reward had faded, and his cock started to soften on her rough laces.

	‘Stand up, Michael,’ she said in a stern tone.

	He managed to stand, though with no heels on the slippers it required a fine sense of balance. She looked up at him from her chair, inspecting him in his chiffon nighty and decided that at last the first signs of breasts were just starting to show. The shoes that he wore had shaped his legs beautifully, the diet was putting a nice roll on his hips and had brought in his stomach with the help of the corset. Otherwise, he had lost muscle in the upper body and had a creamy translucence to his skin that boded well. The body hair was not a strong growth, but it needed to be removed, but his facial hair was sparse. 

	‘Before bed, you will use the cream that I have had Frieda put out for you in the cupboard,’ she said. ‘Make a proper job of it and take your time to do it properly. When I come back in half an hour, I expect to not see a single hair on your body. I want you silky smooth, nice and ready for a reward if you have done a good job.’

	‘Yes, Aunty Tamara,’ he said.

	‘Now get up and hop to it, boy,’ she said.

	Alone in the small shower room, Michael looked at the huge bottle of hair remover and pondered the instructions. It needed to be on for ten minutes but was not at all clear how much to use. He considered Tamara’s words carefully and stepped into the shower. Putting the temperature as high as he could stand, he stood naked but for the slippers and washed himself, making sure that he was soaked as the bottle instructed. 

	With the shower off, he then began with the strange smelling chemical in the bottle. A smell of lavender over an oleous fatty smell that was almost sickening. It took a few minutes for a generous helping and he stood, supported by the handrail as he waited for the effect. It felt like thick shampoo as he massaged the hair on his head and then the rest of his body. After ten minutes nothing seemed to have happened, so he decided a few more minutes would be in order.

	A stinging sensation between his legs started and he winced as he realized that the chemicals were affecting his sensitive balls. In a hurry, he switched on the shower to wash it all off and then used soap to wash the rest away. The itching in his balls had become like fire and he nursed them as he noted that they were quite red and almost inflamed. The crack of his ass was the same and he moaned as he washed and washed to get the evil stuff off his skin. 

	When he was done, Michael dried himself properly and put his nightie back on. He could feel the air over every part of his skin, a strange feeling to be so naked! Now a sort of coolness imposed itself, bringing a few goosebumps and he shivered for a few minutes before the feeling subsided to leave him so smooth that he could not resist touching himself to feel his skin. Especially between his legs, where his balls had now cooled and were glossy to the touch. His cock now reared from a smooth triangle of soft skin that felt so strange to the touch. 

	Standing before Tamara’s chair, he stood in the correct pose, standing still on the ballet-slippers had been mastered and he looked down to see that there was a small pool of water at each toe as the remaining water drained from them. Michael was just deciding if he still had time to mop it up as he heard the returning footsteps of Tamara outside the door. 

	The handle turned, the door opened, and he heard a single step and then utter still. Then a stifled laugh, before the footsteps continued, and she slipped into her chair and looked up at him.

	‘Perfect! she said and then had a fit of the giggles. ‘Well done… but now I have a problem!’

	‘Aunty,’ he said as he wondered what she found so amusing. ‘What problem? I did as you commanded.’

	‘Nothing, dear,’ I will get you a nice wig tomorrow, you can borrow one of Ivanka’s, I think. I forgot to say that you should remove just the hair from the ears down,’ she added with another giggle. 

	Michael blushed in shame and hung his head. ‘Please Aunty, I should have asked…’

	‘Well done, the right response,’ she said. ‘I have to say, though, I like the look, apart from maybe the eyebrows! Still, now there’s nothing to be done about it, so in future, every third day you will do the same and do everything like you did tonight.’ 

	She paused as she admired the smooth fragile body of her victim and realized that he now, at last, looked more feminine than masculine. The few hairs on his arms, the offensive ever growing bush of pubic hair, the bald head and even the eyebrows. All gone away to leave polished skin and softness that bode well for the future. A little more fat in his diet, less floor waxing to take the musculature from his arms and a manicure would all gradually resolve the problem. Victoria would be pleased with the result and all she had to do now was make Michael understand that she was satisfied.

	‘As a reward for your surpassing expectations,’ she said, ‘I think that a nice little milking is in order.’ She crooked her finger to beckon him and watched in fascination as his cock swelled and the shiny little balls clenched at her command. 

	Her hand slipped between the silky thighs and a finger slid into the crack of his ass. Michael looked down at her as she poised at the brink, and she decided to permit a touch at the right moment. With her free hand she tugged down at her dress and revealed her breasts as the hand continued and tweaked her nipples to stiffness. Michael was entranced to see that two small bars pierced her hard nipples and that she twiddled them slowly to arouse herself.

	‘All you have to do,’ she said slyly,’ is come when I say… Can you manage it this time, boy?’

	Michael nodded, he was past words as he watched her fingers play and then felt her finger reach inside of him. He gasped and managed to stifle the groan as somehow, she discovered that spot to the front that always triggered him. 

	‘You want to touch them?’ she asked as she cupped a breast and offered it up. ‘Is that what you want, Michael?’

	He almost choked as he thanked her, unclasped his hands and gently reached to touch a nipple with his fingertips. The metal was hard and warm, the skin puckered and stiff. His finger and thumb closed gently, and Tamara closed her eyes and clenched her thighs hard. She would not climax, but the feeling of rising warmth was bliss as she slowed her probing finger and enjoyed his gentle touching.

	‘Do you like the jewelry,’ she asked.

	‘It’s so sexy, Aunty Tamara,’ he said with almost a gasp. 

	‘Do you want some too?’

	There was a pause and finally the helpless Michael said, ‘If Aunty says that I can…’

	I’ll make it happen,’ she said. With a struggle she subdued her own pleasurable reactions and relaxed her thighs to be able to concentrate on Michael. ‘It will make you so sensitive for me,’ she said as her finger moved and pressed a little.  ‘Are you ready for the command?’ she asked.

	The whine in his throat could not be stopped and she realized the poor boy was on the brink anyway. ‘Come for me, boy,’ she whispered and moved her finger. His cock jerked up and down, he tensed and then the gush began. A pulse of thicker cream and then more and more. ‘That’s right, empty yourself while I milk you,’ she said affably. ‘Show Aunty what you can do, get it all out for Aunty… Come on, there’s a bit more, empty those shiny little balls of all that slime for me.’

	The finger did not stop, it pressed harder, and rubbed, retreated and came back again. The intimate invasion was so personal and personal as she urged him on as she pressed again and forced the last fluid from him with a short rapid pulse of vibration. As she worked, watching him for the final dribble, Tamara giggled again as she watched his face in a rapture of bliss, the bald head making him look more like a slave than ever. 

	The finger pulled free, and Michael was left tottering on his toes. He returned his hand to its proper place and thanked the woman who meant so much to him for her generosity. As she nodded acknowledgement of his obedience and submission, Tamara realized that the time would soon come where milking would be the only relief permitted. What he had felt was not a climax, like her poised at the edge in a way that left the satisfaction of a close call without the final apex of pleasure. 

	He curtsied prettily and she went to the bathroom to clean herself before returning to order him to wipe away the small wet pool by the chair. As he knelt and wiped, Tamara watched her sissy and was tempted to reach down and pat that sweet ass in affection, but she resisted the urge and locked him in his cot before she left with a small nod. 

	The party was in just a few days, and he had to be ready. Part of the reason for this night’s efforts. Tamara was sure that Michael would behave himself, but she wanted much more than that. Her friend would expect him to be a credit to her and Tamara could only hope that he would be.

	 


Pause – Marking Time

	A few last turns as the engine of the Bentley rolled to a stop in the driveway. Mark waited until the hood was up and then picked up his small valise before standing a moment to admire the front of the house. Red brick, aged and worn, a complex construction of turrets, fancy brickwork and sandstone corners that had stood a hundred years and would probably stand forever. That Pru’s mother was wealthy enough to own a Victorian pile like this was interesting, he thought. His girlfriend had always said that it was big, but looking up at the ivy that spread on a neat trellis and the three-story height gave a whole new perspective on big! 

	Prudence was formidable, so he imagined that her mother would be more so. A good impression would be required, and he steeled himself to notch his politeness up a grade or two, his affability down a notch and his personality back a peg. Meeting the mother was always a trial, this would be interesting as well as intricate. He straightened his tie, straightened his shoulders and wondered whether a handshake, a hug or a simple greeting would be in order. Prudence would be arriving later from the office, and he had to withstand her mother for a few hours unaided and impress her.

	The doorbell was a chain and he almost jumped when pulling it caused a bell to ring out loudly inside. It took a moment and then the door opened and a woman in a maid’s dress opened the door and said, ‘Please come in Mr. Winston. Ma’am is expecting you.’

	Mark nodded and went into the vast hallway. A sweeping staircase before, heavy and old furniture to the sides and so many doors that he could not take it all in. The floor was polished to a waxy gleam, there was not a speck of dust to be seen and Mark followed the maid with a rising sense of trepidation. Mark was used to deference that was owed to a partner of the firm who had risen like a meteor as he proved his bankable worth as well as his management skills, but the stilettoed maid was a new experience. Her hips swayed as she led the way silently and he wondered what it would be like to live in a household full of servants. His once-a-week cleaner was nowhere near this class. 

	The maid turned left and led Mark into a large dining room that looked to the clipped lawns to the side. Modern furniture intermingled with well-matched antiques, but loads of space, he saw the mature woman who rose to greet him and put down his case. 

	‘Mark, I have heard so much about you,’ said the woman. 

	‘Victoria?’ he said. 

	‘Sorry, should have introduced myself,’ said Victoria as she closed a brief hug with him. ‘Pru has called and will be here in about an hour, that gives us the chance to get acquainted.’

	Mark turned to his valise where the small posy of flowers was the main occupant and found that it had vanished. Victoria laughed and said, ‘I’m sure that Frieda has already put it in your room.’

	‘Flowers and chocolates,’ said Mark with a chuckle as he started to relax. 

	‘Appropriate for the girlfriend’s mother.’

	Victoria took her place in her armchair again and made a small motion to the facing armchair. ‘Please sit. Would you like a drink or perhaps a small snack?’ she asked. 

	‘Er, is it too early for a tip of brandy,’ he said. ‘Nothing to eat though.’

	“It’s never too early,’ said Victoria. She held her hand up a moment and Frieda appeared as she gave the order. ‘A small brandy for Mark and a tonic for me please,’ she said. Frieda made a small curtsey and Mark felt that he was the one that should start the conversation.

	‘Quite a house you have here,’ he said. ‘Incredible actually, if I might say so.’

	‘It was the residence of some bishop or other until my sister bought it,’ said Victoria. ‘Unfortunately, she died in a terrible accident, and I inherited it. The restoration was her work, the ongoing maintenance is mine. It even has a small chapel if you want to see it later.’

	‘I would love to,’ he said. ‘This close to London it must be worth a fortune?’

	‘The insurance is at five million,’ said Victoria. ‘I had offers of more, but I like it far too much to sell. Despite its size, it has a privacy and intimacy that I adore and the parkland all around ensures that my privacy is total.’

	‘You own the park as well?’ he asked.

	Victoria laughed and pulled a face. ‘Unfortunately not. They were the grounds for the bishop’s residence and are in trust, but at least they can’t be developed.’

	The polite and easy introduction relaxed Mark and the ease with which Victoria indulged in small talk helped, the brandy even more so. She asked him how he and Pru had met, and he explained the details, the chat moved to the recent holiday and Mark found that he was getting along just famously. Severe looking in her stockings and heels, he found that Victoria and Prudence had much in common. Attractive, slightly austere and an offhand, but mannerly attitude to life.

	When the topic of the holiday somehow was steered to the relationship between him and Victoria’s daughter, he found himself revealing intimacies that he had not intended to. 

	Perhaps it was the second and third of the brandies or perhaps the intoxication of seeing that the future Prudence was almost as attractive as the present, Mark found himself in a conversation that seemed to be probing his attitudes in a way that he had not undergone since his hiring interview. The difference was that that conversation had been about things relevant to a work environment, this one suddenly opened up and he found himself talking about previous girlfriends, what he found exciting and how Victoria’s daughter fitted his idea of womanhood. 

	It was almost like an out-of-body experience or a dream as Victoria said, ‘And, what about my little maid, would you say that she is attractive?’

	He nodded and made a small compliment and Victoria made a comment that took him so by surprise that he was shocked. ‘She’s not just a maid,’ confided Victoria, ‘she’s sort of more a slave to me.’ She registered the surprise and said, ‘It’s a sort of game,’ she said, ‘Frieda and the other two don’t take a salary, they live the life they always wanted, and I oblige them in many ways… Domination is my little kink, and I just don’t want you shocked by anything that occurs here while you stay under my roof.’

	‘What happens in the bishop’s palace stays in the bishop’s palace,’ he joked. ‘But seriously, I am open minded and sort of interested, so I’ll make sure that I stay on your better side.’

	‘That’s the right answer,’ said Victoria. ‘My daughter follows in my footsteps, so a broad-minded attitude is best, and you’d better watch out!’

	‘I will take your advice,’ laughed Mark. ‘and I’ll ask Prudence what to expect!’

	‘Oh, don’t do that, Mark,’ said Victoria. ‘Surprise is so much more fun!’

	 


Chapter Five – Arrival Of The Fittest

	‘Your mother is something else,’ said Mark to Prudence in their bed. ‘Don’t get me wrong, I love her already, but she can be quite frank!’

	‘I wanted you to meet her before I said anything about her in detail,’ said Prudence with a small kiss to his wilted cock. She could taste herself and him in the slickness and tickled his balls before continuing. ‘She and I have an understanding,’ said Prudence. ‘We share everything and love each other’s company. Most of what she likes, I like too, I suppose that’s always the way between mother and daughter?’

	‘Who knows?’ said Mark. He could feel his interest in another bout rising and the physical signs of that arousal as she teased him. ‘Just don’t tie me up and whip me, please!’

	‘If you’re a good little boy and give me another fuck, then you’ll escape this time,’ she laughed as she watched the stiffness return. He was an experienced, giving lover and a refreshing change from the last few boyfriends who had turned out to be egotists of the first water. ‘This house can seem a little strange,’ she said, ‘but it has it’s attractions and the maids are wonderfully compliant.’

	Mark had already had plenty of hints that Prudence was bisexual and that was not a surprise, the fact that she was admitting that former lovers were in her mother’s house was an eye-opener.

	‘You mean?’

	‘I mean exactly what you are thinking, darling,’ she said as she slowly got his cock standing nice and tall with a strong grip that allowed no escape. ‘They are nice and obedient and very skilled; how could I not be attracted to them?’

	‘Are you suggesting three in a bed?’ he said. Prudence felt the twitch and gave the gorgeous long cock a small kiss on the very tip. Her tongue tried to force an entry and he responded with that small taste of precum. 

	‘I’m not suggesting or expecting anything,’ she said. ‘All I am saying is that you have to take me as I am and enjoy the ride.’ She reared up and kneeled over his hips, the tip of his cock at the entrance to her cunt. ‘The only rule is that we are open with each other, that’s all it takes!’

	Mark thought of the maid and then gasped as she slipped on to him, slowly and inch-by-inch she lowered until he was deep inside, and her clit pressed at the root of him. ‘Just enjoy the ride like I do,’ she whispered as she lifted and lowered again. ‘You want me, I want you and all we have to do is fuck!’

	Mark gasped as he felt her close on him, lift until he was clear and then shift forwards. Once again, she dropped slowly, but this time his cock was pressed to her ass and slipped into that tight tunnel, the smile on her face almost triumphant as he cried out in bliss as her sphincter reamed his cock. 

	‘I hope that my ass is tight enough for you,’ she said as she came to rest.

	‘I just love that feeling…’ her hand dropped to her clitoris, and she cried out as she fucked him while climaxing again and again. ‘Fuck me baby, make me yours…’

	His hips moved and he started the best fuck of his life so far.

	Michael had been posted to Prudence’s door. Leashed and parked, he was told by Frieda that he should not move or speak and so he stood rigidly while the late afternoon slipped by. He could hear the two lovers behind the door and occasional cries of lust and encouragement, he could hear that they talked, and he heard a louder conversation as Prudence and Mark dressed. There was a lot of laughter intermingled with the words that could not be understood, and Michael felt an urgent envy that was, strangely enough, resulted in an erection that was unstoppable.

	There was something about the sound of their lovemaking that drew and repulsed him, made him envious and upset, but also aroused him. He remembered the crush that he had had of Prudence years ago, when he was still just thirteen and it left him with tears in his eyes.  ‘You are just not good enough for me, and far too young,’ she had said. ‘Mama would never approve anyway, so fuck off child…’ He had been thirteen, she had been to university and seemed, at the time, like a goddess of maturity. The faint resonance of that crush still oppressed him, and he listened with mounting anxiety as the sounds of shoes on the old wooden boards of the house announced that they were about to issue from the very door that he was standing by. 

	The pink wig tickled his ears, the dress was doing its job of restraining his hands and teasing his cock and he felt so ashamed that he wanted to just sink into the floor and disappear. He had never been so aware of himself as he was now, a stranger was about to see him in uniform…

	The door opened and Prudence stepped forth, closely followed by a handsome man who took a step and stopped in amazement at the sight of Michael standing by the door.

	‘One of your mother’s maids?’ he asked as he took in the sight.

	‘No, this is my cousin Michael,’ she said with a chuckle. ‘I’ll tell you later all about him, but we need to get down for a small preparatory drink that Mama has organized. She had to tug at Mark’s arm to pull him on. ‘Come on, you can meet Tamara, she’s the one I was telling you about.’

	Mark finally gave way and followed, but before leaving the corridor he turned for another look. ‘He seems happy enough. Weird!’ he joked as he looked at the stiff cock lifting the hem of all that lace.

	‘Of course he’s happy,’ she said. ‘Mama is teaching him a little respect and that makes him horny!’

	Michael heard more but could make no sense of it and they were gone. He blushed bright pink and the erection slowly subsided to be replaced with that curious elation that comes after shame.

	It was Tamara that came to pick him up.  She unclipped his leash and said, ‘I hear that you were introduced to Prudence’s boyfriend.’

	Michael nodded and Tamara adjusted his wig and costume a little before she led him down to the entrance hallway and posted him there by the door. ‘When the bell rings, you will answer it,’ she said. ‘Greet the guests properly and then take your post again.’ 

	She unclipped the leash and then stood to admire the effect. ‘This is your Aunt’s birthday,’ she said. ‘You will speak when you are spoken to and at no other time. Make your thankyous as you have been taught and be there for the guests’ enjoyment.  I trust I make myself plain that this is a privilege and an honor to be present, make sure that you do not abuse it!’

	‘Thank you,’ said Michael as he started to lower. 

	‘No need, this time,’ said Tamara. I nearly slipped up, she thought. Said amusement instead of enjoyment. ‘Do everything as you have been taught and it will be an exciting evening for you.’

	He stood straight and looked at the mirror. The strange doll that stood so rigid seemed to stare back and his eyes inspected her closely. She was not pretty, he decided, but in a helpless way, very attractive and definitely sexy! Well aware that he was looking at himself, he moved his feet as if almost testing if that theory was true. What he wished for most was, that he was not the only one. 

	The first to arrive was Sarah. Ten years older than her friend Victoria, Michael knew her well and had seen her so many times. When the bell rang, Michael almost fell with the shock, and he struggled to regain his balance and turn to open the door. She stood there in a luxurious fur coat and waited for him to back up a step or two to allow the door to open before she entered. Under one ram was a large box tied with a pink ribbon, her hair was pulled into a high ponytail as usual, and she stepped into the hallway and watched her friend’s nephew close the door and take his position again.

	It was not easy because she stood in the way of the mirror and when she saw the confusion in his eyes she laughed and stepped to the side to allow him to get his feet correctly placed.

	‘My oh my,’ she said with a small laugh. ‘I can see that Vicky has you well in hand Michael.’ He had been hoping that she would not recognize him and blushed at her words. It was then that he realized that she was wearing boots just like his and he discovered that he could not take his eyes off them.

	‘Keep looking up, Michael,’ she said as she stepped closer so that he had to now look into her eyes. She held the box in two hands. ‘I was told no presents for Vicky,’ she said. But I brought one for you. Chosen with Pru’s help actually. I’m sure your Aunty will love it!’

	Michael dared not speak, but he managed a small curtsey and then suddenly remembered that he was supposed to greet the guests as they arrived. He dropped to hands and knees, so glad that he could get a close look at those glorious boots. Heavy metal clasps ran to close the fronts every half inch, the heels were not quite as high as his and the shiny leather was so brightly polished that he could see his face as he lowered to kiss each toe.

	‘Again Michael, I can tell you love them too,’ she said. Perhaps…’ But she did not elaborate and the sound of Frieda arriving cut her short anyway. 

	‘Hi Frieda,’ said Sarah. ‘The box is for Michael…’

	He stood up and took his position just in time to see Frieda leading his Aunt’s friend to the lounge. He started to wonder what came after Sarah’s “perhaps” and once again he found that he was excited by the prospect. 

	Those clasps would mean that surely, she could not mean… what he performed for Tamara. Surely not? But just the thought of her in that fur coat sent him into raptures and he considered what she might be wearing underneath it. The box was gone, and he then thought about the present from her. He could not imagine what it could be and shuddered with the excitement of speculation. 

	The bell called out again. This time it was Elsa, and Michael opened the door to find an elegantly dressed woman of around forty that he had occasionally met, but years ago. Extravagantly tall, especially in her heels, she also carried a box which she carefully placed on the floor as if very heavy.

	‘I take it that you are Michael?’ she said as he lowered to greet her. ‘It must be five years ago now, my how you have changed…’ Michael felt a blush coming and kissed each of the soaring stilettos before getting to his feet. She regarded him coolly and shrugged. ‘You look like you could do with a good thrashing, sissy,’ she said. ‘You are so awkward.’ She said the word as if it were an admonishment and reached to lift his skirt. ‘I really don’t know what Vicky is thinking,’ she said. ‘Allowing you to be on show like that!’ There was a pause and then she said, ‘I suppose that will all come in good time…’

	Michael blushed again and realized that he was terrified of her. Elsa spoke with a German accent, was so tall and big that he felt physically overawed. The tight leather skirt, the breasts almost bursting from the tight sparkly top and the narrow waist were matched by strong arms and legs that hinted at great power. He managed to stay steady under her inspection and then she turned as Frieda arrived. 

	Michael was relieved to see her go and heard that the heavy box was for him also. Why would the guests bring presents for him, he wondered as he stood, and the terror of Elsa faded in his mind. So far so good, he thought to himself. No serious errors and then Frieda arrived to stand by the door. She did not speak, but she stood in the Ready position in a way that allowed her to monitor Michael. Just out of sight to Michael, but he was in full view.

	The bell chimed again and this time it was Frieda that opened the door. Michael had to do the greeting nevertheless, and from the floor all he could see was shapely ankles and kitten heels. He kissed each one and the voice of the woman standing over him gushed in almost fake enthusiasm.

	‘Oh, what a cute little poppet Michael has become,’ she said. ‘I just love him to bits. Good enough to take home and cuddle all night!’

	Michael stood and saw that the woman who had spoken was a pretty young woman of about twenty-five that he had never met before. He made a curtsey and received more praise. ‘What a sweetie,’ she said. ‘I just love the outfit, so becoming…’

	He curtsied again and now she was in raptures. ‘Vicky really knows what turns a girl on,’ she said. ‘He is superb, such a poppet, far better than I imagined he would be.’

	Standing behind Veronique, Michael could see that Frieda was not amused and it seemed to him that it was envy. He froze as Veronique handed her a small box and said, ‘He will just love this, though I understand that he’s not ready yet.’ She leaned forward and lifted his dress. ‘Never mind, Poppet, think of me when the time comes!’

	Frieda led Veronique to the lounge and Michael stood admiring his Aunt’s friend as she went. Short to the point of petite, a broad figure that was almost chubby with shapely legs, she walked and chattered excitedly to Frieda who made only her permitted replies. 

	Michael stood waiting, but though Ivanka and Frieda passed from kitchen to lounge with drinks and snacks on their trays, no more guests arrived. His thoughts were on Veronique. She seemed so genuine and enthusiastic about him that he bathed in the glow of recollection as the hours passed and the guests moved through the hallway to get to the dining room. He watched them go and longed to be in the room to hear the chatter. How well did a woman like Elsa get on with a woman like Veronique? What did they have in common and how did Mark feel amongst a bevy of attractive woman, all of whom could easily compete with Prudence, no matter that she was so pretty? He knew that it was all so far over his head, but just longed to be led and posted in a corner to glory in being permitted to hear them discuss things that were beyond his ken. 

	Frieda came back bearing the three boxes and took them upstairs and now Michael spent the minutes in sheer curiosity. He tried to imagine what might have been chosen for him as a full bladder started to make itself felt. It became uncomfortable and he managed to hold it in by diverting his thoughts to what would happen next. The time was already eight and past his bedtime and he prayed that Tamara would realize and come to save him before he embarrassed them all. 

	At last, the dinner seemed to be over, and Tamara split from the others as they headed back for a tour of the house by Victoria. She led them through to the rear suites and Tamara strolled up and said, ‘I have been hearing good things. I think that Veronique is having another of her famous soirées and Sarah said she was most impressed with the last one. While your Aunt takes them on the tour, we are going to pop up to your room and look at the presents. After that you will be introduced and then off to bed with you. It’s already well past bedtime and you need your beauty sleep!’

	‘Thank you, Aunty Tamara,’ said Michael as he kneeled at her feet to show his gratitude. He was almost bursting, and he almost lost control when he stood. Tamara smiled and leashed him to lead him up the stairs, and Michael felt a cramp. ‘Please, Aunty,’ I so need to pee…’

	‘And a little shower,’ she said with a chuckle. ‘We want you nice and fresh for presentation to your Aunty’s friends.’

	The relief was beyond bliss.  Michael saw all three of the boxes on his bed piled neatly and he showered with mounting excitement. ‘Don’t take too long, boy,’ he heard her shout to him from the room and he hurried the shower as best he could. In his bare feet for the first time in ages, he realized that he was walking on tippytoes. He tried putting his heels on the floor and a sharp pain in his ankles and the backs of his knees put an end to the attempt.

	Tamara was waiting as he emerged and patted the boxes. ‘Now I don’t know what you wanted,’ she said. ‘But Prudence kindly asked the guests to bring your new frocks.’ His face fell, but she deliberately misinterpreted it. ‘Don’t worry, they know the size, so I’m sure of a good fit.’

	Michael reached for the small box from Veronique, but Tamara stopped him. ‘This goes in the top drawer to wait until you are ready for it,’ she said as she popped it away. ‘Make sure you don’t peep…’

	He pulled at the ribbon on the topmost of the two remaining boxes and looked at Tamara for permission. ‘Open it,’ she said. The lid lifted to display a new pair of ballet boots that seemed long enough to come to his knees. The leather was a pale blue, a dusty matte color that was in complete contrast to his uniform and the room. Inside each were two stockings that were in the same shade of blue. Gauzy material as see through as his chiffon nighties with seams and tops that needed straps to hold them up. ‘Well, well,’ said Tamara as she looked at them. Blue for boys, your wardrobe is expanding. Let’s open the other box before we try them on.’

	The other box was massive. The ribbon came free with a tug and Michael looked inside to find a mass of folded blue shiny material. Tamara picked it from the box, and it fell with a rustle to reveal a complex latex dress with masses of clasps, zippers and small straps that awaited use. ‘Ooh, I love it,’ said Tamara as she held it up. ‘So practical… just what you need.’ Michael would not have described it as ‘practical’ and wondered how he could even get it on. There were so many fastenings and clips that it seemed more of a puzzle than a dress.

	‘OK,’ said Tamara. ‘First things first. We do need the stockings and boots on first after all. Sit on the bed…’

	Michael mutely pushed the box to one side and sat as Tamara carefully pulled on the stockings. ‘You can tell why this is a party outfit,’ she said. ‘You would ladder these in no time at all.’ The stockings slid on his smooth skin, and she made sure that the seams were straight before she took a boot and slackened the laces.

	‘On it goes,’ she said as she worked his foot past the ankles. Michael discovered a new pleasure as Tamara kneeled and pulled on the boots. As far as he could recollect, this was the first time that she had kneeled at his feet! ‘Michael,’ she said with a cluck of the tongue, ‘I can see what you are thinking. This is the only time and then only because we are in a hurry. So, wipe that senile grin off your face and push harder!’

	On went the boot and Tamara tightened the laces. ‘Always from the bottom, boy,’ she said as she finished off with a couple of loops to where the boot came to just below his knee. The other was pulled on and Tamara concentrated on the laces, smiling at that smooth little cock that almost pulsed with desperate need. ‘Done,’ she said. ‘Now stand and bear in mind that these are platforms, and you will be two inches higher than in your present uniform. He stood and tried a step. The grip was tighter, there was no ankle give at all, but he tottered a moment and one of his stockings dropped to the top of the boot. ‘Make sure you use the walk to the lounge to get used to them,’ she said as she added a short chain between the ankles. ‘Smaller steps, but the same idea…’

	Already, Tamara had the latex dress in her hands. It seemed to Michael that she had a good idea how the complex garment functioned as she opened all the clasps and the clasps of the corset within. Michael could see straps dangling for his stockings as she finally seemed satisfied and started to pull it on. First arm. The tube was so tight that he really had to push and almost fell with the counter force. His hand popped out of the end, and she fiddled around before the second arm was presented. ‘A tight fit,’ she muttered to herself as she bent him like a marionette and managed to get the hand through. From then on it was somewhat easier as she worked at the front of the dress to get the corset in place at his hips. The whole thing closed at the back so now the rubber stretched over his skin, and she wiped away the folds to get it smooth. 

	‘Corset first, baby,’ she muttered as she turned him and allowed him to put his hands on the side bars of the cot. ‘Breath out and hold it…’ Tamara struggled with the clasps for a minute before managing to close one and the rest followed easily. Michael was almost about to faint as she allowed him to breathe and the tightness from just below his ribs to his hips caused every breath to be a gasp. ‘Quick shallow breaths, but mind, no wheezing,’ she chuckled as she now started to close the dress around him. Michael loved every touch and almost whined in bliss as he felt her palms and her fingers smooth him down and get it all in order. Then she fastened clasps that pulled the latex really tight until he felt that he was in the grip of a powerful cocoon. 

	‘The feeling of being tightly enclosed is so good,’ she said, but Michael was not sure if she was talking to herself. ‘Nice heavy gauge as well, this should last and last. Next time though, a little talcum would help.’ Her hands took his wrists, and she slipped them into the pockets at the rear before she fiddled with some more clasps. ‘No need to shackle the wrists, this is such a good idea!’

	It seemed that she was engaging some hooks at his wrists and then pulled a zipper closed between the arms of the dress to trap them into a single piece. He could feel the pull on his shoulders and realized that from the front it might almost look as if he had no arms. Tamara did a circuit, made some small adjustments and then fastened the stocking tops to the dangling clasps. ‘There, what a pretty picture,’ she said as she pulled out her phone and photographed him from all angles. ‘That hem is so high, everyone can see what you have, so expect a little petting,’ she said with a chuckle.

	Now she moved to his back again and fastened the last few clasps and said, ‘Soon we’ll have your arms trained so that I don’t need this extra piece to fill the gap. To wear it properly, elbows should be touching, and the arms should be up with hands behind the collar.’ 

	The final touch was to close the collar and Michael felt her zip a soft tube and found that he could still move his head. 

	‘Perfect,’ she said. ‘Presentable and I have a present for you as well!’ Tamara went to the bottom drawer of his clothes chest of drawers and pulled out a powder blue wig that had a single plait so long that the large bow at the end would reach his waist. She made sure that it was properly seated and added a few more photos. ‘My followers will just love you,’ she said. ‘Over a hundred thousand viewers now that I have started to put a comment or photo of you every day, Michael. In a way, you are now a star, and you would not believe some of the comments!’

	There was no ring for a leash, so Tamara followed her charge to the top of the stairs before supporting him on the way down. It was not necessary, the feel of the boots was a little strange, the grip that extended to his knees supportive and the height just caused him to wobble a little. ‘Well done,’ she said as she helped him to the bottom. ‘Now, when you walk into the room try not to stumble because I am sure that there will be applause for you.’

	His heart beating like a hammer, Michael waited until she had opened the door and tried to make his walk as slow and elegant as possible. He saw his aunt, her daughter and Mark turn as he entered, and a small polite clapping swept them and the guests as Tamara closed the door and presented him.

	“You have all met Michael now and know him,’ she said as she moved to his side. ‘He has spent months preparing for this moment when his Aunt, the unstinting Victoria, can finally be satisfied with his accomplishments.’

	It was Prudence that took the lead, and she bent down and picked up a couple more boxes. One flat, the other a small bag. ‘Mark and I bought these for Michael, and we would both like to say that he has managed difficult training with excellent results. So, these are for you.’ 

	She handed the boxes to Tamara who took the bag, peeped inside and put it down unopened. ‘Michael will be using this later on, perhaps in a few short weeks,’ she said. ‘Now then, I already know what’s in this one!’

	She opened the box and displayed a wide metal collar with a single ring dangling at the front. ‘Later we will engrave his name on it, but let’s see if it fits.’ The collar was nowhere near as high as the training collar that he had worn so long, and she clicked it into place with a snap and attached the leash. ‘Thank your cousin and her boyfriend for the presents, Michael,’ said Victoria with a frown, ‘and then it’s off to bed, it’s well past your bedtime!’

	Michel crawled and kissed Prudence and Mark’s shoes before standing by Tamara with a feeling of anxiety at the crowd of people looking at him. ‘Well,’ said Veronique, ‘I think that he should spend a few minutes with us and be allowed to revel in his prettiness. I’m sure that Vicky won’t mind!’

	‘Half an hour and no more,’ said Victoria. 

	Michael was anxious as they gathered around him and commented. ‘Doesn’t he look a pretty picture?’ said Prudence as she brought Mark up close. 

	‘Amazing,’ said Mark doubtfully. ‘Though sort of sweet.’

	‘Don’t be such a wet rag, Mark,’ said Veronique as she slid to the side and Michael felt a chubby hand explore his ass. ‘He’s delicious, good enough to eat, aren’t you darling, you would go down so well with a group of friends I have,’ she said in his ear. Then she whispered under a cupped hand. ‘Vicky said that I can see you later, would you like that poppet?’

	Michael almost choked up as he heard the words and then she continued. ‘So don’t get out of that pretty little dress and Veronique will show you how you can make her so very happy…’

	Her hand stroked the cheeks of his ass, gave them a small affectionate pinch and then she slid a finger deep to tickle the creased entrance to his ass. ‘A nice little milking for my poppet would be just such fun, don’t you think?’

	Michael whined but no one seemed to notice as he tried hard to stand still while Sarah cupped his balls and played with them. ‘Nice and full, she commented as he caught a whiff of her perfume. ‘I would really like to borrow him when he’s finished. He would so fit the little dramas that I love playing…’ Her hand slid up his cock and played with the tip. ‘So responsive, Tam. You are so good at this that I am envious.’ She pulled her hand clear, and Michael realized that come was dripping from him is slow trickles. He could not help the small cry that came from his throat and clamped his lips shut to stop another. He dared not look down, but he could feel the trickle seeping warmth and shuddered as Victoria watched with a frown. 

	‘Enough playing with him, ladies,’ she said. ‘He really has to go to bed before he embarrasses us all with his lack of self-control.’

	‘It’s only natural,’ said Veronique. ‘You really must lend him to me, Vicky, I promise that he’ll arrive back better than before!’

	It was Frieda that took his leash and led him from the room, but as he was led from the room, he heard a last comment from Elsa who said, ‘You really are not strict enough with him, Victoria, you really must…’ but the rest of her words were lost as he headed up the stairs and Michael did not hear what it was that she had in mind. Tears ran from his eyes, but the corset did not allow the sobs to accompany them, as Frieda put him in his cot and closed it to lock him into place. She looked at him with a smile and said, ‘I know Veronique… you will love it!’

	Michael lay curled up, his arms so tight that occasional pins and needles afflicted him, the boots cramping his shins and only the thought that Veronique was coming later helped him calm himself and settle into a less uncomfortable position.

	In the dim pink light, he did not manage to sleep.

	 


Chapter Six – Treated And Tricked

	Endless ennui, endless waiting, endless thought that ran through his head. Michael suffered and prayed as his thought dwelled on the party. It had been traumatic and exciting. Moments of thrill and moments when he had seen the look on Victoria’s face and worried that she was not at all happy with his performance. 

	He heard others pass his door, the click of their heels as they finally went to their rooms. Mark and Prudence passed laughing and the sound of a kiss came before their presence faded and then Michael was all alone again. Perhaps she would not come to him, perhaps it would be Tamara. What would she say, what was she going to say when he saw her? Was she angry, disappointed or perhaps even happy at his performance? The former seemed more likely! 

	He started to nod off, and then there was a click of the door and Michael realized that he had a visitor. The light came on and there was Veronique, a little drunk and giggling as she closed the door and showed him the small key in her hand.

	‘Have you been crying, poppet?’ she asked. ‘I think that you did so well, especially since it is your first proper coming out. The way that you nearly dribbled on Sarah’s hand was so amusing. I hope you’ve got some left for me?’

	She unlocked the cot and lifted the side. Because she was so short, she leaned close over the helpless Michael, and he smelled her perfume and could almost have kissed her tight skirt as she finally managed to get the cot up.

	‘Sit up, boy and tell Mommy what made you cry,’ she said as she moved to sit on the chair. Round and substantial, her ass filled the chair as she crossed a leg and watched Michael manage to sit on the bed. ‘Now come to me and show me that you can please your special Mommy,’ she said. ‘Nasty people, making my little poppet cry!’

	Michael slid his feet to the floor and managed to stand. He discovered that her chatter increased his liking of his Aunty’s friend and the warmth in her voice soothed him. He took his position and dared not speak as he looked down to see that she had unzipped the side of her skirt to reveal her plump shapely legs and naked sex. This was so unlike his experiences with Tamara, where she ordered and commanded every move that his uncertainty made him stand stock still and wait to see what was required. 

	It did not seem that Veronique was bothered, and she opened her legs and stroked herself casually.

	‘A nice little uncut cock,’ she said as her fingers parted the lips of her pussy and she stroked the emerging clitoris. It swelled at her delicate touch, and she looked down at it and then up to Michael’s face. ‘Do you like my little clitty?’ she asked. ‘Would you like to kiss it?’

	‘Oh, oh,’ said Michael in fascination as it swelled and swelled until she could take it between finger and thumb and massage it gently. ‘Please, I would love to Miss,’ he whispered, almost choking with the idea. 

	‘Mmm, not tonight, poppet, but one day you will get the chance and I will teach you what that lily white ass is for. Now, let me tell you what I want from you while I play with my delicious little clitty, and if you are good then perhaps, I’ll milk your own little clitty dry as a bone and tease those pert little breasts of yours.’

	Veronique paused her little speech and her thighs quivered and she licked her lips as she climaxed. ‘See what you do to me all helpless and ready to be teased, poppet. I know what will happen next to you and you are going to go places that you never could even dream of now,’ she said as she resumed the massage to her protruding clitoris. ‘By the time that you are satisfactory for Victoria you will perfect for a nice strict lesson, my dear.’ 

	Michael’s head was swimming as he watched her lift her legs onto the wide arms of the chair and slide down a little. Now she was wide open, and he could see the tiny gold rings that formed a ring around the yawning dripping cunt that he longed to kiss and lick. Her juices ran and the inner lips stiffened as he watched, their adornment making her even more alluring as she turned to look up and said, ‘I can’t hear you begging to serve Mommy yet, poppet.’

	He moved his lips and then he said, ‘Please Mommy, can I be yours? I want to kiss you and…’ His words seemed to excite her more and she dipped a finger into herself as the other hand massaged her clitoris with small circles. He continued his speech, struggling for word to express his need, her need and the ideas in his head that were almost overwhelming. 

	By the time that Veronique climaxed, she was gasping with effort and excitement and her hand was a blur of movement. She cried out, a scream that filled his ears as her legs suddenly snapped shut and she groaned in frustration. ‘Please Mommy,’ he gasped, ‘I need you so much!’

	His words seemed to wake her, and she smiled up at him and said, ‘I love fucking nice little sweeties like you. I love it when they beg for it, so perhaps Mommy will play with her poppet just a little. She leaned forward and slipped a hand to cup his balls. ‘These are nice and full,’ she said. ‘Mommy is going to play with her baby, but one thing is very, very important. Can you guess what that is?’

	‘No Mommy,’ said Michael in a choked voice.

	‘Mommy will tell you,’ she said. ‘Mommy is very strict and does not allow her babies to come until she says that they can. Do you understand, poppet?’

	Michael nodded and he felt her hand stroke the sensitive skin between balls and ass and the dig in her long nails. ‘I’m sure that you do not,’ said Veronique with a sweet smile. ‘Rules are rules, dearie. Little boys that spill their mess without permission are punished very severely because Mommy wants them to appreciate that they are Mommy’s little poppets and always do as they are told.’

	The nails opened and a finger slipped into his ass. Michael tried hard not to move and resist her teasing, but he could feel himself falling under her control as she scratched the button of his ass and smiled wickedly. ‘So, I have warned my little boy, he has pleased me so far so all he has to do is tell Mommy how much he wants to play with her forever.’

	‘Oh God,’ said Michael as her hand moved to the root of his cock. He could feel the nails bite as she ran them the length of him and tried desperately not to scream with pleasure and pain. ‘I long to lick Mommy’s perfect pussy,’ he gasped. Tease it and suckle at it. Slide in my tongue and…’

	‘What else is there to do?’ she asked. ‘What other intimate bits of Mommy do you want at your lips?’ Her hand stroked him gently and then closed on his balls in threat. 

	He could feel her nails where they hung from him and he managed to say, ‘Mommy, please help me, please can I tease your nipples and, and, and…’

	‘That’s good, poppet, but Mommy wants that tongue and lips in other places.’ She gave an encouraging tug at his balls and then moved back to plunge a finger deep in his ass. ‘Perhaps you need a few cuts of the cane?’ He could feel that nail scratching and knew that he could not resist it when she found that spot. 

	Desperately he cried out and screamed, Please Mommy, can I kiss your ass, please let me kiss deep and…’

	‘That’s better, I like to feel a tongue deep inside me, reaming my ass as I sit on a helpless face,’ she gushed. ‘That’s what you will discover when I get my hands on you, poppet. That my way of teaching naughty boys and girls is short and sharp! I have a special little cage for my clever boys…’ all the while she searched and suddenly his body had a reflex that told her that she had found him out. ‘Don’t come yet, poppet,’ she laughed. ‘Wait until I say…’

	A movement created an impulse and Michael groaned as he felt her inside as her other hand moved to grip his cock and he knew that he could do nothing to stop her. ‘Please, please Mommy, please let me come’, he begged. 

	‘No, no,’ she said as she slowed a little on the brink. ‘Poppet will obey or else I will tell your Aunty that you were rude and naughty, and we don’t want that do we?’

	He was so close that he knew that it was inevitable. One hand moving the length of his cock, the other invading, penetrating from behind, and there was no chance of stopping it. All the while she warned him and then stifled a laugh as his hips canted and a stream of come pulsed from the tip of him in a stream of thick ooze. 

	Her voice suddenly changed as she withdrew her hands and looked up at him with a frown. ‘Very disappointing, sissy,’ she scolded. ‘Tam told me that you were better than that and now I have to punish you!’ She slowly stood and put on her skirt. Michael did not know what to say and was suddenly terrified of this small woman who had seemed so approachable to him. 

	‘Not a word, nothing you can say will help you now that you have broken the rules. When a Mistress tells you not to come, then punishment is inevitable.’ She looked down at her skirt and saw a bead of come on the fabric, then she looked back up at him and scowled. ‘And on my skirt, you little sissy!’

	She walked past him and slapped his ass in passing. A short sharp blow that caused him to yelp. ‘Didn’t I just tell you to be quiet?’ she asked. ‘You will wait here like this until I return. Do not dare move an inch.’

	With that she stalked from the room and slammed the door behind her.

	 


Pause – The Road To Hell

	In the corridor outside, Veronique doubled up in laughter. She stifled the noise, but her body shook with sobs of amusement. At last, she was able to move, and she headed down the stairs to the lounge where Tamara and Victoria waited for her.

	‘So, how was he?’ asked Tamara. ‘Mission accomplished?’

	Veronique cracked up again and it was a minute before she could reply. ‘He is so easy,’ she said between gales of laughter that caused both Tamara and Victoria to smile in sympathy. ‘I had him begging to tongue my ass and then milked him until he was begging for mercy. When I stalked from the room, he was so terrified, and the tears were rolling down his cheeks.’

	‘Perfect,’ said Victoria. ‘This will be a turning point; I can feel it. At last, we can tighten up control and move him along again. What is your view, Tam?’

	‘Well,’ said Tamara. ‘The piercing is the next stage of the bodily changes that you want done, the chastity regime will start when it has healed. The breasts are starting to show now as well, so let’s hope that he is one of those that develop nice and big in the longer term. All in all, I would say that this has been good for him and allows us to move forward.’

	‘I think that it would be good if we were all up there for the punishment,’ said Veronique. ‘Also, I would have that little bitch maid of yours to watch, it will lower his self-esteem to be humiliated like that. Three strokes is ideal, the cane or whip is always salutary.’

	‘Good idea, but with restraint. He’s not ready for Vero’s methods yet,’ said Tamara. ‘I’ll go up and get him out of his party dress first.  Give me ten minutes.’

	‘A glass of champagne first,’ said Victoria. ‘I think that this calls for a small celebration. Of course, the critical things won’t happen quite yet, but I can at last feel that the introduction is over, and the next stage has begun.’

	She pulled the bell rope and Ivanka arrived to serve the champagne.

	‘To you and Michael,’ said Tamara as she lifted her glass. Mistress and sissy, a perfect combination!’ they sipped the champagne and Tamara started to laugh.

	‘You know that he still thinks that I am on his side?’ she said. ‘Every time it gets worse, I am there telling him that it’s getting better. The deeper he falls the worse it gets…’

	‘He will never hit the bottom, there is no bottom of this fall,’ said Veronique and then once more peals of laughter came from her lips. ‘Unless it’s mine, of course…’

	‘Well, I have another toast,’ said Victoria. ‘To Tamara, the lover from hell!’

	‘I really appreciate the compliment when it comes from you,’ said Tamara looking over at the silent Ivanka. ‘Men are such weaklings…’

	She headed for the door and as she was about to close it Victoria said, ‘There are other celebrations possible, Tam. Are you up for it?’

	Tamara turned and smiled, ‘Your bed is big enough for a party, Vicky, but it’s only a party if there are more than two!’

	Victoria nodded at Ivanka, but Tamara shook her head. ‘I think that Vero needs to unwind, let’s show our full appreciation!’

	‘Then we’ll get no sleep at all,’ said Veronique with a smile. ‘She is insatiable.’

	 


Chapter Seven – Able To Cane 

	‘Let’s get you undressed,’ said Tamara in a strict tone. ‘Your aunt will be here in ten minutes, and I want you in your nighty and slippers ready for her'.

	Michael started to cry again, but Tamara showed no sympathy as she stripped him of the party dress and folded it up. ‘Get the boots off and don’t ladder your stockings,’ she said as she packed away the dress. ‘I am really upset with you Michael, really upset.’ He was about to speak, and Tamara held a finger to her lips. ‘Don’t tell me, I don’t want to know. Miss Veronique is such a bubbly and loving woman, and she came down almost in tears because of your treatment of her. Come spilled on her skirt, unable to follow her commands, what on earth did you think you were doing?’

	He started to speak, and she scowled. ‘Michael, really, I just don’t want to hear your voice right now. We have spent months, yes! Months preparing you for this and at the first chance to shine for me, you go and upset such a loving sweet woman!’ Tamara scowled and watched Michael pull on his slippers and nightie. ‘You have so many advantages and then you fritter them all away. Don’t think that I am going to save you either. Your Aunt is very angry, this is her birthday and… and, and words fail me.’ 

	Hurriedly and sobbing his heart out, Michael struggled into his slippers and pulled the nightie on. How could he explain that Veronique had been so impossible to resist and that what she had wanted was impossible, at least for him? First, she had blown his mind and then milked and teased him at the same time in a way that simply overwhelmed him.

	‘When this is over, in fact starting tomorrow we will start on something that obviously needs doing, Michael,’ Tamara said to him. ‘I know all about your cheating little ways as well. Frieda has trawled through all of the tapes from your room, and you are wanking that little cock off like a demented monkey every second night.’

	This new revelation caused Michael to blush and then almost collapsed in a heap. It had been a week since the last time, but he knew that he was guilty and so did Tamara. Clearly, to Michael, that was the main reason that she was so mad at him. He had cheated on her, and that was a betrayal of trust that he could not explain or justify.

	He tried to figure a way to explain that Tamara sometimes left him desperate after ruining his climaxes or leaving him high and dry and he needed to do it, the urge was too much to resist. There were no words for it, it was just a craving that had become an obsession. 

	The door opened and three women walked into Michael’s room. The first in was Victoria. She looked at Michael with a glance that told him that nothing would stop the punishment that she had decided. The second in was Veronique whose face showed that she too was here to see justice administered for the slight that he had given her. Third was Frieda. She had a sly smile on her face and her hands carried a short bamboo cane in a pose that suggested that she was carrying it for another.

	Victoria pointed at the position before the chair and Michael moved to it and stood trembling with his hands behind his back.

	‘Three strokes of the cane, Michael,’ said Victoria as she took her place on the chair and crossed her legs. ‘This is the immediate effect of your disrespect for a friend who wanted to play with you but was insulted by your actions.’ Michael looked down at her, the collar heavy on his neck as she leaned forward and took his leash in her hand. ‘I want you to understand just how serious this is,’ continued Victoria. ‘I am going to impose a complete chastity regime on you until I decide that you have reached a level of comportment and service that I think is suitable.’

	Michael felt hands take his wrists and then pull them up and round until they were either side of his collar. Frieda whispered in his ear, ‘Suffer you sissy,’ as she attached the cuffs to his collar and then moved to stand beside Victoria’s chair with a gloating expression.

	‘Veronique will administer the strokes and you will neither make a noise nor move from your position. She is the one that you need to apologize to, and we will do that after the punishment,’ said Victoria knowing that her friend would relish having this chance. ‘Then, in the morning you will report to me, and I shall decide what further action is needed after a good night’s rest, I have to decide the longer term and clearly stricter control is needed.’

	His knees shook and he felt the kiss of the cane on his naked ass as Veronique judged the distance and then paused. The wait seemed interminable. The seconds passed by and the tension in Michael as he braced himself slipped away before the first stroke cut his ass with a venom that caused him to take a step forward and whimper. 

	Victoria looked up at him and her lips thinned into a straight line. ‘What part of no sound or movement did you not understand, Michael? Now we have to start again, and we shall keep starting again until you follow my commands with absolute precision.’

	Michael could not breathe; the terror of the moment was so overwhelming. When the cane slapped into his sensitive thighs, he bent a little at the knees and stifled his cries. Tears slid down his cheeks as he struggled to stay put and at last his knees stopped wobbling. The next stroke was calculated to catch him unawares. Like the very first, there was a pause of an hour-long minute. Then it whipped across the upper part of his tender ass, crossing the welt of the first to punish one side of his ass with a line of burning fire.

	Michael’s knees almost gave. For a moment he balanced on his toes as his whole body shook with fear of the final stroke. His mouth was dry, his throat sore and he breathed out so that he could not scream for the last one. Victoria looked up at him and said, ‘If you make one sound then I will gag you and thrash you myself, do you understand?’ Michael gathered himself and it seemed part of Veronique’s style to take her time. So far, she had not spoken a single word, but now she spoke: ‘If you ever insult me again, I will have those little balls of yours in a jar!’ 

	The words had scarcely registered as she administered another stroke. Exactly over the second that had punished the muscles of his thighs, Michael was so close to fainting that he could not even see Victoria anymore. The place where she was had become a mass of white blotches that filled his sight as he struggled to keep balance. With his lungs empty, he could not scream, but he heard the hissing of the air as his lungs as he drew in a breath and imagined that the four women in the room could hear it as well. 

	There was smile on his Aunt’s face as she watched him survive the assault. She had gambled that he would manage it at the last stroke and was somewhat relieved that she did not have to carry out her promise. 

	‘Now then, first you will apologize to Veronique, then to Tamara because she told me of your nightly breaking of the rules, and I will not accept that sort of lewd behavior.’ She started to smile and managed to make it a frown. Behind the stricken Michael, Veronique was laughing silently as soon as she heard the word ‘lewd’. A perfectly outrageous irony that she could not resist.

	‘I’m waiting…’ said Victoria. 

	Michael lowered to his knees and wondered what had to happen next. His hands were up by his neck, and he could not crawl to Veronique’s feet like this. He hesitated and then managed to lie flat on the floor as Veronique, still silently sobbing with mirth, moved to push the toes of her shoes for his attention. As he kissed and cried on her shoes, he blubbered an apology that was so pathetic that Victoria put the sole of her shoe on the top of his head and said, ‘Either words of contrition or another stroke of the cane. Which is it to be?’

	‘Please Miss Veronique,’ he managed under the threat and pressure of his Aunt’s boot, ‘Forgive me, please, for my rudeness in not following your commands. I also want to say that I am so sorry for the mess, and I beg your forgiveness in the hope that you can forgive me.’ Tamara now took her place, and she watched him kiss her boots ardently and apologize for his cheating ways. 

	‘You will improve, or these canings will become a regular occurrence, boy,’ said Victoria as she stood. ‘Now into bed, consider what is happening tomorrow and understand that contrary behavior will not be accepted!’

	The three mistresses left the room laughing and chatting, leaving Frieda to put her Mistress’ nephew in his cot. After she had locked it, she said, ‘I told you, Mistress Veronique is the most sadistic of all of them! If I were you, I wouldn’t look forward to Mistress Victoria lending you to her!’ She tapped the bars of the cot and laughed. 

	‘Tomorrow will be such a fun day!’ she said. ‘Goodnight Poppet!’ and Michael knew that she had seen the recording.

	 


Chapter Eight – Professional Help

	Michael moved and lay half awake and half asleep in that delicious state that has no horizons and no fix on the mind. He could see the bars of his cot, but they were not there. The stark light was tinged pink by his room, but he simply bathed in its glow and soaked it in. The diaphanous weight of his chiffon nightie kissed his skin, and the pretty slippers made his feet comfortable. His mind drifted in this pleasant state between reality and reverie with his eyes half closed before he fully awoke with a start. 

	Actuality took the upper hand with a jolt and his eyes flicked open as he realized that he had overslept. The small clock over the door showed after nine and he knew that Frieda was late. Normally she popped in, opened the cot at half past five and expected him to be present and correct by six. 

	He sat up and clutched the bars of the cage, the inflexible, pink-painted steel in his hands as he despairingly looked around the room. On the floor, by the chair was the dried stain, lying on the chest of drawers was a discarded cane and his boots lay discarded on the floor instead of being carefully stowed. His hand moved over his backside and thighs, and he felt the bruises where he was now tender and sensitive. The skin was not broken, but as he stretched his legs a little the backs of his thighs made him wince. A sense of hopelessness filled him, and he felt as though he was on the edge of crying.

	The hoped-for encounter with Veronique had turned to ashes, his aunt was angry with him and now even Tamara was past the point of being his friend. There was no one that was on his side at all now, especially Frieda who had watched gloating as he was caned. He had seen it in her eyes, she took such pleasure in watching him suffer, and how she had longed to make it last. Last night had been, and Aunty Victoria had made it plain, just the precursor to his punishment. He considered her words and shuddered as he recalled that she had said something about chastity. Michael was not really sure exactly what she meant and had never heard the word used except where priests and nuns were concerned, but he knew that it boded ill for him.

	His bladder gave a little problem as well, as if his anxieties and terrors were not enough. He could hold it in, but in a couple of hours he would be desperate and prayed that one of the women would come and allow him out of his cot. Then he thought the opposite and hoped and prayed that he could spend the day in his cot and maybe then they would forget about him. Truth was, Michael no longer knew what to think at all! What had seemed good was actually bad, and what had seemed bad was worse. He was a little failure that did not deserve any chances, a boy who could not control himself even when it was important for Aunt Victoria, to whom he owed everything. 

	And so, Michael sat disconsolate and shattered. Broken and in pieces, confused about right and wrong, love and obsession, imprisonment and freedom, pain and pleasure. All of the concepts swirled in his head, paired in ways that made no sense and then parted as if it was some sort of square dance where the partners changed at every beat and were not in time to the music. 

	Finally, he sat with his legs outstretched before him, his head against the bars of the lid of his cot, his arms huddled around him and wept. Most of his tears were self-pity, some were just the ache of his thighs. His hands moved and cupped his small right breast. The skin was sensitive, the nipple more so. Smooth and taut over what seemed like a small fatty mound that was surmounted by the nipple. 

	His sobbing stopped as Michael explored first one side and then the other. A month or two ago there had been nothing, the ribs, the skin and that was it. Now something lay between skin and ribs that had real form and shape. There was no doubt at all in Michael’s mind, what he was exploring were breasts, his breasts. His fingers prodded and poked, pinched and cupped and now he could feel that by positioning and shape, there was no doubt that this was not mere fat, but a gradual formation that had been progressing for months unnoticed under his very eyes.

	Michael tweaked a nipple and rolled it experimentally. Some boys and men are sensitive, others are not, Michael belonged to the latter rather than the former. Had belonged! The pinch caused him to gasp as he realized that the sensitivity of his nipples was far more than before. It was on the point of pain, and he rubbed both of them to feel a delicious sensation in the pit of his stomach. Like the precursor to Aunty Tamara goading him on, like the feeling when he was permitted to kiss her body… 

	Michael played on and explored before suddenly reality arrived in his mind and he pulled his hands away suddenly with the realization that he could get in even hotter water like this. His cock was hard, his nipples engorged, and his breath was almost in gasps as he moved to sit on his hands to keep them from mischief.

	He was just in time!

	The door opened suddenly as if to catch him and Frieda and Tamara strolled in and looked down at him with a disapproving expression. It was Tamara that spoke, Frieda just nodding in agreement. ‘His Aunt wants him ready in half an hour in the lounge. I want this room tidy, Michael presentable and in his night dress, collared and ready. After that, he will have a visitor and will do light chores for the day while she considers his further education.’

	‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda. 

	‘Make sure that he wears the pink wig, and a fresh nightie,’ said Tamara as she looked at the blue plait that still hung from his head. ‘Blue and pink are not a good mix!’

	‘Ma’am.’

	Tamara’s eyes met Michaels and he shuddered in terror. There was no goodwill or friendliness to be seen and her lips were a hard line. Without a further word she turned on her heels and stalked from the room. 

	Frieda had a sly smile on her face as she unlocked the cot and got Michael to stand by it with shaking knees. ‘You will shower, make sure that all hair is removed as normal and then sort out your room,’ she said. ‘Her hand moved to the lines that crisscrossed his thighs and ass and she gave him a little slap that caused him to yelp. ‘Miss Veronique is so proficient,’ she said. ‘Practices every day from what I heard…’

	Michael scurried to the bathroom, discarded his nightie and was alone again, for a little time at least. He went through the routine and then stood under the steaming water with a feeling of relaxation that calmed him as nothing else could. Turning and twisting in the stream that was set to full blast he moved and felt that tropical rain on his head, face and body as he reveled in the short moment. Suddenly he screamed in shock as the water became icy cold in moments and the pressure increased to double. Wailing and gasping he tried to turn it off, but it seemed that the faucet had no control any more over the water, so he turned to escape. 

	Then he saw. Frieda standing behind the glass door, bending the cane in her hands, smiling through the glass at him as the water hissed down. ‘Five more minutes, sissy,’ she cawed over the sound of the shower. ‘Make sure that you are nice and clean!’ Michael gasped and tried to avoid the stream inside the cubicle, but the shower had been designed to leave no escape and he stood shuddering and clutching himself as Frieda watched him suffer. ‘In future, only cold showers for you, sissy. Hot water is for good little girls, not a sissy like you!’

	Her laugh was that of pure amusement at another’s misfortune, a deep enjoyment of suffering that slowly turned to a chuckle as she watched him writhe in the stream of ice-cold water. As suddenly as it had turned cold, the water stopped, and he stood shivering and dripping a minute before Fried allowed him to emerge. She tossed him a towel and said, ‘You can clean up your mess from last night first, then on with a nightie and off to see Aunty.’

	Cleaning up his mess involved the whole floor, not just the bit before the chair, but as he came to it, Frieda said, ‘If it were up to me, I’d have you licking the fucking floors,’ and Michael nearly retched at the thought. He was finally dry, and he dressed in slippers and nightie as Frieda handed him a fresh wig and stood him before the mirror. 

	‘The worst excuse for a maid I have ever seen. You are pathetic…’ she commented before latching her leash to the steel collar and leading him through the house. As they walked slowly down the corridor, the door to Prudence and Mark’s bedroom opened and Frieda stopped to allow them to pass. 

	‘Eggs and bacon with a few hash brownies,’ said Mark’s voice as he emerged from the door. ‘Oh dear, what do we have here?’ he chuckled. Prudence stepped out and held her hand to her mouth and giggled.

	‘Did you sleep well?’ she asked, and Michael nodded. ‘I was asking Frieda, boy,’ she said with a sneer. ‘You are of no interest to me!’ Somehow the insult upset Michael more than anything and he hung his head and blushed with shame as she looked him up and down and then said to Frieda, ‘Off to his chores?’

	‘No, Ma’am,’ said Frieda. ‘Michael has to report to Mistress Victoria, and we were just on our way.’

	‘I gotta see this,’ laughed Prudence.

	‘I’d rather have breakfast after last night,’ said Mark with a dismissive wave of the hand. ‘A nice cup of steaming coffee, a bagel and those eggs and bacon that I promised myself.’

	‘OK, we’ll look in later then, breakfast it is,’ said Prudence as she took Mark’s hand, and they walked off chuckling at Michael’s distress. 

	Walking in the heelless ballet-slippers was easy for Michael. Perhaps even easier than the heeled boots, as the steel form that the sole of his foot rested upon rigidly took the strain at every step. With his ankles not chained he was tempted to take longer steps, but the slow pace that Frieda led him at was all the restriction required. Seventeen steps, Michael counted them, keeping his head up as though still wearing the training collar. He was not sure if he was permitted to look down, so he resisted the impulse and kept his chin up. Twenty steps to the lounge door, a well-worn path. More counting as he waited for Frieda to open the door.

	‘I would suggest that you behave yourself,’ said Frieda as she smoothed down his nightie and slapped his cock with the back of her fingers. ‘Mistress Victoria is not in the best of moods.’

	She opened the door and gave a small tug to leave her charge into the lounge. Aunt Victoria sat in her usual place, over from her and with their backs to the door sat Veronique and Sarah. All three were enjoying a coffee and stopped to look at the spectacle of the maid and her leashed sissy waiting for a command. 

	‘As I was saying, Elsa will be back in an hour, she is just getting everything she needs,’ said Victoria. ‘I always stay in her apartment when I am in Hamburg. From the outside just another one of those German four-story blocks, but she is an avid collector of minimalist Weimar Republic art, and the place is amazing…’

	‘I never met her before,’ said Veronique. ‘What does she do?’

	‘Elsa has found a niche that goes with her qualifications as a doctor,’ said Victoria. ‘By day in her practice, by night she occasionally has clients who need her services.’

	‘Oh, an interesting hobby,’ said Veronique. ‘I suppose that there must be quite a bit of demand for a fetish doctor… I could certainly benefit from her services.’

	‘You misunderstand,’ said Sara as she lifted her espresso and sipped. ‘She doesn’t take on clients at all in that way, she is available for all of the minor work that needs to be done for other women.’

	‘Oh, I see,’ said Veronique. ‘I got the impression that…’

	Victoria laughed. ‘Elsa is something else! Everything is business to her, as if it were just another practice and intensely private. I have visited loads of times,’ she said, ‘and never once seen her husband even though I know that she has one! To all intents and purposes there’s just her and her maid and she never talks about that side of her life at all.’

	‘So how did you meet?’ asked Veronique, clearly fascinated. 

	‘I was in Hamburg meeting up with Chloe, another good friend. This is about seven or eight years ago, and she introduced me to Elsa when she arrived one night, bag in hand.’

	The conversation had a pause and then switched to a discussion about Ivanka’s cooking. Clearly Veronique was impressed as she talked about the dinner the previous evening and praised her to the rooftops. ‘I had her take a series of courses,’ said Victoria. ‘Better than trying to find a chef, easier anyway. She has a natural ability and after all these years she knows what I like and how I like it.’

	‘That goes for more than cooking, I would say,’ laughed Sarah. ‘I am envious of you, Vicky. Keeping such a perfect household, everything in order and in its place. Fine food and dining, a palace to live in and all the pleasures that go with it. Pru has grown up to be tribute to you and Mark seems a pretty grounded sort of guy.’

	‘I like him,’ said Victoria. ‘It’s all too easy to slip into a bubble when you like your men nice and submissive. He seems like a guy that will allow Prudence to be herself and still indulge her fully.’

	‘I quite agree, it is so easy just to limit oneself,’ said Veronique. ‘Having the whole cake is better than just a slice.’

	‘You have turned a pastime into a business,’ said Victoria.

	‘It’s never the money with me, darling. It’s the swish of the cane!’ said Veronique.

	‘Which brings us neatly to Michael,’ said Victoria. ‘I find that I am a loss after last night’s little disturbance.’

	‘Quite right too,’ said Veronique. ‘I was most offended at his disobedience. Such a shame that he is not more like your daughter! Intelligent, attractive and so very respectful. A young woman that follows her mother’s lead and shows excellent aptitude.’

	Michael listened as a growing sense of disaster seemed to loom in his mind. His fate hung in the balance, and he tried to imagine what punishment was going to result from the discussion taking place in his hearing. 

	‘So, what to do with Michael?’ asked Victoria rhetorically. ‘Get him on the straight-and-narrow and correct his disobedient nature. What’s your opinion?’

	‘You know my opinion, Vicky,’ said Sarah. ‘A strict regime, guidance in the form of scheduled punishment and penalties. He needs to shed that belief that he is the center of everything and show proper respect for the needs of others.’

	Victoria nodded and said, ‘I am in total agreement with the last part.’ She looked up at Michael and shook her head slowly. ‘Punishment of course will be part of it, but if he is to learn respect, then it has to be carrot-and-stick, at least later on when we can forget the events of last night.’ She turned to her other fried and said, ‘And, what’s your opinion?’

	‘I would take him on myself,’ said Veronique. ‘But I know that you have other plans for him. Perhaps it’s possible just for a short spell? I do so want to help, you know. My little pastimes are not quite your thing, I know. So, all I will say is that the best way of teaching him what is required is to show him that he can be a credit to you and merge him into the household with the other maids and give him a role suitable to his talents.’

	‘That sounds interesting, Vero,’ said Victoria. ‘I have been wondering how he would fit in and that seems a distinct possibility. Perhaps in time…’ She looked over at Frieda and Michael and beckoned them both with a crooked finger. 

	Now Michael could see the other two women and he hung his head, unable to look them in the eye. All he could focus on were Veronique’s plain black stilettos and Sarah’s ballet boots and he swallowed as he waited for his Aunt to decide his fate.

	‘He’s really quite cute,’ said Veronique. ‘He’d make someone a perfect subby-hubby if you could just find the right girl.’

	‘That’s for another day,’ said Victoria as she looked Michael up and down. ‘For the moment this young boy has to show me that he is ready to show respect and obedience to the women in his life. For the next weeks, Michael is going to be under the supervision of Frieda. She will ensure that all chores are done in the manner expected. Tamara will organize it before she leaves, I trust her to set it in motion. Today, when Elsa gets back, we shall show Michael how we are going to enforce the chastity that he desperately needs, and she is also going to add a little permanent reminder of who it is that looks after his education and welfare.’

	Victoria paused and crossed her legs and Michael watched the suspended foot in its high stiletto move hypnotically from side to side. 

	‘I think that a title might be appropriate,’ said Sarah. ‘Something that is suitable for his position.’

	‘Mmm,’ said Victoria. ‘That’s an interesting idea, Sarah. I’ll have a think about it and come up with something.’

	‘I think that Sissy is a pretty good idea,’ said Veronique. ‘It’s pretty well worn, but it sets the tone nicely. How about Shrimp, a nice pint-sized name to go with that little cock of his?’

	‘It’s true,’ said Victoria, ‘He’s not all that well-endowed at all, five inches is scarcely enough to keep a woman happy. Shrimp is perfect, like I said, I’ll have a think about it.’

	Victoria looked up at Michael and said, ‘I would normally require that you thank my friends for helping me decide, but I don’t think that I can trust you to even kiss their feet. Frieda, put him out of sight in the hall and he can let Elsa in when she arrives.’

	With a small curtsey, Frieda tugged on the leash and led Michael to the marked spot. She hitched the lead to the hook and looked him up and down before remarking, ‘I can’t wait to sort you out!’ Her fingers flicked at his flaccid cock and then she laughed. ‘Shrimp, what a perfect name for that little cock of yours. All pink, soft and helpless!’

	With that, she stalked away, and Michael stood waiting for Elsa to arrive.

	He stood for two hours. The nightie was so thin that it fluttered at every small movement of air and the ballet-slippers needed to be kept moving to keep balance. Just tiny steps, no more than half an inch to keep him straight, but Michael knew that leaning on the wall was not an option. He thought about the conversation over him in the lounge and shuddered as he recalled Sarah’s idea about how he should be handled. 

	The four strokes of the cane that he had received the previous night still itched and the bruises were so sensitive as he touched them with his clenched hands behind his back. The main reflection was on what they all meant by chastity. They all seemed to understand what it entailed, but he could not imagine where to even start. And, what about that ‘permanent reminder’ that his Aunt spoke of? What was that all about? The muscles in his legs started to ache with the unsteady pose and Michael flexed his knees a little and then suddenly straightened them as Tamara walked into the hall. 

	She noticed him standing and strolled over and said, ‘I thought that you would be at your chores by now.’ Her hand reached for him and gave his cock a slap as she continued. ‘You are a disappointment, Michael. I thought that by the time I left you would have learned a little self-control by now. You still have a lot to learn, and I will be back in a month and expect improvements that are noticeable. By that time, I expect to see a change for the better and then perhaps we can get back to the way it was…’

	Michael longed to drop to his knees and beg her not to go. Beg her to help him and persuade Aunty that he was a good boy, plead for her to allow him to kiss her boots forever and make him hers, but at that moment the bell rang, and all his thought shivered to glass shards. 

	‘Open the door, boy,’ she said.

	Michael opened the door to find Elsa standing there with a large bag in her hand. As she entered, Michael lowered to all fours to kiss her boots, but she walked past him as if he were not there and spoke to Tamara. 

	‘Sorry, but the traffic was hellish,’ she said in her German accent. ‘Half an hour just sitting in a queue and the rest…’

	‘I think that Vicky has decided to get the work done in the lounge,’ said Tamara. ‘You can get a coffee as you organize yourself and get ready.’

	The two women strolled away as Michael struggled to his feet. The tall German woman frightened him and her reaction to his attempted greeting left him shivering in terror. He reassumed his position as he felt tears well in his eyes and he blinked to stop them running down his cheeks. From his vantage point in the hallway, he could see himself in the mirror and he took in the sight of the slight girl that stared back at him with her sluttish pink nightie, pink hair and high slippers and he whimpered. The girl whimpered back at him as her little cock started to swell, like a shrimp it uncurled and pointed at Michael as if to mock him.

	Prudence and Mark, deep in conversation, came down the stairs and passed him, Mark laughing at his misery while Prudence just smiled with the tip of her tongue passing her lips. ‘It’s certainly been an interesting weekend, not at all what I expected.’ said Mark as he took her in his arms, and they kissed passionately. One hand cupping the cheeks of her ass, the other a breast, Michael saw her tongue move between Mark’s lips and she moaned. ‘We must do this more often,’ he said as they parted, and he discovered a stiff nipple to tease through her thin dress. ‘Your mother is an extraordinary woman.’

	‘She is that,’ laughed Prudence as they made their way to the lounge. ‘She always gets what she wants!’

	‘So do you,’ he replied. ‘But then if I get what I want as well, then who’s to complain!’

	Mark laughed and they disappeared, he patted her ass as they entered the lounge and the door closed. Now Michael’s erection was at full stretch, and he tried to think of things that would bring it under control. He knew that they had been making love in her room and was so jealous of his cousin and her handsome boyfriend. How easily she charmed, how elegant and strong she was, and Mark was all that a woman could possibly want in a man. The thoughts did not help as he imagined Prudence as Mark took her in her bed. Like one of the porn photos that he had seen, he imagined her gasping under him as he plunged into her, withdrawing to spill come onto her round breasts as she cried out with lust. As these thoughts filled his head and Michael tried hard to dismiss them, Frieda came into the hallway to collect him. 

	She smiled at the erection that lifted his nightie and gave a small touch that further inflamed his cock to bob like a seesaw as she unhitched him and led him to the lounge. 

	They were all there. The women that teased and humiliated him and the man that was starting to enjoy the strange experience. Even Ivanka stood silently behind her Mistress’ chair and watched impassively as Michael was led into the center of the group where Elsa waited on her kitchen stool. 

	‘Good,’ announced Victoria. ‘Michael is here because he has not met the high standard expected of him. Elsa has kindly lent her professional services and we all expect this initiation to send a clear message that I do not accept substandard behavior in my household.’

	Michael stood straight and stared forward. Through the windows he could see the lawns and flower beds, the trees and ornamental bushes and a bird hopped on the lawn in complete ignorance of his terror at the women that sat before him and pulled latex gloves on to her hands with a practiced movement. Michael held his breath as the hands touched his chest and explored, tweaking the nipples and giving his cock the impetus to bob as she surveyed his body.

	‘You have them to hand?’ she said to Frieda as her hands retreated and there was a clink of metal. Michael watched the bird and shuddered as her hand squeezed his nipple hard. He managed not to cry out, but then there was a sudden cold pain that lanced the nipple, and he uttered a yelp as she drove the tool through his fragile skin and said, ‘First please,’ to Frieda. Michael shivered and then felt the intrusion as the first ring was passed through his flesh. 

	‘I decided on steel because they have to stay on all the time,’ commented Victoria as Michael felt a small painful tug at the ring and then Elsa’s breath on his skin. She was so close that he could see the bun on her head in his peripheral vision as she picked up another tool and made some adjustment. Then she leaned back to look at her work and nodded before she returned to use a tool again and closed the ring.

	The second ring was easier to cope with after the first and Michael clenched his teeth hard to resist making a sound. When she was done, Elsa swabbed the rings and skin and said, ‘A week should do it. He must be given the duty of rotating them until they have healed.’ 

	‘Very nice,’ said Veronique. ‘What a pretty decorated poppet you are now!’

	Michael blushed and then the latex-gloved hands cupped his balls and gave him a small tug. ‘Next comes the collar,’ she said in her heavy German accent. This will add a constant reminder that he is under restraint,’ said Elsa as she massaged him strongly. Her hands manipulated him and worked to loosen him up and Michael whimpered with distress as his delicate balls were kneaded. ‘You’ll get used to it,’ said Elsa with a chuckle. ‘Now stay still, I don’t want to nip you, it would take ages to heal!’ 

	Michael locked his knees, he felt one of her hands stretch him down and then a cold touch that almost caused him to jump. ‘That’s right boy, your Aunty wants these to hang nice and low for her to enjoy!’ said Elsa. As she closed the heavy steel ring, she added the screws that would hold it in place and chuckled. ‘This is just the training ring, once it is off you can change it for the permanent one and have it welded into place.’

	‘How long?’ asked Sarah as she leaned forward to inspect the weighty steel collar that now clenched Michael’s balls to shiny plums. 

	‘A month and not more. As soon as there is an inch of slack the final one can be fitted,’ answered Elsa. ‘You can leash him by this too but wait a couple of days to allow a little slack to appear.’

	Michael could feel the weight stretching him and his thighs trembled as he tried to accommodate the weight. It pulled down and gave him a feeling in his stomach as if his balls had just been slapped and bumped on the insides of his thighs as it stretched him.

	‘Good, that’s over and done, now I can add the third ring,’ said Elsa as she massaged his cock and looked up with a small smile. ‘I’m glad that your Aunt decided as she did,’ she said with a small smile. ‘So many chastity cages are simply useless because they can be slipped out of. You should thank Vicky that she decided to have you properly professionally and permanently restrained.’

	Michael gasped as she slowly massaged himself and his audience looked on with amusement and Elsa said, ‘Thank her for her restraint, boy!’

	Michael stuttered a ‘thank you for teaching me,’ to Victoria who nodded in acknowledgement.

	‘It’s a pleasure,’ she said ironically,’ and it’s quite clear to me that this is the only way.’ 

	‘If she’s gonna do what I think that she’s gonna do,’ said Mark with a laugh, ‘then it’s the end of him playing with himself!’

	‘That’s the whole idea,’ said Prudence. ‘Michael has been playing with himself continuously and it just has to stop. Mama’s quite right to insist on total chastity.’

	‘If Michael can’t learn self-control, then it will be imposed on him,’ said Victoria. ‘There will be no more climaxes until that lesson is well and truly learned.’

	'So, he won’t be able come again after this?’ asked Mark as he leaned forward to watch closely.

	‘Not in this restraint,’ said Sarah.

	‘I’d better watch out then,’ laughed Mark.

	‘There’s nothing like a good example,’ said Prudence. He looked up at her and she laughed. ‘I need that cock of yours, darling, so there’s no need to worry!’

	‘After what he did last night, this should be made permanent,’ said Veronique. ‘One strike and you’re out, that’s my opinion!’

	Michael gasped as Elsa massaged him gently until he stood at his full length and then felt him being gripped hard in position as something was inserted into his cock. He squealed in shock and then cried out as he felt himself being pierced under the head of his cock from within and without. There was a click and Elsa waited a moment before withdrawing the tool. 

	‘This one needs to be moved as well, she said. ‘Four times a day for five minutes until it has healed. Then the restraint can be attached to it and this,’ she continued as she touched the heavy collar on his balls. ‘Two weeks should be enough, but make sure that there is no inflammation.’ Her hand held him steady, and he felt her insert the ring before closing it off with the tool. 

	Elsa sat back and inspected her work with a small sigh of satisfaction. ‘All done, just a last touch,’ she said as she went back to her bag. Michael could hear the chinks of metal and let out a small whine as he heard a buzzing sound that filled him with terror. Sore nipples, his cock deflated and pierced, his balls hanging uncomfortably low he could not stop himself starting to cry as Elsa swabbed down the soft skin between his thighs and turned to Victoria. ‘You are sure, Vicky? Once done it cannot be removed.’

	‘I’m sure,’ said Michael’s Aunt, ‘It’s the perfect name and it will look so pretty.’

	The sound of the buzz took on an urgent tone as Elsa started work. At first an itch, then a prickle, she worked the needle and concentrated on the lettering as she worked to add the small tattoo. The onlookers watched the work as it progressed as Michael got used to the strange sensation that seemed to itch and tear at him in one sensation. He tried to imagine what was being etched into him and whimpered as he rigidly stood to attention. 

	Frieda fetched drinks and snacks for the guests while Elsa patiently worked on the design. There was a little chatter and Michael shivered in reaction as the German doctor worked.  It seemed to last forever, but in half an hour Elsa was adding a few last adjustments before she wiped it down and examined her work. ‘Looks good,’ she announced as she wiped cream onto the sore patch of delicate skin and sat back to admire her handiwork.

	‘Now that’s really sweet,’ said Veronique as she craned her head to see the tattoo. ‘I am so thrilled that you went with my suggestion.’

	‘Sissy and Shrimp were not what I was looking for,’ said Victoria with a smile. ‘Poppet is perfect, and it is only right that Poppet should remember how she got her new name.’

	Michael sobbed, but Victoria was having none of it. ‘This is the result of your conduct, Poppet,’ she said, enjoying the new name with relish. ‘You should be glad that I did not decide in the end to have a ring put through your nose like I first intended!’

	Michael whimpered and said, ‘Please Aunty, please don’t do that, I’m begging you, I promise that I’ll be a good boy, I promise.’

	‘Well, see that you do,’ she said as her hand raised and she held a finger and thumb an inch apart. ‘You are this close to getting one, so don’t let me think that it’s a good idea! Now thank Veronique for giving you your new name…’

	Tears in his eyes he looked up at his Aunt’s friend and said, ‘Please can I thank you for naming me?’

	‘You’re welcome,’ came the reply.

	Michael shifted his aching legs a little and felt the heavy steel touch his thighs. The agony of the piercings had receded to be replaced by a dull throb in his nipples and cock and he managed to stop sobbing while he was inspected by the guests.

	‘Poppet’s sissy clit,’ read Sarah out loud as she giggled and put her hand over her mouth. ‘I just love the flow of that lettering and the little heart below. Cursive was a good choice.’

	‘Artwork is not really my forte,’ said Elsa, ‘but lettering is OK for me.’ She turned to Victoria and passed her something that Victoria turned in her hands.

	‘What’s this?’ she asked Elsa.

	‘I brought it because I thought that it would be needed,’ said Elsa. ‘The plates are rivetted on either side of the septum and the hole is for the ring. If you ever need it done, then this is the model I suggest. Discrete, secure and once it has healed the ring can be used for a leash with no risk.’

	Victoria held up the two small pieces of machined metal to Poppet’s frightened gaze. ‘As I said,’ she said in a hard tone, ‘this can be fitted in a few moments, and you will discover what it is to be leashed by the nose. The jury is still out on whether or not it happens, so make sure you stay on the right side of me from now on!’

	Two small plates and a short tube lay in his Aunt’s hand. Each of the plates with three holes, two small on either side and one larger in the center. Michael could see how it fitted and imagined the rivets that would go through the smaller holes and huge ring through the center in the tube between the plates. The expression on Victoria’s face was one of elation and he knew that she longed for him to make a mistake so that she could fit this device to him. Victoria passed them to Veronique’s palm who giggled and said, ‘Darling, this is so clever! Once it is in, then you can put any ring in for decoration to make Poppet be a proper pet!’ she passed the fixing plates around and there were more than a few positive comments. 

	‘Perhaps we should have a vote,’ said Prudence. ‘Let’s see who thinks that this should be done now? Please, Mama, it’s so perfect for her and we really should get Elsa to do it while she is here. It would save so much bother!’

	‘Perhaps,’ said Victoria. ‘Maybe we should get it done and finish the job. I’ll leave it up to you all to decide!’

	Michael was in a funk of alarm as she looked around the room at the faces of the women and watched them decide how to vote. He knew that Veronique and Prudence would vote for it, but what about Elsa, Victoria and Sarah? And then there was Mark, he too was smiling and fitting the pieces together in his hand as he considered his vote. Michael’s eyes fell to Mark’s pants and saw the erection that was firming under the cloth.

	‘Let’s have a drink and then vote,’ said Veronique. ‘This is such fun, deciding what happens to your little poppet, Vicky, that I want us all to enjoy the moment!’ She ordered a cocktail from Frieda, requesting a Wet Pussy with great relish. 

	The others ordered and soon an excited conversation was taking place whilst Michael stood and felt his worst fears being realized. Laughing and relaxing, Victoria lit a cigarette and Elsa pulled out a long holder and started too. Prudence was clearly a ‘yes’ vote and started to try to persuade Sarah who seemed reluctant. ‘It’s perfect, Sarah,’ said Prudence as she expounded. ‘Of course, it will be decorative, but it so fits into what Mama said about being reminded all the time that respect is required.’

	The conversation swayed back and forth, and Michael tried to count the votes from the opinions expressed. They drank their drinks, smoked and chatted and even Elsa was almost animated by what seemed to be almost a celebration. It was Veronique who brought the committee to order. She held up her hand and said, ‘OK, we’ll go in a circle and make our vote one by one. Each of us has to decide yes or no and explain why… I’ll start with a firm yes. Poppet needs a ring in her nose so that she can be Victoria’s sweet little pet!’

	There was laughter at the comments and Prudence was the next in the circle. ‘I also vote yes because it will happen anyway and Poppet needs to be constantly reminded of her place,’ she said. ‘What about you Mark?’

	‘At the risk of upsetting my girl,’ said Mark. ‘I vote no because it is something that can be held in reserve to help Michael, I mean Poppet, understand that there is always an effort required.’ He smiled nervously as Prudence frowned at him and then she patted his knee and shrugged. Michael breathed a slow sigh of relief.

	‘It’s got to be a yes,’ said Elsa. ‘First of all, it is quite clear to me that Poppet needs it. Second, and this is a professional reason, I can do it here and now and you can be sure that it is done right! I have done more than I can count in the last year, and I know that it is a most effective restraint. I always recommend it…’

	‘I am going to agree with Mark,’ said Victoria. ‘No, because I decided not to and don’t want to change my mind, and no because he is very perceptive about having something in reserve. Now then Tam, what do you say?’

	Michael felt a surge of thankfulness at his aunt’s vote and crossed his fingers in hope as Tamara paused to say her piece. So far, the yes vote was Prudence, Elsa and Veronique and the noes were Victoria and Mark. He tried to keep his face straight and hope that there would be a tie. Then Victoria would decide, and he might escape… 

	‘I say no,’ said Tamara. ‘I think that the collar is enough to lead her by and Poppet needs time to adjust and prove that she can be dutiful and considerate of the needs of her aunt before a measure like this is taken.’

	‘Three all,’ said Prudence. ‘A tie! There is no casting vote…’ She sounded disappointed and Michael let slip a small sigh of relief. 

	The sound triggered Victoria who looked at Michael as her lips thinned to an irritated line. ‘This is none of your business, Poppet! It is of no concern of yours what your betters decide for you, I should think that the lesson was quite clear! I think that Frieda should have a say in the matter. Frieda?’ 

	‘Ma’am’ said Frieda. ‘It’s really not my place…’

	‘Well spoken,’ said Veronique and she looked up at Michael. ‘That is how respect is earned!’

	‘If I decide that it is,’ said Victoria, clearly satisfied with the reply, ‘then your deciding vote is required.’

	‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda carefully. ‘I would not want a ring like that and try my best all the time to satisfy your needs. But, if I were disrespectful to you, I would expect no less than to be punished severely for my behavior. I think that the ring should be fitted now and,’ she smiled a little at her temerity, ‘it will make my job much easier!’

	‘Well, well,’ said Prudence, ‘Frieda makes a good case and who can deny that she deserves some small reward for her good service?’

	‘That’s a given,’ said Victoria, ‘Frieda is a such clever little bitch, it’s why she is the head maid. I think that the decision has been made, ladies. I am overruled but satisfied that it is for the best.’

	Michael’s knees gave and he slumped to a heap on the floor. That Frieda was given the deciding vote was a calamity that caused him to faint and cry out as he fell to his ass. His stretched balls contacted the floor, trapped by the heavy ring the agony was so intense that he could hear their voices, but the sounds made no sense. Lightheaded and in a daze, he felt strong arms lift him to a kneel and knew that Mark was the one lifting him. As he came from his daze it was to see Elsa sitting before him with a couple of tools and the pieces of the device that he would soon be wearing.  

	‘Please Aunty, please not the ring, I am begging you, I will do anything,’ he wailed, but she looked down at him with a sneer on her face.

	‘So, you keep saying, but then you don’t, do you? You really are a sissy,’ she hissed. ‘Let this be a lesson to you!’

	With Mark supporting him, Michael watched as Elsa began her preparations. Swabbing the metal and then his nose, she inspected him and tipped his head back. ‘Make sure that you do not move,’ she said. ‘This is not like the others and needs me to be exact.’ She slipped one of the plates into his nose and pushed it a little. ‘Good fit,’ she muttered and then a few words in German as she tested both plates and moved them around. ‘Three parts,’ she said as she readied the tools and wiped her gloves with a solution from a dark bottle. ‘Rivet into place, make the piercing and then fit the holder.’ 

	‘Incredible, I can’t believe this!’ said Mark in a hushed tone as Elsa slid the plates in position and used a temporary clip to hold them in place. ‘I can’t believe it…’

	Michael felt his head being held tight as Elsa positioned the closest rivet and then clipped the pincers to push it through. Michael screamed, less from the pain than knowing what was being done to him. Another pair of pincers opened the rivet to lock it in place and already the second was positioned. ‘Hold still, Poppet,’ said Elsa clearly enjoying the moment. ‘Here it comes!’ A whimper as the German doctor opened the second rivet and then swabbed the blood away to see what she was doing. 

	The pincers closed with a click and cleared the way for the last piece. Elsa unscrewed the two pieces and fitted them to make sure that the thread was good and inserted one from each side and used a tool to screw them into each other to form a metal lined tube from one plate to the other. ‘Nice and tight breaks the thread and locks it in permanently,’ she said as she talked the onlookers through it.

	 ‘Last of all, this tool takes off the edges so that it is all nice and smooth. Michael could feel something moving and a rasping before Elsa was satisfied. ‘Now, before ring is put in, understand that this needs a couple of weeks to heal.’ Her hands pulled back and she swabbed again, and Michael felt a sharp sting and the strong smell of antiseptic. ‘A ring can now be added, but no leash for two weeks!’ 

	‘I think that Veronique should choose,’ said Victoria.

	Elsa pulled out a soft little bag that Michael had last seen the previous evening and handed it to Veronique. She tipped three rings into her palm. Two steel and one gold. The gold ring and one of the steel ones was about an inch in diameter. ‘They are decorative,’ said Elsa, the big one is for using a leash.’

	Veronique chose the gold one and held it up for Michael to see. ‘You are so decorative, Poppet,’ she smiled. ‘In it goes…’ He felt her hands on his nose, but not the ring as she clicked it closed and looked at the effect. ‘That’s so cute,’ she said, and she moved back to allow the others to admire it. ‘Poppet is all ready to be Aunty’s little pet!’

	Michael could feel the ring on his skin. It moved and was cold to the touch coming to just above his lips. Victoria was playing with the largest of the rings, a hoop three inches in diameter that was a pale grey steel. She opened and closed the fitting and looked at Elsa.

	‘It is not lockable,’ she said in disappointment.

	Elsa laughed, ‘With this fitting you can use a padlock, but if Poppets hands are in restraint, does it really need more than the clasp?’

	‘And, if I wanted a permanent one?’ asked Victoria.

	‘Then weld it closed, dear,’ said Elsa. ‘It only takes a minute to do. ‘But advice from experience, don’t do it! A ring like that one will get in the way all the time and you will find that a padlock fits as well and is just as secure, if not quite as erotic.’

	‘Oh yes,’ said Victoria looking at Michael with a thin smile. ‘It would get in the way of what I have planned for him, you are right. Thanks, good tip!’

	‘Nothing like professional experience,’ said Veronique as she listened to the conversation. ‘I have seen this before; in fact, I had one done a few years ago and the metal fixture is far better than just a ring on its own. We must speak again; I think that I can throw a little business your way.’

	Elsa smiled, ‘In London?’

	‘In the suburbs, darling,’ said Veronique. ‘I could order three or four straight off as well as some other bits and pieces. I just love the way that it is so firmly fixed.’

	‘Much more secure,’ said Elsa. ‘The fixtures are getting better year by year and are much less likely to damage the sla…’ she stopped and corrected herself with a small laugh, ‘maid! German to English is not easy!’

	Michael could taste blood on his lips, and he went to lick at it and the ring was suddenly noticeable. Even kneeling his whole body trembled with the shock of what had been done to him and he sat in a daze as they talked over him and about him with small chuckles and smiles that seemed so uncaring. He closed his eyes and allowed himself to slip into a reverie in which he was Mark and Mark was him. The thought was so alluring as he imagined his feelings as a real man like that, looking down at a pathetic excuse for a man. 

	A hand touched him and touched the new rings in his nipples, and he opened his eyes to see Tamara standing tall in front of him. Bare legged the shiny black skin and casual stilettos and he looked up to see her looking at the new adornments that he had gained. ‘I think that I should congratulate you, very pretty, Poppet,’ she said. ‘You did well, mostly. Piercing is just a little painful. You won’t see me again after today, well not for a month anyway. I am popping over to Spain on holiday, but I will be thinking of you occasionally.’

	His vison blurred as she looked up and she extended a foot. ‘Wait until you are commanded to speak,’ she said. ‘I can’t say that strongly enough! Now show me that you are a good girl and then you can say something, if you have something nice to say.’ He moved forwards and bent to kiss her shoes and then dared to kiss the naked skin of her feet. As he did so she said, ‘Just the shoe, Poppet, mind your manners…’

	‘Poppet’s so sweet,’ came Sarah’s voice. ‘I really must get myself a nice little toy boy to play with.’

	Tamara chuckled. ‘It is fun, but they take real effort to look after properly. It’s not just the training that costs effort and time, the care is tricky as well.’ 

	Michael kept his head down as Veronique joined the conversation. 

	‘I have three,’ she said.

	‘Yes,’ said Tamara, ‘but you have the time and the resources ever since you got that vast house. In an apartment or smaller house, even one is difficult. It was not until I bought that farm that I had room for my hubby’s chamber to be installed, and he is used to being caged.’

	Michael listened and fear began to make him shake again. His lips could not purse, and his bladder felt suddenly full. Their conversation frightened him, and he gasped for breath as he tried hard to kiss the shoes again so that he would not have to look up, but Tamara had other ideas. 

	‘So, sit up Poppet,’ she said. ‘Enough for politeness!’

	He sat up and dared not raise his eyes. Veronique’s wide hips and thighs were at eye level and her overtight skirt did not hide her form. He could see lines the tops of her stockings through the skirt and then blushed as he remembered all those gold rings that surrounded the entrance to her sex. She knew what it was like and still pressed for him to be pierced and tattooed. Somehow the thought made him feel a little better. If it was good enough for her…’

	Tamara looked at her watch and said, ‘I really must be off, I have loads of packing to do for the flight tomorrow and have to get moving.’

	Michael realized it was his last chance and said, ‘I’m scared Aunty Tamara…’

	‘What did I tell you, Poppet?’ said Tamara. ‘Only say what is called for, only speak when permitted. Aunty Victoria decides for you, she has your best interests at heart. Always! No one is at all interested in what you think. Am I making myself quite clear!’

	Was it because the other two were there? Michael asked himself. He looked up at her saying her goodbyes and felt as if a part of his world was breaking from his grasp. Now he had upset her, and she was leaving on that note. She might not come back ever again and, and, and… he watched as Tamara hugged the others, kissed Mark on the lips briefly and then she started for the door.

	‘I love you Aunty Tamara,’ said Michael as she passed close by, and she stopped and looked down. ‘Please, I love you so much!

	‘You are a disobedient little sissy slut,’ she rasped. ‘Almost a failure when I think of all of your mistakes. ‘Prudence is right, you deserve that ring in your nose like a little pet, because you have no self-control and no respect for those better than you!’ With that, she turned and raised her hand in farewell to her friends and headed for the door.

	 


Pause – Passing The Time

	Frieda took great delight in every little discomfort and humiliation that was at her command. Turning the rings was a task that she delighted in. The steel rings in his nipples were her moment of delight. For five minutes a day she slowly rotated them. The piercing was just outside the aureole of his nipples and deep in his flesh. For the week after his piercing, even the touch of his skin nearby caused an icy pain that was almost unbearable to Michael. 

	He looked at them in the mirror and realized that they were quite different in intent from Tamara’s small bar-piercings in her nipples. These were set not to excite him, but to excite others and ensure that he was fettered. The one in the tip of his cock was an oval that curved into the opening and emerged in that channel around the tip of him. Even though it stung it seemed strange to him. How could this ensure that he did not wank? 

	When it healed, he would scarcely notice it at all. In fact, Michael could even envisage sex with the ring on and guessed that it might even stimulate a partner! He could pee, he could wank, what was all this about chastity? 

	The heavy weight that dragged his balls down was what he noticed the most, though. Inspecting it in the shower, it was perhaps three inches in length, just narrow enough to close on the loose skin and trap his balls. But it was an inch in diameter and weighed him down constantly. It hit his thighs, it bashed him when he slept, it bruised his balls every step and was a constant problem as he tried to do all of his chores. Even just standing at the ironing board he felt it drag him and do its wicked purpose of causing his balls to hang ever lower. He dreaded the fitting of the permanent one and often paused in mid stride as it punished him and reminded him of what he was becoming. 

	The fitting in his nose healed quicker than he could have imagined. In a day there was a small scab and then he healed so fast that he almost did not notice it unless he touched his nose on the leather of a boot or perhaps had his daily shower. It was ever-present, but the awareness faded, and he was not required to wear the ring most of the time. At his chores, in bed and while washing, Michael was ringless. When he served dinner or was required to wait upon his Aunt, then the gold ring went in, and he was aware of it on his lip.

	In the mirror, when standing ready for inspection or pause, Michael saw the script that now adorned his belly. His cock stood and was labeled as ‘Poppet’s sissy clitty’ and that hurt more than all of the rings, restraints, chains and bars added together. It hurt because it was the truth, his limp cock was a laughingstock, an unused implement, a useless adornment. The script was written in a red-outlined lurid pink that glared like a beacon, the small heart underneath mocking him every time that he saw it. It would have hurt less if Victoria’s name had been inscribed on his flesh, he knew that he belonged to her, but that his detestable new name was written for all to see on his skin was almost more than he could bear.

	But Michael hid this from Frieda, she would only taunt him all the more. He discovered that from the first day after Tamara left, his food changed for the worse. His night times changed for the worse, in fact everything changed for the worse. Meals were a sordid salty mess, always garnished by a dribble of her spit that crowned the mess. Rarely were leftovers on the menu, it was the kitchen leavings that were used. Fatty remnants and gristle, vegetable peelings mashed to a pulp with cold oily scrapings from the grills and pans. The result of it all was that he piled on the pounds, his weight crept up and his ass, thighs and breasts swelled with the fat. 

	The chores became more arduous, often done twice or not on one day and left double for the next. Mixed into this roster of make-work were long periods of standing hitched by his collar in the hall or outside the maid’s quarters. Mark and Prudence had left, Tamara was gone, and the others appeared occasionally, but simply admired him, touched him and laughed at his state as Frieda dressed him like a dolly in frilly dresses or his chiffon night clothes. As the weeks passed and winter turned to spring, he learned to serve at the table at dinner to replace Ivanka and leave her in the kitchen from which wonderful aromas issued but with food that was never on Michael’s plate. His wardrobe gained new dresses, his collection of ballet boots was now at six pairs including the slippers and Michael now even had three collars depending on which task he was performing. 

	He knew that they were keeping an eye on him all the time and dared not touch himself. Only when he was in the cold shower was it even permitted, and he realized that the piercings were finally healed, and he risked a little fondle to discover why the water was so icy. Every day, Michael experienced dozens of erections, all in situations that could not be exploited until he was almost mad with the torment. Michael discovered that little boy’s trick of lying in bed and capturing his cock between his thighs and the delights of a slow pressure and massage that allowed him to edge himself for hours at a time. 

	Michael felt that it was the only thing that kept him sane, nighttime bliss delivered by his strong plump thighs as his hands were now fettered to eyelets on his cot by Frieda before she closed the cage. As he fantasized in the gloom of the pink nightlight thoughts came to his head that were so delicious. It never occurred to him that all those thoughts were about sex! He imagined being rewarded on Aunty Tamara’s boots, the few times that he had been allowed to feel her dusky skin on his lips. The rough feel of stockings abrading his prick and the desperate quickies that had forced every drop from him in almost agony as he climaxed. 

	His thoughts wandered down new paths and Veronique came to his nighttime dreams almost unbidden and unwelcome. Her wet pussy streaming as she teased and taunted him, the rows of gold that lined her and the small, sweet lips that coaxed him on. Then he felt again those four strokes of the cane on his tender ass and knew real terror. Slowly, slowly, Michael drifted into a world where obedience was automatic and expected, where punishment lurked in the hands of his Aunt. And nighttime adventures were prolonged frotting like the little girly he was becoming. He flinched from their hands, cowered from their words and blushed at their humiliations.

	Michael was almost Poppet, but one thing remained… 

	 


Chapter Nine – Sign For Delivery

	‘When Mistress Veronique arrives, make sure that you are very polite,’ said Frieda with a small twist of the lips. ‘She is coming to speak to you, so be sure to greet her with the greatest respect.’

	Michael stood in his latex dress, his feet in their places and his leash tied short to the hook that he could not reach because his arms were pulled behind his back in the latest indignity that Frieda had thought up. His elbows almost touched, his shoulders were pulled back and his hands had been closed at the wrists. 

	Frieda inspected him and cupped the small breasts while she played with the rings embedded in his nipples. ‘Nice little titties, Poppet,’, she gloated as she moved to the back and inspected his arms. ‘Tomorrow we’ll pull those elbows to touch and then you can wear that party dress as it should be worn,’ she smirked. A final nip to his ass and a slap to his face before she produced the large ring for his nose and clicked it closed. ‘Poppet is ready to be led by the nose now,’ she said. ‘Mistress Veronique will be the first…’

	Another slap and she was off, stalking away with a wiggle in her walk that told Michael that she was overjoyed by something. Usually, it was after a particular humiliation or punishment, this time the cause was unknown, and he felt a surge of self-pity overwhelm him. He stood and leaned just a little forward, not enough to be noticed, but enough to take a little strain from his shoulders. He moved in the boots and resettled them so that he could see the reflections of those marking lines in the mirror as he regarded himself and let it sink in that he looked more like a girl than a boy now. Not just the frock and boots, but some indefinable quality that he could not place. Only the cock that stood to attention proclaimed his manhood and even then, his low hanging balls somehow reduced his masculinity. 

	The door opened and Mistress Veronique strolled into the hallway and closed the door. She saw Michael and said, ‘Hi Poppet, I am so glad that you are here to greet me.’ Michael stood rigidly and waited until she had unclipped his leash from the hook and his collar. ‘Your Aunt told me that I could try out that nice ring,’ she said with smile. She took the ring and came so close that he could feel her breath on his breasts and then reached up and clipped on the leash. ’There, what do you say,’ she said as she stood to the side to give him the full effect of the mirror. 

	‘Thank you, Miss Veronique,’ he started. ‘I am so happy to see and serve you.’

	‘Oh, that’s so sweet of you to say, Poppet,’ she gushed. She held up a business valise and added, ‘I have something special here for you,’ as she patted the case. ‘Just a little chore first and then we can get to the good stuff. Now, come along we have people to see.’

	He followed her and felt aroused. Her chubby and generous figure, the short shapely legs in their red heels, the memory of what was hidden beneath her skirt? It could have been any of those things, but Michael felt the attraction nearly every time that he saw a woman, except perhaps the Frieda. Then his erection came because of the terror that he felt! The leash dragged at the ring, a new sensation that was not unpleasant, but perhaps also arousing. It was then that he realized that shame and humiliation aroused him, and he could not resist its pull. 

	Veronique knocked on the door of the lounge and Victoria greeted her with a hug and a kiss and said, ‘The champagne is on ice, and everything is ready.’

	‘Excellent,’ said Veronique as she led Michael into the lounge. ‘Be so kind as to call Frieda, I will be needing her for his arms and also, she is our second. Is Sarah on the way?’

	‘Any moment now,’ said Victoria as she reached for the bellpull. ‘I have been looking forward to this for so long…’

	‘Of course you have, Vicky, and well deserved it is too. A special moment,’ She put the valise on the glass table and opened it. ‘This is a gift for Poppet afterwards if she is good and these are what we are here for,’ she said as she pulled a folder full of papers. ‘It took me a month to read up on all of this, not my normal work, but it is all here in order, signed and prepared. This would all be so much easier if it were not for that damnable passport!’

	‘Worth the effort,’ said Victoria. 

	‘And the money,’ answered Veronique. 

	She started arranging the papers and Michael wondered what was in the small oblong box. He was unsure as to whether he should hope or not and decided on balance not to! Presents given with smiles to him were seldom, if ever pleasant. Having sorted the papers and organized them, Veronique watched as Frieda freed Michaels arms and took a stance to wait for further orders. The doorbell called out and Frieda answered it to return with Sarah. In her fur coat and heels she was dolled up as if for a visit to the opera, it was how she lived, always meticulous and so very exclusive.

	Michael’s arms took a moment to relax and be usable and he stood with his hands clasped behind his back wondering just what was going on. His aunt greeted her newly arrived friend and slipped off her coat to give it to the maid. Underneath the coat she wore just sheer dessous, a lacy bra and a corset that nipped in her waist a little to emphasize her round hips. Michael was in a rapture as she glanced at her and as she turned, he saw that not only did she not wear any panties, but her pubic hair was sculpted into a heart whose point indicated the apex of her cunt. The lips were glistening, and Michael found that he was in a state of pure excitement. 

	‘Now then,’ said Veronique as if her friend was fully clothed. ‘You sign here, here, here and here. Addresses and numbers of documents there and there.’

	As if deliberately to send Michael mad with lust, Sarah took the proffered pen and bent over the table. Her naked ass was vast, a round moon of flesh that was adorned with a tracery of roses that grew from the crack of her ass and flourished on the soft white skin of her back. Michael stared at the vision and longed to touch, he swayed a little and then he noticed Victoria scowling at him and averted his eyes. 

	Veronique checked that all was in order and rearranged the papers, crooking a finger at Frieda. ‘You are next, girl. Victoria has already given me the documents that I need, so sign where the three crosses are and write your full legal name in the boxes.’

	Frieda was of no interest to Michael, he glanced at Sarah from the corners of his eyes and saw that she was rearranging her bra, teasing the nipples as she did so. The signing took a while, but Michael filled his time admiring Sarah as she turned away from him and bent down to pull the laces of her boots tight. 

	‘And now it’s your turn, Poppet,’ said Veronique. Sign where I show you and make sure that you write as you always do. He walked slowly to the table and lowered himself to see that the papers were organized so that he could not see what they were. The portion to be signed always layered out at the bottom of the pile. The top paper was turned to the blank side and had heavy print on a rich creamy paper. A finger appeared and pointed. ‘First here, and don’t write ‘Poppet’. Your full name please.’

	He signed and looked up at the movement as Sarah moved to stand looking down at him from the opposite side of the table. He could see that the lips of her pussy dripping and the bud of her clitoris swelled at the top. ‘Never mind Sarah, she is thinking about your reward,’ said Veronique. Now here and here just under Frieda and then write the address of your Aunty’s house here in the boxes. 

	Eager to get it over with, Michael signed the deed transferring his trust over the ownership of the house that he wrote the address of as well as the rest of the estate that was bequeathed by his parents’ will. All he could think about was the dripping cunt that beckoned him, and he put the pen down and looked at Veronique hopefully. ‘Just a moment, let’s check and make sure it all matches,’ she said as she held up a copy of Michael’s passport and checked that the signatures were the same.

	‘Good little Poppet,’ said Veronique as she smiled and collected all of the papers. ‘I have copies made and sent,’ she said. Then she turned to Victoria and said, ‘Bear in mind, you have control but not ownership of the trust. My suggestion is that you wash it into your other accounts. With this amount you will need to spend ten years on it, but as long as you find the right accountant… I have the perfect woman for the job, and she will only want five per cent since it is all amongst friends. Here’s her card.’ 

	Veronique passed a black visiting card to Victoria who slipped it into her bra.

	Victoria laughed and hugged Veronique in triumph. ‘Thank you so much,’ she said. ‘This is a very special moment for me after all these long years of frustration and waiting. Time for the champagne to be opened.’

	As Sarah poured the champagne, Frieda strapped Michael’s arms tight behind his back and left him kneeling on the floor. ‘You are dismissed for the evening,’ said Victoria to her maid. Tell Ivanka to pull a bottle of the Verve Cliquot ninety-six for you both and then retire.

	‘Ma’am,’ said Frieda as she headed for the door. Mistress must be over the moon to allow a bottle of vintage from store, she thought as she closed the door.

	Glasses chinked, Victoria lit a cigarette and Veronique carefully packed her valise and placed it to one side safely. There was elation and satisfaction on all of their faces and Michael wondered how such a trivial bit of signing could bring such joy. He had never seen Aunty so happy, and his hopes began to rise. A bottle later, Victoria gave a final elated. A toast, ‘To my personal lottery,’ and the other two joined in with peels of laughter. ‘Which brings us back to Poppet, doesn’t it?’

	‘Absolutely, I just love the way that you did this Vicky,’ said Sarah. ‘A final toast since the bottle is empty now,’ she said. ‘To a sublime bitch!’

	‘I hope that you mean me’ said Victoria and Veronique almost together.

	‘All of us!’ said Sarah. ‘Malevolent, malign, malicious and mean. The three sublime bitches.’

	They downed the champagne and Victoria had Michael stand. They admired the result of their conspiracy. Fondled and pawed him, slapped and pinched and Michael found himself in a whirlwind of hands that mauled his helpless body from all sides. ‘He mustn’t come until we are ready,’ said Sarah, ‘then comes a nice little close to the evening.’

	‘I’ve just got to pop up and get something…’

	‘Such a sweet little thing,’ said Veronique to Sarah. ‘I so hope that Victoria will lend it to me! It’s just what I need to bring some novelty into my playroom.’

	Sarah laughed and said, ‘Not for six months at least, you saw how euphoric she is with it all finally happening to plan even if it took a couple more months to pull off than we thought.’

	‘Vicky was generous to me as well,’ said Veronique. ‘Soon I’ll be parading around in a fur coat as well.’ She broke into a fit of the giggles and added, ‘Maybe a nice new whip would be nice.’

	‘Generous? That’s not like her,’ laughed Sarah. ‘I did it all for nothing, a favor for a close friend. Still, it was just a signature, so there was nothing to do anyway.’

	‘I had to charge,’ said Veronique almost defensively. ‘Everything has to be in perfect order, even the professional fee.’

	‘Vero, I know that you are meticulous,’ said Victoria. ‘That’s why I needed you.’

	‘It was all pretty straight forward, actually,’ said Veronique. ‘Run-of-the-mill legal work and gathering documents. Even easier because Vicky was already on the board of the trust, and I was the other one for the legal firm. It’s so important to leave the correct trail of paperwork.’

	Michael listened and could not make out what they were talking about. He was more worried that he could hear Victoria’s footsteps on the stairs. She seemed very pleased by something, and he was glad that perhaps that meant that his aunt would not be so severe with him. 

	‘Who was the financial advisor that you passed on to Vicky?’ asked Sarah. ‘I could possibly need one… and I know that Tamara will need it after starting her business.’

	‘Her name’s Chang Mai and she spends most of her time working from Gibraltar. Bit of a specialist, mainly tax and stuff to do with due diligence, she knows where the holes are,’ said Veronique. ‘I’ll pass you on to her, but she is only interested in large sums…’

	‘What is large?’ asked Sarah.

	‘Million and above,’ replied Veronique. ‘Clever girl, actually.’

	‘Perhaps just want I am looking for…’ said Sarah.

	Victoria came back into the room. ‘I hope that you have not been up to anything,’ she said. 

	‘Just discussing Chang Mai and money, darling,’ said Veronique. ‘Boring stuff!’

	‘Not in front of the children,’ said Victoria as she held up a small pink ribboned box. ‘I found it, so we can show Poppet how it’s going to be from now on before we finish up and go to bed.’

	‘Now that sounds like fun,’ said Sarah as she picked up the other box from the table that Veronique had brought in her valise. ‘How do you want to do this?’

	Victoria moved to stand in front of Michael and her hand teased his cock with a casual fondle. ‘Be a good little girl and don’t make the mistake that you did with Miss Veronique,’ she said. 

	Michael clenched his teeth as her hand stroked him and his eyes begged her piteously. It was all he could manage, to not beg her to allow him to come as the fingers played with the ring embedded in the tip of him and she smiled wickedly. 

	‘I think that it’s healed up quite nicely,’ she commented as she gave a small tug. ‘Ready to stop those nightly emissions that Frieda reported. This will stop that as well and help you keep yourself under proper control…’

	Oh my God, thought Michael as she played with him. Aunty even knew about his nightly games! He gulped and cast down his eyes as he hoped against hope that she did not know that they were voluntary and not while he was speaking. It seemed that his hopes were realized, because Victoria stopped playing with him and did not pursue the matter. Instead, she held up the small beribboned box and smiled mischievously. 

	‘Poppet can’t open it,’ she said.  ‘So, who’s going to do the honors?’

	Veronique took the box from Victoria’s hand and pulled at the ribbon. ‘I picked this one because you said that she is so sensitive at the tip of her little clitty,’ said Veronique. ‘It will be a tight fit…’

	She flipped the lid and dipped her hand in the box to pull out a complex design of metal and show it to the other two. ‘This hook takes the ring Elsa fitted, and this eyelet is where it fixes to the collar,’ she said as she held it in her palm. 

	‘That’s so much smaller than I expected,’ said Sarah doubtfully. ‘Are you sure that we can get it on?’ She looked down at Michael’s rigid prick and raised an eyebrow in enquiry.

	‘It will fit,’ said Victoria. ‘Show Sarah the other little gift.’

	Michael looked at Veronique’s palm. The realization of what was about to happen caused him to wince and his face fell as he looked at the tiny size of the restraint that was destined to enclose him. The three women did not even take notice of him but giggled as they passed the chastity device between them and looked at it from all angles. Veronique pulled out a small metal piece from the open box and held it up. ‘This makes sure that everything stays in place!’

	Michael watched them laugh at the little metal pipe, but he could not see how it fitted to the main piece of the device. He just shuddered as he realized that he was about to find out! Veronique took the other box and pulled at the ribbon. It was oblong, perhaps six inches long and a couple of inches in width. She pulled out a rubber ball that had a pipe dangling from it and passed it to Victoria with a smile. ‘You can leave this on or not as you like,’ she said. ‘I always leave them hanging, sort a reminder and it allows instant use without fiddling around.’

	‘It needs to be pink,’ said Victoria.

	‘All I could get in a hurry today,’ said Veronique. ‘I thought of that, there are a few more on order to match possible costumes. I had to buy off-the-shelf, so it’ll have to do for now.’

	‘No, it’s fine, just saying my thoughts out loud,’ said Michael’s Aunty. 

	‘We can shorten the tube?’ said Sarah. ‘I mean this will just be too long.’

	‘Looks like it,’ said Veronique as Sarah extended the tube to find that it was several feet long. ‘I suppose it depends on if it’s worn or not, much handier long when it comes off.’

	He looked at the strange object as Sarah squeezed it and a hiss came from the tube. A small rubber ball that was a pump? What on earth?

	‘This is the plug,’ said Veronique as she pulled a second object from the box. ‘The end of the tube goes there,’ she said as she took the end of the tube and fiddled around. ‘It’s really a tight fit,’ she said as she struggled. Amidst the helping hands, Michael could see a thin long black shape the size of a cigar tube that ended in a wide flange. The women were trying to push the end of the rubber tube onto a pipe that emerged at the flange end. At last, they succeeded after a little trial and error and Victoria wetting the nozzle with her tongue. Now the bulb in Victoria’s hand and the strange object were one and Veronique said, ‘Yep, better to leave it on after all, I suppose. Getting the connection while she’s wearing it would be tricky. Anyway, I think that it will look just right dangling there!’

	Victoria squeezed the bulb, there was a slight hiss and the other piece expanded. Not evenly, but in the middle so that it bulged into a cone as she pumped again. Her hand squeezed and squeezed until the whole thing had three times the diameter in the middle, though the ends were still narrow. 

	‘In the shop, he said that with this model there is no need for different sizes,’ said Veronique as Victoria pressed her thumb on a valve and allowed the air out. ‘The batteries are rechargeable and last about a couple of hours on the full setting. 

	Victoria fiddled with it in her hand and discovered a switch concealed under a dimple on the flange. The black rubber object vibrated in her hand and the sudden movement in it made her start and she dropped it. ‘Oh my God,’ she said. ‘It’s almost alive! A lot more than I expected.’

	‘In the shop he told me,’ said Veronique. ‘Each press is a different setting and the third is the strongest. Press again and it’s off. Ten hours on minimum and just two on max.’ Victoria picked it up from the floor and pressed again, this time holding it firmly. Her hand vibrated and she laughed as she turned it up fully. 

	‘Amazing,’ said Victoria as she pressed again, and the soft buzzing stopped. ‘This is perfect, thank you so much. Poppet will really love it!’ She turned to Michael and held it upright before his eyes. ‘Thank Miss Veronique for the perfect gifts,’ she said. ‘Now you won’t get into trouble any more for playing with yourself, no temptation makes for a good little sissy who can concentrate on her chores all the time without being plagued by naughty thoughts!’

	‘Thank you, Miss Veronique,’ said Michael. ‘I am so glad that you took the time and trouble…’

	‘A pleasure, Poppet,’ she said with a sly smile. ‘Anything to help your aunty make a good little sissy of you.’

	Now Michael knew what they had in mind. There was only one place that that diabolic object could possibly go, and he shivered in anticipation as Victoria pulled out a small tube of cream and opened it. A gel-like substance was deposited on the plug and the other two watched as she spread it from flange to tip. 

	‘Squat,’ ordered Victoria as she finished. ‘Bend those knees and get as low as possible.’ Michael leaned forward a little to balance on his heels and lowered himself down. As he looked up at the faces of the three women, he knew that they were taking great pleasure in humiliating him. Victoria waited until he was right down and stepped forward to tap the toe of her shoe on his knee. ‘Nice and wide, Poppet,’ she said.

	Michael opened his thighs and watched his aunt pass the plug to Veronique. ‘Pop it in and let’s see if it works,’ she said. Veronique inspected it and said, ‘There’s a small red dot here, what’s that for!’

	Sarah had the small booklet from the packaging in her hand and said, ‘Wait a sec as she flicked through the pages. Ah yes, that goes to the front I think.’

	A slap from Veronique to his ass and Victoria placed a hand on each of his shoulders to steady her nephew. ‘In it goes,’ came Veronique’s voice from behind Michael and she pressed. He felt the intruder enter his ass and slide easily until it was fully inside, and the flange pressed at his ass with Veronique’s fingers holding it in. The sensation was strange, the material soft and so unlike Tamara’s probing fingers. He did not even feel as if it was there, just a slight sensation of pressure and his sphincter clenching at the invader.

	‘Just three squeezes,’ said Sarah. ‘That’s the starting size. Then it can’t fall out!’

	‘Pass it to me,’ said Victoria to Veronique. ‘I want Poppet to see…’

	Veronique passed the bulb through Michael’s legs and gave his balls a little playful slap as she did so. He winced and then had to watch as his aunt held the bulb in her hand before his face and squeezed. In his rear, he felt the evil plug swell a little. Now there was no escaping the feeling that something was inside and growing to fill him. A subtle pressure that caused him to rock on his heels a little as she gave him another squeeze. Her fingers closed until the rubber ball was flat in her hand. Now the pressure was more intense, and Veronique no longer had to hold the intruder in place. Michael felt himself becoming aroused and he gasped as the small red spot distended to become a protrusion that pressed against his insides. ‘Last one,’ said Victoria as she squeezed again slowly, crushing the ball hard in her hand. ‘This will milk every last drop of that sissy-come from you, Poppet.’

	He gasped as the plug expanded again. It seemed to fill him to the point of bursting as it pressed against him inside and caused his cock to jerk in small twitches as his insides rearranged themselves. Panting with the pressure and fear that her open hand would close again he struggled to contain himself. Hold himself back, not allow the reaction that he knew they would punish him for.

	‘Now, a little vibration to make it complete,’ said his Aunt as she spoke to Veronique. ‘Just one press, if you please.’

	‘You must resist it, Poppet,’ said Michael’s aunt to him. ‘It will be difficult, but we need to test the settings to see how much stimulation is required. Try your hardest to resist it, Poppet!’

	Veronique found the small convex button and pressed it firmly with her finger. The intruding plug came to life and Michael whined as he felt the movement deep inside. A hum, more felt than heard came from his rear as the plug vibrated and trembled, the red-dot protrusion just to the side of his sensitive spot. 

	‘Please Aunty,’ he wailed. ‘I can’t hold myself for you… I’m trying but, I can’t stop it happening…’ He started to sob, and his body shook almost more than the plug throbbed deep inside of him.

	‘Try your best dear,’ said Victoria. ‘We need you to try harder than anything you have done before. Don’t let it out, show us that you can resist!’

	She stood up and stepped back. Michael was squatting precariously, the long tube extending from between his thighs. A drip of pre-cum squeezed from the tip of him, grew and trailed to the floor in a skein like the thread of a spider’s web. Michael’s face looked up to hers in anxiety and she smiled down as he struggled to obey her impossible command. He heard Veronique as she stood and went to sit down on an armchair conveniently positioned to observe his struggles.

	‘It’s at minimum,’ she commented. ‘Nice and slow…’

	The other two women sat on the sofa to watch, and Michael whimpered as Sarah slowly opened her thighs and displayed herself as she dropped a hand to finger herself. ‘Poor little Poppet,’ she said with a gasp as her fingers opened herself wide and teased. ‘She’s so adorable all helpless and defenseless against being slowly fucked in her ass…’

	‘A couple of times will empty those dangling balls,’ said Victoria as she watched. ‘That sissy clit will get all soft, and then on goes the restraint.’

	‘Poppet’s doing well,’ said Veronique. ‘I fancy a drink, anyone else?’

	As Michael struggled to resist the pulsations that were tormenting him, Veronique poured the drinks and returned to her place. She crossed her shapely legs and sipped whilst they watched their victim in his efforts to resist the inevitable.

	‘Maybe we should step it up a notch,’ said Michael’s aunt doubtfully. ‘It seems a little slow.’

	‘You are too much in a hurry,’ croaked Sarah as she climaxed with a shudder and closed her thighs. ‘We have all night…’

	Because the red-spot bump was not quite straight and pressing correctly on Michael’s prostate, the pressure was less and the vibration less potent. Veronique had not noticed the matching small notch on the flange outside, and Michael found that he could resist the vibration if he concentrated continually on his efforts.

	The three women sat and enjoyed the show a few minutes and then Veronique said, ‘May be just another level up will do it…’ She stood and crouched once more at his ass and looked for the small bump button. ‘Oh, I think that it’s not straight,’ she said. ‘There’s a mark here for up.’

	Michael felt her hand and almost tipped forward as Veronique fiddled and managed to rotate the plug slightly clockwise. Suddenly the vibration made itself fully felt. It pressed and shuddered against him, and he yelped as he felt the initial gathering of his muscles inside that always preceded the milking. By the time that Veronique was sitting in her armchair and lifting her glass, the first slow dribble was pulsing from the tip of his cock and Victoria said, ‘That’s better, now the little slut is performing correctly.’

	Michael gasped and fought, tried to cast his thoughts to mundane fantasy, but every time his imagination returned to sex. The three women who just watched amused as he was drained, the stockings, stiletto shoes and amused expressions, the casual way that his aunt smoked as she controlled him from afar with that half smile on her lips. He saw the ruffles of her stockings at her ankles, the cleavage of her toes. He could not help himself and imagined kissing those feet and hoping that she would reward him with a few kind words. 

	The dribble became a rush as a thick fluid issued and oozed down and Michael felt a lessening of sensitivity that signaled the end of the milking. His cock wilted and drooped, as the last slime dripped from the tip, but the three women seemed uninterested in halting the torment and poured out more drinks.

	‘Twice is more than enough,’ said Victoria as she watched Michael’s face. ‘You know, I just can’t believe how it has all just happened like this. I’m still in a daze with it all. The bequest was far more than I expected as well.’

	‘It has been gathering interest, for one thing,’ said Veronique to Victoria. ‘But it was so large because the share in the business was almost a third. Converted to cold cash it is a great deal of money.’

	Michael could scarcely hear them talk; his mind was occupied by the buzzing machine that filled his ass so full. Once again, he could feel the sensation regroup and find its way to forcing a second ejection of the fluids that were stored in readiness. His cock stiffened slowly, and he knew that the relentless plug could not be resisted. He tried clamping down by clenching his ass, but that simply amplified the vibration. He tried relaxing, it helped, but his natural instinct to tighten was difficult to overcome. He tried steering his thoughts to his chores. But the images of the delicate panties, the frills of his dresses and the soft loose fabric of his aunt’s nylons came to mind and could not be banished. Once again, her shiny shoes were at his lips in his imagination. The film of the nylons on her naked ankles and above the towering legs, calves and thighs…

	‘I was thinking that I might take a holiday at last, this year,’ Victoria was saying as Michael managed to resist and was able to listen. ‘The Bahamas are nice I heard, and Prudence said that Bermuda is just full of nice young men who long to console mature and rich women.’

	‘Rich?’ said Sarah. ‘Vicky you are more than merely rich, now you are wealthy!’

	Victoria laughed. ‘Money without such good friends would be no consolation. Tamara, you two and all of the others… Prudence is a dear friend as well as a daughter.’

	‘I agree,’ gushed Sarah. ‘How about you and I go somewhere and discover all those nice young men who want to fuck us? One of the Greek islands or maybe to Brazil. Bermuda is great as well…’

	‘Sounds nice,’ said Victoria. ‘But what about Poppet and the maids? I’d need a sitter.’

	‘I would take them on, Vicky. In fact, I’d be glad to!’ said Veronique. 

	Victoria looked at Veronique and nodded. ‘Maybe later in the year then. Poppet still needs a little training, and I promised Tam that she could have him for a month.’ There was a little disappointment on Veronique’s pretty face and so Victoria said, ‘I plan to lend him out to all of the circle. It’s just that it needs to be done in the right order. You come last, Vero!’

	‘Just my luck,’ said Veronique, laughing at her friend’s pun.

	‘It fits better that way,’ said Victoria. ‘Far better if she is prepared for your harsh kisses.’

	‘I understand, what if I promise to go easy on her?’ said Veronique, almost pleading.

	‘No, it’s better this way, then you can do whatever you want,’ said Victoria with a friendly smile. ‘Ah, it’s happening again,’ she said as Michael’s cock dribbled and he gasped. His cock now hung slack and limp and his aunt said, ‘Turn it off a moment and now we can get the restraint on.’

	‘We could have used ice,’ said Veronique as she moved to turn off the plug. 

	‘That’s exactly what I mean,’ laughed Victoria. ‘I thought of that, but then he would get a little stiffie again and not be able to sleep for his chores in the morning.’

	The buzzing stopped and the women stood Michael up and positioned him in front of his aunt as she inspected the device that she was going to fit. Michael was wet with come, it had dribbled onto his stocking tops and down his thighs and a trail of slime showed where he had walked to the chair. Sarah pulled a face at it and said, ‘all of this will need cleaning up!’

	‘When I’m done, said Victoria as she took his balls and felt around the metal weight that constricted them. ‘Mmm, these are a bit loose,’ she said, they are ready for the bigger collar.’

	‘Now?’ asked Veronique eagerly.

	‘Tomorrow. Frieda will do it, lets just get this on,’ said Victoria as she rotated the weight to find the fitting. ‘Now then, this links here, she said as she pulled and fitted. ‘No. The cuff goes first and has to be closed, then the link is screwed in place,’ she muttered as she pulled at Michael’s cock and closed the base ring with a click. ‘Now this fixes here,’ she muttered. Michael could feel her slimy hands on him as she worked. Then a small click and a satisfied noise from her lips. A broad ring was now closed at the base of his cock, and it was attached by a closure to the collar at his balls. 

	He winced as her nail caught him, ‘Oops, don’t want to damage my Poppet’s little clitty, do we,’ she muttered. From the ring on the root of him, the closure hinged wide, and she carefully threaded a spur through his piercing and closed it as she pulled back his foreskin. It took two attempts and Victoria said, ‘this is really rather fiddly, just as well that it won’t need fitting often!’ as she finally managed to close the hinge and slot the tip into the groove that would hold it over the very tip of his prick. 

	‘Good that he’s so small when he’s down,’ said Sarah as she watched. 

	‘He’s not all that big erect, either,’ giggled Veronique. 

	‘A while in this and he will be a much more suitable size,’ said Victoria as she took the small rod and inspected it. ‘There must be a tool in the box still, this takes some sort of key.’

	Veronique looked through the box as Victoria looked up at Michael and said, ‘This little beauty is the best bit, now you won’t even have to take it off for a pee, Poppet.’ As she waited for Veronique, Michael’s aunt admired the tattoo. She ran her fingers over it and said, ‘I did think that I could put my name here,’ she chuckled. ‘Elsa dissuaded me. She said that ownership is always on the cheek of the ass. Can you guess why?’

	Veronique handed Victoria the small L-shaped tool and said, ‘So you can see it as you fuck them?’

	‘Oh well done!’ laughed Victoria. ‘How did you guess?’

	‘Trial and error,’ said Veronique and the three women burst out laughing as Michael struggled to understand the joke. ‘When are you getting it done?’

	‘In the next couple of months or so, when Poppet is ready for proper use,’ said Victoria. ‘She needs to be stretched a little and that takes time. Elsa thinks three months will do it.’ She looked up at the perplexed face of her nephew and smiled. ‘Aunty doesn’t want to damage such a valuable little Poppet, does she?’

	Michael managed a small shake of the head and he blushed. Veronique laughed. ‘That’s what I just love, the little slut is so innocent and helpless.’

	‘That’s why we are going to take our time introducing her to our little games, take each small step at a time,’ said Sarah. 

	‘I’ll try,’ said Victoria, ‘but it won’t be easy.’ She took the tool and tested it on the rod and then, with a little spittle she prepared it before slowly inserting it into the small hole at the front guard of the chastity restraint. Michael felt it go in, passing his piercing and yelped as she managed to insert it all the way. ‘Now, here we go,’ she muttered as she used the tool to screw the thread tight. ‘Perfect, just one thing missing.’

	‘Something else?’ she asked.

	‘Just this,’ said Victoria as she produced a tiny padlock. ‘We can’t have anyone taking it off, can we Poppet?’ The lock clicked closed and Victoria held up the two keys. ‘Aunty will keep them for you,’ she said to Michael. ‘Always in sight, but never used, because Poppet is in permanent chastity now and Aunty decides when she is released.’

	She took the tiny keys and threaded them on the thin gold necklace and put it back on. The keys hung in the valley of her breasts, and she patted them as she smiled.

	‘Now really you are mine forever,’ she said. ‘Aunty’s little sissy Poppet.’

	 

	The End

	 

	The third and final part of the trilogy is: ‘Owned.’
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