

Ultimate Control

PENELOPE’S Story

The Perilous Predicaments of Prissy-Sissy, Penelope

Hello. My name is Penelope.

Sometimes my new Mistress calls me Trisha.

Sometimes, I am Rowena, the Rubber Lady’s Maid.

Other times, I’m just “Her Slutty Leather Sissy Slave”

I haven’t always been a Sissy. Only since I met HER.

It only really took two meetings and several very passionate, and powerful, sexual experiences, to convince me I wanted to be with HER, forever.

Now, I just love the leather corsets, and the leather dresses, and the leather boots and gloves, she makes me wear. And I adore being bound up, in leather straps, and in soft, silky rope. I even like some of the metal bondage equipment, she gets made specially for me.

I love my leather hoods and my super long, leather gloves, and my ultra-high boots.

And when I’m completely bound up, in one of my lovely, leather-sissy outfits, I feel like I am a Warrior Princess, waiting to be rescued from the Wicked Warrior Queen, who holds me prisoner.

I now spend each day, in some kind of bondage and often in two, or three different outfits, and in two or three, different, perilous positions.

Sometimes, my bonds are merely symbolic of my slave status, like the cuffs and chains I wear to do my household chores, on the three days that My Owner, is in the Office, on the outskirts of town, running her business affairs.

On those days, I nearly always dress in one of my colourful, latex maids’ frocks, in a heavy latex corset, latex stockings and short, latex ankle boots. I have to be up early, on the work days, so My Mistress can release me from my night’s bondage, make me up, dress me and then padlock me into one of several cuff and collar and chain sets, which will depend on the list of jobs I have to complete.

My owner returns home, each Tuesday, to Thursday, at around 5.30pm. She will supervise my change of clothes then and put me into my evening bondage, in one of my leather dresses, and a pair from my thigh boot, collection. Usually.

Sometimes, she says she fancies me so much in my pink or yellow latex, that she just has to see me bound to my feeding chair in the latex I’m wearing.

We have invested in a proper feeding chair, for the dining table, as well as a very strict bondage chair, for the spare room, upstairs.

I can be placed in various positions for feeding, and the proper chair upstairs even reclines and acts like a bondage bench, as well. We have a lot of fun with both and I can’t remember the last time I ate a full meal without being tightly restrained.

I have 7 main latex outfits and they are so lovely. Each frock is, basically, the similar design, but I have, virtually, all the colours of the rainbow. I own full sets, in red, in yellow, green, blue, pink and lilac, and white. I also have additional hoods, and latex stockings, in white and in black, that I may mix and match, with any colour.

I love the latex clothes. I love the way they cling to my sensitive body.

But not as much as I adore my leather!

That is, and will always be, my first love and HER’s, too. I have wardrobes bulging with leather corsets, skirts, short and long, and the tightest, sissy, leather dresses. My owner is very generous and has bought me so many items. And, because we are very similar in size, we share some of the more expensive dresses, like the three long evening dresses, in buttery soft,leather, that we own, or the full-length leather skirts, that swish around my booted feet.

I have a huge collection of footwear, too. It’s mainly boots. We both love them. I have at least 10 pairs of thigh-high, boots, in red, and white, and black, and in all the main colours, all in a lovely, tight leather. I also, have another two pairs of very extreme, black, leather ones, that are impossible to walk in, but look incredible when I am tied up.

I have another huge collection, too, of super long gloves, both full gloves and fingerless ones, as well, for those times I need to use my hands. I can’t really think of a colour I don’t possess. And I don’t have a single pair that don’t reach right to my shoulders, even if I wear them under a long-sleeved, leather dress, or top.

I spend EVERY night in bed, in my leather, too. SHE insists on that and we have a few of sets of clothes that we know we can replace fairly easily, because they will wear out, quite quickly, with the amount of use they get in bed.

Most nights, now, I share My Mistress’s bed. She will prepare me and make sure I am fully restrained, before seeing to herself and then we will always engage in some wild, passionate behaviour, either late at night, or first thing the next morning.

Other times, she makes me go to bed in my own room. On those occasions, I’m still always dressed, head-to-toe, in leather, but my bondage is much more stringent and I will be forced to spend the entire night, immobilized and alone.

We have refined the use of hoods a lot, too. I love them and I always hope, each day, that I will be forced to wear one. My owner usually obliges, particularly on those nights I am left alone.

If you like what you have just read, then this is the story of how I became a leather-sissy.

I hope you enjoy it. I enjoyed remembering all those first experiences, so I could tell you my little, leather sissy tale!

Love, Penelope xx
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Ultimate Control

The Perilous Predicaments of Prissy-Sissy Penelope


Chapter 1

Completely Under Her Control

I hear the sound, of her voice, muffled as it is, but cannot distinguish the words. She repeats her instructions, louder this time, knowing that she has plugged my ears and restricted my hearing.

“I said raise your arm above your head and stretch it out towards me.”

The command is barked loudly. There will be no third chance. If I do not obey, and immediately, I shall feel the harsh swipe of the leather crop across my body, in an area not protected by its leather clothing. I have experienced it many times, and so I raise my gloved arm and extend it out, just as she demands.

The foam plugs that fill my ears, have muffled all but the most immediate sounds. The leather hood that now encases my head, with the added padding and strapping across my eyes, has obliterated all sight. The large, integral, rubber penis gag, strapped into my mouth and bulging out my cheeks, has silenced me. I cannot respond. I cannot complain. The harsh, leather hood, and its three additional leather straps, holding it tight to my face, blinding me and sealing the penis gag between my lips, ensures that I have no say in the bizarre proceedings.

I feel the red leather, wrist cuff, tighten around the long, black, leather gloves that envelop my upper limbs, stretching from encased fingers, right to my bare shoulders. SHE has a fascination for leather, and latex, that is the focus of all her attention. And now, that same fascination is beginning to completely devour me, as I feel my gloved arm stretched and tied, out, to the bed-head, at a neat angle to my leather-encased body.

I bite onto the rubber dildo, filling my mouth. It is oddly reassuring, in my blind and muted world, to bite onto something so tangible. I can taste the rubber as I try to adjust my tongue around the mouth-filling gag . . . . .

SHE had taken the time to make my face up, painted eyes, rouged cheeks, glossed lips, only to then spend a considerable time, and effort, covering up all her meticulous art-work, with the layer of leather, that now encloses my head and deprives me of all my major senses.

But not until SHE had dressed me. I had seen the choice of clothes laid out for HER pleasure, and for mine. Today it was the red and black leathers that beckoned, and SHE had laid each item out neatly in the order in which I was to receive the luscious clothing.

The corset had come first. As was usual.

“You’re never properly dressed without a corset,” she would say. Time and again!

But then, the same applied to the shoulder-length, leather gloves.

“You’re never properly dressed without a pair of long, long, leather gloves,” she would say. Time and again!

In fact, every item she chose for me to display, was an absolute necessity. Apparently! The corsets, the gloves, the sleek leather panties, the thigh high, heeled boots, the ballet boots, and the leather skirts, and the latex frocks. Everything was necessary, to complete the picture she had to see.

Although I now possess corsets in every colour and design, she always comes back, eventually, to the preferred black and red formats. Today’s is the well-used black leather corset with a subtle piping of red leather around the bust-line, and the neat red, leather, frill around the base.

It fits my trim body, like a glove. And SHE is the ultimate expert in lacing it just tightly enough to let me know that I am completely under HER control.

I whimper, quietly, as she tugs at the red cotton cords, behind, that bring the conforming leather corset into my body, hauling in my already slim waist and re-arranging my male flesh, to present the preferred, female form. She knows it is too tight. But she also knows that I can cope with it and, once the leather has warmed to my flesh and pulled and pushed my body, into the shape she requires, that it will become easier, for me to bear.

She inserts the gel breast forms into each waiting breast cup and then reaches for the long, long, black, leather boots, that will encase my legs and reach right to my crotch.

Now, I have taken on the sissified form that she desires and that she needs, we can proceed with the fussy, sissy, dressing, and the intense, ritual bondage, she has planned for today.

She allows me to watch as SHE feeds my left foot, into the first of the long, black boots. As she teases at the strong zip that extends right up the inside of the shiny, leather boot, from calf to thigh, she thrills, as do I, as the leather tightens into my flesh, concealing all beneath its gloss exterior.

The last inch of the zipping evokes a little gasp from me as the leather extends right into my crotch and her fingers brush at my dangling penis.

The second boot goes on and the same delightful procedure occurs, as the zip brings the two loose sides of leather to grip my left leg tight, in the boot’s caress.

The long, long, leather gloves, come next.

Each one is fed onto my hand and then teased up the full length of each arm. They have a certain stretch, in the fine, soft leather, that makes it easy to accommodate each of my fingers and then she delights in teasing each one up each hairless limb, until they extend to the very tips of my bare shoulders.

She steps back to take a look and is, seemingly, fully satisfied.

Little of my white flesh shows now. The gloves have obliterated all but the very tops of my arms. The corset has enveloped and controls my body. The mountainous boots cling to my pale legs and reach right up to my crotch, where they appear to connect to the base of the glossy, black, leather, corset. Just an inch or two, of my very upper thigh, shows white against the stark black of the boots, and the red-frilled edge of the black, leather corset.

She takes my gloved hand and pulls at it, firmly. I am obliged to stand, now, and she leads me to the full-length mirror, where I am forced to turn to the reflecting glass and witness the next part of the ritual.

She approaches from behind and purrs into my ears, as she forces, first, one foam plug into the left ear, and then the second is inserted to my right side.

From now on, she will steadily raise her voice, at each command, as she compensates for the sense of hearing she is cruelly depriving me of.

I watch as she returns to the bed and picks up the mass of limp, soft leather and the attached, firmer, leather strappings, that constitute the severe hood I shall suffer, this day.

“Open wide!” she commands, as she steps between me and my mirror image.

I hesitate and she slaps my right thigh. Hard. I recoil at the pain, even despite the protective booting.

“Aahhhhh!” I cry, in obvious pain, and she takes that opportunity to push the exposed, rubber penis gag, to my open lips.

I dare not resist. Whatever cruel plan she has for today, will be as nothing to the punishment she will deliver, if I do not do exactly as she instructs.

I open my mouth wider as she pushes the pliant wedge of black rubber, further and further, into the inviting cavity.

She shows no mercy, as I gag on the rubber now stuffing my mouth and bulging my cheeks.

Only when the last fraction of an inch has disappeared, and the base of the gag, where it joins the leather of the hood, is pressed close to my filled lips, is she satisfied, and I try to roll my tongue around to find a more comfortable position, before she pulls the leather hood up, and up, to cover my nose and my eyes.

“Say goodbye to Trisha, Patricia!” she gloats, and laughs, as she points at my reflection in the long mirror, before she continues in her quest to cover every last detail of the feminine face, she has so carefully created, just minutes ago.

The leather hooding now obscures my vision and closes over my already plugged ears. She pulls and tugs at the leather to make it conform to my features and I am relieved to find that breathing is enabled, through two small perforations, below the nasal covering.

So, today I am Patricia. It’s one of several pet names she has for me. Mostly, I am Penelope. That seems to be her favoured name for me. Sometimes, I am Trisha, or even Trish, if she is feeling in a lighter mood. At other times I may be called Sophie, or Juliette, Rowena, or just plain “bitch”. I am happy to be Trisha. Trisha has got a reassuringly, nice, sissy ring, to it.

Once the hood, with its padded blindfold, and its hideous, internal rubber gag, is in position and I can no longer gaze upon the incredibly thrilling image of a “feminized me”, in my stunning red and black ensemble, there follows a frenzied few minutes where she pulls at the concealed zip, to bring the leather even closer into my face, before she binds it to my head in a succession of back and forth, criss-crossings, utilizing the strong, black, cotton cord, and the rows of neat, tiny metal D-rings, that run from the very crown of the hood, down the long neck.

This criss-crossing, and tugging and tightening, continues until my head is completely enveloped in the internal, and external, layers, of soft, conforming, leather material, and my breathing has become slightly laboured, under the sheer intensity of the frightening covering.

Now, she brings the first of the three additional leather straps around my head and buckles the two ends together, at the back, taking it up one notch further than could be called reasonable. This first strap goes over the mouth and I feel the rubber dildo forced further into my oral cavity, as the strap presses it home.

I feel I want to tell her to stop, but no sound emits from the harsh gagging I am suffering, and I know that no mercy would be shown, in any case.

But then, she knows I don’t really want this to stop. Not ever!

A second strap is brought across the padded eye-piece, and threaded, at each side, through a small loop of leather sewn into the temple of the hood, and that is taken, at each side, around to the back and pulled tight, before I, again, feel it relax as the buckle is fastened and the strapping loosens slightly.

Now, I feel the chin strap being taken up and going through another loop, first on my right side and then the other end, on my left, and then the two ends meet, at the crown of my head, just where the zip and lacing begins to descend, and the two ends are tugged and buckled, so that my lips are forced even tighter together, around their rubber penis insert.

A last, separate strap goes around the collar of the hood, which descends to the base of my neck. This acts as a stiff, posture collar, ensuring my head remains stiffened and upright, as befits a loyal, sissy slave.

It also finishes everything off, as it ties in all the loose bits of excess leather at the neck and keeps these odd loose ends, neatly tucked away, so that, if I were able to see myself, the overall effect would be of a neat, but entirely encased, human head, with the layer of satin-smooth, leather covering, pulled in tight, and funny little billows of the soft leather, puffing out, around the nose area, as the victim struggles to draw breath and exhale, without showing any overt sign of panic or resistance.

She will not tolerate any such display of opposition to her designs. I must comply. Always . . . and fully!

Now, I can only listen for the faint sounds of rustling to indicate that the tiny, leather, ballet skirt, is about to ascend and cover what little flesh has remained visible, between the high boots, and the base of the deliciously, tight, black, leather corset.

I am instructed to raise first one booted foot, then the other, as I step into the little circle of red leather, that is then dragged up my full booted, leg columns and adjusted to sit around my pulled-in waist, before a little line of press-stud fastenings are connected to ensure the waistline of the cute, red, leather, skirt, sits tight to the black, leather corset.

I have worn this outfit before. And I love the design. One that is repeated numerous times, in different colours, of the same, fabulous, soft, leather.

How long did it take from her making me wear that first leather dress, to this point in time, where I own nothing else but acres and acres of the sassiest of designs, in leather, and in latex?

Only a matter of weeks.

What had started as a joke, I thought, has become the only reality I now know.

Every day, at every time of day, I am feminised. I am frocked. I am corseted. I am gloved. I am hooded. I am gagged. I am blinded. I am bound.

I now have a wardrobe that bulges with every imaginable colour of little girl skirt, or dress. And every imaginable colour of womanly corset. And every imaginable colour of shoulder-length, leather glove, some fingerless, but mostly, all encasing.

I have drawers and drawers, of every design of satin, latex, and leather, panties, and in every colour.

More drawers contain the endless supply of gags and blindfolds, and leather and latex hoods, that will ensure I am kept under her full control.

I have lost count of the number of leather and latex hoods, and the leather and latex restraints, that will encase my head and bind my limbs.

She has made it clear. This is my life from now on. I shall spend all day, every day, dressed as her little leather, or rubber, sissy play-thing.

I shall spend every sleeping hour, tightly bound, at her side, or in my solitary prison. I shall spend long hours of waking time, isolated and immobilized, whilst she gets on with the busy rush that is her very fortunate, very privileged life.

I cannot dwell too long on these thoughts, as I feel myself propelled back towards the bed and I fall to sit on the edge. I feel my leather boots dig into my soft crotch area and I feel the tight red skirt lift up, as I am forced back onto the bed.

I cannot see it, but I know my leather encasement is almost complete. As a last thought, she locks the tiny padlock into place that will hold the zipped and laced, leather hood, to my face and keep me within my lonely, isolated world, for the day, I feel another shiver pass through my body.

How will I be tied? How long must I endure before there is to be any release?

Only she knows the answers and that is why I tremble. The thrill for me is to lose ALL control. To give myself completely to her and submit to whatever she desires to visit, upon me.

I feel her hand grasp my arm and I am steered backwards, to lie on the bed. The cuffs must be locked on, at each wrist, and at each ankle, to complete the fantasy dressing. And then . . .

Well, then, I know I shall be tied. Completely. I don’t yet know how. Will I be sat? Standing? Or will she allow me to lie and immobilize me upon the bed, we often share.

I say, “often” because it is not a given, that I shall be allowed in her bed, today, or any day. I have spent entire nights, bound in the spare room. I have spent countless hours, roped to the footpost of her four-poster with metre upon metre of silken cord, or harsh, leather strap, whilst she has enjoyed an uninterrupted sleep, her presence, so close behind me, a terrible knowledge to bear.

I have even found myself left, desolate and alone, bound into the formidable bondage chair, left as though forgotten, whilst she slumbers.

The method of bondage changes regularly. The only commonality is that I shall. ALWAYS, be full feminized, my face and my hair made up immaculately, even if then covered, or hooded. And I am always to be dressed in the most severe and fussy of leather, sissy garments, that can be imagined.

Today, I am fortunate. Once the red, leather cuffs have been fitted to my wrists and ankles, and each one padlocked in place, I am forced backward, and prone, to the bed.

I hear the sound of her voice, muffled as it is, but I cannot distinguish the words. She repeats her instructions, louder this time, knowing that she has plugged my ears and restricted my hearing.

“I said raise your arm above your head and stretch it out towards me.”

The command is barked loudly. There will be no third chance. If I do not obey, and immediately, I shall feel the harsh swipe of the leather crop across my body, in an area not protected by its leather clothing. I have experienced it many times, and so I raise my gloved arm and extend it out, as she demands.

The foam plugs that fill my ears, have muffled all but the most immediate sounds. The leather hood that now encases my head, with the added padding and strapping across my eyes, has obliterated all sight. The large, integral rubber penis gag strapped into my mouth and bulging out my cheeks, has silenced me. I cannot respond. I cannot complain. The harsh, leather hood, and its three additional leather straps, holding it tight to my face, blinding me and sealing the penis gag between my lips, ensures that I have no say in the bizarre proceedings.

I feel the red leather wrist cuff tighten around the long, black, leather gloves that envelop my upper limbs, stretching from encased fingers, right to my bare shoulders. SHE has a fascination for leather, and latex, that is the focus of all her attention. And now, that same fascination is beginning to completely devour me, as I feel my gloved arm stretched and tied, out, to the bed-head, at a neat angle to my leather-encased body.

I bite onto the rubber dildo, filling my mouth. It is oddly reassuring, in my blind, and muted world, to bite onto something so tangible. I can taste the rubber as I try to adjust my tongue around the mouth-filling gag . . . . .

I hear her leave my left side and then I sense her, reappear, to my right. Again, the muffled command. This time I react to the first instruction and I spread my right gloved arm upwards and out to that side, to form a neatly symmetrical star pattern with my two black-gloss, covered limbs.

She means business, today. She pulls the red silk, cording, so tightly, through the wrist cuff, that I feel my fingers numb, a little. Then she stretches my arm out, as far as she took the left, and ties it securely to the right-hand post of the massive bed.

Will my legs be similarly stretched apart? Or will she bind them, together, in one long, black, leathery column, all the way from leather encased toes, to black, leather encased thighs, in a mass of red cording?

I hear a muffled metallic sound. I know that sound. She has retrieved the metal leg spreader and, even now, is prising my booted legs apart, to stretch them wide between the cruel metal bar.

The bar has five distinct binding points along its black, metal shaft. Matching ones, are set, about 8 inches from either end, and another pair, at the very tips of the three foot long bar of blackened, sturdy, metal, and one, large ring, exactly at its centre.

Today, there will be no mercy shown to her sissy slave.

I feel my left leg extended out and again, the unmistakeable tightness, as the red cording is turned around and around the ankle cuff.

I hear her curse as she tries to feed the cord through the ring fastener at the end of the spreader bar and then it is through, again and once again, until she has fastened that leg securely to that tip.

Now, I know I shall scream into my penis gag as she attends to the right leg. I must control myself as I fight to contend with the force put upon my body as she hauls away at the right leg.

I feel as though I am about to split, down the middle, as she fights to bring that limb to the opposite end of the three-foot long, bar.

I squeal into my gag as she wins the battle and, for my show of defiance, I receive another blow to my right thigh, as she smacks me hard, with her right hand.

It takes her longer to tie this ankle. The force required to keep it stretched out at such an angle means she must hold it still with her left hand as her right does the binding. It isn’t easy . . . but she is more than equal to the task and we both sigh, a familiar little sigh of relief, as she completes the binding and loosens her grip on my booted flesh.

There is a little give in my cord bindings that allow me to adjust my legs, ever so slightly, and gain a miniscule relief from the strain. But I must accept that this will be my position for the next, several hours, and therefore try to put all feelings of discomfort aside.

I feel the metal straightening bar being slid under my right booted leg. These straighteners are a recent addition, to her bondage armoury, and she delights now in using them regularly.

The slightly contoured bar of flattened metal extends, virtually, the full length of my leg, from lower thigh, to below the calf. It fits under the leg, so that my limb rests, perfectly, upon the flattened out, but slightly contoured, surface. Then she takes the lengths of red cording, threading through the metal straightener, at different points, down its length, and ties it around my thigh, just above the knee, another cord just below the knee and the final fastening is just below the calf. Today she will have used red cord to match the red of the outfit and to contrast with the black thigh boots, that adorn my legs. I understand how her mind works!

Once the fiendish metal is tied tight, in four fancy bows, in all four places, I cannot bend or move that leg, at all. It is entirely immobilized and pinned tight to the metal shaft, which has now become a very part of my leg.

The procedure is repeated upon my left leg. It must make a curious sight, to see four neat cords, tied in fussy bows, down the length of each leg. No-one would guess how effective this simple device is for stopping virtually all movement, to either limb.

I know she has recently acquired two shorter lengths of the same design to underpin, straighten and entirely immobilize, my arms. Today, to my sheer relief, they are not to be brought into play.

I feel she must have finished. I am now spread-eagled upon the bed and unable to see, to speak, to hear very much, or to move many of my muscles. Surely, there can be no more ways in which she can torment me? But I am wrong.

I feel another length of cord, surely in matching red, being tied around my left ankle cuff, adding to the binding that is attaching my stretched leg to the spreader bar.

This is taken down to the foot of the bed and tied off to the left, bed-post. She pulls at it to make sure there is no give whatever, before tying the expert knot that will keep it thus.

And then the same to my right. I feel the cord taken through the cuff and then wound and tied around my ankle. I feel the strength in my “nemesis Mistress”, as she hauls at the two ends of the strong silk cord, and ties them off to the right bed-post.

I feel her fussing now at my head. Already encased, as it is, in its two strong layers of supple leather, with its added padding and gagging features and the three firmer, leather straps, keeping it all in place. She is threading a final, red cord, through the two metal D-rings on my posture collar and up and through the metal ring, which sits atop the encircling chin strap, which has kept my lips, tightly sealed, to their rubber gag.

She is now making certain that any last movement is denied me, by tying this carefully positioned length of red cord, to the very middle of the bed-head, ensuring that I cannot twist my leather-encased bonce one way, or another.

I relax into my bondage. I have no choice. I never have a choice. All choice has been taken from me and I have given it to HER. Willingly!

I feel her warm hands lifting my tight, leather skirt, and feeling at my penis.

I forget my discomfort. I forget I am unable to move much of my tightly bound body. I forget all the hardship I am suffering, and I try to focus on exactly what is happening below.

Although the sissy dressing and the extreme binding, always excite me, I have learned not to react in any show of sexual pleasure, or enjoyment, until SHE allows it. An erection is entirely out of the question, until it is ordained by HER.

I try to assess what is happening. Is my pleasure to be allowed immediately? That would be most unusual.

No! Of course not. It is the last part of her fiendish plan, before I am to be left, to wallow in self-pity, as she goes about her “normal” routine.

I feel the leather sock being threaded onto my inert penis. I must not get aroused. She will hurt me if I do.

I feel her tie the soft sock, of super-thin, leather, with a thin leather strap that buckles with a tiny silver buckle. I then feel her tighten two more straps, at two points along the short length of my flaccid male-flesh, with two more, tiny silver buckles.

Then I feel and hear the clink of metal as she forces a metal ring to hinge shut around my scrotum and I feel the leather-coated penis, being fed into the short, but fat, metal cage which will be its home, until SHE decides to release it.

I often wear these leather, penis socks. I have a collection in latex, too. I often wear these metal cock-cages. She likes both methods of keeping my penis contained and under her control. But I am not usually required to wear both, at the same time.

I feel the effort it takes her to connect the cage to the holding ring around my scrotum and the “humph”, emitting from her lips, as she finally gets the two connected and is able to close the small padlock that holds the three parts of the cock-case together. It has been a battle to contain the penis AND its bulky, leather casing, within the tight confines of metal. But she has managed it . . . as she always does.

HER sheer determination, and her strength, are both impressive, and I groan as I realise that my penis has been tightly encased and caged and will be completely redundant, until she deems otherwise.

I feel her re-arrange, and neatly straighten out my short red, leather skirt.

SHE demands that everything is done “neatly”. Symmetrically, as well, whenever possible. I know my left arm will be secured at exactly the same, opposite angle, as the right. My left leg will follow a symmetrical line to my right leg and each cord will be tied, identically. SHE likes tidiness in her sissy slave.

I feel her head pressed close to my leather-covered head and I hear the words that I dread, as “sentence” is passed.

“There, my little sissy girl. All done. You look lovely. Now, mummy is going out to play for a few hours. I’m meeting some friends for lunch and then doing a bit of shopping. If I feel inclined, I might buy you a little sissy treat, whilst I’m out. Now, when I come back, I shall be inspecting you. Thoroughly. I don’t want to find any mess, on this little outfit,” she purred, patting my skirts, and pressing the leather down on my metal, and leather, imprisoned penis. “If you make any mess, whatsoever, Mummy will be very, very cross. And my little, sissy slave knows what that will mean, doesn’t she?”

Oh, yes! I know how cruel my Mistress, my Mummy, can be. She sets me impossible targets, knowing how much she, and I, will enjoy the ensuing punishment.

This, on the face of it, seems another unfathomable quest. I must lie here, for hours, bound up in my finest, sissy leathers, and struggling against my tight bindings and immobilizing spreader and leg-straighteners, and yet make not a jot of a mess?

I cannot urinate, but, then she has limited my fluid intake knowing the position she was to leave me in. But neither must I excrete even the tiniest amount of liquid to spoil her leather and metal cock-case. She must know that is well-nigh impossible!

Of course, she does! That’s the game. HER game.

I shall spoil the encasing, leather sock, inevitably, though I’ll try not to.

But just a tiny emission will be traceable. And she’ll return and she will find the small mess I have made, and it will be an excuse to adjust my bondage and put me into an even less comfortable position for her evening entertainment.

She might even refuse to feed me.

Or she may deprive me of the one pleasure I have, each evening, of sitting bound and uncomfortable, but at least able to watch TV, with one of my “viewing hoods” secured around my face. If I make a mess today, I have no doubt she will not take off the eye-coverings from tonight’s punishment hood. She has many ways of enforcing her discipline.

She knows she has absolute control over me. She will dress me in any fussy, frothy way, she desires, or in the tightest of tight leathers, or the most restrictive of my latex dresses. She will tie me in the most disconcerting of bondages. And she will do it each and every day. Forever.

Because it is what she likes. Ultimate control. The ultimate exertion of control over “her little girl”.

And, although I try to never show her, it is what I love too!

I love my leather and latex, sissy life, and I love my leather and latex, sissy bondage. I love my Mistress, when she is being cruel to me, and I love my Mummy, when she is being kind. And I shall be the very best little girl, I can possibly be . . . . . .

. . . . Although, just occasionally, I do like to make my Mummy mad, because I so enjoy the bizarre, and creative, ways, she finds, to inflict her retribution.

That is why I didn’t hesitate, when I signed her contract!

Let me tell you my full story . . . . . 


Chapter 2

How It All Began

It was the advert that had grabbed my attention and it was the advert that led to our first meeting. Ultimately, it was my interest in that strangely worded advert that has led me to the situation I find myself in, now.

“I said raise your arm above your head and stretch it out towards me.” The command is barked loudly. There will be no third chance. If I do not obey, and immediately, I shall feel the harsh swipe of the leather crop across my body, in an area not protected by its leather clothing. I have experienced it many times, and so I raise my gloved arm and extend it out, as she demands.

This is my life, now. It is all I know. I belong to her and she controls me. Completely. She decides what I wear. She decides how I am to be displayed and in what perilous position I shall be bound. She decides what I eat and when. She controls my fluid intake and all my bodily functions. I belong to her and my life is entirely in her hands, my body entirely hers to use and abuse, as she desires.

And it all began with that simple, direct advert.

I had taken, in recent weeks, to scouring the personal ads section of a certain national paper. Once a week, this popular press displayed several columns of personal adverts under Male Seeks Female, Female Seeking Male, and it even featured swelling Male Seeks Male and Female Seeking Female sections.

I was intrigued and wondered what type of person resorted to such an old-style way of finding a companion?

They must be of a certain level of intelligence and be seeking a similarly equipped partner. This particular paper appealed to a more mature audience, shall we say!

Most of the adverts were typically “middle-class” in their wording and from people of a certain age, ie. Usually a financially independent elderly lady seeking male 55 to 65, for theatre trips and occasional meals, in, and out. That sort of thing.

So, when I read this particular advert, it struck me immediately, that it didn’t quite fit the usual stereotype. I’m only 31 years of age. I had bought the same paper each Friday, now, for the past 3 weeks and had not found a single column inch where a female under 50 years of age, was seeking a male who had not passed that same milestone.

My eyes occasionally strayed to the Male Wants Male column and there a 31 year-old, not too masculine male, was much more, in demand. But that wasn’t really my “cup of cappuccino”. I was desperate for companionship, but not that desperate. Not yet anyway!

And then, suddenly, there it was.

“Strong-minded, female who knows what she wants, seeks female, or, perhaps, male, companion. My age is under 40. You will be under 35 years old. I demand a lot of my partner and desire someone with a lot to give. You may be indecisive. I am not. I am able to make decisions for both of us. If you measure up and can take a disciplined approach to life, then I want your details. If you sound like the orderly person that may fit into my ordered lifestyle, perhaps we can see just how giving you can be.”

I read it three times. Then I looked down the Female Seeks Female column to see the same wording repeated.

I was hooked. The wording was direct and if I had thought carefully about it, might have indicated exactly what any respondent might be getting themselves into.

But I wanted to know what type of Under 40 year-old would seek a male . . . . or a female. The question of bi-sexuality had, shall we say, always intrigued me. I preferred the company of women, without doubt. I was not a man’s man!

I hate football. Always have.

I don’t do pubs.

I’ve never thrown a dart or hit a cue ball.

But I do have a fertile imagination and had always fantasised about a dominant woman. And, somewhere in my fantasies, there was the space for a dominant woman, who dominated a submissive female.

I read the advert for a 4th and a 5th time. I went back to it a 6th and 7th. And then I made a decision. The decision that was to change my life. Forever.

I noted the reference number, to that intriguing advert, and I rang the costly number to which all messages were to be directed. When I rang an automated message asked me to tap in the reference number and that directed me to a personal message from the “under-40-year-old” that had posted the advert.

The message was short, it was direct and it pulled no punches. At least, for the brevity of the message, I was grateful. This line was costing me £3 for the first minute and £2 a minute thereafter!

A soft, but low and deep, female voice, greeted me, “If you have reached this number, you have shown an interest in my personal ad. Please leave your name. State the following :- Age. Height. Waist size. Shoe size. And any pertinent information, you might imagine I need to know about yourself, your status, your likes, and your sexual preferences. Leave a mobile number. If you do not hear from me, within one week, please do not attempt to contact me again via this route. If I have not replied, it will be because I am not interested. Thank you for calling, leave your information and any message, after the tone.”

And that was it. What the hell did she need my shoe size for? And what could I possibly say about myself that would fulfil her list of demands, and provoke a positive response?

I put the phone down. Without saying a word. I had one chance to get this right. I needed to write off that first £3 and consider my options.

An hour later I had listed what I was going to say. I had scribbled out the sexual preferences bit and re-written it three times until I’d got a vaguely interesting, but none-too-committal answer. I was ready to have another bash and spend a few quid on getting my response into her message box.

“My name is Russ. I’m 31. 5-foot 6-inches high in my stocking feet. Taller in my heels. They are size 7, by the way. I like all the usual good things in life but I have to admit that I hate football and don’t really drink too much. I am employed but dislike my present job and want a change. None home-owner. I rent. I have a car but it’s about to die on me. I’m looking to replace, in the next month, or so. Non-smoker, of late, but I used to enjoy a cigarette after a good meal. I’m up for anything, really. I can be adventurous. I like to try new things, discover new places. And that goes for my sexual preferences too. I’ll try anything once. If I like it, I’ll repeat! I liked the wording of your ad. I found the reference to disciplined lifestyle intriguing. We should get together to see if we are compatible. My mobile is ########### Be good to hear from you. If I get ghosted, have a nice, orderly, disciplined life. Bye.”

And I put the phone down, elated that I had got everything I wanted to say, across, in less than 4 minutes, about £7 worth, and not given too much away, hoping she would be as intrigued at my response, as I was at reading the original advert.

I had almost forgotten about the whole business, when out of the blue, five-days later, my mobile rang and, although it said number with-held, I recognised the tone of voice immediately.

“Hi. I’m replying to your message. I agree. We should meet up. Do you know the Eclipse Bar on Upper Brook Street?”

I did, as a matter of fact. It was not too far from my place of work, in town. I asserted I knew the place, though it was quite a trendy place and I hadn’t been.

“I’ll be there. 6.30pm, Friday evening. I suggest we meet for an hour. Discuss a few things. If we both agree, you can take me for a Chinese banquet, around the corner at the Ming Hoi Restaurant. If either one of us is unhappy, we’ll put it down to experience, and make our own dining arrangements. Agreed?”

Of course, I agreed. She was definitely a woman who knew her own mind and it saved me from having to plan the evening! I agreed I’d be there, at the Eclipse, at 6.30pm. but asked how I would recognise her.

“I’ll recognise you,” she replied, “5 foot 6 inches tall and size 7 shoes. See you 6.30pm, Friday. Don’t be late.”

And the phone went dead.

I sat down, in the one armchair I possessed in my one-bed, rented apartment and assessed the call . . . and the caller.

Needless to say, I was nervous as I entered the Eclipse Bar that Friday night. It was a kind of wine and cocktail bar in the restaurant area of the town and had a small outside seating area, as well as a flash interior. It attracted a lot of the city workers, spilling out from their office jobs at five, each night, and spilling straight into one bar or another.

I arrived at 6.25, heeding the last instruction, not to be late. And I tentatively strolled into the main bar. Trying to look casual and assured but feeling neither.

A few people had been sat outside and I’d noticed a quite elegant female sat alone at one of the outside tables. I’d not stared and not really expected the woman I was looking for, to be so striking.

When I drew a blank inside the bar, seeing that everyone in there, was in a group of three or more, I stepped back out and checked my watch. I was aware of her staring me down, as I noted it was now just 6.30. The allotted hour.

I dared to glance up. She looked quite stunning. It couldn’t be her. But, as she drew on her cigarette, and sipped at her glass of white wine, she didn’t take her eyes from me, and I felt I had to ensure it couldn’t be my blind date.

I walked over to the table at which she sat, cross-legged. She wore a tight, black, leather pencil skirt, that came to below her crossed, black, stockinged knees. She’d matched this, simply, but elegantly, with a crisp, white, satin top, tucked into the high waistband of the expensive leather skirt. She looked amazing. Her hair was dark and gathered up into a loose bun. Her eyes were a deep, deep brown. She stubbed the cigarette end, out, and spoke, only to confirm my name, “Russ?” she said, softly.

I nodded.

I went to shake her hand, but she stopped me, giving my limply offered hand a disdainful look, “Be a darling and get me a large glass of the Chilean Sauvignon Blanc, will you? And then we can talk.”

I nodded again – feeling a bit of a “Noddy” at how cool, and calm, and in control, she appeared to be, and at how churned up I was feeling.

Ten minutes later and we were sat, me rather uncomfortably, together, as I faced what I can only describe as an interrogation. She even had a small black, leatherbound notebook, out and took notes as she quizzed me about everything from my taste in films, to my preferred holiday choices, to my career prospects and my living situation. A barrage of questions hit me and at some she made a small note in her book. This was so unsettling but, at least, being at the receiving end of so many pertinent questions did make it easier than thinking what to say.

I must have answered most of her points satisfactorily because, two wines, and an hour or more, later, she said, “Would you like to take me for that Chinese meal, now?”

Would I? She both alarmed and charmed me, at the same time. Her questioning was direct, her manner abrupt, but business-like. It seemed more like a job interview than a date, but the thought of walking into a restaurant with this elegant, and confident, lady, thrilled me. I took her hand, as she raised herself up from her chair. I noted the fall of the luxurious leather skirt and admired her black high-heeled court shoes.

She allowed me to help her to her feet but then, immediately, dropped my hand, making it clear that this was far too early in our meeting to show any intentions.

The banquet went much the same way as the pre-dinner drinks. By now I was on non-alcoholic beer as she gulped down three more glasses of wine.

I was driving. She was not.

The food, like the questions, seemed never-ending. At no point could I decide whether the evening was a hit or not. I was quite shocked when she made the fateful decision.

“You can drive me home. And you can come in for a short while,” she announced, as she downed the last dregs of her coffee.

And then she allowed me to go ahead of her, as she pierced my slight frame, with her startling brown eyes, weighing up my non-too, masculine, physique, and assessing my potential, for what she had in mind.

Of course, I knew none of this that night. Only in hindsight did I discover her intentions for me. Had I known then what I know now, I may well have cut and run. As it was, I naively agreed to drive her home in my failing motor and I ambled in behind her, as we entered her impressive home.

The electric gate entrance should have alerted me. This was no ordinary house. This was a beautiful, large, detached house, in compact but neat grounds, within a private road of similarly designed, executive homes. It was in the wealthy area on the outskirts of the town, and at a complete opposite end of the spectrum, to my humble abode.

I awkwardly followed her into the expansive hallway and she surprised me by walking straight toward the stairs and motioning that I should follow.

I couldn’t believe my luck, as I mounted the stairs behind this goddess, in tight, glossy leather.

She must have felt my eyes following her leather encased buttocks, up the stairs. At the top, she stopped and turned, “Do you like my skirt?” she enquired.

I was shocked at the question and muttered that it looked very good on her.

“I want to show you something,” she added, “Follow me.”

She led me into the largest of four bedrooms, which was clearly her own and she walked straight to the fitted wardrobes that completely filled one end of the huge room. I noted the modern four-poster bed and the neatly arranged drawer units, as well as a door which must have led to an en-suite.

“Look here,” she indicated, as she swept open one sliding door of the triple wardrobe. “These are my special clothes. Do you like?”

It was difficult to not like what she was showing me. In neat sullied ranks, there hung a multitude of skirts, trousers, and dresses. And they were all in leather. Most were in blacks and reds and blues and purples. A few, brighter colours, were arranged at one end. There was a mustard coloured dress. A green skirt. A pair of pink leather trousers. I counted maybe 20 different outfits in that one section, and all in very fine, very soft, and very expensive leather.

I didn’t know what my reaction should have been. I know I was lost for words and just stared at the array of costly clothing, displayed before me.

She shut the sliding door and turned to face me.

“You’re very short for a man, aren’t you?” she stated.

It was true. I was, as I’d revealed, just 5-foot 6-inches tall, and aware that I was of slight build. I was a little embarrassed at her forthrightness.

“And you have small feet and small facial features?” she continued.

I was now beyond embarrassed.

“In fact, I think you’d easily pass as a woman!” she persisted in her critique.

“I suppose I am shorter than most men,” I stuttered, alarmed at the sudden downward spiral this conversation was taking. “I’ve never been very big. People say I’ve got a good metabolism. I don’t put on much weight.” I stammered.

“It’s alright. It’s one of your more interesting features. Your size. In fact, I think you’re about the same size as me,” she said. “I’m a 12. What do you think you are?”

“I – I – I don’t know. I’ve never thought about it. I guess I’m about the same size as you,” I agreed, as we were almost identical in height, her in her black heels, me in my slightly built-up, male shoes.

“Which of these do you like?” she asked, as she slid the door open again and displayed the line of leather clothing I had already admired. “Which of these dresses do you like?” she persisted, as she pointed at the neat row of 5 or 6 short dresses, arranged together, at one end of the line.

“I quite like the red one,” I muttered, now completely uncertain of where this was leading and what we were doing in her bedroom.

“Then the red one, it shall be. Take your clothes off,” she commanded, her voice now lowered a tone and sounding officious.

“What do you mean?” I asked, as though her instructions were not crystal clear.

“I mean take your f***ing clothes off. Now!” she barked, a complete change in her facial expression, asserting that she was not expecting any discussion on the matter.

“But why?” I asked, my question sounding feeble, in the face of such a strident command.

“Because tonight is all about seeing if you and I are compatible,” she replied, “And if we are, you’ll do as I say. Now, either take all your stupid clothes off, or get out of my house. Your choice. Do one, or the other, right now.”

The next few seconds of silence seemed to last an eternity. And then I slowly reached for the buckle of my belt and started to undo it.

“Good. Thank you,” she simply said, as she reached up and brought down the red leather dress I had pointed to.

She carried it, with some reverence, to the bed. And then she returned to the wardrobe and picked a pair of black, knee-high, leather boots, from under the row of clothing.

She placed these beside the massive four-poster, and under the sumptuous dress, she had laid out, atop the bed.

Then she turned and watched me closely, as I took off my trousers, shoes, and shirt, and then stood there, feeling slightly ridiculous, in my socks and briefs.

She circled around me and my small pile of discarded clothing, again weighing up my height and my slender frame.

“And the rest,” she demanded, “I want to see you naked. Completely naked.”

I looked into those penetrating eyes and knew, there and then, that I would do anything she commanded. She must have been re-assured too, because she smiled a wry smile as I peeled off each sock, and then lowered my stretch briefs.

I said nothing until she had circled me two more times and then I managed a feeble, “So, what now?”

“What now, is that I test my theories. I reckon you’re about the same size as me. I’m going to see if you are a size 12. And I reckon you could pass for a female. I’m going to see if you can. And, lastly, I’m going to see if you can turn me on. And I think you just might, once we’ve sorted you out. So, go and toilet yourself. And wash that area, thoroughly.” she ordered, as she pointed at my swaying penis. “I assume you showered before you came out this evening?”

I nodded. I was very cleanliness conscious and always showered twice a day, morning and night.

“Good. I like good hygiene. Now wash that and do what you must and then come back here. Five minutes. No more.”

It was the longest 5 minutes of my life, as I did what I could toilet-wise and then ran some hot water and thoroughly scrubbed at my penis, and surrounds.

I dried off on one of the two plump towels and returned to the room, where she stood, now shorter, as she had taken off her shoes.

“Stand here,” she pointed, and she went to the bed and picked up the dress, lying there, so provocatively.

She unzipped the rear zip, as she walked towards me and then lowered the dress to the floor, at my feet, “Now step in,” she said, simply, “Carefully!”

I shouldn’t have. I shouldn’t have let it go even this far, but there was something about her directness, and her tone, that hypnotised me and made me comply.

I felt a shiver of anticipation as she drew the leather dress up my naked body, the sleek, inner, satin lining, easing the journey the garment made, up my pale body.

I put one arm into each arm-hole, as I was directed and she played at the zip to pull in the dress to my quivering frame.

It was high to the neck, knee-length, and short sleeved, and fitted to her size 12 body, to fit it like a glove.

Surprisingly, as the zip was raised up, it also fitted to my slim body, like a glove. And it felt amazing as the soft, shiny lining, clung to my naked frame and the tight leather enclosed itself around my body. There was no hesitation and no pause. The zip rose up, directly and, if anything, I was slightly small for the dress. It was tight around the shoulders and waist but hung slightly, a little unfilled, at the bust and the hips.

“I was right,” my dresser confirmed, “You’re a size 12, just like me. Obviously, your hips are a tad smaller and you’ve no boobs. But it fits. Now sit and put the boots on.”

“Don’t you think this has gone far enough?” I ventured, actually not really wanting this strange experience to end but feeling I should make a token objection.

“Do you think it’s gone far enough?” she asked.

My silence must have given her the incentive she needed and she swept me back towards the bed and sat me on the edge, “No, I didn’t think so. Now, the boots. And then we’ll take this, just as far as I want it to go.”

I reached down for the pair of sleek, black, gloss leather boots that were placed neatly beside the bed. As I looked at them, I realised they were just over the knee height and were a size 6.

“I’m a 7,” I said awkwardly, not sure whether she’d understood, or noted that information during her excessive interrogation procedures. Surely there was very little she didn’t know about me, after 4 hours of intense questioning.

“I know and these are a wide-fitting, boot,” she assured me, “They may be tight but see if they come close to fitting. I know you’ll fit in my open-toed shoes, but I want to be sure what size you are going to need in boots. I want you to squeeze into them.”

I obliged, as I had obliged her at every point throughout this intense evening.

She was right, of course. They were a tight fit but had been well worn and had softened and broadened sufficiently for my small feet to be accommodated within the wide shoe of the boot. As I pulled each long, side zip up, I was amazed at just how snug a fit they were, and how they adhered to my slim legs.

She seemed pleased. “See!” she enthused, “I thought they’d fit you. But in future we’re going to need a size 7, or even an 8, in some styles.”

In future? What future? Little did I know how this relationship was to evolve and what lay in store, in my “future”. Tonight, was a test. There would be more tests of my obedience and compliance, and willingness to submit, before my future was made clear. But I had already taken a giant leap towards my future life with this amazingly, determined woman.

“Now, stand back in the middle there and put your hands behind your back,” she bayed, as she admired the way her boots, and her dress, hugged my limbs and my body.

“Why?” I foolishly asked.

“Because I told you to, and I shall explain what happens if you don’t do as I ask the first time.” She pulled at my arms and proved herself, surprisingly strong, as she raised me up from the bed, to a standing, or, rather, a swaying, position, as I contended with the heels on the over-the-knee boots.

I stumbled to the desired position and stood, as still as I could, whilst still coming to terms with my new-found height.

“Now, raise your dress and show me your rump!” she ordered.

I fearfully did as she requested and tried to look behind me, as I sensed her open a drawer in one of the long dressing units.

She came around the front of me, as I held the tight, hugging skirt of the short leather dress raised up, displaying my pert bottom.

She held a riding crop in her hand, and slapped it against her slinky pencil skirt, as she cupped my chin in her bare hand.

“This is what will happen if you do not obey me,” she threatened as she disappeared from view and I heard the swish of the crop, as she raised it, and then brought it down, hard, on my buttocks.

I squealed in some pain and some rage. But that only served to make her raise the fearsome crop a second time and bring it across my inflamed buttocks even harder.

She came back to the front of me and again cupped my chin, “Now, my little leather lady, you may lower your pretty dress, and then put your hands together behind your back. Or would you like four more reasons, as to why you would be wise to obey me?”

As tears welled in my eyes, I shook my head. I lowered the red, leather dress and allowed it to drop back to meet the black, leather, knee-high boots, that I still tottered upon. Then I brought my hands around my back and crossed them, as she went back to her drawers and returned with a length of strong, black, silken rope.

“I was not going to be too cruel, on this, your first night, but you have angered me,” she complained, and she twisted the black cord around and over and around my crossed wrists, pulling it tight, at each turn, before tying it in one tight, double knot, over the top of the multi-twistings of rope.

“Now, sit down here,” she pointed to the chair she had pulled out from the dressing table and led me to it, “I’m going to test my other theory. I’m going to make up that pretty little face of yours and see if we can’t turn you into something resembling a girl. Now sit!”

As I went to sit, she raised my roped wrists and arms and allowed them to drop over the low back of the upright chair. Then she retrieved a second rope from the nearby drawer and knelt to attend to my legs.

“Together!” she simply said, and I pressed my booted feet together, unable to resist her commanding tone.

She expertly roped the twin columns of leather, tight together, from ankle to below the knee, pulling this second blackened rope just as tight as she had secured my wrists.

She returned to her drawer of wonders and returned with two long, black, leather belts. I had no idea what purpose they were to serve until she pressed my legs back, under the seat of the chair and slipped one end of the first belt under the mass of rope holding my booted limbs as one.

Then she swiftly looped the other end of the belt through my bound wrists and pulled at each end until they met at the buckle. She hauled again which drew my arms down, at the same time as my bound, booted feet were dragged backwards, and up.

“Good! In fact, perfect!” she commended as she put an extra tug on both ends before buckling them one hole further up the belt than was reasonable. I winced at the discomfort but was sensible enough to say nothing.

The second belt went around my deflated bust. “We really must do something about giving you boobs!” she laughed, cruelly, as she pinned my already bound arms closer to the red leather of my dress and buckled it behind the upright back of the chair, fixing my upper body to the wooden frame.

“Now, hold still, keep your face forward, and eyes and lips open. If you move, I swear I’ll tie your head back to that chair until you can’t move at all.”

I didn’t want to risk any more discomfort. My buttocks were on fire from the two hefty lashes of the crop. My wrists were already numbing from the tightness of the stricture around them. My legs were pulled uncomfortably backwards, in the over-tight boots. In all, I was not disposed to add to my suffering.

She worked fast to make up my face in a very rudimentary fashion, clearly proving herself quite expert at transforming a “plain Jane” male, to a passable, lush, painted doll, in less than 15 minutes.

She went light on the foundation, but heavy on the eye tint and lip gloss. “I like your pretty blue eyes,” she complimented, as she applied the heavy line of black liner to the blue eyeshadow, she had painted to highlight each of my “pretty eyes”.

The deep red lip gloss matched the vibrant red of the leather dress, I wore, and I watched, fascinated, in the low mirror before me, as my transformation took shape.

In such little time, the change was dramatic and even I recognised, for the first time ever, that my facial features, were, as she had discovered, more feminine than masculine. The addition of the lines of make-up and of mascara, dramatically changed my face from a fairly, unremarkable male, face, to the truly remarkable, face of a female. The heavy artwork, done in no time, was a little slutty in appearance and would not stand up to close scrutiny. But for a first, and speedy attempt, the change was stunning.

She left me to sit and admire the result as she went back to her wardrobe and slid open a hitherto unrevealed space. She reached up to the top shelf and brought down a short, dark, reddish, auburn-coloured wig, in a flattering bob shape.

And, if truth be told, I couldn’t wait to see her place it, lovingly, upon my short, male hair, and complete the transformation from ol’ plain Russ, to Slutty Female Doll.

She located it almost perfectly, at the first attempt and then brushed it into shape. Like everything else about this place, the wig was not cheap. It fell into place beautifully and I was thrilled at the sight of me, for the first time ever, transformed into a very passable, attractive girl, if looking a little cheaper than the clothes, and wig, I wore.

“There! Almost done. I said you’d make a pretty little girl. And I was right. You look almost perfect. I can improve on that, obviously, but time is of the essence, so you’ll do for tonight.”

She was clearly delighted, with my appearance, and I could hear the excitement in her voice as she trilled her admiration for her own handiwork.

“Now, I want you to tell me if there is anything you need to know. Anything you want to ask?” she confided, as she returned to her set of drawers and collected two last items.

“Why do you want to see me as a girl?” I asked, curious as to why it excited me, and why it was clearly exciting her.

“Because I like girls,” she simply stated, “I thought you read my advert. I said a male or female, would suit, so long as they accepted a disciplined lifestyle. Now, I’ve got you here and you, unfortunately, are a male. But we’ve resolved that, fairly quickly, and quite easily. If you and I are to be compatible, then you’re going to be my sissy, she-male. Does that answer your question?

I nodded my wigged, heavily painted face, and felt my new hairdo, brush against my rouged cheeks.

“Good. Now, unless you have any more pressing questions, open those luscious lips of yours, just as wide as you can,” she demanded, as she raised up the first of the two items she had retrieved from the drawer.

I gulped hard as I saw the red ball gag forced toward my painted, gloss red lips.

She took no notice of my trepidation, as she forced the ball up to my lips. I opened them enough for her to get a first foothold and then the result was inevitable. As I tried to retain some dignity, by not fully taking the ball, she pressed it harder and harder, to my mouth, and then nipped my nose together, so that I was obliged to let it all in. I gagged against the rubber as it intruded my lips and forced my mouth into a bizarre “O” shape. She paid no heed to my suffering and neatly drew the two ends of the leather strap behind my head, and swiftly buckled them together, pulling the straps, once more, extra-tight, like the rest of my bonds, to ensure that my bulging mouth could not expel the rubber ball into which I now tried to bite.

I was relieved to find there was some give in the ball and took comfort from that, as I bit hard into the medium-soft rubber. As I contended with my intruder between my reddened lips, I was virtually unaware of the blindfold going over my eyes, until it was too late.

The two round, padded discs of leather covered each eye, fully, cutting off any sight or light, whatsoever and the broad leather strap that connected the two, blinding, discs, was soon around my bob-wig, and buckled off in the same extreme manner as the gagging ball.

“There, now you’re not just my leather, sissy,” I heard my evil Mistress gloat, “You are my leather sissy slave. And Sissy Slaves should have a suitable name. Do you like the name Tricia? Or shall we call you Penelope? I suddenly remembered several of the bizarre questions she had asked, during our earlier hours of unending probing. Had I ever watched the Perils of Penelope Pit-Stop? Apparently, when she was a kid, she’d watched every episode. She thought it a hoot. And she loved the re-runs of The Avengers, first aired in the 60s, before her time, or mine, but repeated endlessly in later years.

Suddenly, that line of questioning began to make some sense.

“I think I’ll call you Penelope tonight. Just like my Penelope Pit-Stop. Next time, we can call you Tricia, or maybe Juliette. I like those names. How about you?”

I couldn’t answer. She knew that. I grunted into my gag of rubber, as I twisted my head to shake loose the blindfold. Neither would budge.

“Next time! What next time?” I tried to say. It came out as a piggish grunt, but she must have translated it to make sense.

“The next time, I make you my little, leather, sissy Slave,” she laughed, “If you are ever invited back here. You don’t get it do you, Penny?  I want a little, Slutty Girl Slave. You’re my best bet, at the moment. If you pass the test, I might consider offering you the position permanently. If you don’t live up to my hopes and aspirations, I’ll respond to the other couple of messages my advert attracted. But they were both men, too. So, since I know I can make you look a pretty, spectacular female, we might as well stick with what we’ve got and see if you can cope with my somewhat extreme demands. But any time you want to quit and go back to being boring old Russell, just let me know. Preferably, before I invest too much time, energy, and money into making you my Penelope Slut.

Now, if you don’t mind, I’d like to move this on a bit and see if we can’t get you into a more comfortable position for the night.”

I fell silent and still, as I tried to take in all that she had just said. I was barely aware that the belt around my bust was releasing.

I took barely any notice as the belt connecting my bound wrists to my roped legs was loosened.

I only came back to the reality of my perilous situation, as she unravelled the long rope pinning my booted limbs, together.

I allowed her to raise me to my feet and, once again, I teetered and tottered on my ungainly boots.

I relied on her, absolutely, to lead me to the bed, my wrists still roped together behind my back. And I relaxed as she gently lowered me onto the mattress, having pulled back the duvet covering.

She worked fast them to position my leather-covered body down one side of the large bed. I lay back, my arms still pinned behind me, as she spread my legs, slightly, and then tied them, once more, with the longer of the two ropes. I felt the rope loop around one ankle and go back to the of the bed, before returning to that same ankle again, twisting around for three more turns, and then back to the solid frame. This time it looped back to the other ankle and I realised my legs were to be tied slightly apart. I felt the same procedure, in reverse, almost, as she ensured the two limbs were secured tightly, and symmetrically, to the sturdy, metal frame.

I felt her hands go beneath my dress, and she fidgeted for a minute or two before I felt the tension ease on my wrists and the two arms were freed, from the tight constraints of the rope.

“She must have seen the cruel bruising around each bare wrist, as she rubbed at each one. Then, with no desire to fight her any more, I lay back peacefully, as she returned to her store of bondage items and returned with another accoutrement, or three.

I felt the glove go up my first arm. It was stretchy and I was wondering what it was made of before an explanation was offered.

“These will have to do. They’re black, satin, evening gloves. But they’ll help protect your wrists, Penelope. For now, at least. If I decide to make our arrangement, a more permanent one, I’ll order you some proper leather gloves, to match all the ones I own. But I don’t want to try squeezing your male fingers into my gloves and spoiling them. So we’ll just pretend these are leather, for tonight. The real leather ones, cost too damned much, and are far too precious, for you to spoil them.

This woman was seriously warped. But I was seriously turned on at her every word and I allowed her to fit each glove to my sore arms, and smooth them right up to meet the short cap sleeves of my vibrant leather dress.

I lay there, in by blind and muted world, as she fitted a leather wrist cuff to each of my recovering wrists. And then I bit onto my rubber mouth filling as she hoisted my gloved and cuffed, arms, above my head and began the process of roping them to the metal bed-head, in the same fashion as my booted legs, were drawn to the bottom.

From start to finish, my gloving and binding took no more than ten minutes and I was stretched out, like a sacrificial lamb, to either end of my side of this enormous bed. I heard the leather dress creak and the leather of the tightly fitted boots, squeak, as I adjusted my position. The gloves and the cuffs had offered some protection and I was reasonably comfortable with my new, prone, and utterly exposed position.

And then I lay there, for perhaps 15 minutes, waiting for the next part of tonight’s strange ritual, to unravel. But my bound, leathered body, was left alone, and desolate.

I heard My Mistress, undressing and pictured the lovely leather skirt falling to the floor. Then I heard the shower and surmised she was freshening up. It was a good twenty minutes before I felt the closeness of her body, press against mine and I felt her hands run up and down the tight, figure hugging dress, I displayed so well.

“Aahhhh! I love the feel of leather. Close to my body. Don’t you?” she purred, as her hand ran the full length of the leather dress from collar to hem. Then her hand continued down my right booted leg, as her voice purred on, incessantly.

“If we do this again, I shall get you some proper boots,” she teased, “Have you ever worn boots that come right up to your crotch?” she asked, and she flicked at my erecting penis as she said the word “crotch”.

“I bet you haven’t. But you will. Perhaps I’ll get you some that press right into your little peeny, here,” she continued, flicking at my raging male flesh, a second time.

“I can tell you, they feel delicious to wear. Like nothing else on earth. We’ll have to keep our little Penelope in thigh boots all the time, if she’s to be a proper, leather slut. I’ll see if I can acquire some before next weekend, shall I? In size 8. Always best to go one size higher, for such extreme boots. And then we can dress you in your own pair and I’ll let you lick mine, all the way from my toes to my fanny, next time. If there is a next time, whilst wearing your own. Would you like that?”

“OMG, yes I would love that,” I wanted to scream but I couldn’t and so I allowed my penis to do the talking for me.

“Ohhhh! Naughty little Penelope!” she taunted, “I can see that idea excites you a lot. I felt her hand wrap around my engorged flesh, as she teased me with her words, “You know, I’m beginning to think we may be compatible. I love my little slut slave, dressed like this, and all helpless. And something is telling me that my precious little Penny feels just as excited as I’m getting. Shall we keep you in leather and tied tight all the time? Every day. Every hour of every day? Could you cope with that?”

She was driving me crazy, with her soft purring words, and I was almost relieved when she let go of my massive erection.

Then I heard the movement, and sensed her coming close in to my bound body, and I felt the condom fit to my male rod and I felt her slide the thin covering of rubber protection, down my shaft.

She heaved her body up, and across and I felt her naked flesh press into my leather encased flesh, as she lowered herself, carefully now, onto the raging manhood that presented itself to her. I was helpless to do very little to assist in this next stage of our bizarre partnership, as she took my length of raging male-hood, into her.

I strained at the ropes bonding my legs and wrists, to attempt to assist in the process but she seemed unbothered as she did all the hard work and thrust her body, up and down repeatedly, to bring herself to an almighty climax.

Just as it was clear that she had reached the limit of her endurance, I felt myself go. And we came, together, in one glorious climax, that I can safely rate as the most thrilling, during intercourse, I’ve ever experienced.

The build up to this moment had been long and slow. An entire evening of questions and answers. The dressing in leather. The make-up. The wig. The gag. The blinding leather patches over my eyes. My sheer helplessness. The dirty talk of “the next time.”

Oh, please god, let there be a next time!

And it all culminated in one thrilling cacophony of grunts from my gagged mouth and groans from her ungagged mouth, as we enjoyed the fruits of our long labours.

She rested for a while, me still inside her, until it was time to roll off and we lay there, in silence. I shuffled my position and she reached across to smooth down my leather dress as I heard the creak of the dress and the squeak of my booted legs.

And then, quite tenderly, given the cruel side she had displayed earlier, I felt the dress lifted and the rubber condom eased off. I felt the warm sponge dab at my frazzled, penis, and I lay back and relaxed as she cleaned my cock and dabbed any small emissions that might have splashed either my leather dress, or her bedsheets.

I heard movement. I heard drawers open and close. I heard, and felt, her head pressed to mine.

“Does Penelope need the toilet, at all?” she enquired.

I shook my head. I had released all the fluids, I needed to release, this night.

“Good, then I just have to make this safe, before we go to sleep.” I heard the voice say, before I felt something clutching at my scrotum.

What the hell was she doing? I soon realised, as I heard, and felt, the hinged ring close around my sac, and I whimpered, almost inaudibly, as she fed my limp penis into the tube of black silicon rubber and connected  the silicon penis sheath, to the silicon scrotum ring, with the flexible, silicon, connecting rod, before locking the whole shebang off with a tiny metal padlock.

I had heard of cock-cages. I had seen pictures of them. I knew they were  available, at a price, on eBay and such. I had wondered what kind of person might buy one. But I had never, ever, experienced the feel of one securing my man-flesh, so completely that it would show no more arousal tonight.

This had been a whole, first night of new, and exciting, experiences and, as I felt her hand run up and down my tethered, leather body, I prayed it would not be the last.

Soon, we both fell into a deep, and satisfied sleep.


Chapter 3

Penelope Gets a Second Chance to Impress

The week passed so slowly. I couldn’t wait for Friday to come around, after the exhilaration of the previous week, going back to work was just a pain. I was bored. I was restless. I was afraid, at any time, I may receive a call from my mystery lady, telling me not to bother going back round there.

I couldn’t settle to the job and my time was spent fantasising about the experience I had undergone and wondering what might be in store for this Friday.

I had been dispatched pretty, damned, quickly, after my release from my overnight bondage, and not even offered more than a cup of tea. It was, as though, she felt guilty about what had transpired between us and couldn’t wait to get me out of the house.

I had been disappointed. I admit it. The whole experience had been a shock . . . but an exciting one and I wanted to know more about my dominant new “friend”.

It was only after I had been taken out of my bonds, unzipped from the dress, showered and grudgingly handed back my own clothes, that she had suggested we might meet again.

I must have sounded enthusiastic because she looked surprised and then said, “So I’ve not put you off?”

I shook my head, vigorously. No, she hadn’t. I wanted to discover more about her and I didn’t say so, but I wanted to repeat both the dressing and the bondage experience, that I had so enjoyed.

As I went to leave, after that cup of tea, proffered, and drunk, in virtual silence, that she had suggested, I take a week to decide and if I was still keen, to text her and to come round to hers, by 6.30pm, the following week.

“I’ll sort some food,” she had promised. “There’s no point going out on a Friday, every where’s just too busy!”

And then she had jotted down a phone number, and an address, given me the scrap of paper and ushered me from the house.

And now, eventually, the day has arrived. I had worked sufficient hours, albeit half-heartedly, on the other four days, to get off work at 4.00pm and so, I had texted, early in the day, to say I was still keen to meet again and would be there to pick her up at 6.30pm, as instructed, or to stay in, if that was what she really wanted.

I rushed home to get showered and sorted, before setting off for the address she had given me.

I knew roughly where I was heading but, to be honest, the previous week had been such a surprise, and such a strange experience, that I’d not memorised the route. So, I set off at 6.00, with the address safely entered in my phone mapping app, knowing I’d be early, but heeding her warning not to be late.

I pulled up, at the top of the private road at 6.21pm. I pulled around the next block and slowly looped back to pass another 5 minutes, and then I drew down the small cul-de-sac, to the corner house, I recognised, where I hoped against hope, that a repeat of the previous week’s activities might be on offer.

I got out of the car to ring the bell on the outside of the electric gates and breathed a sigh of sheer relief, as the gates, silently slid apart. Her Ladyship was in residence . . . and was expecting me!

I admired the house, just as I had the first time, I saw it, in the Saturday morning light, last week, when I had been released from my bondage and been bid farewell as my services were no longer required.

“We’ll stay in. I’ll feed you, here. But let me know if you are definitely coming,” were her last words, as she turned and closed the door on me, without so much as a last cheery wave.

She was a cool customer, alright, I had thought to myself, as I saw the door close and then saw the exit gates opening. Not much show of romance, considering the sexual enjoyment each had received from the other.

As I pulled up, I saw the solid front door open and waited to catch a glimpse of my remarkable hostess. But she never appeared. I got out of the car, clutching the bottle of white wine I felt I had to offer in return for a promised meal, if indeed, we were staying in for the evening.

I still hung about outside, uncertain whether to enter, until it was clear that no reception party had been laid on and I could wait no longer.

As I entered, I was aware of a movement behind me and I felt a leather gloved hand come around my face and cover my mouth.

“Not a word! Not a single word! Understood?” she commanded.

I nodded my comprehension.

“Good. So, my little Penelope has returned. I wasn’t entirely sure you would. Now, we must get you out of those dreadful clothes and into something much more appropriate. Nice effort, by the way. I like the leather trousers. But I have your proper clothes ready, upstairs. I’ll take that.”

She kept her one gloved hand over my mouth, as the other ran up my pair of leather trousers. I’d had them a year or more and barely ever worn them, though I thought they’d be quite appropriate for the evening, not knowing really what to expect, this time around.

Then her hand left my mouth, her other gloved hand finished feeling my leather covered buttocks and took the bottle of wine from me and I was ordered to remain still whilst she took it to the kitchen. I caught a fleeting glimpse of her stunning, white, leather outfit, as she scurried off at right angles.

Then she returned and, this time I felt a riding crop swish across the seat of my pants. The noise added to the drama, as hard leather cracked against softer leather.

I winced, but managed to contain the squeal of pain I wanted to emit.

“Good! And keep quiet. I want to hear not a single word. If you do speak, I shall punish you even more strictly than I plan to. Now go upstairs and to the smaller bedroom, next to mine.” 

I obeyed. I had to obey. I had waited all week for this and now the game had begun. Only, this week I was to find that the game had just gotten a whole lot more difficult.

As we stopped at the top of the stairs and turned towards the door of the smaller bedroom, I wondered what lay within. And I wondered why we were not going to her room.

She opened the door and pushed me inside and I saw the arrangements that had been made for my arrival.

The room was smaller than hers but adequately sized and still generous.

Hanging on the outside of the fitted wardrobe, were the clothes I was to wear. I gasped as I saw the black, leather corset, and the short, leather skirt, aside it.

On the dressing table was a large make-up bag, a pot full of make-up brushes, and a wig-stand, with a different wig upon it. This was longer, and much lighter, than the previous week’s short bob. It was, clearly, just as good quality.

Beside the wig-stand, sat a small heap of leather “somethings”. What it was, I had no idea and I wasn’t about to ask.

On the single bed, were laid out a whole mass of silken ropes and harsh, leather straps, all in red. And there were several metal bars, and some small lengths of chain, that were to serve some purpose, but I could not work out what, on this quick reconnaissance mission.

“I want you to stand in the middle and take all your clothes off. Even those lovely leather trousers. Though, I do want you to know, that I appreciate the effort.” Her voice had a degree of urgency that said its owner meant business and I was not to dally.

I shed my shoes, that I had paired with the dark green, leather trousers. I took off my socks. I unbuttoned the shirt, in a paler green, and long-sleeved, to hide the bruising on my wrists. I had worn long sleeves, all week, despite the warmer weather, to hide the bruised wrists, which were evidence of my previous, weekend’s excursion, into the bizarre.

I deliberately left my leather trousers to last and slowly, tantalizingly began to shed them, until a crack of the crop, against my rump, told me she was impatient, and I hurried to comply with her urgent demands.

I stood there, shivering slightly, in anticipation of what was to happen. The room was warm, but I felt strangely cold.

“Showered?” she demanded to know.

I nodded. I was thoroughly clean, in all areas.

“Now, put all those clothes in that bin bag and I shall take them away. You won’t be needing them this weekend.”

Weekend? The whole weekend? Surely not. This was an invitation to dinner. Wasn’t it?

“Oh! You seem surprised. I probably didn’t mention it because I wasn’t certain, but, as the week’s gone on and my plans have come to fruition, I decided you will stay for the weekend. Till Sunday afternoon, at least. As my guest. Well, that might not adequately describe your position here, but as my “special guest”, will suffice.”

Tonight, I am going to feed you, once we have you transformed back to the way I want you. Tonight, you’ll be sleeping in this room. I think you can see that arrangements are in place, to accommodate you. And tonight, and tomorrow, we are going to test how seriously you might like this little arrangement of ours to truly work.”

I looked at the hanging clothes. I looked at the make-up kit and wig stand. I looked more closely at the metalwork, the rope and the leather bondage equipment arranged upon the bed. And I looked at the vision of loveliness, in head-to-toe, white leather, that stood before me.

She wore a short, tight, white dress, that hugged her impressive body, closely. It was not dissimilar to the red leather dress, which I had modelled the previous week. But, unlike mine, this zipped all the way down the front, with a full-length, silver zipper. I immediately had an urge to see myself in it, with the zip slowly pulled up by her hands!

Up her arms rose two white leather sheaths, that gloved her hands and extended right up to the shoulders, where they met the short, cap, sleeves of the lovely, soft, leather dress.

Her red-painted fingernails projected from the ends of the white sheaths. The leather gloves were fingerless and showed her immaculate, pale hands, just from her delicate knuckles to the ends of her beautiful, reddened nails.

On each leg, she wore a mountain of white, leather boot. Each boot rose up from their 4-inch heels, to disappear under the short hem of the wonderful leather dress. On her face, she wore a kind of white, leather, cat mask, that showed well, in contrast to her dark hair that she had swept down and back and allowed to drop to her shoulders.

She looked incredible, with only inches of flesh showing against the stark, white leather, and I was already feeling weak at the knees, as I lapped up the sight, before me.

“Tonight, I shall dress you properly. Then I shall make your face up properly, and then my darling Penelope, I shall bind you properly. And you shall remain my bound, leather slut, for the next 48 hours. I want to see just how much you might like this “relationship” to work. And you need to satisfy me by proving you can endure the suffering that I intend to reap upon your body. And then we shall talk business before you return to your home and take some time, to consider your future. Now, stand absolutely still . . . and remain absolutely quiet.”

The corset was taken down from the hanger and she approached me from the front. I could see the laces were already loosened off considerably, at the back, and now she was undoing the front busk fastenings, as she waved it, tantalisingly, in front of my eyes.

She encircled my quivering body with the leather garment and I realised, for the first time, it was not new.

She must have read my mind, “Yes, it’s mine. I measured you up last week, whilst you were incapacitated, and I’ve decided a lot of my things will fit you, in this interim period. Till we put more permanent plans in place. IF WE PUT MORE PERMANENT PLANS, IN PLACE, that is!

These corsets have a lot of give and it will do the job admirably. If we agree to a future contract, I shall buy you some custom-made items, but we have to make do and mend, as best we can, until the limits and conditions of the contract between us are properly established.”

I pondered on those words, as she busied herself re-hooking each metal fastener up the front of the corset, until she had gone, right from the sweetheart bustline to the hip-level, of the exotic garment.

Then, as she instructed me to hold it to my body, she quickly switched position and went around the back to adjust and tighten, the loosened lacings.

As with her prior efforts, she proved just how formidable she was, as she heaved and tugged at the lacings. I felt the wind taken from me, as the leather constricted and tightened around my naked form, re-adjusting my flesh until it was forced up, and down, from my waistline, and re-distributed, to give the impression of a bustline and to puff out my slender hips, slightly.

After much heaving, and huffing, she seemed to be satisfied that she had given the best female shape she could, to my male form, and she tied off the mass of loose laces, in the middle of my back.

Then she went to the dressing table drawer and opened a side drawer, and withdrew the two breast forms, that she had obviously just acquired.

“These are brand new and just for you, my pretty little, sissy Penelope,” she laughed, and she forced one of each of the silica gel-filled forms, down into the breast cups of the tightly laced corset, immediately adding several, impressive inches, to my top-line.

I could just see an oblique reflection of my skilfully, feminized, figure, in the small, dressing-table mirror, and my pushed out chest, atop my pulled in waistline, and my bulging hips, meant I was already looking like a new girl!

“I’ve re-considered my options, regarding the gloves, too. Those satin things didn’t quite do it for me last week, so, I’ve ordered new ones for myself and I’m going to allow you to wear my very oldest, very longest, and most cherished, shoulder-length, black, leather gloves,” she announced, “When I took all your measurements, last Saturday, I realised you’ve got very petite hands, too. I don’t think you were meant to be a male, ever. You’re a perfect little girl, in every respect bar one. I’m wondering if we should get that chopped off? Though, I have to admit, there’s something so, bloody exciting, and arousing, about seeing a huge cock on a feminine body, so I’ll let you keep it, for now!”

The talk of lopping my male parts, worried me. I was certain I wasn’t that keen to become a girl!

The gloves went on easily and without any obvious sign that my hands were any chubbier than hers. In any case, the soft leather had stretched over the year, or more, she had possessed the gloves and, although still in near-perfect condition, they had, clearly, been well-used. Just exactly how long had this unique woman been practising her bizarre arts?

She faced me, and scanned me, up, and down, then down and up. “I have a surprise for you!” she said, “And I can’t wait to see you model them. But first, let me look at your face.”

She considered the options as she surveyed my features more carefully this time, than last.

Then; “Okay, I know what I’m going to do. Hold out your hands. And make a fist with each,” she demonstrated, by pointing her two white fists, at me, as though I couldn’t comprehend. But I could, I only wondered why!

I held my two gloved arms out before me, still admiring the sheer length of the sleek gloves that now covered my limbs, from fingertips, to well up to, and even over the shoulder, as she retired to the dressing table and selected an item from the many that were scattered there.

“This is plastic bondage tape,” she explained holding the roll of red, plastic tape before my eyes. Stick around and you’ll become very familiar with this. I love it. It’s so versatile. Now, watch and wonder.”

She began with my right hand and unwound the first foot, or so, of the shiny plastic tape from its roll, and began to carefully wrap my fist within its shiny grasp.

Around and around, the tape went, as she unpeeled more and more from the roll, until my leather gloved fist was secured in a tight red ball of plastic gleam.

I had watched, entranced, as the last vestige of any movement was taken from me and my fingers became glued into the palm of my hand.

The left hand followed, and she never once looked at my awe-filled face throughout the process, as she concentrated hard on making a neat, second ball of red shiny tape, absolutely matching the first.

“Good! And it won’t damage the gloves at all. It is magic. Sort of sticks to itself and leaves any hair or material underneath, entirely untouched. One day, when we’ve tired of using the ropes and straps, I think I’ll cover you from head-to-toe in this stuff. Make you into my helpless, red, shiny, Egyptian mummy. Or black mummy. Or blue. Or white even. Whatever I think suits. Would you hate that!” and she laughed a cruel laugh that I was to become very accustomed to.

The thought of my hands being so effectively disabled, so simply and so quickly, was sufficiently impressive for me to understand the potential of this new, novelty, bondage tape.  “I don’t think I’m yet ready to submit my entire body to the stuff.” I mused. Of course, I kept these thoughts to myself.

“I think pretty Penny is ready for her new face!” my tormentor asserted, and she pushed my corseted body, towards the waiting make-up chair, she had obviously moved from her own room, to this one.

I saw the ropes, in the same scarlet red, silken cotton, as the cords upon the bed, carefully draped across each arm of the wooden chair and understood her intentions. Immediately.

As she forced my corseted and gloved body back to the seat, and picked up the first of the several lengths of cord, I knew that she was going to make a thorough job of securing me, for this next stage of my transformation.

My right arm, along with its taped fist, was bound tight, in three places along the wooden arm of the chair. My left followed suit. Already, I was secure but she was clearly keen to demonstrate her absolute power, and control over me, as she knelt to tie, first my left leg to the front chair leg, and then my right leg to the opposite wooden pillar, with four more lengths of the sturdy, red cording.

Seemingly not satisfied with my utter helplessness, she then went into overdrive and used two long lengths of red cord, from the additional collection upon the single bed, to rope my upper body in an intricate criss-cross of cording, to the high back of the substantial wooden seat. If the corset had taken the breath from me, on its initial fitting, this severe tying was adding to my inhalation problems.

While I had just started to become accustomed to the new body shape forced upon me and the corset itself had warmed and moulded itself more comfortably to my body, the myriad of rope that now stretched across my upper body, from waist to neck, sent me right back to basics, as I struggled to learn to breathe all over again, and attempted to get sufficient air to feed my lungs and keep my brain alert.

The mass of rope extended above the bustline of the corset and almost to my neck, ensuring that, were I to attempt even the tiniest of struggles, against my facial transformation, I would surely choke myself. I decided the best and safest option, was to stay perfectly still, as she began her latest piece of facial art-work, and laid a heavy foundation, all over my pale skin.

She laboured for 20 minutes, clearly wanting to take more care, in my transformation, this time, than before. I spoke not a word, as commanded.

She, on the other hand, made plenty of noise. She uttered and muttered, and groaned and growled, in frustration, as she took off one, failed effort, and replaced that and refined others, with more and more shades from her palette of colours.

Eventually, her tone changed, her face lost its intense, concentrated glare, and she added a few final flourishes to the heavy make-up she had applied and seemed, finally, to be satisfied.

Either she was completely happy, or at least, she was content enough that this effort had taken quite sufficient of her precious time. Whichever it was, she finally stepped back, scrutinised me closely, and then nodded and threw the last of her brush collection into the pot, upon the dressing table.

I had not seen any of the process, as it happened. Whilst the previous week I had been afforded a good view in the large mirror, this time, she had placed herself between me and the smaller mirror in this room, to obscure any vision of my new self.

Even as she reached for the long, blonde wig, that she now fussed and fingered to froth up, I was unable to see my reflection.

She placed the wig upon my short hair, muttering something about making it more permanent, and then took up her “de-tangle brush”, or whatever they call it, and stroked away at the mass of golden locks now adorning my head.

The wig fell beautifully, again a sign of the quality of the piece. I wondered, for the umpteenth time, how the hell a single woman afforded to live in a house this size, dress as expensively as she did, and furnish the house so elegantly . . . and afford such quality accessories. She had given nothing away the previous week and was not, seemingly, about to impart any personal information, tonight.

She knew so much about me. I knew barely anything about her.

Was it an inheritance? Perhaps a lotto win? Maybe she was merely born into a very well-to-do family, and bank of mum and dad, were funding all this? All I could do was wonder and guess. Someday, I would learn the truth, for now I was still, very much, her test subject and treated with the contempt that position earned.

At last, the wig-fitting was finished. She stood back. She reached for the last make-up brush, and, one last time, she added another flick of colour to each eye, and then she was done.

“God, Penelope, you look f**king gorgeous,” she said, her use of bad language rather going against her expensive and expansive surrounds, and certainly at odds with the picture of refined, expensive sluttiness, she presented.

“Absolutely, f**king, gorgeous, I could, f**king-well, eat you!” she continued, as though saying it once had not convinced me.

She turned to one side and swivelled the small mirror slightly so that I got an obtuse view of the object of her attentions.

And even I had to admit I looked f**king, bloody, gorgeous!

I’d been impressed at her first attempt to feminize me. This was in another league, altogether. As I stared, fascinated at the vision of feminine loveliness reflecting back at me, I gulped, a deep, unbelieving gulp, that said, “This can’t be me! This isn’t happening! I can’t look this absolutely, f**king, incredible.”

But I did! I bloody-well, did, and it was probably at that moment in time, that, unwittingly, I submitted myself, my face, my body, and my whole, being to this woman, this goddess, this queen amongst goddesses.

I was snapped out of my euphoric moment by her next move. Her white, leather-gloved hand suddenly struck me across my left cheek. Her face hardened and she fixed her eyes upon mine.

“F**k! Am I going to make you suffer, you fabulous bitch,” she exclaimed, as she almost ran from the room.

She returned a few moments later, grasping two limp columns of black leather.

“I told you I was putting you into thigh boots,” she squealed, triumphantly, “And here they are. You are a lucky bitch, I found these in a high street store, I won’t tell you where. They’re only bloody designer, aren’t they?  Designed by the “Material Girl” herself. And little Penelope Sissy Slut, won’t look anything “Like a Virgin” when she’s zipped into these! I can tell her!”

She revelled in showing me the most erotic pair of boots I had ever seen, not that I’d spent much time comparing the virtues of many thigh-high or sky-high, boots!

These particular boots, were monsters, and yet, adorned as they were with metal studs, at the back of the heel, and with a cluster of diamante crystals, at each toe, and a column of tiny metal rings, like nose-rings, running in a line up the outer, calf, of the boot. Added to this, a false line of lacings, more for show, than for any function, other than to tighten the boot to each leg, ran down the entire front of each high peak, from the very top almost to their crystal-studded toes. They looked so glamorous, so bizarrely feminine, and fussy, at the same time as being bizarrely weird and frightening.

“They’re a size 8. I was worried ‘cos the foot part is quite tight but, with going one size bigger, I think we’ll manage. Whatever! You’re wearing them. If they’re uncomfortable, so be it! You’re going to look bloody amazing in these and they’re not coming off for a whole 24 hours or more!”

With that threat, she set to, to release my two bound legs from the chair legs to which they’d been so expertly roped.

Although my upper body and arms remained clamped to the chair, my legs were free within minutes.

She was in a hurry to see my slim legs, booted. As was I!

I cannot describe the thrill that jolted my body, as I watched her pick up each of the mountainous thigh boots and deliberately tease and titillate me, as she stood before me and slowly drew down the half zip on the inside of each boot, that ran from above the knee, and down to the ankle. I had never seen such strangely erotic and beautiful footwear, before, let alone ever dreamt of wearing such exquisite items.

The mere thought that each of these detailed peaks of gloss, black, soft leather, would soon encase my legs, was sufficient to drive me to a frenzy and she must have detected the electricity passing through me, at this point.

“Oh dear! Is Slut Penelope getting herself excited?” she taunted, “Well, she had better control herself. She has a job to do that involves thrilling me before she’s allowed any reward.”

That sort of did the trick and I tried, hard, to contain my arousal as she approached with the first of the two prepared columns.

Seated and bound, as I was, it was not easy to get my leg into that first boot. She struggled, particularly at the bent knee and had to loosen the lap rope that pinned me, so tightly, to the seat. But this seemed to add to her pleasure, as she fought to instate the 30-inch high sheath of soft, luxurious leather up my left leg.

Eventually, and after much struggle, she had managed it and she delighted in zipping the half-zip right up, in a long, drawn-out, slow, dramatic movement that glued the incredible boot of delicious leather, tight to my leg and right into my crotch, where the soft tops of the boot played with my erecting penis.

She slapped the penis down with a warning of what might happen if I did not behave.

Then the second battle began to pair my legs, by applying the second skin to my right limb.

It probably took 15 minutes, in total, to fashion the pair, and tighten the front lacing, so that each boot gripped my foot, my ankle, my calf, my knee and right the way up either thigh. I had already assessed how high the heels were and they were certainly higher than the previous week’s experimental knee boots.

I dreaded the moment that I would have to stand and try to walk in these twin peaks of erotic booting, and, at the same time, I thrilled at the thought of seeing myself properly adorned in them. So, it was with a mix of fear, and excitement, that I sat back, my feet pressed to the ground, as SHE began to untie all the mass of roping that held me in my “safe-seat”.

(I shall refer to this astonishing female, as HER and as SHE, from now on, in my recounting of this story, as, with the introduction of these incredible boots, and the fabulous way she had transformed my looks, SHE has, suddenly, attained the status of GODDESS, in my eyes!)

“Good, now I shall help you to stand. This will take some practice but if you fall, I shall punish you. If you scuff these boots, even slightly, I shall punish you severely. And if you understand that you are to wear these from now until you have mastered walking in them, you will understand how important they are to me. So pretty thing, are you ready?”

I nodded my acceptance as SHE brought my bound-up, hands, together and hauled at me, to pull me to my feet.

The heels were probably 4-inches in height. The boots, when straightened were even higher, than I had imagined and were, fortunately, made of the softest of leathers, as the tops cut right into my crotch.

I swayed on the slender, but sturdy heels, as SHE held my two taped hands and took some of the weight. This was not going to be easy, I understood, as SHE persuaded me to take my first ever, baby step, in my new, ultra-high footwear.

For once, she displayed a tad of patience, as SHE led me, with her walking backwards, to take my first tentative steps towards HER. I nearly toppled over twice, but SHE supported me, and, somehow, we coped. After a few minutes, my confidence grew and I thought, “Huh! Give me an hour, or three, and I may conquer this challenge.”

But we didn’t have an hour or three to spare! SHE was clearly keen to move to the next level and SHE left me standing, centrally in the small, carpeted room, swaying in an ungainly manner, as SHE lifted the short, black, leather, skater skirt, from its hanger, next to where the corset had resided.

SHE bent low and opened out the circle of sleek leather, at my booted feet. “Step, very carefully, into this,” SHE instructed, “One foot at a time. And be careful. I don’t want a heel mark on my skirt.”

I did as I was ordered and lifted, first one foot, then the other booted foot, VERY CAREFULLY, into the centre of the small circle SHE had made.

SHE lifted the circular piece of leather up and up, until it met my corset, and then SHE zipped up the short rear zip, so that the waist of my new, pretty, flared, girly skirt, sat under the bottom hem of the black corset.

My look, or so I thought, was complete. SHE stepped back, leaving my swaying form to cope alone, and SHE studied each detail of my dressing, from the very toes, the crystal decorated toes of my gigantic boots, to the very tips of my gloved arms and shoulders, and up my body from the short hem of the pretty, girly, skater skirt, to the bustline of the tight corset, where my false breasts thrust out and made tiny movements with the intense beating of my heart, captured beneath the restrictive leather.

SHE was satisfied and left me, standing, stock still, as SHE went to the bed and hunted amongst the piles of metalwork and strapping and rope that lay there.

SHE came back with two sets of cuffs, having left another two sets resting on the bed, and separated from her collection.

“Turn around,” SHE barked, as SHE raised the red leather cuffs to my sightline, “You are wearing these to begin with.”

SHE dropped one pair of cuffs to the floor, as SHE concentrated on the slightly smaller pair.

I shuffled around, taking care not to fall or even to topple on my heels, afraid of twisting an ankle and incurring her wrath.

I felt the first cuff, attach to my left wrist, just above the ball of taped fist. SHE pulled it extra tight, but the tension was offset, a little, by the protection my leather glove offered.

“Now, the other wrist. Tight together,” I heard, as I struggled to stay upright.

Soon both wrists were locked into the cuffs and I discovered these were joined by one, short, double ended clasp, that forced my twin, gloved, wrists together, so they were held only an inch, or so, apart.

SHE stooped to pick up the discarded pair and I realised these were to pin my arms together, above the elbow. In the same, firmer, red leather, as the first pair, but slightly larger to accommodate my upper arm, these had a short linking chain that pinned my elbows around an almost unbearable, 6 to 8 inches apart. Believe me, that was as close together, as I had ever been obliged to force my arms, and I winced as I realised the stress they were already putting on me.

“Stop whinging!” SHE barked, as SHE saw the look of discomfort on my face, and as my body trembled.

SHE left me again, my balance now, further upset by the fact that both arms had been rendered so helpless.

SHE returned with two larger pairs of the same red leather cuffs, and dropped one pair to the carpet, as SHE knelt down.

SHE quickly had my booted ankles trapped together, in the same way my hands and arms were, as SHE circled each, with the linked cuffs and buckled each as tightly as SHE could.

I was relieved to find that two clasps, and a small joining ring of metal, in the middle of the clasps, allowed around 3, to 4, inches of movement, to my booted feet, but I wondered how the hell was I to manage both the sky-high boots and the close-linked ankles?

SHE continued her job, unconcerned for my plight, as SHE picked up the second larger pair and knelt up to attach each cuff, to the slender part of my leg, just above the knee joint.

These, too, were linked together, but this time a short chain, maybe 8, or 10, inches long, spanned the gap between the two cuffed legs and I realised just how fiendish a bondage SHE had put me in.

SHE stood, and SHE circled me, much as a great white shark might circle its prey.

I swayed and I prayed, as SHE made a second circuit, to see everything was as SHE desired.

Then SHE stood before me, and looked straight into my blue, made-up, eyes, with her own, ferociously dark, brown eyes.

“There, my pretty Sissy Slut Penelope is ready to worship me. I hope you like your outfit?”

I nodded, slowly, to indicate just how much I loved my leather clothing.

“Good. Sweet little Penny, you look beautiful!” and SHE slapped me once, again, hard, across my cheek.

“How dare you look better than me?” SHE screeched as I tried to stop myself toppling from my great stilts.

“Do you think you look better, than me?”  SHE then asked, bringing her gloved hand to her lips, as I went to speak. “Shhhh! Not a word, remember!”

I shook my head. No, I tried to tell her, SHE looked magnificent. I was but a leather-encased princess to her leather-clad, goddess, queen.

“So, you like what you see?” SHE continued, and I nodded my head, vigorously. “Good, then you must prove it to me. I am going to my room now. There I shall wait for you. But, as you might have guessed, I do not have a deal of patience. I shall set an alarm. You have 20 minutes, and only 20 minutes, to reach me, to worship me, and to show me how much you like my boots and my dress. I desire to experience a climax before we eat. If you can bring me to a climax, in the allotted time, using only that pretty, muted tongue of yours, I shall take it easy on you. If you fail, I shall punish you, severely. You understand?”

SHE turned and walked away, and, as I stood there in shock at the ordeal before me, I heard a voice shout from the adjacent room, “The clock is already ticking.”

I placed one tentative foot, forward. The gap between my ankles meant I had no more than an inch, or two, at most, of play, and I was acutely aware of how expensive, timewise, a fall would be. As my foot reached its limit, of movement, I felt the tug of the chain between my thighs, as well as the tension at my ankles. I rested my one foot, for a moment, before taking my next tiny step.

What torment. I wanted to get to my prize, as quickly as I could, but the severity of my bonds would not allow any but the tiniest movement. The ungiving cuffs and their metal links, meant I had to take the most diminutive of steps and I began to calculate the time it had taken me to move thus far, as I neared the first bedroom door.

I estimated it took me 10 minutes to reach her bedroom and stand at the threshold. SHE lay, in her fabulous leathers, in the middle of the giant bed, we had shared the previous week. SHE casually flicked through a book, whose title I could not see. SHE looked up at me and casually stated, “I am reminding myself of how I am going to punish you, if you do not complete your task within the next, errrmmm . . . .9 minutes, SHE stated, matter-of-factly, as SHE looked at the mobile phone by her bed-side.

“I get many of my ideas from this book,” SHE continued, knowing how hard I was struggling to comply with her orders. “You cannot imagine some of the positions these poor girls get themselves into. But you will. You will!”

I struggled across the floor and was beside her bed and close to my target, within another few minutes, as I gained confidence with each teeny step I mastered.

I dropped myself onto the bed and then began the tedious business of moving my bound body across to her, as SHE continued her instructions;

“When you are ready, begin at the soles of my boots. I want them licked thoroughly. Then you may kiss my boots, from toe to top. Each boot! And then I wish to climax. Do not even think of kissing me, or any part of me, above my waist. Understand? If you do, I shall take you back to your bedroom, and tie you so damned tight and leave you so long, you’ll wish you were dead, and in hell. Now, begin.”

And SHE lay back, propped against her pillow as SHE continued to read her bondage manual, and I struggled to get my head in position so that my tongue could attend to her booted feet.

I slowly licked at each, red, sole, of each, perfectly white, boot. It thrilled me to do so, although SHE seemed quite unconcerned. I had barely begun my kisses, up each white, leathered leg, before the alarm on her phone went off. I groaned, in anticipation, as I realised this challenge had failed. But, of course, it was designed to fail. From the start. SHE knew that and I knew it.

SHE screeched, “Stupid, insolent bitch! I shall demonstrate what it means to fail me. Soon. But for now, continue . . .and then we shall consider what should be your appropriate punishment!”

I went back to the task in hand, or in tongue!

I kissed every inch of the foot of her right boot, and then transferred my attentions to her left.

Now, time did not matter. I was destined to be punished, in any case, so I put my faith in my ability to turn her on. I hoped that satisfying her now, might bring some slight reprieve.

Slowly, slowly, I worked my way up each long boot of shiny white leather. I knew that I was getting excited, I hoped SHE was. But SHE remained detached and calm, slowly flipping the pages of her bondage story-book, as I reached the very limits of the leather booting.

Only then, did SHE react, as my tongue explored her flesh, and found the target it sought. I kissed and I licked, I bit and I kissed, as SHE, finally, discarded the book and gave the proceedings her fullest attention.

With my arms so incapacitated behind me, and my twin columns of leather legs, so closely pinned, it was not easy, but my tongue did all the talking and, although I could not see HER, the low moans emanating from above me, told me SHE was reaching HER limit.

I continued for another three minutes, the taste of HER thrilling me, as I licked and plucked at HER spot.

The moans had increased in volume and, as SHE was clearly right on the edge, I felt HER two gloved hands reach for my head and press it hard into HER crotch, as SHE released a long, drawn out squeal of pleasure.

As SHE held me there, and HER body trembled, I felt I was about to suffocate but I continued to work my tongue, to ensure SHE was not left dissatisfied.

SHE slowly relaxed HER hold, and I knew SHE was sated. I gulped in a deep breath of air, the smell of HER cum, filling my mouth and nose.

SHE silenced then and lay back to enjoy the prolonged moment of pleasure. I withdrew my tongue and gently kissed at HER flesh to show how considerate I was, hoping SHE might rescind.

And then SHE brushed me aside, like an old, worthless TV magazine, and lay quite still, as I shuffled in my bonds.


Chapter 4

Penelope Gets a Suitable Punishment for Failing Her Bedroom Challenge

It was only a few minutes later, as we both lay there, I heard HER stir. SHE sat up and surveyed the scene. And then SHE screeched in displeasure, “You’ve marked the sheet. You stupid, leather-sissy bitch!”

And then, “Get off my bed. Now! Get yourself to the bathroom and wait for me there.”

So much, for gratitude! SHE was more concerned that I had leaked a little, in my excitement, than for the pleasure I had bestowed upon HER!

As I carefully withdrew from the bed, SHE slid out, the other side and beat me to the bathroom, by a country mile!

As I was tottering on my heels and heading in the right direction, I met HER coming back, a damp sponge in HER hand.

SHE scrubbed at the mark on the sheets, as I shuffled toward the bathroom door. Just as I got there, SHE returned, her mission to clean up my mess, complete. And, as SHE helped my progress over the last few feet, we both stood at the en-suite sink, as SHE ran a bowl of cold water.

Without a word, SHE soaked the sponge and then washed down my offending weaponry. The cold of the water had an immediate effect and took all the fire from me. My poor weeny, retreated back, within itself, and, dangled there, between my two leather-booted thighs, as SHE dried me off and checked all the leather frocking, for any damage.

Mercifully, SHE found none, and SHE ordered me back to the bedroom, to face my punishment.

Once again, SHE preceded me and I was left to my own devices to get my bound body back to the station SHE had designated, at the foot of the four-poster.

Meanwhile SHE had busied herself, and had made a small, but impressive, collection of the items SHE needed, to ensure I regretted my little misdemeanour.

I was certain I was going to, as I saw what SHE had gathered together.

“Have you ever been hooded?” SHE asked, almost casually, as though it were an everyday occurrence, for some.

I shook my head.

“Well then this will be a baptism of fire, for you,” she gloated. “If you remain here, and that could be in doubt, you will learn to love your hoods. I insist upon my slave wearing one, at every opportunity. Now, bend over the foot of the bed.”

I looked at the bed-end, and I looked at HER. SHE was too busy retrieving HER leather, riding crop, to focus on me, and to witness the pleading, tearful eyes.

As I feared for the savagery of the beating, I might receive, I struggled to get to the bed and leant my body forward, my bound wrists and elbows rising up, as I stooped forward.

In fact, I only received two switches, with the crop, but each was strong enough to make a lasting impression, and a reddened stripe crossed each bare buttock.

“Now, stand again,” SHE commanded, “And face me.”

As I turned, SHE discarded the crop and picked the first item from her little stock-pile.

I recognised the cruel, metal cock-cage, immediately and I grimaced as SHE grabbed a hold of my cooled-off, and withered cock, and forced the cold, metal scrotum ring, around my bulged sac.

“I did not permit you to show any pleasure. And this will stay on, or one like it, for the next 24 hours, to make certain there are no more little mishaps.” SHE threatened, as the harsh, hinged-metal ring, bit into my flesh.

I winced at the pain, but SHE was disinterested. SHE picked up the cage part and the joining link of metal, as I resigned myself to my fate.

The cruel cage was on in moments, and my flaccid penis was locked away, for the foreseeable future.

“Now, bend over the bed, again,” SHE ordered, as I feared another beating.

But the second round of whipping did not materialise, as SHE went back to her bed-top store.

I felt the moist cold liquid smear around my rear hole and between my clenched buttocks. SHE forced my buttocks apart and HER finger, and the lubricant, inserted into my butt and made certain everywhere was well-greased.

I knew not what was about to transpire, as I sensed HER reach for another item and then return to HER former position of attack, from the rear.

I felt the hard nub of something press to my bum and I groaned as SHE pressured the rubber dildo, harder and harder, more and more, until something had to give.

I have never been penetrated there, before, and although I wondered what it must be like, I wasn’t certain I was going to relish it.

But SHE paid no attention to what I desired. This was all about HER, and SHE was intent on lodging the lengthy shaft of hard rubber, deep within. After an initial strain the aperture opened sufficiently to allow the tip to penetrate and, as they say, the rest was “all downhill”, or “uphill”, as I tried to raise my upper body. 

The lubricant eased the passage of the rubber butt-plug, as it now slid more easily to lodge itself fully, within. I felt a strange sense of achievement, as SHE stopped forcing it. Clearly, we had reached our target depth and the wider end of the butt-plug now wedged outside my exterior sphincter muscle, ensuring we didn’t lose the damned thing, completely!

SHE seemed satisfied and ordered me back, upright. As I swung my body back, I felt the magnitude of the intruder, in its holding bay, and I groaned again as I struggled to accommodate it, comfortably.

“Face me, again,” SHE demanded of me, and, as I turned and the plug turned with me, I felt that same pleasurable feeling, transmit from my butt, to my cock. Unfortunately, my cock was so confined, within its metal casing, that it could not show any appreciation. This was surely punishment enough?

But, no! SHE had other ideas. SHE studied my face and I must have shown a hint of the fear I was trying to vanquish.

“Do I frighten you, Penelope? Are you afraid of what I may be capable of?” SHE enquired, HER deep brown eyes, never leaving mine.

I nodded, yes, SHE did frighten me, but SHE also excited and aroused me, tremendously, like no-one had ever before, and I had to conquer my fear and believe SHE would never truly hurt me.

“Well, you are tight to fear me. That’s good and it’s healthy that a slave fears her Mistress. Now, I’m going to hood you and then get you downstairs to eat. After I’ve restrained you properly, of course.”

The words took a moment to sink in, as SHE still played “first one to blink” with her eyes.

The words “hood”, “restrain properly” and “eat” didn’t seem in any way, compatible, and I stared in some trepidation, as SHE finally took her eyes from mine, having won the competition, and picked up the limp bulk of leather hooding, from HER diminishing collection. However, there still remained, sufficient items, to arouse my curiosity.

SHE held the hood in one hand, hanging there limply and not looking as fearful as I knew it was going to prove. SHE cupped the other gloved hand under my chin and forced me to gaze upon HER striking features, once more.

“It’s a pity to cover that pretty face, my sweet,” SHE chirped, “But what must be, must be. Now, we’ll see if you can take this without smudging your make-up, too much. Head up and be prepared for a bit of adjusting, Penny, my dear. We have to make sure it’s sitting exactly right, or you’ll find it very difficult to wear for the next 24 hours!”

“24 hours? Really? I was to be hooded for a full day and night? It seemed impossible, but this was the so-called punishment SHE had planned, all along and it was now about to come to fruition! My face must have shown my thoughts, as SHE grinned widely, at my obvious distress.

“Oh, my darling Penelope. This is only the start. Remember my favourite TV programme when I was a child, I told you about, “The Perils of Penelope”? Well, I’ve moved on since then, and SHE got herself into some pretty difficult situations, I can tell you. But nothing compared to what I want to do to my slave, whoever that may eventually be. Consider this a practise. Now, put your head back!”

The leather descended over my wigged head and I felt the resistance as she pulled it ever downward, till my eyes traced the line of it, descending down and down.

As it reached my nose, I felt her other hand come down and push up, inside the leather, to locate the nasal breathing tubes, which she was to locate within each nostril. She talked merrily, as she fished around and altered and adjusted the lie of the leather hood, so it lined up, precisely, with my feminine facial features.

“Now, there are two small rubber cones here, which are connected to the outside of the leather, with narrow rubber piping. If we don’t get those up your nose, and sitting properly, your one main airway will be blocked and we’ll have to start all over again. So, stop fidgeting, and let me get them aligned.”

I felt her warm, gloved fingers, play at the inner leather lining of the double-skinned hood, and finally find the breathing apparatus she was seeking.

“Ahh! Right, first this one . . . . . and then the other. Now, let’s see if they seem to be okay.”

I felt the two rubber conical tubes insert, one up each nostril, and realised the need for these. At least, inserted as they were, fully up each passage, there was no chance to dislodge them and, provided there were no kinks in the narrow tubes, that pierced the leather and projected out, by an inch on the outer side, I should be alright.

The hood continued its descent and I felt HER force its shaped layers over my chin, being careful, all the while, to not spoil the fabulous, female make-over job SHE had achieved. As it settled into its proper position, I was surprised by several things.

First, I could see! There was an open panel in the leather of the hood, that corresponded to my eyes, and my pools of blue showed clearly to her, as she looked for some reaction.

But also, my mouth was relatively free, as well. There was another aperture in the hood, that allowed my mouth freedom to breathe, as my painted lips pressed against the reinforced edge of the leather, around them.

As for my hearing, it diminished slightly, as I realised the ear-parts, were heavily padded, to add to my other disabilities.

SHE must have sensed the relief I felt as I could see and I could part my lips, but my relief was short-lived.

“Yes, I can see your pretty, blue eyes, Penny. And stunning they look too. But I have to tell you, this is a multifunctional hood. I ordered it especially from my supplier, for you. Soon I shall cover those eyes, and your world will remain dark and silent, until I remove them again. As for your lips, well, I said you need to eat. And you do. Once we’ve done with all the necessary functions, I’ll be sealing those tightly shut, too. I had a choice of three mouth-pieces, so I purchased them all, and I’ll allow you to experience them all over these next days, but tonight’s will, clearly, have to fit your punishment. So, enjoy the moment. All too soon, we’ll be bidding you a long, long, fond farewell.”

OMG – the teasing and the gloating just added to my entire sense of helplessness. This woman was pushing all my buttons, as well as HER own and SHE knew it. SHE was relaxed and in control. I was anything but relaxed and retained no control over anything. I was completely out of my comfort zone, and completely under HER bewitching spell.

The other thing that had confused me was the hint of light from above. I soon realised there was a sizeable opening at the very crown of the hood, and, through this opening, SHE was teasing out the long, golden strands, of my wig, before sealing me into my leather deprivation chamber.

SHE pulled at the long, real hair wig, and SHE fussed and fiddled whilst I strained against the weight of leather confining my head, and the cuffs and metal confining my arms and legs.

Eventually, SHE had teased out a mountain of golden locks and was fashioning them into a long ponytail, which draped down the back of my hooded head.

Only once SHE had done this to HER complete satisfaction, did SHE attend to the lacing of the hood.

The long, leather lace began under the aperture through which my hair protruded. It then criss-crossed its way all down the considerable length of leather, from crown, right down the long neckline to finish at the base of my neck. Each “criss”, of the lacing, and each “cross”, was held there through a tiny metal d-ring, and it was through these two, vertical lines of rings, that SHE was now tightening the laces, and pulling the hitherto loose hood, really tight and close into my face.

I soon realised just how completely this double layer of leather was going to confine and distort my face and I breathed air in, gratefully, through both nose tubes, and mouth, as the cones of rubber up each nostril pushed more firmly into place. I wondered just how effective they would be, once my lips were sealed, as SHE had promised.

The hooding took a good 10 minutes. SHE clearly relished every second. I did not. And, by the time SHE had finished and tied the laces off, at the base of my neck, the leather was like a second, and third skin, as it pressed into my facial features and sculpted my petite face.

But my aggressor, MY MISTRESS, had not finished and SHE picked up the broad, firm, stiffened leather, posture collar, that lay revealed upon the bed, explaining its purpose, as SHE encircled my hooded neck, with the much firmer band of leather.

“This is to keep this pretty head of yours upright,” SHE confirmed, as I immediately sensed the pressure to lift my chin and raise my head, “It buckles in the back here with these three, lovely little, silver buckles, and the front will cup your chin, nicely and keep you looking up and forward. It’s stiffened and boned leather, underneath the soft leather coating, so it’s going to put some pressure on your neck.”

And SHE was right. It did.

Even before all three buckles were tightly connected to their paired strap, I could see what effect this collar was to have. Firstly, it held my head firm from chin cup down to almost the top bustline of the corset, and below the ends of the long hood. But it also neatened off and pinned in, the excess leather of the hood. SHE insisted on neatness, as I was to discover. Frequently. And the neck of my soft leather hood, did protect me from too much pressure, from the harsher, underlying leather of the sleek collar.

Also, as I was to discover, the collar provided additional fixing points to which ropes, or chains, or links of any description, could be fastened and these fixing points, four in all, were integral to HER long-term plans!

I now stood, still tottering upon my towering heels, still not comfortable with my tightly secured arms and my taped hands, or my chained legs. Now, to add to my misery, I had to keep my head up, my eyes up and forward, and I desperately tried to manage my breathing, knowing that, eventually, my lips and my mouth would be securely sealed.

SHE now began to unlink the short chain from between my lower thighs, and then SHE even unclipped the double clasp that held my twin-booted ankles so close together, and that had caused me so much of a problem, in taking my first steps in my designer thigh boots.

I felt a real sense of relief as I was able to spread my legs and re-adjust my balance, but this was followed by some consternation, as she clipped the chain from my thigh cuffs across the span between my newly separated ankles.

“You have to get down the stairs,” SHE explained, as SHE stooped to link the two lower cuffs, “I can help support you, but most of the work has to come from you and you’d better not fall. A trip to A+E is not on tonight’s schedule!”

And so, the most difficult, short journey of my life began, as with HER, at my side, we headed for the bedroom door and the Mt. Everest, of steep stairways, beyond.

The trip down the stairs was downright frightening, despite the help I received. I could see and I could separate my legs, but both faculties were impaired. SHE, meanwhile, held me with one strong hand whilst holding the handrail with HER other, as well as grasping the two accessories to go with my head-encasing hood. SHE had grabbed the blindfold and the mouth-sealer before we left the bedroom.

We made it after a very careful descent, taking five or more minutes, and I almost hopped and skipped to the large kitchen-diner, in relief at having conquered that particular, personal mountain.

As we entered the large, multipurpose room, my relief turned once more, to concern, as I realised how busy My Mistress had been preparing my welcome.

One dining chair was pulled, slightly away from the table, or more correctly, the table had been pulled away from the chair.

Across each arm, lay two red, leather straps, to match the cuffs I still wore. Over the back of the chair were two longer, broader straps in the same red leather. At the foot of the chair, were four more short leather straps, and beside them, coils of black rope, matching the cording I had seen on the bed upstairs.

As I was steered towards the chair, I realised how “properly” SHE intended restraining me, and I swallowed hard, as the extent of my punishment began to become clear.

It was very clear that all this had all been planned well in advance and had taken considerable thought to prepare. As with the metal and leather and rope bonds upstairs, everything had been planned to the last, meticulous detail and I knew for certain that SHE had always designed my “bedroom challenge” to fail.

In the coming months, I would learn that I was always set up to fail, and I was always to be punished. It was to become something I looked forward to.

But tonight, this was all new and I shook and trembled, more in excited anticipation than in fear, as SHE sat me in the hot-seat.

SHE threaded my arms, still tightly cuffed together, over the back of the solid dining chair, and adjusted my body to a deliberate, stiff, upright position, before addressing me for the first time since leaving the sanctity of her boudoir.

“This will have to do, for now,” SHE drawled, “In time, I intend getting a proper bondage chair, so I can display my leather-slut properly, be it you, or another she-male, or a proper female. I have huge plans, but this will have to suffice for now. It will take me a while to sort out your restraints and get you fully fitted. Do not shuffle about and keep your body upright and your face forward. Understand?”

I would have nodded, but the posture collar did not allow even a fraction of up and down, and barely any side to side movement. I felt HER force my twin-booted legs together, and wondered if any of this pressure was causing any damage to my new, precious, and already adored, thigh boots?

I needn’t have worried. Not the boots, nor the gloves, nor any part of this, and my future bondage, would be any match for the wonderfully resilient properties of a good leather. My beautiful, wondrous, thigh-high boots would last me years!

As I sat there, looking out and up towards the far kitchen cupboards, I felt HER working at my legs.

The straps were to come first, and then the rope atop those, to make my restraints complete.

SHE used three shorter straps to weld my lower legs together, tightening each to its furthest extent, so that not a hint of light showed between my welded limbs. The final leg strap was a little longer and went above the knees, holding my legs together there too, just above the already installed cuffs.

Then SHE removed, and discarded, the chain that had held my ankles together, and SHE twisted my ankle cuffs around and ensured that the rings that had been used to link them close together, were now facing out, pointing towards the two front chair legs.

One, long length of sturdy red rope, was employed, most effectively, to rope my twin column of leather, to the legs of the dining chair. One end went through one ring, around my already strapped ankles and through the other ring, then it went back and forth, from cuff-ring to chair leg, several times, until my legs were fixed, centrally between the two wooden legs.

SHE twisted the thigh cuffs around, in similar fashion and then used a second rope to pin my upper legs, down to the seat of the chair, so that they could not move.

Then SHE moved around the back and released each pair of cuffs, so that I could bring my arms forward, and SHE instructed me to lay them along the broad, padded arms of the substantial dining chair, as SHE took up the first set of three, red leather straps.

Soon each arm was pinned to each armrest and the cuffs at my wrists and at my elbows were utilized, to secure me ever more tightly with more lengths of the strong, thick cord.

I already felt like a turkey trussed for Christmas, and that was before SHE attended to my waist and bust, with two more, longer, leather straps, and metres more of the red ropes.

And, finally, SHE took two more lengths of red cording, to secure my head back to the chair, by way of the four fixing points ranged around my posture collar. This pressed my head back to the high backrest, leaving just enough play for HER to fit the first of the two hood accessories.

“There! Comfortable?” SHE kindly enquired, as SHE dangled the padded leather blindfold before me.

I indicated with my eyes that I was not the most comfortable I’d ever been, and SHE merely laughed.

The leather blindfold was designed to fit, precisely, to the hood that encased my face.

It had two press-stud fastenings that would fit it, absolutely correctly aligned, to each of the fasteners set into the hood, at each side of my eyes.

But, as with everything else I was to experience, this was not enough, for HER. The padded front, continued beyond the neat, press-stud fasteners, into two straps, which SHE took behind my head, and which buckled together, pressing into the leather at the rear.

If these straps came loose with any of my struggles, the press-studs, would ensure the padded eye-piece, stayed in place. If the press-studs failed, which was highly unlikely, then the straps surely would not.

My Mistress made it clear, that, like the plug nestled up my butt, and now playing havoc with my insides, pressed as I was to my seat, and, like the cage securing my cock, so that I could show no arousal, this blindfold was not a temporary measure, but would be in place until tomorrow.

I settled to the idea, as, within my blackened world, all my other, functioning senses became more acute and I listened, and I smelt and I tasted and I experienced all the sensations, that were being inflicted upon my feeble, immobilized, she-male body.

The sounds of pots, and plates and pans, alerted me that dinner was being served.

The havoc that the annoying penis-case, and the now pleasurable rubber plug, were playing on my sexual arousal, was more stimulating because I couldn’t see. And, the tightness of my leather and rope bonds, were deeply accentuated, in similar fashion.

I experienced the most fascinating meal I had ever eaten.

I was fed small spoonfuls, of a kind of meat stew, that had obviously been prepared beforehand.

It was clear that my portions were more like a meaty broth, than a hearty stew. I didn’t know it but SHE was deliberately rationing my food and giving me more liquid than solid, as SHE intended my butt plug to stay in place for some time and there was no option for toileting myself, in that region.

I did wonder about my lower waterworks, but that situation would become clear, when it was time for bed!

SHE spoke in short bursts, as SHE ate and drank and as SHE fed me my limited intake of watered-down food.

Once or twice, I was allowed to take a draught of the fine wine SHE had poured for herself, but mine was administered in a plastic “tippee cup”, with fluted mouth-piece to prevent spillage, like an infant might use, and that took what little pleasure there was, from what little wine I received.

And then, apparently, my meal was over, as HERs continued for a few more minutes and I heard the fourth glass of wine being poured.

And then the dreaded moment SHE had threatened, arrived.

Whilst breathing had not been an issue whilst my lips were unsealed, SHE indicated it was time to fully silence me, whilst SHE cleared up and I feared for how I might cope with the tiny breathing tubes still lodged up each nostril and of which, I was constantly aware.

“Now, this mouthpiece I’ve chosen for tonight, has got a firm rubber pear inside. It will push almost to the back of your mouth and it will certainly hold your tongue down.

Do not attempt to get your tongue around it. Allow it to fully insert and push your tongue down.

Once it’s in, you’ll discover there’s a small hole bored through the rubber pear and that has got a short length of rubber tubing threaded through. This connects you to the outside world by way of a little valve system in the metal fixings on the front of the mouthpiece. Once it’s in place, you can breathe a little, through the valve and inhale, and exhale almost as per normal. Well, with some difficulty, but it’s there as an added precaution, to aid your breathing through your nasal tubes. But it’s also so I can give you some fluid, during your confinement.

I don’t expect you to go 24 hours without some liquid intake. But I do expect you to remain hooded and gagged and blinded for these next 24 hours. So don’t block up your pipe. Don’t struggle against it, and let the inner, rubber tube press to the back of your throat. And that’s it, really.

Once I’ve got you sorted. I’ve got things to do, so I’ll leave you to contemplate the next 24 hours, and then I’ll come and collect you and get you into your bed for the night.”

I gagged, as I felt the large, rubber pear insert. I opened my mouth as wide as I thought possible, but SHE needed it wider still. Eventually, the rubber pear was forced in and I felt the inner tube of softer rubber, press at the back of my throat. As I closed my lips around the base of the pear, I realised there was some give in the medium-weight rubber gag, and I could re-assure myself by biting against it. I tested the breathing and felt my airways strain to come to terms with the limited air I was to receive, through the thick material of the hood, as well as from the nasal cones and pipes, and knew I really had to master the throat tube, and quickly, to be fully comfortable and, in any way, relaxed!

SHE, meanwhile, was pressing the fixing-studs home at either side of my lips. The arrangement on the gag panel was the same as the blindfold and the press stud fasteners ensured the mouthpiece was properly located, whilst the straps now being buckled at the back of my head ensured the second line of defence was in place.

I didn’t hear HER leave the room, but I was aware of a strange isolation, that told me I was alone.

I tried to move my head but the cords attaching my hood to the chair-back allowed virtually no movement. SHE had struggled to get those last gag straps buckled, because my head had been so immobilized.

There was no give in any part of my bondage and the room was deathly silent, as I sat there within my lonely, solitary, sense-deprived prison.

If this was to be my punishment for poor time-keeping, what would SHE do if I ever really misbehaved? I made a promise there, and then, to try my best to please HER.

Of course, as I was to discover, again and again, my best would never be quite good enough. My regular, resultant punishments would become the norm!

In the short conversations, which transpired over this, first, long weekend together, I came to understand a little more about my captor. The family fortune, the restricted life, in private church school, the living at home.

These had all contributed to HER feelings of low esteem, which SHE now countered by having to be in total control, of each and every situation.

And then HER parents had died, suddenly and tragically, and SHE’d inherited both the lavish home, which SHE’d rarely left, since HER school days. SHE’d inherited a sizeable amount of the money and the family business, after paying the death dues. And that had only added to HER over-riding sense of needing to take control.

SHE had only allowed tiny little bits of information, and small facets of her somewhat obsessive, and bizarre character, to inform me, but the many, huge gaps, I was beginning to fill in myself. I now had a good deal of time to think, and, as I sat there in my solitary confinement, I added 2 and 2, to make 5, and I became totally fascinated at the extreme lengths SHE had gone to, to test my suitability for the central role in HER strange world that SHE was soon going to offer me.

Of course, I knew not about any proposition, or how long-term this arrangement was to become. Tonight, I just lived for the moment, and I shuffled my butt, as much as I could, as the rubber plug deep within me, played against my P-spot, and my imprisoned penis longed to be free, to grow, to roam, to play and to express itself.

I have no idea how long I sat there in my silent, dark, solitary world. The mind plays funny tricks, when there is no real reference point to keep you in touch with reality. And time, in particular, means nothing.

My mind tried to concentrate on nice thoughts. I tried to visualise myself in the leather outfit I wore. I tried to picture the wonderful, pretty, girly face, SHE had given me. I took comfort from the fact that I was wearing the most remarkable pair of thigh-high boots, I could possibly imagine. But my mind wanted to concentrate on only three major issues.

	The hard plug of rubber, up my butt, that rubbed against my P-spot and sent waves of pleasurable feeling, coursing through my entire lower abdomen area. 

	The metal cage that pressed hard against my penis, which ached to be free of its confines. 

	And, most importantly, the breathing issue that was most bothering me. I struggled to cope with the tubes up my nose, but these were not as offensive, and as irritating, as the wider rubber tubing that knocked against the back of my throat. 



Breathing through this tube, was a whole different ball game and I tried desperately, to get accustomed to it, in case I needed to rely on the mouth tube, for any reason.

All else faded into insignificance, stacked against these three issues and the slow passage of time mattered not a jot.


Chapter 5

Penelope Receives an Unexpected, but Welcome, “Reward”

I had no idea that SHE had been in the kitchen for the first half-hour, monitoring me and, very quietly, filling the dishwasher and clearing the table and work surfaces. SHE would stop, regularly, from HER chores to admire HER bondage leather-sissy, sat upright and absolutely inert, on her makeshift bondage chair. SHE marvelled at the calm way I accepted my fate.

I had no idea SHE had then felt it safe to leave me and go to the bedrooms, to prepare the next two stages of HER “punishment”. I thought I had been alone all the time, and SHE was probably elsewhere, watching TV or taking a nap!

I had no cognition that SHE had returned to pour another glass of wine and had sat there in complete silence, staring at my leather-encased form, and, in particular, my leather-encased head. It fascinated HER, as much as it was fascinating me, and it was turning HER on, forcing HER to alter her plans somewhat, for the next part of the evening’s entertainment.

In all, I sat there, immobilised and, I thought, in splendid isolation for nearly two hours, before I felt her hands, caressing my static body and my captive face.

“My sweet, sweet Penelope,” I heard, as the sensation of tactile contact with another human, brought my mind back to earth, “You look amazing. I love your leather corset, your frock, your pretty, short, leather skirt, those boots. And most of all, I love your face outlined under this leather hood. I think we must hood you often, my sweet. It suits you so well.”

I struggled to thank HER for her attentions and for introducing me to HER bizarre world. My plea of gratitude emitted as a low groan from behind my monster pear-shaped gag and the leather panel, firmly covering and sealing, my gloss-red lips.

“Do you need a drink, my darling girl?” SHE asked.

I gurgled through my mouth-seal, a second time.

SHE took that to mean “Yes, please.” And I felt her hands adjust the valve and connect something to it.

“Now, when I pump here,” SHE purred, pulling at the connected tube to indicate that I would feel the pressure on the mouthpiece, “You’ll feel some flavoured water drip down the inner tube. You must swallow, not breathe! Swallow and it’ll go down the right way. It’ll taste a little funny but it’s basically, just flavoured water. Have a little and I’m going to change your bondage for you. I’m going to take you upstairs. So have a little drink and get your strength back, and then we’ll move you.”

I received the droplets of water, gratefully and at the same time, I wondered what HER next plan for me, was to be. Of course, I had no idea that SHE had added an extra-curricular, activity, quite unplanned, to the night’s agenda, simply because SHE found the sight of me held so helplessly, and dressed so damned provocatively, more than SHE could bear.

I drank in tiny volumes of the flavoured liquid, for about 4 minutes and then felt her disconnect the “feeding bottle” from the clever, valved mouth-tube, and set me back to breathing mode.

I tried to tell how quickly SHE was progressing, as I felt her hands play at the knots and straps that held me.

It seemed like another half-hour before all HER careful rope-work, was untied and her straps released, and I felt blood surge back into my arms and legs, as I sat there, relatively “free”.

Of course, this didn’t last long, I felt the link join my hands together, but this time in the front of me. I heard the metal chain as it was re-connected to my lower leg cuffs, and linked my ankles back together, with a few inches of play, left between them.

The blindfold and the hated gag remained, however. SHE had promised me I would wear these for 24 hours, as I would the gloves, the boots, the frock and its sexy, short, skirt, and the corset. I had no reason to think SHE had changed her mind.

I felt HER haul at my cuffed wrists and I slowly rose from the chair, which had proved a most effective prison for the past three hours, or so. It was late but I didn’t know this. Nor did I know the night was about to get more interesting, as we headed for the hallway and the mountainous stairway, we had to ascend.

At the top of the stairs, we both halted to draw breath. HERs was easier to draw, than mine!

Going up the stairs was harder than descending and I needed to take a few deep breaths through my nasal breathing tubes.

Then we headed towards HER bedroom. I knew that from the way we turned after I let go of the top banister and we proceeded on my laboured walk.

My hopes were raised. Perhaps SHE’d had a change of heart? Perhaps SHE was going to allow me to share her bed after all?

Of course, I couldn’t see what had been prepared, but bed was not on HER mind, or on the agenda. Not yet!

An arrangement of ropes had been tied to the bed-head and stretched back down the length of the four-poster.

A rope was attached to the bottom of the left-hand bed post at the foot of the bed, and a matching rope was tied to the right-hand base.

Over the end of the bed had been laid a pair of large, bulky pillows, and over these, a thick, fluffy towel, had been laid.

I saw none of this, but I was soon to learn the purpose of the arrangement.

SHE took me to the very bottom end of the bed, facing down the length of the structure. Then SHE took up the first of the two ropes tied to the base of the bed, at the foot of the left-hand post. SHE linked this through the ring, on the leather cuff that held my ankles joined.

Then SHE took the end of the rope back to the post and wrapped it around once, before pulling tight on it. Of course, the effect was to pull my booted leg out towards that post and, by necessity, the other leg shifted, as the chain joining my two legs forced me to keep them within the limits of the link-chain.

When SHE felt she’d pulled my left leg out enough, SHE brought the end of the rope back to the cuff that still was strapped around my upper leg and fed the rope through the ring there, also.

SHE went back to the footpost of the bed, took a turn of rope around that, and then heaved again, until the rope was taut, between my ankle and the post and also between my thigh, and the same post. This left me standing, awkwardly cock-eyed, as my right leg was held, unnaturally, close to the bound left one.

Only when SHE was satisfied that this limb was securely tied off, did SHE unlink the chain connecting my two ankles. Swiftly now, before I fully realised that I had regained extra movement in my right leg, SHE repeated the operation with the rope attached to the right-hand post, taking it through my right ankle-cuff ring, pulling tight, then passing it back to my thigh cuff and back to the same post.

Effectively, I was now stretched out between the two posts, within a web of rope holding my legs, splayed and my feet rooted, around two-foot apart.

My hands were still linked in front of me and I felt HER fiddling with the cuffs there next. I didn’t realise it, until it was too late, but SHE was threading two ropes, through the rings in my wrist cuffs that fed back to the two poles at the head of the bed.

As SHE took the strain on this rope and hauled at the two ends, which SHE’d taken back to the posts, it forced my taped hands forward, then my aching arms, and then, eventually it forced my whole upper body to lean, and crouch forward, my hips and waist pressed to the protective cushioning and towelling, SHE had put there to save my body grating against the metal bed-end.

I “Harrumphed!” into my rubber gagging, as I was forced to bend at the waist and lurch forward, bringing my butt up at the back, as my legs stayed exactly where SHE had bound them.

I realised I must have made quite a sight, with my pretty, leather and net skirts raised up, my wondrous booted legs stretched out and held firm, and my leather-gloved arms extended out and down, forcing my head, and upper body, forward.

I assumed this was as bad as it was going to get, but I was wrong.

I felt more fiddling and fussing around my leather posture collar, and then I felt two more strains on my confused body, as two further ropes pulled my hooded head down and forward, to raise my buttocks even higher, behind me.

SHE tied these two collar ropes, back to the headpost of the bed, and then silently congratulated HERself at how easily SHE had got me into the position SHE desired. I was HERs. And I was at HER mercy, completely exposed and entirely vulnerable.

I squealed into my gag, as I felt HER gloved hands, fiddle around my caged penis and was surprised when I heard the three, joined pieces of metal, drop away, and felt my freed member push hard against the soft  towelling and bed-pillow cushioning that had been put there for my scant protection.

I “Harrumphed!” again as I felt fingers pulling at the end of the long plug, that had been a part of me, for nearly four hours. I didn’t know what was happening but wanted to squeal as it was slowly extracted . . . and then, I heard HER laugh as it finally popped out, with a loud, explosive sound, somewhere approaching a noise, half-way between a loud fart, and that of a cork popping from a champagne bottle.

And then SHE disappeared from behind me. I sensed HER move away and all went quiet.

“What the hell was SHE doing?” I wondered.

As I pondered the question, I suddenly felt HER gloved hands at my body again. I felt HER stroke down the length of leather boot, and then continue the journey back upwards.

I felt the classy, leather, skirt, I now half-wore, push against my bare thighs as SHE smoothed it down with HER hand where it had ridden up and out, at the instant my body lurched forward. SHE patted at the skirt, for a little while, not really affecting its position. And then SHE turned HER attentions back to my sissy legwear and stroked at the top of my exquisite boots.

SHE was clearly working HERself up, excited at the way SHE had me so easily, but so fully bound and under HER control.

And then I felt the same sensation I had felt earlier, this day, when the pressure against my anal rim told me I was about to be invaded, for only the second time in my life.

I obviously assumed that the plug SHE had removed, was about to be inserted again. But there was something different about the impending attack, that I needed to re-assess.

I felt HER close to me, so close that I felt the leather of HER dress, the white one, with the erotic, full-frontal zip, flap against the miniscule areas of my skin, that had been exposed, by my unfortunate and vulnerable, position.

And I felt HER gloved hand, taking a firm grip of my left hip. But then I felt the right gloved hand grip to my right-hand side, but still the pressure upon my rear, persisted. How was that possible?

And then HER voice, confirmed what I was beginning to suspect.

“So, now you’ve tasted a plug up you, Penny. Did you like it?” SHE rasped, HER voice sounding strangely hoarse, as though SHE was agitated. “But I bet you’ve never been truly f**ked, have you, Penelope? Have you?”

Of course, it was impossible for me to answer. And SHE knew the answer, in any case. I was reminded that it was just one line of enquiry, we had followed for a very short time, during that first Q and A session, in the bar and restaurant, the previous week.

SHE hadn’t used the f-word, a word I don’t much like, but SHE had circled around the subject of my sexual experience, which I had to admit was limited. And I distinctly remember, now of all times, that SHE had asked about my ever being “penetrated”. And then, SHE’d laughed and changed the subject, when my reddening face told HER all SHE needed to know.

Until this night, I’d never been “penetrated”. Not ever. Nor had I desired to be. But this was different.

But now, hearing HER use the f-word, didn’t repulse me. It excited me. It aroused me. It stimulated all my heightened senses, that were left to be stimulated, bearing in mind, I was bound, hooded, gagged, muted and blind.

“Well, tonight, Penelope is going to get well and truly f**ked. A first for Miss Penny, I think,” I heard HER almost scream, despite the hood, as the pressure upon my butt increased and I felt both hands now, for certain, gripped tighter to my mini-skirted frame.

The fact that I had already been invaded and was still wet from that encounter, certainly helped. The liberal helpings of lubricating gloop that had been applied to the pre-readied, strap-on dildo, also helped. But it was still a painful, and yet pleasurable sensation, as I felt HER body press to mine, HER booted legs press to my fabulously booted legs, and the point of the slender, “just beyond novice” dildo, press closer and closer, to my tradesman’s entrance.

I squealed into my mouth-filling, as the first obstacle was overcome and the outer muscle, there as my first line of defence, was passed. The invasion had begun and SHE was deploying HER secret weapon, carefully, despite the urgency in HER voice. I almost smiled, as my teeth bit into the soft filling between my lips. The sensation, now, was far from unpleasant and I “Harrummpppphhhhhed!!!!” long and hard, into the gagging, rubber pear, as the shaft of black rubber, slowly eased its long way into my passage, passing a few sites, of special interest, as it proceeded.

Within a couple of minutes, I had taken the full 5 or 6 inches SHE had to give me, and I could feel HER groin pressing now, so close into my buttocks, as we were fully connected.

If the passage inward, had been taken ever so slowly and carefully, the next minute or so, were a prelude to what was to come. I felt HER begin to rhythmically, rock back and forth, ever so slightly at first, on HER boot heels. HER hands still gripped my hips, or thereabouts, and SHE used these to propel HERself backward and then shift HER weight and push towards me, as HER hands pulled HER in. Slowly, slowly, SHE proceeded.

With each movement, back or forth, I groaned, as the friction against my inner passage, and especially against the sensitive area towards my exposed and freed penis, transmitted a little electric shock, through my body, which set me alive.

The fire within grew. And, as it did, I knew my cock was responding in like, by engorging rapidly. I could feel it press hard, to the towelling and pillow barrier, SHE had constructed, for just its benefit.

A funny thought went through my head, even though my senses were blurred. Here I am, getting totally “f**ked”, to use HER expression, by a rubber dildo, and a perfectly good, penile erection, is going to waste, in front!

Of course, it wasn’t going to waste.

As the speed and pressure increased at my back, the response was increasing not just in front, but all around me. I was certainly disabled by the all-enveloping hood, but now, I seemed more aware of myself than at any previous time, in this long night of new experiences. Perhaps, more aware than at any time, ever!

I felt the sensation course through my body. I smelt the powerful odour of the leather enveloping my eyes and mouth and nose. I tasted the rubber in between my lips and pressing to my tongue. I heard the ever louder moaning from somewhere behind me, as my assailant, like the assailed, got more and more turned on by the raging battle. And I felt my penis press hard into the cushioning around it, which gave it some comfort, as well as a safe launching and landing site, for what was surely to come. And soon!

I don’t know how long we remained so intimately conjoined. Time stood still, as my body reacted to the powerful sensations SHE was introducing it to.

By now, SHE had got fully into rhythm and was rocking back and forth at a furious gallop. I almost felt like a steed being ridden by a rampant army general, his sabre rattling above his head, as he went into full charge. The sounds SHE, and I were now making, certainly sounded like a battle-cry.

And so, SHE rode me, on and on, cannons to the left of me and cannons to the right. And, as I felt I was about to burst, with the excitement of it all, when it happened . . . . my very own cannon exploded, in a sensational show of fire-power.

I could barely tell, what was truly happening around me, but I would bet a million pennies to one, that we climaxed, absolutely together. So, we were together in body, together in spirit, and for the first time, truly together in mind.

The feeling of being possessed and mastered and controlled and wanted, all rolled into one. And I knew that I had to be with this woman, in this precise situation, again. And again. And again.

SHE didn’t cease immediately. Although SHE knew I had used all my ammunition, and I knew SHE was also fully satisfied, SHE went into reverse mode and HER pulsing and rocking, back and forth, gradually slowed, as though she was taking HERself down a gear at a time, until SHE had the motor parked.

And then SHE slumped forward, still within me, and HER hands relaxed their solid grip on my leathered flesh and then, bizarrely, SHE patted my bare rump, as if to say, “That’ll do, Penelope, my trusty, steed, that will do!”

We remained connected for a minute longer.

I was now certain I wanted to remain connected forever.

And then SHE, slowly, and carefully, reversed from me, causing a few last, lingering, ripples of pleasure, to stir my tethered body as SHE exited.

Since that night, we have done the same or similar, many times. Each time I am bound. Each time, slightly different to the last.

But I don’t think we will ever surpass the feelings we shared on that first mad, joyful, memorable ride. Together.

It will live with me forever, like the first time I went to a theme park in Orlando, as an experience to cherish, and to recall. Frequently.

And it cemented in my mind, that I never, ever, wanted to leave this House of Pain and Pleasure.


Chapter 6

The Iron Maiden

“Ignorance is Bliss” and “What you don’t know, won’t bother you”. These are two sayings I grew up hearing, repeated time and again. My mum was great at using little sayings and proverbs, and quotes, to explain the actions of others, and to try and help the younger me, understand worldly events.

Tonight, I was to remember those particular words to be of special significance.

Perhaps it was as well, that my eyes were covered and that I was almost a novice to these games of extreme bondage and ultimate control. If I had known, for one moment, the plans SHE had, to restrain me this night, or if I had seen the weapons in HER armoury, that SHE was to employ, I may have worried myself into a fervour of despair. As it was, I was blissfully unaware of what fate awaited me, in the other, smaller, guest bedroom.

Soon, I shall do my best to describe the preparations SHE had made for my prolonged confinement, and I shall describe the various materials, and apparatus SHE had selected, prepared and arranged, for the purpose.

I have since discovered there are countless ways in which one human may restrain and control another. Indeed, over these last weeks, I have had the pleasure of experiencing many such methods. I hope to add to my experiences for many years to come.

But, as of this particular night, I am new to all this. I am a complete novice and could not begin to imagine the diabolical ways in which this Master, or rather, Mistress of the Dark Art of Bondage, was planning to keep me under HER complete, and infinite control.

Already, in just a few hours, under HER spell, I had experienced so many novel situations, and concepts that were completely foreign to me.

To my utter disbelief, I was finding this whole new world, both challenging but incredibly stimulating, at every level.

I would have laughed if anyone had told me, even a week ago, I would enjoy wearing girly clothes.

But here I was, dressed in a woman’s corset, and the tightest, of tight, leather corsets imaginable . . . . and I was loving it.

I was wearing a ruffled, short, leather skirt, that barely covered my credentials, and I loved it.

Long, lush, leather gloves ran from my encased fingertips, to my bare shoulders, and I loved them.

And the most amazing pair of erotic boots, I had ever clapped my eyes upon, now adorned and encapsulated my feet and my legs, and I absolutely adored them.

There wasn’t a single moment when my mind was not aware that my body was embraced by these delicious items of female clothing, and the thought of the way I looked, even though I couldn’t see myself, thrilled me.

There wasn’t a minute when I couldn’t feel the amazing boots, grip my flesh, and tease at my crotch and play at my penis, that didn’t arouse me.

.

And the icing on the cake, was the soft, all-encompassing hood, that I wore over my female face, and that gripped my girly features tight, like a second skin.

I was completely encased in leather. The feel of it aroused me. The smell of it intoxicated me. Especially the new leather of the hood and the boots, both of which completely blew me away.

And, added to the clothes, were the feelings of utter dependency that this astoundingly strange woman, was visiting upon my feminized form.

There is something curiously re-assuring, and enlivening, about having your independence taken away from you. The fact that you rely utterly on another, to provide you with food, to allow you stimulation, and even to control your bodily functions, make you assign feelings to that person you may not have realised were possible.

I don’t know what the syndrome is called, (the Stockholm Syndrome, I think), where a kidnap victim falls for their kidnapper, and sympathises from the kidnapper’s perspective. But it has been shown to happen and a very similar state was now beginning to overtake me.

After that last experience, with HER and HER strap-on friend, I believe I would let this bizarre mind of HERs, control me in any way SHE desired, and I eagerly awaited the next, new, sexciting experience.

There’s another saying, “Be careful what you wish for!” that my mum, also, taught me. It would never be truer than now, where I wished to know where this relationship was next headed.

But let me go back to the after-math of that encounter with my strap-on, lover.

There followed a reasonable period of reprieve, once we had both climaxed so outrageously.

I was left bound in my awkward stooped position, but SHE did her best to clear up our joint mess and to re-assure me that I would be released soon.

After 10 minutes, or so, SHE did untie the ropes that bound my head and my arms to the bed-head. And SHE released the bonds that gripped my ankles and thighs, and that had splayed my limbs and opened me up to permit HER rear-end intrusion.

I was free! No ropes binding me. No cage imprisoning my cock. And SHE even removed the hated gag, that I had really not come fully to terms with.

SHE also unravelled the plastic bondage tape covering my scrunched up fists, and SHE took off the pleasing leather skirt, that just about covered my rump and my forward facing, male bits! I was upset to feel that go. I was already attached to each article of my female attire.

And then SHE led me, still hooded, still blinded, to the vast en-suite and administered to my needs, in there.

I was to find that my own smaller bedroom had a functional bathroom, attached. But this room was capacious and luxurious, and it was roomy enough for us both to share. There was even a “his” and “hers” wash-basin, although, it would be more accurate, given my clothing, to describe the paired bowls as “hers and hers”.

My first port of call was the toilet. I was forced to sit and told, in no uncertain terms, that sitting was the only option, whilst in HER home. “Girls sit on the toilet,” I was told. “You will, at all times conduct yourself, behave like, look like, and be a girl, in my home. If I ever find you toileting from a standing position, I shall punish you severely,” SHE had warned.

So I sat and I did my best to wee, more like a girl may do, my thigh-high boots, pushing into my delicate crotch area.

I had no desire to excrete any solids. I had eaten little and that was mostly liquid. What I didn’t know, was that the vixen had introduced a crushed-up, anti-diarrhoea capsule, to my drinking supply, earlier in the evening. HER plans for my forthcoming containment, did not allow for the passage of any solids and I would find myself bound up, in more ways than one, for the next 48 to 72 hours.

So, I pee-ed, and SHE, obligingly, wiped me dry and ensured the wondrous boots were not affected by any stray dribble.

Then I was washed thoroughly, around my cock and environs.

I am fastidious about cleanliness and often shower at least twice a day. It seemed SHE was just as fussy and SHE wanted to be sure that the bits of me that could be reached, were spotlessly cleaned.

Of course, without removing my hood and boots and all my leather paraphernalia, I could not have a proper wash, but that would come once my prolonged spell of isolated confinement, was over.

SHE told me SHE was giving me two doses of mouth-rinse to compensate for not brushing my teeth and that was the reason SHE had removed the dreaded rubber and metal plug, from my mouth. I enjoyed the sensation of swilling my mouth, thoroughly, and I felt much better once I was cleansed and refreshed.

And then we were done.

“Do you need any water?” SHE enquired. But I felt fine and told HER so.

“Any last requests, before I gag you again?” SHE added.

“Please don’t hurt me!” I pleaded. The words sounded pathetic coming from a grown man to a woman, but this woman was unlike any I had ever met.

SHE laughed. “I’m not going to hurt you, unless you make me,” she retorted, “This is not about hurting you. This is about controlling you. It’s about possessing you and controlling you. I want a little sissy pet to call my own. I want a female toy to play with. I want a pretty, sissy girly puppet, to control and manipulate. And, my darling Penelope, tonight you are she. You are my lucky, girly play-thing.”

I thought about those words and, of course, it became instantly clear.

I was HER puppet. I was HER toy.

SHE had made no bones of the fact SHE preferred women to men. SHE loved the look of a woman. SHE adored women’s clothes. SHE liked nothing better than to imagine HERself controlling a life-sized, female doll.

Apparently, I would later discover, SHE had led a privileged but strict young life, mainly separated from other youngsters, because the wealth HER family owned didn’t sit well with most other, less well-off families.

And, being an only child, SHE had played with HER dolls. And SHE’d found ways of controlling HER female dolls, from a very early age that had entranced HER.

SHE would bind them with string and ribbon. SHE would tape them together, with Sellotape, back to back and suspend them, or SHE would rope them to a doll’s chair, or to a piece of wood, or whatever was at hand, and restrain them with satin ribbons, tied in neat bows.

And then SHE’d gone to a strict catholic boarding school, for a year or so, and witnessed the cruelty that some of the nuns inflicted on their young female charges.

And then SHE’d discovered the re-runs of Emma Peel in The Avengers, and Penelope in the Perils of Penelope Pit-stop. And HER mindset had formed, over several years of seeking out images of females, bound and helpless, and, preferably, dressed in leather like HER Avenger girl. Or in boots, like Penelope.

Even before HER parents had passed away, SHE’d acquired a small, secret collection, of some prized books by Stanton, by Bishop and, latterly, by Gord. And, with each new book, each new illustration, each new picture, came the confirmation, that this was what SHE desired.

And then along came the INTERNET, and suddenly, anyone who cared to look, had access to untold wealth, in the form of images and pictures of girls tied, encased, mummified, bound and utterly helpless, and dressed, in any manner of erotic costume.

And so, we were at the point where we are today. SHE wanted to control HER very own female but had tried to encourage several young ladies to enjoy HER extreme games. All had failed the very high standards SHE set HERself, and they had all disappeared, never to be seen again, after several, very brief encounters.

And then SHE had hit upon the idea of feminizing a man and making him look and dress like a girl. SHE would joke that it was a revelation to discover you could do much more with a butt hole and a penis, than you could do with a vagina. It was like having the best of both worlds, and SHE boasted that SHE could insert anything SHE liked up one, whilst using the other, in any way SHE felt appropriate.

And so, SHE had tried HER inestimable skills on a couple of fellas. Each one had run a proverbial mile, at the very mention of them wearing a dress!

And then, along came me! Boring, young Russ. Lost his way in life. And here he was. Like a lamb to the slaughter.

And, so far, I was getting a pretty high rating, compared to any of my fore-runners, in the points game.

I’d no idea I had the perfect body, the perfect height and dimensions, to suit HER plans. I was unaware that my blue eyes, and my petite features, and my delicate hands, would light a fire inside this crazy, mixed-up, piece of kinky womanhood, that would threaten to engulf us both.

But SHE had seen the potential from that first meeting. And now, I was utterly smitten, and ready to accept any abuse, SHE wished to inflict. And so I was keen to obey when SHE spoke, again.

“Good. Then open wide!” SHE insisted, as we returned to the main bedroom and I felt the hated rubber pear, push to my lips.

Soon, the pear was fully taken in and the press-stud fasteners, on either side, held it to my lips, sealing my mouth once more. The inner tube, of rubber, piercing the rubber pear, pressed to the back of my throat, again, and the sheer mass of rubber insertion bulged my cheeks, so they pressed hard against the rest of my hooding.

I took a moment or more, to come to terms with its re-introduction, as SHE fussed at the back and buckled the straps which ensured it remained, firmly, in place.

Then I felt HER seeing to my hands. I had taken the opportunity to flex my aching fingers, which had been held in a tight ball, for several hours. And I was glad I had, because SHE was feeding my gloved hands, into two leather bondage mitts, which would force them once again, into a clenched ball. This was more relaxed than the tight tape I had endured, and I discovered I had some little movement, within the confines of my two leather mitts, so I would be able to gently flex them even when bound to my bed. Which was where I was destined.

Before we left the relative comfort of HER room, SHE re-caged my penis.

This casing felt different to my previous metal, or silicon cases, and I would learn that it was designed to allow me to pass urine, during the many hours, I was destined to be restrained.

For now, though, it felt like a bulky, hard casing of inflexible plastic, dangling at my crotch and banging at my luscious boots, Soon, it would be held aloft and connected to a tube to allow my urine to pass down to a concealed bag, under my bondage bed.

And then SHE insisted I bend over . . . . and I was pretty certain I knew what was to come.

I did as SHE commanded, it was useless to object. In any case, it is amazing how simply depriving a person of their sight, makes them so compliant. I depended on HER to lead, wherever I followed. I was not about to step out into the outside jungle of a world, with my sight taken from me. So, I did as I was told. I bent over.

The lubricant felt cold against my warmed and cleansed skin, as SHE pressed a large glob of it to my butt-hole and massaged it around the rim and within the aperture, using HER bared fore-finger. SHE still wore the lovely, white, leather, fingerless gloves that had adorned HER arms all evening.

I winced as SHE went beyond the initial barrier of defensive muscle, and inserted HER finger by an inch, or more, into my hole.

And then SHE must have applied more of the gloop, to the end of the dildo, as it felt cold too, as it pressed to the nub of my butt.

It went in much more easily than the first time, and I felt much more relaxed about accepting it, which helped enormously.

To my mind it was the same, refreshed and cleaned plug, I had worn previously. It felt the same width. It felt the same length, as SHE pressed it firmly home, and ensured it was gripped tight. It played at my ultra-sensitive, male P-spot, in just the same way, and I was determined to welcome it warmly, and to embrace its attentions.

But this, unbeknown to me, was a different plug and had one small modification, which we shall come to later. Much later.

And then, I was pleased as I heard HER instruct me to raise my thigh-booted legs, one at a time, and I felt the pretty skirt I had grown accustomed to, rise up my sheathed legs and re-attach itself around my constricted waist. I was fully clothed in my sissy attire, once more.

I was happy.

And I was good to go!

SHE took my arm and gently lead me to HER bedroom door, down the narrow upper hallway, and to the room which was now allocated as the “special” guest bedroom.

As we entered, I would have turned and run, if it had been possible. It was not . . . and “Ignorance is Bliss”, as my mother used to say.

During my seclusion at the dining table, SHE had been busy. Not only had SHE prepared the ropes and padding and that amazing strap-on, for our previous jaunt, but SHE had also prepared all the equipment SHE needed to exert HER ultimate control over my feminized body, in the guest bedroom.

The bed was now virtually emptied of all the rope and metal-work that had decorated it, previously, and the top duvet had been removed. It was littered with just a few items, which would soon attach to my feminized body.

Beside it and at the foot of it, were the diabolical means by which I was to be constrained for the next, several hours. SHE had warned me, a number of times, that I was in for a long, long night and a long journey into the morrow.

Of course, I could see nothing of what awaited me.

I would later see the bars and bands of metalwork and so I can describe them to you. Of course, hindsight is a wonderful thing and I now have experienced this particular bit of engineering wonder, several times. But this night was to be my first experience and the one I shall remember, for ever, and recount to you now.

Ranged on the floor were several lengths of sturdy metal poles, or bars, of varying lengths. All were flattened metal. Some were straight. Some were slightly contoured. A couple were even formed into a semi-circular shape, like a large horse-shoe. The metal poles, for want of a better word, were in differing lengths, some long, many shorter and one was short and plain, and stumpy.

Aside these, there were a heap of more flexible bands of flattened, shiny metal. Again, they were different sizes and were obviously made of a malleable, lighter metal, and could be easily flexed to any shape required.

Although, each of the fittings was slightly different in length, or shape, or flexibility, they had some common characteristics and these I shall describe.

Each bar, each pole, each band, was drilled with a uniformly-sized set of

holes, right through the metalwork, at regular intervals along their length.

Each was smoothed and rounded along the edges and at the ends, so that there were no sharp edges to damage either clothing, or poor, barely protected, human flesh!

Each had sets of protrusions, set between the drilled holes, that I shall call bolts, or nubs, of metal, that projected out and would fit, concisely, through any of the drilled holes they were matched to.

And set on the bedside table was a plastic pot, containing around 50 or so, more, flat-headed bolts, of the exact same size, as those projecting from the metal bars and bands. And, alongside these additional bolts, a host of retaining clips that would slip through the end of each flat-headed bolt, or through the end of each bolt, or metal projection, on any of the bars and bands, and keep the projection from leaving the hole it had filled.

I can only describe what I have seen, since that night, as being a little like a giant, adult-sized, metal, construction kit.

I played with a re-imagined Meccano when I was at school. This was like a life-sized Meccano kit, for adults, and from these bars, and poles and bands, could be made any structure that was desired.

I was to discover how versatile they were, as a form of restraint.

Apparently, I was also to discover, the family business, which SHE now ran three days a week, was a light engineering business. And SHE had encouraged HER workers to make up these bars and poles, with some story that they were samples, for potential buyers to see and to test.

Each one was skilfully engineered, to within a fraction of millimetres of tolerance, and each could connect to another, in virtually any pattern SHE chose.

Tonight, they were to form an external skeleton, which would surround me, and secure to my body, by way of the additional straps and cuffs, that had been engineered separately, so that their secret use together, would never be revealed to the workers who had, unknowingly, constructed them, so meticulously.

SHE had selected and prepared the pieces SHE needed to completely encase my body, like a modern-day, iron maiden, cage. Once within its walls, I would be held inert and completely helpless. And then the metal skeleton surrounding me would be lashed to the bed-frame, at numerous points, and the whole “kit and caboodle” would imprison me, completely, and until well into the next day.

Of course, as I said, I could not see any of the items. I had no idea of HER diabolical plans. I was blissfully ignorant of the extreme extent to which I was to be immobilised, and incarcerated.

As SHE prepared my body to receive its metal casing, I happily allowed myself to be prepped, like a turkey looking forward to Christmas, as it is plumped up.

Upon the bed, which was soon to be my prison, were arranged 8 lengths of silver. They looked, for all the world, like 8 lengths of two-inch wide, shiny, silver metal. They were, in fact, made of silver leather and completely flexible. They were designed to fit around 8 different parts, of my feminized body.

Although none of this had been made with me in mind, I was the first to have come this far along the road to permanent bondage, that I was treading, and the whole equipment had been made to fit any body within certain parameters.

I was 5-foot 6-inches tall. I was basically a female size 12. The equipment would fit me perfectly. My size was one of the reasons I had been chosen for HER experimentation.

I fitted HER clothes. I fitted HER plans. I would fit, perfectly, within HER superbly engineered apparatus, as well as HER ambitious bondage scenarios.

So, tonight was the first outing for the elaborate equipment SHE had longed to try out.

I was made to stand as close to the bed, as was possible. I felt my booted legs pressed back to the edge of the deep mattress, which my girly, sissy body, would soon decorate.

SHE explained, in few words, the first part of the complex process as SHE fitted each silver leather, restraint band, to each of the eight parts of my sissy form.

Each leather band was, like the laid-out, metalwork, graced with several protrusions of nubs, or bolts, of silver metal, that projected from their protective leather base. Like the bolts and the projections I’ve described, each of these would also fit through any of the holes, in any pieces of the metal skeleton and they were the means by which my body would be held, within the constructed frame.

I felt a cuff go around each wrist and buckle closed. It was a snug fit and I was not concerned. I felt a slightly larger, but no less comfortable, cuff, fit to my upper arm. The leather gloves, stretched up my arms, stopped any possible chafing.

Similarly, my ultra-high boots, protected my encased flesh from the bands secured around my ankles and thighs. One stout band held my two feet together, another, installed above my leather-covered knees, held my upper legs, into one straight column. Now I deliberately pressed back to the mattress to support myself, as my balance was disabled.

There were two final silvery straps left and one acted as a belt, encircling the waistband of the lovely leather skirt, I was so glad to be wearing. The final band encircled my neck. The leather, of my hood, stopped the firmer silver, leather choker, from chafing my slender neck.

Now, apparently, I was ready! Each band had bolts, projecting from different points along their exterior. Two bolts, at each side of each arm cuff, two at either side of each leg strap. Several were ranged around my neck collar and even more around the two outer sides of my silver belt.

SHE eased me back, and I was happy to lie down. I adjusted my breathing, as SHE centred me on the bed, checking to see my airline, to nostrils and to throat, were still operating properly.

I felt strangely relaxed, as SHE surveyed my body, now lying in a perfectly straight line, down the centre of the narrow bed.

My legs, strapped together at ankles, and at thighs, almost reached the bottom of the bed, with just a few inches to spare.

My hooded, head, almost touched the headboard, with just inches to spare. I kept my hands, in their bondage mitts, to each side, which was where they were to be secured, in any case.

And then the construction work, around me, and over me, began in earnest.

SHE had planned this carefully, SHE knew my measurements, by now, and SHE was meticulous in HER preparations.

SHE placed a short, metal bar at my feet and one long, shaped, or contoured, bar, up each side of my tethered legs. SHE took four slightly shorter, and slightly curved, bars, and placed one inside of each of my straightened arms, and the other on the outside, of either arm, telling me to keep my body still, as I fidgeted.

I was glad I took that last opportunity to fiddle, as I would soon be entirely immobilized, and every last vestige of bodily movement, would be taken from me.

Then SHE arranged the neck and shoulder yoke, and the head pieces, up near the top of the bed, so they would be at hand, when SHE needed them.

Now, the bolting together, could begin, and I was soon to learn of the diabolically clever way SHE was intending to constrict and constrain me.

SHE pressed the smallest bar up, under the heels of my two boots and quickly slipped one bolt, at each side, into a fixing hole in my two leg-irons.

SHE inserted a retaining clip to each bolt, forming a three-sided, almost rectangular container, of metal, that now gripped my heels, and passed, pressed close to my booted legs, up either side of my lower body.

Utilizing the bolts protruding from either side of my leg strap, at the ankles, SHE pushed a line of three of these through three corresponding holes in the stout bar and clipped them off on my left side, and then repeated the process with my right leg.

Now I could feel the short, stumpy bar, under my heels, pressing up to the soles of my boots, under my high boot heels, and I could feel the side, leg bars pressing into each leather-encased leg.

By the time SHE had connected the upper thigh strap, to each bar, by way of its integral bolts, and then the belt around my waist was connected to the very top of each bar, at either side, with another three bolts each, I began to understand where, precisely, this was all going.

I twitched my booted legs. There was, already, barely any movement left to them. They were constrained, in a perfect, straight line, within a long, metal rectangle of metal bars, pressing up, and into, each leg.

SHE attended to my arms next and SHE fitted the inner bar at my left arm, both to the waist band, by way of more projecting nubs of metal and retaining clips and, also, to both my wrist and upper arm, by way of the corresponding bolts, furnished on those cuffs.

Within minutes, my left arm was held to my side, and straightened by the metal bar there, and it was fixed to my waist by my silver belt.

My mitten-cased hand, pressed to the bar, securing my left leg. My left side was already immobilized and SHE left the outer bar, until SHE had secured the inside of my right arm, in the exact same fashion.

Now, the two, outer, arm bars were fitted to their bolts, at the wrist cuff, and at the cuff, set above each elbow, and these, slightly longer and, once again, contoured bars, projected up to my shoulders, where they would soon meet the shoulder and neck yoke, SHE had set aside for just that purpose.

As SHE worked feverishly to enclose my body within its frame of metal, I began to panic as I remembered the length of time I had been threatened with remaining so inert.

Each arm was now held straight, and down, and close to my body and I can only imagine I must have looked like some kind of robotic, metal and leather doll, as I lay there, and my metal and leather bindings, increased and increased.

The neck yoke was contoured, in the centre, to curve and fit around my neck, where it pressed to the silver, leather choker I wore.

Each little bolt of metal protruding from my collar, matched to a hole in the metal yoke, and, very quickly, the yoke was secured to my neck and then extended out, at each side, where the ends would meet the outer arm bars, which extended up to my gloved shoulders.

My ultimate imprisonment, was almost complete, to this first stage, and all motion had ceased from the neck down, once the bolts on the neck yoke, met the holes on the arm bars and were closed off.

The last two pieces, of strong, inflexible metalwork, were to attach around my hooded skull. Each was shaped like a large U, one slightly larger than the other. The first attached to the neck yoke by the same bolt and clip mechanism, and each arm, of the U, extended up either side of my hooded head.

Then the second metal U, was inverted and came down from the crown of my hood, to overlap the fixed U reaching upwards.

As these, like all the other bits of this clever device, clipped together, my outer body-frame was complete.

My leather-sissy body, was completely encircled by the strong, unbending metal, that kept it rigid, and in a perfect, tight, straight line, perfectly aligned, down the centre of the bed.

But the casing was only half finished.

Now, SHE took up each of the numerous flexible bands of softer, lightweight metal, and began to arrange them, in size order, up the body SHE had so utterly vanquished.

The first band clipped across from one leg bar, to the other, at the ankle, pressing down into the soft, leathery boot, that I was so grateful to be wearing.

It held firm, like the bar of a prison, across my twin ankles, ensuring that I could not raise either even if I had tried to resist.

SHE placed another band of flexible metal across my booted calves and clipped each end down, to each leg bar. And then SHE gradually worked HER way up my entire body, adding band after band of the lighter-weight, metal, adjusting the size, even discarding some that were unsuitable, until my body, within its metal, skeletal frame, was crossed by eight such bands, from ankles to calves, to knees, to thighs, and across my hips, my waist, and my lower, and upper, false bust.

Every last vestige of movement was now denied me, apart from the tiny flexing of my fingers, that kept blood circulating within my leather bondage mitts, and the toes of my bound and shackled feet, that I could still just twiddle, ever so slightly.

I felt the last band go across my padded eye-covering and attach to the inverted U-frame, which descended down my head, and my close-fitting, personalized, iron maiden, was complete.

I felt HER fiddle at the casing that covered my penis and SHE leant into me as SHE explained that SHE was connecting it to a urinal tube. If I wanted to piss, during the long night ahead, I could. I felt the tension as SHE pulled at the connecting valve on the end of the plastic casing and screwed the metal ended, rubber tubing to it.

SHE secured the casement, to the metal band that crossed my thighs, and so lifted my penis slightly skyward.

Similarly, I felt HER tug at my elaborate mouthpiece, containing the huge rubber pear, that I was biting down on, and I felt the tension, on my head, bolted down, to my metal coffin, as it was, as SHE pulled at the inner rubber tubing, that allowed me to breathe through my stuffed mouth, as well as through my inserted nasal pipes.

She connected an extended length of metal and rubber piping, to that short, metal-ended tube, projecting from my gagged lips. This last tubing, my air-line, extended up and was secured, lightly, to the bed-head above me. I tested the valve system, on the gag, and assured myself that I could still, comfortably, draw a breath of the air in the room, if my nasal tubes were to fail me.

Then I assessed my dire situation and tested what I could, and could not, achieve.

I could do, basically, nothing. That was the short answer and that was HER goal. SHE had set out to completely and utterly control me and here I was. HER sissy puppet under HER strict control.

I was held down to a bed with a succession of metal bars surrounding my body, and a generous helping of flexed bands curved across the lovely leather garments, that were now, all but hidden under the eight, (or nine, including the one across my head) bands, that held me down.

SHE asked me if I was alright, at this point! As if SHE cared. I assume SHE just meant, was I alive and conscious?

Well, yes, I was. And SHE was making sure that there was no possible chance of my airways being blocked, or any other mishap, occurring.

BUT, PLEASE, DO NOT TRY THIS, AT HOME!!!

Then I concentrated hard on the strict way I was confined and the ever-present alien guest, up my rear end, as SHE set to with lengths of red cord, to secure the whole frame of metal and its immobilized passenger, to the bed.

Basically, SHE took a long rope, zig-zagging, back and forth, up each side. The bed was pulled away from the wall, so SHE had access all around it. So, one long red rope held my left side to the left-hand side of the single bed-frame and another matched it, perfectly, on the right side. A shorter rope held my feet to the foot of the bed and a final rope made absolutely certain my head remained still, within its, two U-shaped metal shackles, and its unyielding neck-yoke.

I was well and truly HERs to possess. I had no way of any escape and was entirely reliant upon HER to rescue me, whenever SHE felt SHE wanted.

I didn’t know it, as I was unaware of HER presence, once the roping had finished, but she would stay with me for an hour, or more, to be sure that I was safe, before leaving me and retiring to HER own room.

SHE had also set up a monitoring system at the side of the bed, so SHE could listen in, during the long night, to ensure I was completely safe.

In fact, I was to spend a very long and very arduous 18 hours, in this apparatus, just as SHE had promised. I would soon learn that whatever SHE promised, or whatever SHE threatened, would transpire.

SHE had told me I would remain here for the night and most of the next day. SHE had told me I would wear the hood and the appalling gag until well into tomorrow. SHE had said the gorgeous boots would be around my legs until I mastered them.

I will never, ever doubt HER, or anything SHE promises, as we go forward in our bondage adventures.

This was a strict, and most disabling, method of restraint that I am to become well-accustomed to and learn to enjoy.

Tonight, and tomorrow, I must just ENDURE, for HER sake. In the future I shall experience this, and even more stringent bondage. For a novice, I seem to have already come a very long way!

I shall tell you of my unusual awakening, after a troubled night of sleep within my modern, iron maiden, in the next chapter, of my little sissy tale.

For now, I want to relax, I want to get my breathing regulated. And, eventually, I want to sleep.

As, unknown to me, SHE watches me, intently, I begin my quest to do three of those things.

This is destined to feel like the longest 18 hours of my entire life.


Chapter 7

A Rude Awakening

“BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”  “BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”

“BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”  “BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”

My alarm sounded, much earlier than I expected.

“BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”  “BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”

It immediately jerked me from a state of semi-consciousness, to one of almost instant full awareness of the dire plight, I was in.

I say “almost”, because I felt a vibration to accompany the sound of my alarm bells. And the vibration, seemed to be coming from somewhere, within!

Now, I’m not claiming to be the sharpest tool in the box, and I am feeling a little stir-crazy, after spending so long in this position of complete inertia, but I’m pretty certain I haven’t swallowed my mobile phone.

“BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”  “BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”

“BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”  “BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”

There it is again! And I can now feel that it is sending shockwaves, charging through my immobilised body, to accompany each BUZZZZZZ !

In my confused state, it takes a moment, or three, to identify the source of the noise and the source of the vibrations that are now wreaking havoc, somewhere down below.

I try to shift position. That’s useless. I’ve tried several times, during this long, long night, and I have so little movement, it really is beginning to tell on my shredded nerves.

“BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”  “BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”

“BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”  “BUZZZZZZ (pause)BUZZZZZZ”

OMG – I know what’s happening. The witch! The devil-woman! The Goddess of Discomfort! The Queen of Mean!

I can definitely pin-point the sound, and the incessant pulsing, now. It’s coming from that bloody plug, that’s been planted in my butt and has been nestling there, quietly, and almost unobtrusively, for the past 8 hours, or whatever. Who’s counting?

It’s been very good and minded its own business, only causing me the odd moment of “inconvenient sensation”.

But now, it’s vibrating like hell and slowly driving me there, at the same time.

What I don’t know is, that the plug-planter, the Woman in White (leather), has been sat, in my room, watching me intently, for the past 45 minutes. SHE saw I was half-sleeping and, most considerately, left me to rest, understanding just how difficult getting any peace last night, must have been.

But, as soon as SHE saw me stir, SHE couldn’t wait to deliver my surprise. And now, my body was shaking, involuntarily, as the violent pulses, swept through my groin area, out to my cased penis and up my abdomen.

And now, to add to my woes, I can feel HER hands, working at the case that has held my penis, still and useless, for the past night of a hundred slumbers.

That’s how many times I think I’ve fallen asleep but almost instantly awoken again, unable to come to terms with this cramped, guest accommodation.

I feel the plastic case fall away. I have no idea whether I managed to deliver any urine to the container beneath the bed, I had other things to think about.

Now, I feel a warm hand, slowly caress the limp flesh that has been liberated, encouraging it back to life, willing it to get up, persuading it to arise.

I feel all that is needed, is a fakir and some snake-charming music and it might oblige.

It’s been hibernating and isn’t certain it wants to come out to play.

But the hand is gentle. It is persistent. It is persuasive. And it feels nice! And soon, the snake reacts to the insistent movement, both of the hand stroking it, and to the vibrations, reaching it. It raises its head, higher, and higher, sways from side to side, as it awakens, then it decides it will play, and so, after quite a few moments of intense encouragement, it eventually rears its head, opens its one, weary, eye, and spits out, its white venom.

I sense a little giggle from the owner of the hand, amused at the control SHE has demonstrated once more. I’m grateful to HER for the favour but I also think I deserve it.

“I don’t mind being your sissy slave,” I want to tell HER, “I don’t mind you dressing me up in all this, ultra-gorgeous, thrilling, erotic gear. I quite am enjoying the tie-ups, and the feeding, and the not-knowing-what’s-next. But you’ve got to keep me interested if you want me to stick around. You’ve got to dangle the odd carrot if you want to retain my loyalty. And, frankly, this has been a pretty crap, boring night, you’ve just given me!”

I don’t think SHE’s listening. I’m not even sure SHE’s here, any longer.

Then I feel the soft sponge dab at my snake, which is rapidly retreating back into its skin.

And then SHE leaves, and I am alone again. But I am content, happy for the stimulation, of mind and body, I’ve just received.

SHE returns about an hour later. I’m fully awake now, half expecting that release from my dreadful bondage will come soon.

But SHE has other plans.

I feel HER hand stroke up the length of my right, booted leg. It’s interrupted by the regular crossings of metal, that still hold me within my metal coffin-frame.

Then I feel the same hand grip my toes, that are sealed in the foot of the mountainous boot, I have now spent an entire night, wearing.

“Can you hear me, Penelope?” SHE almost shouts, “If you can hear me, wiggle your toes.”

I can hear HER, and my toes are about the only area I have any movement in, apart from my hibernating snake, of course! So, I wiggle them.

SHE feels it and continues.

“Are you alright?” SHE asks.

I suppose it depends on your definition of “alright” but I want to re-assure HER, so I wiggle them.

“I have to go out now and will be gone, some time,” SHE continues, “Do you understand me?”

I wiggle. SHE giggles.

“I’m going to connect you back to the urinal casing, in case you need to go. Understand?”

I wiggle.

“When I return you will soon be freed. But I’m giving you some liquid refreshment now. Tell me you understand.”

I wiggle.

“I need to know something. Do you cook your own meals?”

I don’t know why SHE is asking but I do cook my own meals, and I’m pretty well fed, I want to tell HER. That’s too long a sentence in wiggle speak, so I wiggle my toes, again. My toes are quite enjoying this game.

“Good!”

“I’m going to connect the feeding bottle and deliver some fluid. Are you ready?”

I wiggle my toes, I’m ready for steak and chips!

I feel HER fiddle at my hooded head end, and I get a tap to tell me to swallow, as the first drops of a sweet, fruity tasting liquid, is dispensed down the tube that enters my mouth and presses to the back.

I swallow gratefully, and SHE takes a good ten minutes to slowly deliver, the entire contents of the bottle.

I feel better and ignore the fuss and bother, as SHE re-contains my penis in the plastic casing, to ensure no accidents.

I feel HER grip my toes, again.

“I’m going now. Are you happy, Penny?” SHE asks.

I wiggle. I’m absolutely, bloody ecstatic, thank you, for asking.

“You make a lovely, girl, Penelope. You look stunning, even after such a difficult night. We’ll play some nicer games, when I return. I promise. Keep smiling.”

I’ll keep wiggling, but I don’t know about smiling.

And I sense SHE has gone. I’m alone and I’m refreshed. I’m okay. And I’m sexually satisfied. And I’m wearing a fabulous pair of boots.

What more could a girl want?

I settle to combat the next hours of sheer boredom, as my play-mate has gone off, playing, elsewhere, and I am left, alone, and bereft.


Chapter 8

An Interesting Evening - Release followed by Restraint

When it finally came, my release was so welcome, it felt like I had gone up to heaven, with all the Saints and Apostles, and was singing in the heavenly choir, with the Angels!

I believe, up to that point, that was, possibly, the worst and best, experience of my entire life. The 15 hours, I ended up bound to that diabolical frame, were the longest night and part day, of my existence. And, as SHE untied the last cord, unbolted the last bolt, unstrapped the last collar and cuff, I felt fit to collapse.

In fact, I lay there and had to be persuaded to turn to allow HER to release, first the awful gag, then the blinding pads from my eyes, and, finally, and not before time, the hood which I had grown to love, and loathe, in equal measure.

I needed a half hour of gentle revival, to get the circulation flowing and the mind adjusted to the idea of freedom. To be fair, SHE knew this, SHE understood how I must have suffered, and SHE showed a surprising degree of sympathy.

I don’t know, for sure, but I would say, my sterling performance, and my sheer fortitude, had impressed HER greatly. And, even when released, I voiced nothing but gratitude for HER attentions and I think that surprised HER, too.

When I finally stirred, from the bed SHE had now completely cleared of any evidence of my suffering, SHE was ready to welcome me back to the land of the living.

“Would you like to follow me?” SHE asked, more a command, than a question, “I need a bath, and I think you do too.”

I truly did. I needed to wash away the sweat and the ache and the pain from my 20 hours, or more, encased in the luscious, but stiflingly warm leather. I needed to soak in a hot bath to allow my muscles to warm and to come back to life.

I happily took HER offered arm, for support, as SHE led me, not to HER own en-suite, this time, but from the smaller guest room, where I’d been incarcerated for so many, long, tedious hours, to a large, family bathroom, I had never seen before.

This room was on an even grander scale, than most of the rooms I had already seen. And that was not many. Most of the time, if you recall, I had been blindfolded, and/or hooded, during my time here.

There was a magnificent mix of marble and slate in the bathroom, and it had been fitted with a very modern, and very giant suite of bathroom furniture.

The most significant of these, was the giant, oval, corner, jacuzzi bath, which dominated one entire third of the capacious room.

It was big enough for two, and my heart fluttered, as I believed I was going to share it with this stunningly gorgeous female.

No such luck!

The bath had already been prepared. The steaming hot water was full to near the top of the giant-sized tub and well covered the numerous jets, which would deliver the massaging jet-stream of water, to cure my aches and pains.

But I then had my second surprise.

You may take off your gloves,” SHE kindly advised, “Undress me. Take that sponge there. And I shall have my bath first. Once I have finished you may use my water. If you have a problem with that, there is a functional shower in your room!”

I shook my head. Okay, it wasn’t as good as I’d expected but it was the first time, ever, in my 31 years, that I was to get to undress a beautiful woman, sponge HER down and then borrow HER bath water. That would do me!

Maybe another time, we’d share the amazing tub?

I took off HER day clothes, a smart blouse, and tight, cotton-cord, skirt, kind-of reassured that SHE did possess something, other than leather, in HER astounding, expensive and expansive wardrobe!

My hands must have been shaking, as I unclipped HER bra and as I slid HER tiny, satin panties, down HER legs.

“Do I make you nervous?” SHE asked, laughing, and as cool as a cucumber.

“A little!” I had to admit, “Well, quite a lot, actually.” I corrected myself.

“Good!” SHE exclaimed, and laughed again, “I like my Sissy Slave to be afraid of me. Now, you may sit here, watch me, even talk to me, and sponge me down. When I require it.”

I sat on the raised platform around the open side of the humungous water feature, as SHE slipped into the really, hot water.

SHE pressed a button and I watched, fascinated, as the jets from below, and all around the tub, sprang to life, with a gurgling and frothing and foaming, that surrounded her body and hid some of the best bits, from my view.

I’d seen these tubs in films, even in showrooms, but never, ever, in someone’s bathroom. And I think this was a king amongst hot-tubs! And, as I had already decided, before me, stark naked, and awaiting my attentions, was a Queen Goddess amongst all the Goddesses.

SHE lay there for 10 minutes, or more, until the cycle of jet-propelled water had ceased.

“Right, please sponge me gently, all over. Start at my neck and back and show me just how feminine, you can be.

I still wore the leather corset, the tiny skirt, that had ridden up again and was showing my caged penis. And the fabulous boots, which just sent me in a spin, every time I looked at them. I felt feminine. I was determined not to mess up on this, my first assignment, as Lady’s Maid!

I dipped the sponge in the boiling hot water, and I recoiled, stunned at how warm SHE took it. And then I spent a glorious 15 minutes, dabbing in the most ladylike manner, I could muster, at any and all, of HER lovely, smooth flesh.

As I leant in to the more “delicate” of a lady’s areas, SHE looked at me intently. Then SHE lay back and said, “You may be a little less gentle down there. In fact, I think you may give me a really thorough going over. I’d like to be sure it’s fully cleansed.”

My eyes must have opened as wide as flying saucers! SHE grinned, and said, “Well, press on, make sure you cover every last inch.”

I’ve never sponged anyone down, before. And certainly, not a naked lady, of magnificent stature, “down there”. And, at my very first attempt, I think I scored a personal best, in complete customer satisfaction.

It took around 7 minutes! To completely satisfy HER. Actually, I boast. It took 7 minutes and 23 seconds, before SHE threw HER head back and tossed at HER hair, and moaned, fit enough to bring the walls down. Yes, I would say that was a personal best!

As well as another “first”.

After SHE had recovered and I had turned my head away, to save HER any embarrassment, SHE calmly stepped from the bath, took a towel and said, “That was nice! You may dry me now.”

It was clear that very little embarrassed this woman, and certainly not the attentions of an effeminate male, his face painted, his legs booted, and his body dressed in women’s clothes.

I patted HER dry, with the super-fluffy pink towel, SHE had prepared and all the while thought. “It will be my turn next.”

Another disappointment awaited me.

As I finished HER immediate drying process, SHE said, “I’ll help you from your corset and boots.”

I thought, “Here we go! Game on!”

But, as soon as the boots were taken off and neatly stacked, looking as new as when I first saw them, and the corset loosened, till it would unfasten easily, at the front, SHE remarked, “Right! You can do the rest yourself. Leave your clothes neatly. There’s your towel. You have twenty minutes. Come back to the bedroom when you’re ready.”

And SHE was gone.

Oh well! At least, I thoroughly enjoyed my soak. I tried not to wash my face too vigorously, but I did discard the wig and wet my own hair. I felt it needed it.

And then I luxuriated in the still boiling water, as the jets eased my aching body.

Too soon, I thought I’d better dry myself. And then I limped along to HER bedroom, wrapped in the towel. The wig held, awkwardly, in my hand.

“Ah! I meant to say, don’t get that wet,” SHE said, “Good girl! Mind you, you don’t look much like a girl, any longer. Put this around you and sit down.”

SHE handed me a beautiful, long, silk kimono, almost matching, in style, the one SHE wore. HERs was in a lovely deep green, and with a large design of pink, yellow, and lilac flowers and leaves, covering it.

Mine was long, plain pink, with just a floral design covering the upper back. The long, draped sleeves, and the silken tie belt, gave it an oriental look, as befitted its design, but I saw the M+S label inside and “Made in UK”. Although not authentic, it was till stunningly feminine.

SHE re-made my face up very quickly. It was clear that SHE had studied my features and, with each new effort, would soon become a master of my transformation.

We reverted to the dark, reddish-brown, bobbed, wig that I had worn the previous week. SHE muttered something about sourcing a bigger choice of styles, but SHE didn’t choose to elaborate.

And then SHE said, “I think we both need a little shot of fresh air, and quite a large shot of white wine. What do you think?”

“Well,” I stammered, my nerves again getting the better of me, “I don’t really drink wine. But the fresh air sounds good. Like this?” I asked, as I looked at the flimsy, whimsical, silken robes we wore.

“Of course, like this. It’s very nice outside. You’ve missed most of a really pleasant day. The garden’s private. No one can see in. And, as for wine, when you’re with me, you’ll learn to like it. In moderation, of course. We don’t want to spoil that figure of yours!”

SHE gave me a pair of pink, fluffy, open-back mules, to wear. They were Size M for a 6 or 7 and fitted fine. And we adjourned to the garden.

I cannot possibly summarise the next hour, or more, of conversation. But WE TALKED! We actually talked and had a two-way discussion covering several, pertinent areas of both our lives.

It was this time, late afternoon, Saturday, when I learned more about this fascinating lady than at any time previously.

I learned SHE’d grown up, in a solitary childhood, as an only child. I learned of HER father’s wealth and the family’s, successful engineering business. I learned of the tragic death of both parents, two years ago in a ferry-boat accident, whilst travelling in India, when they were just preparing to enjoy their retirements.

SHE told me of HER fascination with dressing and playing with HER dolls, in the lonely years, SHE spent isolated from other children.

SHE told me of her unhappy years at Private School, a Catholic School, run by a mix of dedicated, and some, truly unpleasant nuns.

I heard of HER obsessive compulsion for neatness and for packaging and boxing everything . . . and especially HER obsession for binding up and packaging HER dollies.

And, in return, I divulged several darker secrets about my own fantasies, which I’d never related to anyone.

And, as we talked, and I sipped at the one glass of wine I afforded myself, SHE consumed a full bottle and the talk became more and more personal.

I now know so much about HER, more than I can tell you here. But it was this sublimely perfect, late afternoon, as we sat in our silken kimonos, that I really got inside this woman and SHE really got into my head and into my heart.

And then SHE dropped a bombshell.

“Can you cook?” SHE enquired.

Well, it is one of the few things I can do reasonably well. I wouldn’t say I was a great chef, but I enjoyed making meals and was pretty well-practised, considering I’ve lived alone for 12 years.

It’s the one activity where you make something and get an instant reward!

“Yes!” I confirmed, “I’m pretty good at a few dishes.”

“Like what?” SHE probed.

I asked HER what meats SHE had, and SHE told me SHE’d stocked up for the week, for ONE, whilst I’d enjoyed my overnight and daytime encasement.

“Well, I do a pretty good beef stew. Or I can do chicken supreme with rice, or pork with a mustard sauce, with either rice or potatoes and veg.” I listed several more of my favourite dishes and SHE returned to the beef stew.

“Right, you can cook. Beef stew, with a side dish of basmati. You can prepare it all now, get it in the oven and then we’ll dress for dinner. I shan’t bind you for tonight’s meal. I think you need a period to recover,” SHE kindly informed.

I think I was disappointed!

So, that is what we did. I prepped everything whilst SHE started on a bottle of red. Once it was in the oven, we retired to HER boudoir and the excitement grew as I looked forward to what I might be dressed in.

“Pick a dress!” SHE declared, “Anything, from there to there.” SHE added, helpfully, pointing out the range of leather wear I could select from.

I was in heaven. Last week I had blindly pointed to the first dress that struck me. Now, tonight, I took my time and studied each of the wonderful array of leather creations, SHE possessed.

I settled on a full-length, leather, evening gown. It just blew me away as I picked it off the rail. It was one of three long dresses, the rest of the row, all short. It was purple, tight-fitting and short sleeved, or, rather, not with proper sleeves, but broad-strapped, at the shoulders, snug-fitting at the top and pulled in at the waist, then flared out to a fishtail skirt, that would sweep the floor, as I walked. It was stunning. It was soft. And, SHE told me, it was one of HER favourites, too.

“I’m not putting you into a full corset,” SHE said, “It’ll be too constricting for you to enjoy your lovely food. But you must wear a bra-let top, I have, so that we can give you breasts. It won’t look right, without some nice boobs, projecting out.

And that is what we did. SHE popped a supportive bra on my near hairless chest, and adjusted the gel-filled, silica breast forms, I had worn earlier, with my corset. Then SHE lowered the wonderful, buttery soft, leather gown, over my head, and my body quivered with the thrill of it, as it fell down to the floor.

It weighed a substantial amount, which added to the fun of wearing it. At least you knew you were carrying something expensive and substantial.

It had a low-ish back, that allowed HER to zip HERself into it, when SHE was alone. And SHE pulled this up, to seal me into HER favourite gown, confiding that not a soul had ever seen HER wear it. It was one of several outfits that were for private home wear, only.

I cannot describe the feeling of special-ness, when SHE told me that. And I cannot describe the sheer joy I felt as the leather hugged my body, at the top, false boobs and all, and then fell away to sweep the floor, at my bare feet.

I wore nothing under the leather, save for the bra and the breasts. And, as she brushed at my dark, bob wig, she informed me she had just the right shoes, and just the right gloves to go with the incredible gown.

I slipped my feet into a pair of heeled, evening sandals and my toes peeped over the ends of the size 6 footwear. She strapped the delicate ankle strap around my ankle and stroked the shoe lovingly, as she turned to the other foot. They were in a similar shade of purple to the gown, with diamante crystal detail on the fine strapping that crossed my feet, and adorning the buckling strap, that circled my ankles.

And then the gloves. SHE pointed out they were fingerless, like others I had seen of HERs, so that the wearer has use of their hands. And, as she smoothed them up each arm, to my bare shoulder tips, I swooned at the sight I must have presented.

Then she allowed me to look in the full-length mirror, at one of her wardrobes’, sliding doors, and I nearly fainted, as I saw myself. I was unmistakeably, an elegant, richly attired, stunning, dark-haired lady.

Only the closest inspection, and the little tell-tale bump, half-way down the front of the gown, where my penis was beginning to assert itself, betrayed the truth.

SHE saw it, too, and SHE tut-tutted.

“I’d put it back in its cage, if I didn’t think you deserved a rest from my packaging obsession. But I really don’t want you leaking onto that dress. Put these on.” SHE handed me a quickly-found pair of silken panties, from a drawer and I slipped my sandal-enclosed feet, so carefully, through the legs of the briefs and drew them up my slender frame.

“Good! Now you may dress me,” SHE declared, “I shall wear the green gown to match yours, I think.”

And so I dressed HER, exactly as SHE had dressed me, only SHE had no need for the bra and I slipped HER incredible legs into a pair of silk panties, before lowering the matching, green, leather gown, over HER head.

And then, once SHE was gloved, this pair of elegant females made their way, down the stairs and to enjoy a fabulous meal. Not fabulous because of my cooking, but fabulous because we seemed to have reached an understanding that there was definitely something for both of us, in this strange, submissive-dominant relationship.

SHE allowed me to sample another glass of wine with the food, a red this time, as SHE consumed the remainder of the bottle.

And, as we rested back, after a coffee, I saw the glint in HER eyes, that told me, I had rested enough from my earlier ordeal.

“Did you like my white corset dress, I wore yesterday, with the silver zip?” SHE asked.

I hadn’t had too much opportunity to study it and I told HER so. SHE laughed.

“Well, would you like to study it now?” SHE teased, “In fact, would you like to wear it?”

I was happy in the purple creation I was modelling but SHE told me it wasn’t suitable for what SHE had in mind and there was no way it was to be used as nightwear and in bed.

And so, it was, that I found myself getting tightly laced into the same white leather, SHE had worn the previous evening and well into the night.

SHE had to loosen it off, ever so slightly, to get me into it, but, once the zip was pulled up, SHE re-laced the rear lacing tight, and the dress, with just my bra and boobs under it, fitted tight to my body.

“Now, I don’t want you in my boots, from last night, I wear them too much, but I have a very special pair. They are a 7, because I always go one size up, in boots, but I still think they’ll be tight on you. Want to try?”

Of course, I wanted to “try” and soon SHE was lacing an incredible pair of high, high, white leather peaks, to my legs.

These boots possessed no zips, they only had full, proper, fully-functioning, front laces and had to be loosened off, down their entire, extreme length, and then laced right the way from the top of my enclosed foot, and right up and into my crotch, where they just disappeared under the hem of the short, white, leather dress.

The foot was tight . . . but it was bearable. The rest of these incredible, leather boot creations, were more than bearable. They were out of this world and I tottered on the heels, that I was slowly learning to master, as I turned and swirled in front of the long mirror.

And then SHE went to a long, bottom, drawer, that housed HER glove collection and brought out the pure white, full-finger gloves, that SHE wanted to see me in.

These were just as stunning as the boots and the dress and I couldn’t wait to squeeze my fingers into the ends of the long, long sheathes of pure, virginal, white leather.

And from below the elbow, to above the upper arm, almost to the shoulder, these extreme gloves, like the boots, laced up, right up the top half of each outer arm, from elbow to shoulder, to bring the glove in, so deliciously tight, to the lucky wearer. Me!

“Drop my zip a little, would you?” SHE asked, indicating the low zip at the back of her gown, and I obliged, as she intended to change HERself, once SHE’d finished with me.

And then, SHE looked at me intently and said, “I’m afraid I have to package up that pretty head and face of yours and then tie you. I can’t look at you dressed like that without putting you into bondage.”

SHE had no need to apologize and I stood obediently, as SHE sought the items SHE needed.

I felt how kind SHE had been throughout this past few hours, since my release from that desperate ordeal, but I knew that could, and probably would, change at any time.

And it did. Almost as though SHE’d read my mind.

“Hands behind you. And hold them flat, palm to palm, fingers to fingers,” SHE demanded, HER tone now changing from one of, almost, concerned kindness, to the one I preferred, the one of dominance, as SHE lifted a length of black cord and several black, short, plastic zip ties, from HER bondage drawer.

I trembled in renewed anticipation as I felt the cord twist, and turn, around my wrists. SHE knew exactly how tight to make HER twists, and turns, before tying the cord in a way I would never release it, without HER help.

And then SHE began the process of linking each finger of one hand to the corresponding finger of the other, using four of the neat little plastic zip ties, that SHE then cut the ends off, once they were circled tight, around each pair of digits. There was no way these clever ties were coming off, without being cut off!

My hands were immobilised. Only my two thumbs able to jostle with each other.

“Have you ever worn an armbinder?” SHE asked, casually, and needlessly. SHE knew I’d never done any of these things before SHE got to me.

SHE showed me the stunning, white, leather armbinder and I swallowed hard, as I realised how fiendishly simple a device this was, for containing a person and rendering them helpless.

The long, V-shaped, sheath of white leather, had several neat ways of enclosing itself around a pair of arms and I was to get the full treatment.

SHE slipped the opened leather sheath, up my twin towers of leather covered arms, until my conjoined hands, nestled, in the little pocket of soft leather, formed like a ball, at the lowest end of the V.

Then SHE pulled the strong zip, up and up, trapping my arms even closer together, as the supple, but strong, leather enclosed around them. Atop the zip, were two flaps of leather that joined, and concealed the zipper, by way of a criss-cross lacing, that ran right from the ball where my hands sat and up to the top of the arm sheath.

SHE wasted no time in lacing this pattern of leather-lacing, tighter, even than the zip had been. My arms scrunched even closer together, as my zip-tied hands found they had little or no movement, within their leather capsule.

And then, as if the zip and the laces were insufficient, three straps, in the identical, white leather, buckled across to three matching straps and sealed my arms off, completely.

Then SHE took the long leather straps at the top of the all-encompassing sheath, under each armpit, over each shoulder, and back to the sheath at the rear, to buckle these tight and incapacitate my encased arms, entirely.

“Sit on the bed,” SHE commanded, and I recognised the excited tone change, again, in HER voice as SHE had me, once more, under HER control.

I sat and SHE approached me with the pair of silken panties, SHE had taken from HER legs.

I opened my mouth wide as SHE stuffed the silk briefs, firmly into my accepting lips, to fill very part of my mouth with the feel, and the scent of this demanding lady.

I saw the roll of white bandage and I sucked at the wettened panties as SHE encircled my closed lips with turn upon turn of the clever cohesive bandage that stuck to itself and stayed put, without any need for pins or plaster tape.

My mouth was bulging with HER panties, my lips were fully sealed, and I wondered what next, as SHE took a pad of something, I could not identify, from another drawer.

SHE approached and laid the shiny, paper leaf, down on the bed, at my side and SHE peeled off an oval of white plastic, from the assortment of sizes, black and white, at HER disposal.

“Close your left eye. Tight shut!” SHE ordered.

The pad of white plastic stuck, quite gently, to my closed lid and I was rendered immediately blinded on that side.

“Now, goodbye my lovely,” SHE said as SHE brought the second pad of plastic tape to my right eye and I obliged by shutting that tight.

And there I was. Once more bound, muted and blinded.

Love is blind, they say. And I loved the feelings I was now experiencing, as I listened to HER prepare the rest of my surprise.

As I sat, patiently accepting my destiny, I felt the white leather hood descend over my bob wig. I felt it drop over my taped eyes. I felt it enclose my nose and then drop over my taped and bandaged lips, until it encased my chin, within its shell of formed leather.

I felt it drop over my neck and disguise my Adam’s Apple, the only thing, apart from my erecting penis, that said I was (half) male.

And then I bit into the silk stuffing, filling my mouth, and I snorted through the tiny breathing holes, as this piece of innocuous leather, became a second skin and was laced and tightened to my features, turning me into a faceless, white, leather-covered, sissy dolly.

This was an all-enveloping hood and even had a neck strap which buckled it into my neck to seal my head, utterly. I only had my two breathing holes, as my only connection to the outside world and the smell of the white leather, added to my thrill, as I tasted HER juices and breathed in the heavy scent of my new, leather-dolly world.

I was forced to stand then as SHE took my arm and hoisted me up. I didn’t know really what was happening, as I was so disoriented and so overwhelmed by the feeling of the way I was encased. I thought I must look stunning to someone so obsessed with neatness, and packaging!

I did, and SHE was now going into over-drive. HER dress was off and the items SHE knew SHE needed were readied.

And then I felt the white cuff of leather encircle each ankle. And I felt my legs turned, as I was made to face the end of the bed.

Then I felt the legs teased apart and I heard the sound of metal, against metal, as the short silver spreader bar was clipped to each metal ring, on each, white leather, ankle cuff and I was forced to stand with my feet separated, and my butt projecting out from the tight corset dress that just about reached there.

SHE slipped a length of black rope, through the metal ring, that decorated the very bottom of my leather, arm sack. And then SHE threw the end up, and over, the cross bar, that joined the two, lower bed poles, of HER massive four-poster.

I felt the tension taken up and then, to my surprise, SHE kept on pulling, forcing my enclosed arms, higher and higher, up, in their V-shaped, container, as they ascended towards the cross bar of metal, from which the rope hung.

As my arms went higher, I had no choice but to arch my back, stick up my rear end, and lower my front end, to take the strain from my lifted arms.

When SHE had me as low, at the front, and my arms as high, at the back, as SHE required, I felt the hoisting cease and I realised SHE was tying off the rope, to leave me in this vulnerable, stooped position.

Not being one for half measures, I sensed HER fiddling at the strap that kept the neck of my leather hood, tightly sealed.

There was a metal ring on the front of this and I sensed the short cord pass through it and then felt my head lowered as SHE tied this to the foot of the bed-frame.

And I stood there, arched double, held by my arms, sealed into their escape-proof sheath, and roped above and behind me, and held down by the rope that kept my head low and still, to just above the footboard of the bed.

Now, I waited, half expecting what was to come and excited at the anticipation of another, albeit, more painful invasion, from the rear.

It was more painful because my arms were already aching from their unnatural positioning, and it was painful, because my butt had rested and was not expecting to accommodate the lubricated strap-on, at this time of night. Again!

SHE attacked me more like a woman-possessed than a lover, and I squealed as she wasted no time in penetrating my outer sphincter and pushing HER faux-penis home, as hard as she could.

This time, there was little relaxed foreplay. SHE went straight for the goal, as SHE, correctly, assessed I was so excited, and SHE, HERself, was so worked up at my confinement and my sheer and complete sense of helplessness, that neither of us would last too long, before we climaxed.

I squealed and would have sobbed, had my eyes not been sealed shut, as SHE pounded and pounded, at my back, HER now naked body, squeezed close, and tight, into my leather, sealed one.

“Oh, Peter, Paul and All the Saints,” I wanted to scream but my mouth only uttered pig-like grunts, as we both ascended into near-space, at precisely the same time and reached an even more delectable climax of grunts, groans, and messy emissions, than the previous night.

Where the dressing and binding and hooding and roping had taken maybe 30 to 40 minutes, it seemed that my invasion, and unexpected journey into the atmosphere, had taken less than 2 minutes and I was aware that I was going to make a mess of both HER bed and the tops of my exquisite boots. But I couldn’t stop myself, and my invader was not stopping HERself, so we both came, in a sensational finale, to this wild, rocket show, my yellowy-white emissions, cascading, like a firework spectacular, over the end of the bed.

Everything happened quicker than last night, as SHE exited my hole, almost immediately after launch, and took little time to clear up my mess.

And then I felt myself released, first at the neck and then my arms lowered, as SHE realised I was not in a very convenient position, body-wise, or in a relaxed state-of-mind.

SHE walked me to the bathroom and SHE gently sponged at my penis and allowed me to sit, for a moment, upon the toilet seat, and by now, I needed to rid myself of both solid and fluid waste. It was difficult with my arms still held captive behind me.

I was impressed, as SHE gently washed me, again, front and rear, and dried both areas.

But I was less, impressed, by what happened next.

I felt I deserved a break, after our joint, outer-atmosphere escapade. SHE felt differently, being in HER controlling persona now, and set to, to bind me, so completely, that I would remember this night, as vividly as the previous two I had spent with this wild, devil-child.

The now familiar butt plug went in first. I squealed again, as SHE rammed it home, with little finesse, or concern for my welfare.

Then SHE locked my washed and soothed penis, once more into a hard, plastic casing and I knew that this was either the same urinating case I had worn overnight, or a variation of the same. I was certain now, that I was destined to be caged and encased, all night!

It was, perhaps, fortunate that I could see none of HER next machinations, as the extent to which I was to be restrained, became clearer.

Remembering I am already helpless, with my hands bound and zip-tied together, arms encased, and now my butt plugged and my cock, caged, I am gagged, blinded, bandaged and hooded, but still, the next stage of my bondage was to be so extreme that only a very-perturbed mind could have designed it.

You must understand, I was growing to love this perturbed mind, of this slightly deranged woman, and I trusted HER implicitly. SHE had not given me any reason to believe SHE would do anything that SHE didn’t sense I adored. And I was to love what SHE did next.

,

SHE arranged a host of broad, black, leather straps upon the bed, so SHE had a choice of any 12, or 15, or so, that suited HER purpose. Then SHE stood me, unseeing, and unaware, up very close, to the left-hand post at the bottom of the bed, as you looked at it. But I was not looking towards the bed, but, rather across the vast void of carpet, towards the distant, en-suite bathroom.

Then, with my arms still sheathed in their leather prison, SHE set to work to bind my entire body from foot to head, in the mass of leather strapping, and the cording and ropes, SHE had arranged at the foot of the bed, for the purpose of immobilizing me.

SHE started with a short strap that fitted to my still-cuffed ankles and sat just above the white cuffs SHE’d installed there. The black leather of the strap stood out, in stark contrast to the white leather of my boots and this was HER full intent. SHE was going to secure my body, along its full length, with black contrasting leather, against my super-erotic, white leather attire.

At least, the dress, the boots and the gloves, offered some protection, from the cruel, stark, black, strong, but supple, leather straps.

Two, or three, inches above the first strap, SHE secured a second. SHE pulled it as tight as it would go, and forced my lower legs to weld together, the tight, white leather boots, compressed, even more tightly to my slender legs.

Another two inches or so, brought HER up to my knees and SHE buckled this strap across my knee joint, the width of strap, preventing me from bending them.

I realised the extent to which I was to be strapped and secured and I felt a little light-headed, as I pressed my body back to the metal upright, to support me on my towering, and now conjoining heels and lower legs.

SHE kept going, securing band, after band, of supple, black leather, up my thighs, and right up to just below my cased penis, so that my cock and its plastic casing peeped over the top of my final, leg-strap, like a very curious, plastic puppet, peering over a stage.

Then SHE raised the skirt of my short, leather dress, and installed another strap around my buttocks and above my cock-case, so my projecting, enclosed penis, was sandwiched between two levels of the tight, black strapping.

SHE lowered my white dress, again, so that just the tip of the plastic case showed under the hem, and the strapping and buckling and compressing continued.

I don’t know how many leather straps SHE owned. I don’t know how many SHE employed this night. I know, that after 10 or more minutes of exertion, SHE had me strapped right up to my covered neck, where the 10th, 11th, 14th, or whatever, strap, sat under my white hood’s neck strap, and then SHE sought out two final black lengths, and buckled the first under my nose, adding pressure to my already hooded and sealed mouth, and the last, pressed hard to my eyes, adding to the dark sense of despair, I now felt.

I was packaged from head to toe, and my binding arm sack, was held tight to my body, by a series of longer belts, that encircled my waist, my under-bust, and over my false bust, pinning the sheathed arms, to my back.

Now, all I could do was stand, propped back against the metal bed-post, and I discovered this was exactly where SHE intended me to reside.

I felt my conjoined legs pressed back, as SHE almost lifted me, bodily, to force me back, the few inches, to stand, completely upright, against the hard metal.

Then, beginning at my neck, and working down, SHE began to employ the first of several ropes, in black, soft, cotton, to bind my already immobilized form, to the unyielding metal behind me.

I gasped as each new turn of rope, around the pole and then over and across my body, welded me ever closer, to the bed-frame, my sheathed arms trapped behind me.

I could only begin to imagine the picture I presented and hadn’t realised that SHE was filming the entire process on a small digital camera, carefully positioned, across the bedroom, from me.

Nor did I know, SHE would take some time to photograph me from every angle, once my diabolical bondage was complete. Nor had I any awareness that SHE had done the same thing at each of my previous tie-ups, after that first night.

SHE had a full filmed and photographic record of my most despairing plights, and we would refer back to them, frequently, in our future life, together.

And then, when I saw it, at first hand, I would marvel at the intensity with which SHE had bound and encased me and the neat way in which every scenario was handled.

My clothes would be immaculate, my hooding would be tight and meticulous, and my binding would be a work of art.

I was HER, very own, life-sized, human, leather dolly, to be packaged and displayed, in all my leather finery, for HER delectation.

I was a lost soul, in a world that was now consuming me . . . and I couldn’t have been happier.

And now, she had reached down to my ankles with her black ropes and was securing the last inches of rope, through the ringed, leather ankle cuffs, and back to the very base of the bed-post.

Of course, it was uncomfortable. Of course, it was perilous and had to be done skilfully, and carefully.

Of course, I suffered, as much as I thrilled.

Of course, I experienced pleasure and discomfort, in equal measure.

And, of course, I would rather have been bound tight but lying next to my beloved Goddess, than here, isolated, alone, at the foot of the bed.

But my times with HER would be all the better, for these times I spent alone, and I knew that, to make up for the horrendous way SHE was tying and strapping me now, SHE would give me a reward, some time, in the future, that more than compensated, for this present predicament.

So, I accepted my fate and resigned myself to spend the night, capsulated in leather, bound and tethered in my armbinder, strapped and caged and enclosed in plastic and leather, and roped so tight that the pole behind me and my white and black, leathered body, became as one.

HER final act was to connect a rubber pipe to the end of my penis-prison and run it carefully into a capturing vessel, set at my bound feet, in case I needed to pee.

She checked that I was calm, and that my breathing was absolutely unobstructed.

And then SHE kissed my hooded head, gently, between the two black straps that pressed to my eyes and my lips, before slipping into a night-dress I would not see, or touch, or smell, and SHE went to sleep, content that I was HERs. Completely.

I would drift in, and out, of sleep, unable to really let go, as I tasted HER panties and felt my tight bonds, and smelled the all-embracing leather, which so enslaved me.

I was content. Uncomfortable, but content. And I wondered when my reward would come and what it would be. And would it involve ever more erotic clothing and constraint?

And I dreamed, of a future spent with this devil-woman, and enslaved by HER. I had finally found my station in life, and it was to be dressed as a female, a hopeless, helpless, sissy doll, and to be treated as a slave and I knew, I could never return to my humdrum existence, ever again!


Chapter 9

Penelope Practises Her Household Duties

I sensed HER presence, rather than heard anything and I was right. SHE was playing at the ropes that held me to the poster bed.

Surely, it was not already morning? I was certain that I had not spent anything like a normal sleep time, of 8 or 9 hours, on duty at my post!

But no, it transpired that SHE had deliberately set HER alarm to wake HER 3 hours after SHE had left me. That had been HER plan all along, to make me believe I was to be left there for the entire night and then gallantly rescue me, like the poor Damsel in Distress I was, from my perilous predicament.

And, as SHE worked to loosen me, from the tight criss-crossing of ropes that held me, down the entire length of my body, I was hopeful that I may reap an immediate, small reward, for my troubles.

It was not to be.

I don’t know how SHE did it, but, leaving me strapped with all the same belts, or straps, SHE had used to torment my body, SHE managed to haul me, half lifting and half-dragging me, to the side of the bed I had occupied the previous week, and SHE unceremoniously dumped me there. First SHE popped me in a tricky, half-sitting, half-lying, position, and then manhandled my strapped legs, and my strapped body, around, until it was manoeuvred into a lying, flat out position, in my designated half of bed.

And that was it!

I wasn’t aware of any light going off, I could barely feel the covers go over my leather-clad body, but those two things happened. And, within a few minutes, my adored Goddess, of a Mistress, was fast asleep. At my side. Like a babe. One arm stretched over my inert, bound body. Not a care in the world.

Once I’d resigned myself to not getting any kind of hand, other than the one laying across me, for my courageous stand of duty, I cut my losses and thought lovely thoughts, as I too, drifted off into the land of nod, for a well-earned snooze.

Even in the morning after a broken and disturbed sleep of maybe 5 hours, I was disappointed that I was merely awoken by HER pulling at my straps and starting the laborious process of releasing me from HER over-zealous, and over-stated, bondage demonstration.

What! Still no reward?

I guess some things are worth waiting for and SHE was going to make me wait. SHE’d had HER fun. Double the fun, I would say. But, as SHE would often tell me, in future moments of jollity, SHE deserved double the fun because SHE did all the damned, hard work!

It took nearly as long to unbind me, as it had to install the strappings and trappings.

And SHE was clearly in a hurry to get started on the day’s activities because I could sense HER impatience, as SHE worked each buckle loose and then attended to releasing me from my armbinder and then, finally, saw to my unhooding and ungagging.

At last, I was free and then began the process of shedding the lovely, white leather, clothing, I had been so attached to, for the past 10 hours, or so.

Nothing I wore had taken any kind of a beating, from the ordeal and I wondered, in some awe, at the magical qualities, and the sheer resilience, of this incredible, natural material.

I was reasonably mobile within minutes of my release and my body was, somehow, coping, well beyond HER, or my, expectations from these prolonged periods of enforced inertia.

SHE helped me to the en-suite and was generous in HER attentions, as SHE sponged my naked body, and even helped to dry me, as I stood wrapped in one of HER humungous, purple, fluffed-out towels.

And then the same silken robe I’d relaxed in the previous afternoon, was presented to me and I felt its soft, smooth texture tease at my skin which appeared to be coming more and more sensitive to the feel of silky, soft sensations, daily. Perhaps it was my mental state that was heightening to such things! I had suddenly become obsessed with having the feel of silk, satin and leather, close to my skin. Today I was to be introduced to another material, which I had never experienced previously, and which was to become the second love of my life, after the leather.

SHE directed me to sit in the make-up chair and stretch my arms along the flat arm-rests. Once there, SHE tied my hands, at the wrists, with two broad lengths of pink satin ribbon, to match the sumptuous, silken, kimono, I wore. SHE repeated the same with my two bare legs. Lifting the long, flowing length of silk embracing them, to tie each with two more lengths of the same ribbon, to each front leg of the chair, before dropping the silk robe to wash over them, once more.

Then SHE assessed the face situation.

Despite the rigours of the previous night and the morning shower, my face had remained remarkably unspoiled. It was a miracle, I thought. SHE informed me, it was thanks to the super-long-lasting and waterproof make-up, SHE used. And it cost a fortune, I was told!

I could believe it.

There were parts that needed re-doing, but these took minutes, rather than a prolonged spell, and, as soon as SHE re-instated my dark, bob wig, Penelope, the beautiful sissy heroine of our true story, was back.

But today I was to have an altogether new experience and, to accompany it, I had to have an altogether, new, cosmetic addition.

The false nails, SHE so carefully applied to my fingers, were only medium-length. SHE told me SHE had chosen them, specifically, not to be too long, as I needed the use of my hands, for the morning activity SHE had planned.

They were painted a delicate pink and looked stunning, compared to my own, chewed and gnarled nails that I spent little time caring for.

SHE tut-tutted, as SHE filed mine down to neat oval ends and then applied the glued false ones to the slightly roughened surfaces.

I loved them, just as I was learning to love every aspect of being a girl.

I still, to this day, don’t understand why I accepted the role change and the transformation in my appearance and the clothing, so readily. It must always have been there, as a latent desire, and SHE saw the potential and was, skilfully, bringing it to the fore.

I just wish it was something I’d discovered sooner. It seemed, now, that I’d wasted my best years, as a potential sissy she-male.

The nails looked fabulous and then SHE turned to my eyes. SHE was determined to highlight “my lovely blue pools”, as SHE called them and so SHE went over the touched-up, make-up, for a second time and added heavier strokes of shadow, liner and gloss, to really accentuate them. And then SHE fixed a pair of outrageous false lashes to just the top lid.

These were clearly, quite difficult to install and I got slapped, more than once, for not keeping still enough.

And then, apparently, I was done. For now. My ankles and wrists were untied from their satin bows, and we went down for breakfast.

I was disappointed not to be kept bound, in some way. I loved the way the silk robe played at my bare skin, beneath, and the way its long, full skirts, swished around my bare legs. I would have loved to be tied up, in it.

Breakfast was rudimentary and I was, again, a little disappointed that I wasn’t bound and fed by HER hand. I’d enjoyed those experiences. I needn’t have worried. SHE enjoyed them too and I would have many more opportunities to be fed from HER hands, in the future.

And then SHE told me I had to stay put, for a full 5 minutes, whilst SHE got my clothes ready and I sat, wondering just what was I going to wear, today?

I heard the call, “You can come up, now.” And immediately took myself upstairs, as fast as my little feet, and my long, flowing, silk robe, allowed.

As I entered HER bedroom, I saw it immediately and I saw the heap of associated clothing laid upon the bed, ready to adorn my feminized body.

It was the dress, though, that made me stop in my tracks.

It was stunning. And it was so pretty and so “little girly” and yet designed for an adult.

I wondered, again, where the hell, did all this imagination come from?

It was mainly a soft, delicate pink. It was very short, with an intricate bodice, enhanced with white pattern-work around the short, capped sleeves, and down the upper bust-line.

I could tell, even as it hung limply on the hanger, it was designed to fit tight into the waist but then flare out into its short, circular skirts, that were supported, seemingly, upon acre and acre of white underskirts.

And it was all in pink and white, latex rubber!

It looked stunning and completely took my breath away. I was going to wear this? I could barely believe it as SHE looked at me and understood, at once, just how entranced I was.

“You like it?” SHE asked, needlessly.

I told HER it was the most beautiful girl’s frock I had ever seen. Not that I had made a habit of studying adult, girly dresses!

SHE was pleased and explained SHE had bought it, just in the past few days, straight after our first encounters. SHE’d been worried it might not arrive in time, but it had come, special delivery, Friday morning. And now, today, Sunday, I was going to model it!

First, I had to get into some of the fabulous, latex accessories, that were waiting my inspection on the bed.

SHE could see how keen I was to get into the frock and so we wasted no time.

I was soon attired in the tightly secured, latex corset, that gripped my body, like a vice.

The white, latex stockings were rolled up each leg, with the aid of the talcum powder, SHE had liberally applied.

My arms wore completely fingerless sheaths of white latex, that extended up to my shoulders. At the hands, there were no fingers whatever, just an opening for my thumb, and its false nail, to pop through and then the open sheath, of tightly fitting, latex, continued down, to stop at my knuckles, where all four, painted fingernails, popped out of the one opening, followed by the rest of my hand, from palm down to fingertip.

SHE inserted the now-familiar, breast forms, into the cups of the latex corset, and I immediately felt completely feminine, once again.

And then SHE told me to turn and bend and I knew I was to wear a plug. This one was pink. To match the pink of my frock and to match the pink of the latex pants, I would soon wear, that would keep the plug, and my rampant penis, under control.

I moaned as the plug went in and up, but it was a moan of pleasure now, rather than of any discomfort.

The panties were a strange affair and they would fix, with poppers, at either side of my hips, negating any need to take them up my latex-stockinged legs. They could simply be wrapped, or unwrapped, around my crotch, and fixed a little like wearing a latex nappy!

There was a latex pouch in the front section, of the panties, and this was steered over my semi-erect cock. I had done my best to suppress any feelings of arousal, as I knew SHE would punish me, but this outfit was so damned sexy, my penis had half-reacted to it.

Fortunately, the latex sock that SHE forced onto my member, had sufficient give to allow for the extra-length it had to contain. But it was a tight fit and any further erection was going to be a battle of wills between the strength of my penis, and the flexibility of the rubber sock, containing it.

Once the fired-up, piece of flesh and muscle, was confined, I lost the will to fight against the rubber constraint, and settled to not enjoying a full erection, just yet!

Now the panties were brought up at the rear to press the plug further into its little man-cave and, at the front, to meet at either side, where the sturdy poppers, fastened and held my crotch, and my pert buttocks, in the grip of the tight, cloying latex.

And then SHE told me to sit and I saw the little bootees, I was to wear. Like the frock, they were pink. Like the frock, they were in latex. Like the frock, there were adorably fussy and girly.

I can only describe them as vaguely Victorian ankle boot, in design. They had a short, but sculpted, chunky heel, that was only two inches high. Whilst my other boots had much higher heels, and were designed for show, these were more functional and would be a doddle to walk in.

I was beginning to master my higher heels and would do, entirely, in time. So, to go to these, was an easy “step down” and I swooned as SHE pushed my foot into each.

They were only to be ankle length, and the pink latex boot gripped my foot, the way all the latex items gripped my body, so completely and so erotically.

The front of the boot would lace right up, from just before the toes to the short cuff that strapped around my ankle. And, like all that I wore, this special day, the “laces” were made of a narrow, flat, length of latex, this in the same pink as the boots, and this latex ribbon, threaded, criss-cross, up the short length of boot, to tie in a fancy, sissy bow, at the ankle, hiding the little cuff that secured the top of the boot to my leg.

And I was ready for the frock.

I trembled, with the sheer thrill of seeing the dress taken from its hanger. SHE teased me by standing right in front of me, as SHE unzipped the long, rear zipper and opened up the rustling confection of pink and white latex, ready to drop it over my upturned and wigged head.

It descended, like a cascade of falling rose petals, down over my head, over the latex corset and false boobs, which threatened to halt its progress, as rubber met rubber, and it tumbled down and down, until it came to rest, the outer pink circle of latex skirt bobbing furiously on the underlying layers of white rubber that made it project out, at a ridiculous angle, like a pretty ballerina’s tu-tu.

It felt glorious. Now my pink, latex panties were concealed beneath a sea of frothy white, latex petticoats, that reached to my stockinged knees. The tops, of my white latex arm-sheaths, had disappeared under the pink and white latex cap-sleeves, of the frock. And my constricting white corset and suspenders, and breasts, were entirely extinguished under this amazing meringue, of foaming, and bobbing latex.

As SHE pulled at the rear zip, the latex came into my body, tighter, and tighter, gripping at me and hugging me and I felt like it was consuming me.

I heard the tiny padlock, lock the zip off, to the high collar of the dress and I knew I was in it, trapped, unable to escape, (as if I would want to), until SHE decided otherwise. And that feeling of being under HER ultimate control, once more, thrilled me utterly.

The whole look was just indescribable. I twirled and stood, at the mirror. Then I stood and stared and twirled again. With each twirl, the pretty skirt followed behind me, buoyed up by the weight of latex underskirts.

And, as I twirled, I heard a little tinkle of bells and I looked down to my boots, and realised for the first time, that each pretty, pink boot, had a little row of four bells, along the ankle strap, that sat above the laced boot of latex.

“So, I can keep track of you, around the house,” SHE explained, “Every time you move your feet, I’ll know where you are and what you’re up to. And that’s the way I want you.”

It was just another, erotic little dimension, to my journey into sissy-dom.

I did an extra twirl to hear the tiny jingle of bells, one more time. And then I skipped across the floor and was accompanied by the percussion section of the orchestra, dancing at my ankles.

I looked again at the vision of latex loveliness that I had become. It was overwhelming.

The stockings hugged at my legs. The boots at my feet. The “gloves” encased my arms. My false nails highlighted, at the ends of the white sheaths. I looked like a gorgeous, female, latex doll. And there was nothing, barely, to say that I was anything other than female. Even my neck was covered by the pink and white latex of the high collar, concealing my male “apple” from view.

I was HER doll, HER pet, HER sissy she-male, and SHE could do whatever SHE wanted to me. SHE could dress me in any way SHE wanted. SHE could bind and gag me, hood and blind me. I wanted to be wrapped, and strapped and utterly trapped, by HER. And I wanted to experience any experience SHE cared to subject me to. I would never object. I adored HER, and I loved the new ME, far too much.

And then SHE sat me on the edge of the vast bed and introduced me to the hood that I was to wear and informed me of my role, this day.

“Now, you’re not going to be Penelope, this morning, today I am going to call you Rowena. Don’t ask me why, I just like the ring of it,” SHE laughed, “You’re going to be “Rowena, My Little Rubber Lady’s Maid. And this is going to be your face, for the day.”

SHE held up the limp piece of unassuming latex, and I looked at it, rather disappointedly. It looked nothing as severe as my previous leather hoods, and I wasn’t certain it would be sufficiently strict, to achieve the same arousing effect as my previous ones.

I needn’t have worried. As I understood how close this unlikely piece of white rubber would attach itself to me, it would prove more than satisfactory.

“Here, there are openings for your eyes. You need to see what you’re doing, today. Here are two tiny perforations under the nose. And here is where your mouth-gag is going to fit,” SHE pointed at the various points of interest, as SHE twirled the hood before my eyes.

SHE then told me to raise my head and slowly pulled the hooding, down and down, over my feminine face. The degree of resistance was what first alerted me to the tightness of the hood, in question. Although unzipped, at the rear, the white latex was stretched and hauled out, to even begin to get it over my wigged head, as SHE eased it down and obliterated my features, it cloyed at my skin and tried to smother me in its, strong, and curious-smelling, grip.

The tight latex, attached itself to my skin, closer than anything, I’d ever experienced. I was glad of the eye-holes, and of the open section at the mouth, as the small breathing holes appeared totally inadequate to allow sufficient air to reach inside the cloying, grasping, second skin, that was clawing at my own.

SHE allowed me a moment to adjust and accept the limitations of the hood. Then SHE picked up the mouth section and I remembered, SHE’d shown me the four small fastenings at the mouth, and four more, at the eye section, which were clearly there to accommodate added panels of latex.

SHE had made my eyes up, because they were to show, all morning, through the large eye-holes, within the latex. And I could tell, the heavily made-up, blue eyes, were perfectly framed by the white of the covering, and my false lashes, on my upper lids, projected out, as the rubber mask stuck to my face.

The gag, I was to wear, was something else, altogether. It looked a fairly innocuous panel of white latex, but on one side of it, was a mouthpiece that would sit between my pink lips. On the other side of it, were some plumped out pink lips, in latex, matching, precisely, the pink of the frock and of the rest of my ensemble.

SHE wanted me to know exactly what I was to be forced to take in my mouth. I think it excited HER to tell me and watch me react.

“This has to go in, between your lips. All of it. You’ll find it is soft and flexible and really, quite comfortable, once you get used to it. Your upper teeth will sit in this section here. And, when you close your mouth around it, as you’ll be forced to do, when I fasten it to your hood, your lower jaw will sit up in this groove. That part will press to your tongue and you would be wise to get your tongue neatly tucked in there, before I fasten it, otherwise it’ll force it to the back of your mouth and might prove difficult.

Once you’ve got your tongue in the middle section, and your teeth above and below, sitting in the grooves, you won’t be allowed to speak but you’ll be able to move your jaws, slightly. And you’ll taste the latex! I think you’ll like it. But, hey, if not, it’s not really for your enjoyment. Little Lady’s Maids, should be seen and not heard. And that’s the purpose of it. So, open wide and let’s see how we get on.”

With that, SHE pushed the monstrous rubber insert to my lips and I was obliged to open my mouth wide to get the full, flexible monster, into my oral cavity.

It felt like an oversized gum shield, as it was pressed home. I realised immediately what SHE meant about getting my tongue, and my teeth, aligned, and I wrestled to get all three lines of upper jaw, lower teeth, and my awkward tongue, lined up and into their allotted positions, before SHE snapped the fasteners shut and sealed me in.

My tongue forced forward and located neatly in the hollow of the latex and I licked at the little cave it had inhabited. My teeth were comfortably lodged, top and bottom, in the flexible shields of latex, and my lips were set slightly open. I saw what SHE meant about retaining some movement and, as the last popper fastened the hideous gag to my mouth, I experimented to see just how free I was to move my jaws.

As SHE watched, SHE laughed, because the slight movements of my jaws were moving the external, pink latex lips, just as if they were my own. But not a sound was emitting, from the closed, false lips that presented to the world. The tongue was held in such a confined space it had no opportunity to form any sounds. My two rows of teeth were firmly sited in their gumshield retainers and I was a mute, lush-lipped, latex, ventriloquist’s doll, able to move my lips but totally reliant on someone else to do the talking for me.

I sat there in my enforced silence, as the next detail of my morning’s attire was brought out.

I looked down at the mass of pink, rubber, cording and the flattened strips of pink, latex, elongated rectangles, that SHE was arranging, in order of length, at the side of where I sat.

It was only when SHE picked up the first latex strip, that I realised I was to be cuffed and collared, with these rectangles of pink rubber. But how many cuffs and collars, can one Lady’s Maid, possibly wear?

The first two cuffs went around my wrists, over the white arm sheaths and contrasting, nicely, with them. The next two went over the same sheaths, above the bend in the elbow.

Next, SHE fitted two at the ankles, just above my line of tinkly bells and then two more, larger of course, above my latex covered knees.

Then SHE slipped one large “belt” of latex around my trim waist and the final one, around my neck, cushioned by the high collar of the latex frock.

I’d sat in my muted state watching, intrigued by all that was happening and not entirely certain what this was all about. But, as I stared at each cuff and my waist belt and saw my collar, just before it disappeared under my chin, I realised that every cuff had twin fixing rings, on opposite sides of each. My belt had four such rings, two either side of the centre point and my collar had another three rings, set at its front and one on either side.

The rubber cording, still lying untouched, was actually a complex set of tethers. They were different lengths and, slightly different diameters, of round, rubber cording, that looked like pink, rubber, bungee leads. Each one had a clip fastening, in silvery metal, at either end and each one, as I was to discover, had a degree of stretch, but were strong, sturdy tethers, that were designed to fit to each of the multitude of cuffs, belts and collars, circling my body, and keep my movements limited.

SHE began the complex process of connecting each rubber “bungee” tether, to each of my cuffs.

In HER mind, SHE had worked out how each would restrict a different movement, and now, she was about to discover if HER designs, and HER inherited, light engineering business, had come up trumps!

First, SHE took one short length of rubber and connected my two wrists together, only perhaps, 8 inches apart. Then SHE worked, employing the bungees, in pairs, down my body, from my collar to my ankles. One tether connected from my collar down to one wrist. Its pair, to the other. Another connected down to my elbow cuff. And this was mirrored, on the other side, of my frame, with a paired length of bungee tether, going to my upper arm cuff.

Then SHE connected the left wrist cuff down to one of the four rings at my latex belt, at the left side, and repeated the process, at my right side.

Longer tethers ran from my waist belt downwards to connect to my cuffs above the knees, and others to connect to the cuffs around my ankles.

And, as I sat there, festooned in the lengths of pink, rubber cording, like the cuffs and collar, slightly darker in pink than the frock and accoutrements, I realised my movements would be substantially restricted, by the carefully planned network of restraints I was wearing.

SHE had far more tethers than SHE needed to employ and was clearly erring on the side of caution, in case SHE’d got some of the measures wrong and needed to substitute shorter or longer restraints, at any point.

Eventually, the complicated process was finished, when SHE connected two last tethers. These were short and one connected across the gap between my knees and one connected my two ankles together, just as my wrists had been connected, at the start. SHE seemed satisfied and SHE made me stand.

“Now walk forward!” SHE demanded and I went to take a step in my flash, new bootees, and my tinkly bells.

“Whoa!” I thought to myself, as I was stopped short, “What the hell is happening . . . . ?”

My foot was jerked to a stop as the limit of give, in the rubber cord joining my ankles, stopped me, well-short of my intended mark.

I adjusted my next step and tried again. I was jerked to a halt, again, the tether above my knees acting in co-ordination with the tether at my ankles, to stop me in my tracks.

I very quickly realised that I could only move in tiny, mincing steps, and kind of shuffle along on my feet. As I did so, the chorus of tinkling bells, followed my slow, laborious progress, across the bedroom floor.

SHE, of course, was delighted. It was exactly as SHE had planned and SHE clapped HER hands, in glee, as I struggled to move in anything other than jerky, mechanical, doll-like movements.

“Now, back to me!” SHE instructed and I turned, with difficulty and made my way back, until I heard, “And stop!”

I was glad to stop! This was like a nightmare. I had been reduced to little shuffling steps that sapped my strength, as I fought against the rubber cording, controlling my movements.

“Raise your left hand!” SHE barked.

I tried. I really did. But my left hand was going nowhere without my right hand. They were connected!

And neither hand was going higher than the rubber bungees, connecting them to the waist belt, allowed, and neither was going lower than the tethers connecting them to the collar, allowed.

“Try moving your hands, side to side,” SHE urged.

Again, some movement was allowed, and then, when I tried to force against the rubber bindings, I found I was no match for them.

“That is perfect,” SHE concluded, “Just perfect. That’s the way you are to be controlled when you are my Lady’s Maid. I know it means that your jobs will take longer, but it is the way I want to see you constrained and it is the way you will spend this morning, completing your household duties.”

I could barely believe what I was hearing. But then SHE clarified, as SHE handed me the list of jobs that Rubber Maid Rowena had to complete.

No wonder we had started this day so early! My dressing and binding had taken over an hour. It was now nearly 9.45am. and I had a list of jobs to complete before 1.00pm.

This was my list, and SHE later told me SHE had, deliberately, kept it simple for my “first time” because SHE herself wasn’t certain it was possible to counter the terrible strain that my rubber bonds were putting on me :-

Rowena’s Jobs for Today

	To load washing machine and wash one load of items, on a cool, delicate wash 



	To unload clean dishes from dishwasher and re-fill with last night’s and the morning’s dirty dishes 



	To take out the re-cycling box and sort the metal, plastic and card into correct bins 



	Move green and blue bins to near front gates ready for tomorrow’s collection. DO NOT BE SEEN! 



	Sweep and mop the kitchen floor – DO NOT re-enter for 30 minutes, till dry 



	Iron the little basket of smalls, that are sitting by the ironing board. Use a low setting for COOL. The items are precious. 



	Thoroughly clean and sanitize, two used butt plugs. Then wrap said plugs in airtight film, ready for future use. 



	Hoover and dust, thoroughly, in the lounge 



	Hang out the washing and put the ironed garments in the correct drawers, in my room 



	Prepare a small, tuna salad, and cover and leave in the fridge. I shall leave out all the ingredients. 



REPORT to ME, in my bedroom, when you have completed all tasks, and all must be finished not any later than 1.00pm.

SHE explained that SHE would demonstrate how to use the washer and the dishwasher. The iron and board were already out, in the lounge and the hoover and dusters were there, also. The butt plugs were in my small bathroom.

Any ingredients for a salad, and the bowls and clingfilm, would be left out, in the kitchen but I couldn’t go back in there, after mopping, till it was dry!

SHE had work to do, but would look in on me, regularly, and hoped to not find me slacking!

And that was that!

I was to complete my list of tasks, not arduous, but tricky enough under my circumstances, and I had three hours to do so, or I would be punished.

I’m not good at many things, but I do have to say, I’m quite orderly in my tidiness and I’m quite organised in my mind. I’ve had to be, in my job.

So, I set to with determination, to do everything on my list, in record time and show HER I was born to be a Lady’s Maid.

I was aware of HER presence, at regular intervals, throughout my timetabled work period. My tinkling bells summoned HER, regularly and SHE popped in, and out, of each room, directing me if I was unsure where anything was, correcting me if I’d strayed from my duties.

I’m not saying I enjoyed being made to work BUT I shall tell you this; the wearing of the latex frock and all the other clothing, thrilled me, beyond measure. The way I had to contend with the restriction of movement by the really clever, tethering devices, connected to me, both impressed and intrigued me. And I relished the challenge they presented.

And I kind of knew, there was going to be a surprise waiting for me, whether I did my jobs well, or if I failed to please. So, it was a win-win situation and I worked hard, completing the last task, the salad, by 12.40pm and then making my slow way up the stairs, to report to HER Highness, M’Lady!

As soon as I entered HER room, I knew that I was to be rewarded for my efforts.

SHE had changed HER clothes. SHE’d shed the silk robe that SHE had worn all morning and was now casually attired in a lovely, mustard, yellow, cami-top, with straps, made of a luscious, soft, leather. This was paired with a very short, black, leather mini-skirt, which clung to HER hips and rode up to show the black satin panties, SHE wore underneath. I could tell SHE was wearing nothing else. HER top and skirt were sufficient to cover the essentials, but not so long, as to prevent an interesting sight.

The outfit was simple, and it was understated, but it flattered HER stunning figure and was an immediate turn-on, for Her Lady’s Latex Maid.

I could see the two leather “things”, dangling from the upper rail, of the four-poster, at HER side of the bed. I wasn’t sure what they were for, but I hoped they were another devilish way of restraining me.

She sat me on the edge of the bed . . . HER edge . . . with the leather foot slings, which is what they were, dangling provocatively in front and to either side of me.

“You’ve done well, Rowena,” SHE complimented, “I’ve gone around checking each task and I’m pleased. Well done. I may have to tie you a little tighter, next time, to make it more difficult!”

That’s gratitude for you!

SHE continued, “Now, I have a little reward for you. Something to show you how pleased I am with my little latex maid. But, first, I have to cover those gorgeous eyes of yours, I really don’t want you peeping and spoiling your surprise!”

SHE already had the sticky, oval, plastic, eye-pads, I’d previously experienced, ready and waiting. I willingly closed my left eye, as instructed, whilst SHE sealed that closed. Then the same to my right eye and I was, once more, where I was happy to be, completely sightless.

I felt HER connect the latex eye-piece, back to my latex hood, over the top of my sealed eyes. I didn’t know it but, like the gag panel, it was decorated with its own, over-sized, set of peepers, huge doll-like blue eyes, that made it look as though I was a made-up porcelain doll, with my white, latex face, and my pink, rubber lips, and my blue, latex doe-eyes.

Once I was entirely sealed into the rubber mask, I was forced backward on the bed, now laying across it, from edge to edge, rather than down the length of it.

I felt HER unclip each of my leg tethers. And then SHE raised my right, booted, and stockinged, leg, up, and even further up, forcing my body to press hard into the soft mattress. SHE hooked it into the leather sling, that held it firm with the aid of two tightly buckled straps.

‘

Then SHE repeated the process, with my left leg, until both were raised up high, splayed wide, and suspended from the metal rail that ran around the bed.

My hands were useless, still connected, as they were to my collar and my belt, by the rubber bungee cords, that prevented too much movement. But SHE was clearly not happy seeing them held there, on my chest and SHE adjusted the tethers, so that SHE could secure my arms, by the bungee cords, to the opposite lower frame of the bed.

Then, I jerked against my bonds, as I felt a powerful thrum pass through my body. I’d got so used to accommodating the pink butt plug, during my work period, that I’d almost forgotten it was there. Now, it had been activated and, like my previous plug, it was a vibrating plug, operated with a remote control, that SHE had switched to a very insistent, hammering-type, pattern of vibration.

It rattled away inside me, “da-da-da!” and “da-da-da!”. It was like a mini-hammer drill, pounding away at my insides and the feeling was delicious.

I didn’t know it, but SHE had stopped to watch my reaction to the vibrating tool within, and had put on a pair of sleek, rubber gloves, just elbow-length, at this point, and was now un-popping the sets of poppers that held my pink, latex briefs, close to my crotch, and kept both the butt plug, and my little weeny-peeny, tightly contained.

The pink rubber knick-knacks fell away, exposing my reddened penis, which, almost immediately expressed its gratitude, by standing to attention.

I felt HER rubber-gloved hand, slightly lubricated now, tease at the column of flesh, willing it to grow even larger. So, it obliged.

But then, something disconcerting, happened.

As I was aware how impressive my erection was becoming, SHE suddenly stopped paying it any attention. HER hand disappeared from it and then I felt a strange, and disturbing sensation.

SHE had picked up the length of thin, rubber cording, that SHE had prepared and was now intent on tying the cording around and around my scrotum, and around my bulging penis.

SHE was pulling it taut and tying it, just as tightly as SHE could manage, up the full length of my cock-column. I wanted to scream but the gagging in my mouth was far too effective.

Although it was being tied securely, there was some give in the flexible, black, rubber cord, and I was grateful for this.

As soon as SHE was satisfied that my rod was bound up fully, SHE then picked up a weird, massage glove, made of silicon, that fitted over HER right, gloved hand. The silicon padding was like a brush, that fitted with a strap, over HER hand, covering the palm. I only know this now, because we use it quite regularly. On this occasion, it was another “first” for both of us.

The silicon pad covered the palm completely and it was graced with a host of flexible, silicon, pointed studs, that projected from the glove. As soon as SHE gripped my bound penis in the palm of HER hand and began to massage up and down, rhythmically, as the vibrating, plug pounded and drilled at my rear, I went into a frenzied mix of feelings.

Painful? Maybe.

Pleasurable? Definitely.

It was more than I could stand, as my penis reacted and fought to enlarge even more, against the black rubber ropes, twisted around its length.

I was aware I was making humungous moaning noises that even this most effective of gags, could not prevent and I felt I was going crazy, as I battled against the stimulation that was attacking me from inside, and from out.

Whilst SHE was massaging hard with HER textured glove on the one hand, HER other hand was stirring HER own juices, through the thin covering of satin panty. I didn’t know it, but SHE was preparing the panties, to replace my lip sealant, and I would enjoy them later.

It took very little time for me to reach a point of no return. The sensations, within, and without, were so intense, this was only going one way. Up and out!

And I upped and outed, within minutes, as my constrained cock gave up the battle and admitted defeat.

It was one of the most intense moments of my new, sexual awakenings. And I loved it.

And more importantly, SHE loved it too.

I say, more importantly, because I had to know SHE was getting as much pleasure, from this pairing, as I was. After all, SHE was doing all the work. But that was what SHE wanted and SHE was only happy when SHE was in charge.

As far as I was concerned, SHE could take charge of me any time, in any manner SHE wanted.

The mopping up operation took longer than the actual dirtying operation, had done!

And then, I was told, SHE was going to prepare me for lunch and we would enjoy the tuna salad I had, so diligently, prepared.

I was released from the two, very effective, leg slings, and was aware of the tethers being taken from my wrists. I was aware of my two wrist cuffs, then, being joined together, so that my arms were held behind my back.

And I felt the leather arm-binder being raised up my joined arms, forcing them together, as I’d already experienced.

I didn’t know it, but this was a different binder. I couldn’t see the vivid pink, leather contraption, SHE was fitting to my arms, to keep them contained. But I knew, from experience, that this was a mighty effective way of restraining me, and I looked forward to being fed my meal.

SHE had felt the bright, almost “shocking” pink leather, would contrast well, with the delicate pink, of my latex attire. And I’m sure SHE was correct.

Finally, the awful, mouth-filling gag, I had suffered for 4 hours, was removed and I checked my teeth were still all there and I swivelled my tongue, to celebrate its release.

After a very quick meal, I was surprised to find that SHE was removing my latex hood. I admit to feeling a little cheated, as the hood was pulled away.

SHE checked my twin eyes were still sealed shut, with the ovals of plastic padding. All ship-shape.

SHE did a quick appraisal of my make-up and decided that was okay, too.

And then SHE cupped my chin, in HER hand and forced my lips into a small, open 0-shape.

SHE had removed HER freshly wettened panties, earlier, and now SHE pressed these to my lips, and forced me to ingest them.

I knew, immediately, what was happening, I could smell HER, and I could taste HER, and I gladly took HER moistened pants into my mouth, as fully as SHE could force them.

And then, unseen by me, SHE picked up a roll of white, plastic tape, a little like electric, insulation tape, and pressing my lips closed, around the wad of satin insert, wound the white, plastic tape, around and around, and around and around my lips, my face, and my wigged head, until the panties were entirely sealed, within.

SHE replaced the hood, SHE did not replace the old gagging panel, as there was, simply, no place for it to gag.  My mouth was stuffed, and taped over, several times. And the white tape showed through the open section of white latex mask, as my eyes were, once more, sealed by the huge, blue, dolly eyes, staring, lifelessly, from the latex covering.

I was left alone for a short spell, then.

It was just long enough for HER to go back to HER wondrous treasure trove of bondage items and bring down a wide, leather, posture collar, in white, that buckled, with three short straps, at the back and held my covered head, high. She also picked up a similar mouth panel to the one I had worn, previously. But this panel had no insert, to go between my lips. My lips were taped and tightly sealed, in any case. She fitted this mouth panel, to the press-stud fasteners, and, once more, I displayed a set of lush, latex, dolly lips, to the outside world.

Then she fitted the stiffened posture collar, over the collar of my dress.

To the front of this, SHE clipped a long, white, leather leash, like a dog lead. What else was I to expect? I was HER bitch and the dog lead seemed eminently appropriate.

I felt the ropes and straps at my feet, and at the bottom of my bright pink armbinder, that had held me to my seat, fall away.

SHE adjusted the long, leather gloves, she had run up HER arms. They were in black, matching her tiny, sexy, black, leather skirt. And then SHE picked up the end of my leather leash, scooped up the two ropes and one leather strap, that had bound me for my lunch date, and we set off, for pastures new and experiences fresh.


Chapter 10

The Contract

I was led, by my collar and leash, to a small room I had not been in, previously. It was HER office, apparently, and the place where she often disappeared to, whilst I was otherwise detained. Here she would keep her business paper-work up-to-date, but here she would also indulge her fantasies.

The large computer screen, set before the office chair, was where she researched her next bondage scenario. It was where she sought out her ropes, her cuffs, her straps, her gags and her hoods and blindfolds.

It was where she kept her collection of bondage clips, that inspired her extreme take on body immobilization, and the use of every-day objects, as functioning bondage equipment.

And it was where she had, some time ago, written the conditions of service, the “contract”, that any would-be, female slave, or any feminized, sissy slut slave, would have to abide by, if she, or he, were lucky enough to be offered a role in HER rather extreme lifestyle.

Previous applicants had tried and failed and never got this far, running a proverbial mile, before allowing their bodies to be subjected to the ordeals I had already suffered, thus far.

Others had been offered the opportunity, only two, previous “applicants”, mind you, and both female, but they, too, had baulked at the harsh conditions imposed.

Today, it was my turn to be offered the vacant post and that was why I was here. Of course, I knew none of this, when I was dragged, by my collar, into the small, multi-functional place of work and den of fantasy.

I was still hooded, from my previous adventure. I was still blinded by the tape over my eyes, as well as the detachable blindfold, buckled tight to my hooded face. I still contended with the silken panties stuffed into my mouth and then firmly held there by the tape, which went around my wigged head, before the re-installation of the tight, latex hood, and the new, front, detachable mouth panel, over the gagging tape and panty set, made any attempt at speech, impossible.

And here I was, to be sat, and bound to HER office chair, or, rather, my junior office chair, which she had moved to replace HER executive seat, in front of the large screen.

She worked quickly to first strap my latex-stockinged legs, and booted feet, together, before tying them with white cotton cord to the central pivot leg of the office chair.

She took my arms, gloved, and then sealed into the leather arm-binder, over the low back of the office seat and, using a second white cord, she utilized the metal ring on the end of the arm-binder to thread the cord and tie my sheathed arms down to the same point where my booted feet were tied back.

That was all it took. One arm-binder, one leg strap, two cords, one devilishly tight hood, and I was as helpless as a babe, once more.

She spoke to me, through my latex head-covering.

“Well, Penelope, I’ve brought you here for a very special reason. Today, I have made a decision. A very important decision. And it now is up to you, to make your own, equally important, decision.

But first, I want you to watch a short compilation of films. I shall leave you to enjoy what you see. Or not!

Then I am going to introduce you to some of the places I like to browse and shop. I’ll do a little online shopping, whilst you follow me.

And then I have a document prepared and a set of my “house rules”. I’ll come to that later, but I wish you to read it and ponder the proposal I am to put to you.

Do you understand everything I have said?”

I nodded my hooded head, as much as the neck binder would allow.

“Good,” I heard HER say, “Then I shall remove your blindfold and the tape covering your eyes. But only that. Do not expect any other mercies.”

I nodded again. I knew my place and it was not for me to question any decision, or any choice, SHE made.

I felt the blindfold being unfastened, from its set of four press-stud, fixings, and the movement, to my side, told me it had been discarded.

HER fingers, carefully pulled at the white, oval discs of tape that covered each eye socket, and although they peeled away, relatively easily, I still winced as they pulled at my delicate eye-lids.

Quite surprisingly, I was told, the heavy eye make-up she had applied that morning had survived the taping, and the hooding, and my stunning, blue eyes, shone like eternal pools of blue light, from beyond the harsh, white latex, framing them.

I blinked as the artificial light, in this window-less room, hit my eyes, which had become so accustomed to being kept in the dark these past 45 hours, or so.

I looked around me, inhibited by the wide collar, encircling my throat. It was still a sizeable room, as was every room in this impressive home. I saw the ranks of books and files, on the shelving and realised she did, indeed, have a life, beyond the bizarre one she had introduced me to.

I looked at the expensive computer before me and she urged me to keep my eyes forward now, as she re-started it and the screen flickered into life.

She manipulated a few buttons and delved deep into her “secret” files, hidden, discretely, amongst her personal folders.

And then she clicked another button and pointed the cursor on a file called “inspiring compilation”. And kissed me on my leathered cheek, as she withdrew from the room and left me to watch a half hour or, more, of the most intense bondage scenes that, I could imagine, existed.

These were not full of cruel punishment scenarios, or beatings or mutilations. Nothing of that ilk, crossed the screen. But the ways in which the women, all women, were tied, were intense and they were imaginative.

It switched from one short scenario, of, perhaps, two minutes, to one of three, then one of just a few seconds, one slightly longer, and so on.

Each scene depicted a clearly willing, female subject, bound, gagged, blindfolded, hooded, and then tied in the most elaborate fashion.

I even recognised the bed scene, and the position I had been made to assume at the foot of HER bed on the Friday late-night, “shift”.

I was in no doubt that this was HER very own collection of “favourites” and, when the proposal was to be made, an hour or more from now, I was in no doubt that my feminized body would be uniformed in the same way as the women were attired, in the sequences I was now witnessing and it would be bound in the same, severe fashion and style.

In all, I watched maybe 30 different bondage scenarios, over a period of 35 to 40 minutes, each one fusing into the next and some of the positions the females in the films had been made to assume, made me wonder how they could contort their lithe bodies, so.

And then the compilation ended. My breath, difficult as it was, behind my facial covering of plastic tape and latex, was taken away, by the sheer creativity of the rope and strap work, I had witnessed.

And then SHE returned.

I hadn’t even heard the door open, or realised SHE had entered, I was so engrossed in the fantasy scenes, I was witnessing, and SHE had, in fact, returned early, to catch my reactions, for the last few minutes of film sequences.

I felt HER hand stroke my rubber-encased head and her presence brought me back to some kind of reality. HER reality.

“Did my little bondage bitch enjoy that?” SHE asked.

I nodded my head, slowly, to the extent it was permitted.

“And does my little bondage bitch wish to experience some more of the same treatment?” SHE continued.

I paused.

I was in no doubt.

Again, I nodded. I longed to be all of those women, rolled into one. I was hooked and I was addicted to my leather clothes, my rubber maid’s outfit, my boots, my gloves and most of all, I was addicted to MY MISTRESS.

“Well, I want to show you some outfits, that I see my pretty little Penelope, modelling. Would you like to go on a little shopping trip with me, Penny Slut?”

Oh yes! I wanted to see every possibility. I tipped my hooded head, again, in complete submission.

SHE pulled her executive office chair, all leather and luxury, next to my, more basic, model, to which I was now becoming mentally attached, as well as physically attached with rope and leather.

There followed an extraordinary tour through some of the easily found sites, which made up the darker side of the internet. If my mouth had not been taped shut, and stuffed full, and confined within my glorious hood, it would have dropped wide open at some of the images we viewed.

Occasionally, I heard my captor sigh as SHE saw an outfit that particularly pleased her.

I would have sighed at each! I wanted everything I saw. And I wanted HER to make me wear each item. And I wanted HER to tie me or strap me or chain me, into the most uncomfortable position her mind could conjure, whilst wearing every one of the leather and latex items, we viewed.

We did a comprehensive tour of many of the small private companies that manufactured bondage-wear and bondage equipment. And then we moved onto eBay and SHE showed me just how accessible, a lot of very bizarre articles were, on that common, popular site. I recognised, amongst the large selection of the hoods, the ones I had already experienced. I recognised the plugs and the cock-cages I had already suffered.

Occasionally, SHE would confirm, “I have one of those!” or, “I’ve a skirt, just like that, but in purple. You must try it on.”

And then our shopping expedition was over. For now.

“Would my prissy, sissy Penny, like to wear some of those clothes?” SHE enquired, as SHE fixed HER hypnotic brown eyes, upon my wide, blue ones.

Her prissy, sissy, slut, slave Penelope, nodded. “She” would love to wear any, and all, of those. And “she’d” even spotted a few punishment items, like, curiously-shaped butt plugs, and more extreme penis-binders, that “she’d” be happy to model, too!

“Good!” SHE exclaimed, loudly, as though relieved. Experience had told HER, that this was the point at which SHE had lost HER other two favoured applicants. One had screamed to be released, even earlier, whilst watching the video compilation.

But Prissy Sissy Penelope, was made of sterner stuff and SHE wanted to embrace the lifestyle she had just witnessed, fully.

“I am going to make you an offer. I shall explain exactly what will be expected of you if you accept. I shall release you from any conditions if you refuse. But the terms of my offer are not negotiable. You either accept all, and any conditions, I require, or you return to your humdrum life and never see me again. Do you understand?”

I couldn’t truly believe what I was hearing, but I nodded that I understood. It was “take it” or it was “leave it”. There was no in-between. But what was the offer?

“I am going to ask you to read a document I have written,” SHE continued, “When you’ve had the opportunity to fully digest it, I shall clarify several of the major points. I shall then release you from your bondage and I shall say goodbye. I hope that you will consider my offer and return here, to this house, next Friday, as you did this week. If you do not return, of your own accord, I shall bear no ill-feelings. If you do return, it will be to put your signature to the document you have read and I shall consider it to be a full and BINDING contract, between us. At that point in time, you will relinquish all your rights, and all your life, and you will place them both, entirely in my hands. Do you understand?”

OMG, yes! YES! YES! I UNDERSTAND. AND YES! I DO. Or I WILL, Whatever, answer you want, you may have.

My eyes tried to communicate what my lips could not.

“I understand this is a momentous decision and so I want you to take the next few days to decide. But I am offering you a place, here, in my home, as my possession, my pet, my slut and my slave. But it will be as Penelope, or Trisha, or Marigold, or Rowena, or whatever, particular name, I choose to assign you. You will live as my feminized slave and under my complete control. You understand?”

“Of course, I understand. I understand it all. I don’t have to read any terms or conditions. I accept them. Fully!”

How many ways can I try to tell her, with my mouth so firmly sealed as it is?

“Now, read these pages, carefully. Twice! And then I shall clarify any parts of the contract, you do not fully comprehend.”

SHE took HER eyes from mine and I pleaded to be allowed to speak to tell HER I would belong to HER, unconditionally. But SHE was intent on opening the document SHE needed me to read and to fully comprehend.

As I read each line, and read it again to fully believe it, SHE sat back and I sensed SHE would have all her fingers and toes crossed, hoping that none of the extreme conditions outlined, would frighten me from accepting HER hospitality.

If my penis had been free to express the utter certainty with which I accepted, each and every condition, of my proffered servitude, it would have been a full 12 inches long!

As SHE slowly scrolled down, the pages, for me, I got to the end of the third page and had already read each line, twice. Then I returned to the beginning as I wanted to experience the thrill of reading the terms of my planned imprisonment, within this erotic fortress, again. And again.

SHE must have assumed that I read it so slowly because I was hesitating at the extreme nature in which SHE wished to confine me. I could sense the anxiety, SHE felt. There was tension, in the air.

But, the exact opposite, was true. I wanted my life sentence to begin now. Today. Immediately. Or, rather, I wanted each and every experience of the last hours to be repeated upon my feminized body, again. And again.

“Do you understand every, single thing you have read?” SHE enquired, when I indicated I had read, and digested, sufficient.

HER voice betrayed HER excitement and also HER concern, that HER offer may be accepted, or might be rejected.

I nodded. I could do nothing else.

“I am asking you to give up your job, your apartment, your friends, your entire life,” SHE told me, but I already knew that. I had read it, in black and white.

“I want you to return here, and remain here, as my Sissy Slave. Permanently. You are to wear only female clothes. You are to wear full female make-up and hair, at all times and you are to reject your male life entirely.”

I know. I’ve just read it. YES! I DO!

“And you shall be placed in strict bondage each and every day of your existence. There will be two days set aside where you will be kept only in symbolic slavery, as you were this morning, to permit you to exercise and to fulfil your various household chores, as my Rubber House-maid. A third day, you will see to any gardening or exterior jobs, that need your attention and you will be suitably attired and lightly restrained to complete those jobs, but each of those three evenings, when I return from work, you will be ready to accept your foremost role, as my slave-slut. You understand?”

For pity’s sake . . . . YES! Let’s start right now.

“You will learn to cook and to mind the home. You will be taught to apply your own make-up, and even mine, from time to time. You will care for all your own clothing, as well as laundering and ironing all of mine. And you will subject yourself to whatever position, or to whatever punishment, I deem necessary, at any time, night or day.”

I nodded.

“In return for your servitude, I shall provide you with all your accommodation, all your food and drink, and all your clothing, which will be of my choice.

You will spend each night, in leather and in severe bondage, either in my bedroom, or in your own bed.

You will spend the four days we share together, when I am not seeing to my business affairs, in the most extreme of bondages and in whatever outfit, I favour you to wear.

Sometime, in the distant future, we might discuss some body modifications, to accentuate your new, feminine side. For the present, I am content to work with what we have and make of you, the nearest approximation to a female companion, and slave that, working together, we are able, to achieve.

Future modifications and improvements, will mean, at the very least, the disposal of all bodily hair. It might involve some hormone treatment to give you breasts, or we may look at the possibility of implants.

You will spend the vast majority of your time confined to this house and the grounds, out of sight, or contact, with any other person.

Eventually, I hope to get you to a point where you will be able to accompany me, socially, in the clothes I choose for you, and displayed in any way I see fit, so that others may witness and admire your transformation.

And lastly, once we begin this journey, there will be no turning back. You will give yourself to me entirely and never, ever question what I say, what I do, or what I decide.

Do you understand all of that? Clearly?”

Again, for the 6th, 7th, 8th, time, I nodded. I understood it all. Very clearly. Clear as crystal. And my answer was yes. YES! An emphatic YES. I want you to possess me.

SHE went to the rear of the hood, and SHE raised the zip that had held the latex hood, tight to my features, my female features that I now knew I was allowed, to keep.

She undid the stretched gag panel, and the rubber-lips from over my own tape facial covering, dropped away.

She unbuckled the three straps that held the contoured, stiffened, collar, to my neck.

As the hood came away, she marvelled at the way most of my make-up had remained intact. And she began to peel off the tape that twisted around and around my head and sealed my lips, so effectively.

As she teased out the sodden, satin panties, that had filled my mouth to bulging, she began again, to speak,

“Okay, it’s time to say, goodbye. I am going to untie you and then you may change and shower. I’ll get your clothes. You have till Friday. If you decide not to return, I shall understand. I won’t try to contact you and I won’t stalk you. We’ll never see each other again . . . But . . . .”

“STOP!” I almost shouted, as the last inch of satin emerged from my ruby red lips.

“What?” she blurted, “You told me to stop? How dare you?”

“Yes! STOP! I promise I’ll never give another order, but I want you to stop what you’re doing. I don’t want you to untie me. I understand everything you’ve said. I do. Fully. I understand all the implications and I understand everything I will sacrifice. Everything. I understand it all . . . . and my answer is YES.”

“Yes, to everything I’ve said? Yes . . . to all the conditions?” SHE persisted.

“Yes, to every, single, last condition. Yes, I want to belong to you. I want you to own me. I will do anything, absolutely anything you ask of me. I promise,” I said.

SHE looked into my eyes and I am sure she understood the sincerity with which I spoke.

But SHE insisted, “I still think you need to go home and think about it. I want you to say yes, and agree and I want you to live here, with me, as my sissy slave, but I really think you need till Friday, to fully decide. Anyway, what about work? What about the apartment?”

“Well, I have to give 4 weeks’ notice, if I hand in my resignation from work. Same with the flat, 4 weeks’ rent, or four weeks’ notice. But then I’ll be free to move in here and be whatever you want me to be. Four weeks from  now. Well, from tomorrow.” I assured her.

SHE studied my face, intently, and then SHE smiled and leant in for a passionate kiss upon my pink-painted lips, the first time our lips had ever touched.

The kiss lasted a full two minutes, or more. And then a second, even longer one followed and then SHE did something very strange.

SHE picked up the satin pants that had graced my mouth, just moments before, and forced them back between my pretty, pink lips. SHE picked up the latex hood and teased it back down over my head, making sure my gag panel and blinding eye panel, were both re-instated, to completely conceal my rubber-cased, face.

SHE zipped shut, the rear fastening, till the hood gripped my head, in its excessively tight, vice-like grip, once more. And then SHE untied my feet from the office pedestal, and unbuckled the straps keeping my ankle-booted feet together. SHE went around the back of me and un-roped my armbinder from the same fastening point. SHE forced the stiffened, reinforced collar back around my hooded neck and attached the leash that SHE had led me by, into this room.

And we were off. There seemed an urgency in HER movements and I wondered at HER intentions, as we turned down the corridor, from the upstairs, office suite and headed back to HER bedroom.

As we galloped along, at a pace that proved quite disconcerting, given my state of blindness, but with me now much more confident on my heels than just two days previously, I tasted HER scent, once again, in the panties filling my mouth and bulging my cheeks. I revelled in the odour of new latex, the odour of the hood covering my face, I gloried in the feeling of helplessness, that I now knew would become a very permanent part of my life with this incredible woman.

And then we must have reached the bedroom, and the giant bed itself, because, I felt myself manhandled and hauled up onto the vast bed-top and hands clawing furiously to release my penis from its recently installed casing.

Now, I thought I fully understood her intentions and, as the latex panties were pulled away, and I was thrown onto my back, my arms still bound together, behind me, and zipped, laced and buckled into the pink, leather armbinder, and now forced under the weight of my body, and I felt my latex covered legs, drawn out, to their full length as my latex skirts were lifted, I could feel my penis arousing from its enforced period of rest, and knew that soon we would be connected in a fit of passion that would satisfy us both.


Chapter 11

The Story Ends

Three times, that afternoon, I was allowed to show my appreciation for the attentions paid to my released penis. Three times, I was allowed to come to a fabulous, sexual, almost surreal climax. Twice inside HER, wearing protection, of course. Once more, after some well-earned rest, by the tender affections of HER leather-gloved hand.

And SHE climaxed at least as often. Certainly at least once, maybe more, in that first, passion-filled encounter. It was difficult for me to tell but SHE behaved like an unleashed wild animal, like a wild-cat, and SHE made the noises to match, so I am convinced I satisfied HER fully.

The second time, SHE had taken the trouble to release my arms from their captive sack, and for that I was grateful, as the weight of my own body, and HERs, on top of that, proved an uncomfortable distraction to the passion of the occasion.

The second time, that we both came, together, SHE had, most thoughtfully, bound my arms above my head to the bed-head, and spread my legs to the two corners of the bed, tying one to each foot-post.

And then SHE had allowed me to recover my strength and left me in splendid isolation, for an hour or more, where I could consider the pact we were about to officially make together, before SHE returned to remove my hood, the suffocating, gagging panties, and the tight-fitting posture collar.

SHE then smothered me with HER leather-clad body, as SHE persuaded my nimble tongue to do the sexual business, that my hands and arms were unable to achieve. And I brought HER to HER final climax, with tremulous flicks of my tongue, as SHE sat astride my bound form, facing my latex-covered legs, and achieved the same effect on me.

As my tongue played at HER pert, naked bottom, and then found HER most sensitive area, and licked and flicked, at that, I could feel HER leather-covered hands, persuading my once-more, engorged penis, that it still had something to give.

And, although in volume, there was little to show for HER efforts, I enjoyed the understated climax and appreciated the reciprocal gesture.

We then fell into a light sleep, our bodies wrapped together, mine still bound at hand and foot, HERs, twisted grotesquely, around my splayed limbs, HER gorgeous head of dark amber hair, virtually suffocating me, as HER head nestled into mine.

After an hour, or more, where we both recovered from our exertions, SHE untied me and led me off to the bathroom to clean up any small mess, SHE may have missed on her two prior clean-ups. And, after adjusting both HER hair and my wig, and touching up some of the smudged make-up, which had inevitably become a casualty of the afternoon’s exertions, SHE announced that I was to be taken downstairs, whilst SHE made food for us both.

I was happy to submit to a re-hooding, SHE choosing the open-mouthed feeding hood, this time, and permitting me to speak whilst SHE bound me tight to my feeding chair, and set to work at preparing a simple, Italian pasta dish, with whatever ingredients SHE could muster.

SHE asked me again, that I was absolutely certain, I wished to enter into contract with HER and I was more than happy to confirm so.

If I had got any doubts, previously, (which I had not), the past two, or so, hours, of physical intercourse, had left me with no such qualms, whatsoever. I wanted this more than anything else I had ever wanted from my 31 years of life.

SHE asked me again about giving notice, on both the job and the apartment. I explained that a statutory 4-week notice had to be served to honour my employment contract. This seemed to concern HER, but SHE said nothing.

I ate well, that night, fed large spoonfuls of delicious pasta with a creamy chicken sauce, washed down with generous helpings of a fine, white wine.

I was warned not to expect such luxuries, too often, in future, and I understood, this was a “special occasion”.

By the time the table was cleared, and the dishes stacked in the washer and the second bottle of crisp, white wine, consumed, we were both shattered. It had been a long day and the lengthy, afternoon activity, had taken its toll on both.

I suggested I should go home, to get some rest and to get to work, the next morning. SHE was quiet for a time, before saying, “No, I can’t allow it. I’m sorry, Penny. You have to sleep in my bed, tonight. I’ll set the alarm and make sure you’re up early enough to get home and showered and changed. What time does the office open?”

“It opens at 8.30am.” I told HER, “But I work a sort-of, flexi-time. I can arrive anytime up to 9.30, and then make up the lost hour, when I please.”

“Good! So, it’s not a problem. I’ll wake you at 7, I’ll have your clothes ready and you can get straight back to yours and be in work by nine!”

So, that was decided and, SHE kissed me, tenderly, on my lips, as I remained in the open-mouthed, feeding hood, and still bound with a multitude of ropes, to the dining chair.

We retired soon after that conversation about work and I was pleased that SHE did not take it easy on me. She had shown enough generosity for one day and I wasn’t entering into this thrilling contract, to be treated generously.

SHE allowed me ten minutes, unhooded, and unbound, my gloves removed, but all other clothing remaining intact, to clean myself and to do any of the “necessaries”, whilst SHE prepared the means by which I would be restrained for the night.

And then, I happily submitted myself to HER, as SHE insisted on replacing my latex sheathes, with the pair of long, white, leather gloves. SHE substituted the leather feeding hood, with an easy-to-wear, perforated, leather sleeping hood. The tiny pin-holes arranged, all over the front panel of soft leather, allowed sufficient air to penetrate the totally enclosed hood, to permit almost normal breathing.

Then SHE put me into a strict hog-tie, with three very well constructed rope-ties. One, long length of white cord, held my legs together, from my booted ankles to my latex-clothed, knees. A second was intricately tied around my arms, from shoulder down to wrists. A third rope connected the two others, drawing my bound arms down, behind me, and connecting to the bound ankles which were drawn up, to almost meet my gloved hands. And that was how I was to sleep, this night, on my side, my covered head turned towards hers, my body arched, unnaturally, like a tightly-strung, bow.

I was grateful that SHE left my penis uncaged. I don’t know if this was intentional, or simply forgotten about, in HER haste to tie me and get to sleep.

In any case, for the first time, with HER, at my side, I was allowed to sleep with my manhood, foot-loose and fancy-free. SHE probably figured the poor thing had experienced enough excitement for one day and wouldn’t cause HER any bother. I think she was right!

And that is how we both fell asleep. Me expecting to get my early morning call, by way of the alarm on her mobile, and dreading the thought of returning to that boring office, after the thrills of the past three days.

Imagine my surprise, when I was awoken, not at 7.00am, by a telephone alarm, but at 9.00am, by HER voice, making a mobile call. I didn’t know it till later, but SHE was calling a number SHE’d discovered on my mobile!

I tried to turn my head, to listen under the muffling effect of the leather hooding, I still wore.

“Yes, hello.” HER voice rang clear, “Yes, I’m ringing on behalf of Russell Hopkins. Yes. Well, it’s difficult. This is his sister. He doesn’t know I’m ringing but I have to tell you he won’t be in work today. No, that’s right. Well, actually, he’s in hospital. Yes. No, it wasn’t entirely unexpected. But he only got the call on Friday night to say he could go in today. Well, it’s very difficult to explain, over the phone. No. No. Well, I think four or five days, but then there’s the recovery time. Well, from the procedure. Well, I really would rather not say, now, over the phone, but the fact is, I don’t think he’ll be coming back to work. No. Well, obviously, that’s a decision for him to make. I know. Yes, I understand about that. Well, what I propose to do, is to go and see him tomorrow, in the hospital, to see if the initial procedure has gone well and how he is shaping up. Then maybe I could come into the office and explain the full facts. No, I know that. If he can’t return to work, he just can’t. Yes, I am sure he will forego the 4 weeks’ pay. Yes. Yes. Of course, I understand. Look, let me see him, talk to him, and then I’ll come to see you, say, Wednesday. If he has anything from work, that needs to be returned, I’ll certainly return it. And, likewise, perhaps you could gather his things together, on the assumption he’ll not be back. Well, I’m sorry too, but I really think it’s for the best. And I’m sure you’ll agree, when I explain it all, to you. So, I’ll see you Wednesday. Is the afternoon, okay? Good. Yes, my name is Penelope. Penelope Hopkins. You can call me Penny. Yes. Thank you. See you then. And I am truly sorry.”

I heard every word of this side of the conversation and could piece together what was being said at the other end of the phone. But I struggled to understand what the hell was happening.

SHE must have realised that I had been awake throughout and I felt HER climb back onto the majestic bed, and then lie beside me and touch my hooded head, cradling it, gently, in HER two, delicate hands.

“I’m sorry, Penny darling, I got the office number from your phone, and they put me through to your boss,” SHE sighed, “I just had to do that. I’ve told them you’re probably not going back to work. I’ve arranged to see your boss on Wednesday. Then I’ll tell him, for sure. I’m going to tell him you’re having a sex-change. Been planned for months, and you were going to give notice, but you got a last-minute opportunity, to get it done before you could tell them. That should convince him that he’ll be happy to let you go. I know it means you losing four weeks’ pay . . . but, looking on the bright side, we can start your contract, here, immediately. Now, who do I have to speak to, regarding the apartment?”

OMG – I think I love this kinky, crazy, kooky woman!


Chapter 12

A Final Word from Penelope

“And that is that! All done and dusted,” AS MY MUM WOULD HAVE SAID.

That’s my story. So far. Whether I write any more depends upon what happens to me in these next few weeks, and months.

Today, it is exactly 8 weeks, or 56 days, since I signed HER contract and relinquished all my rights to HER.

Not once in those 56 days, have I been dressed in anything other than my beautiful leathers and my gorgeous latex. I now have wardrobes full of each.

I have barely left this house, other than once, in the night, dressed as Penelope, to visit my apartment and collect a few things, and a couple of times SHE has taken me, during daylight, in HER car, for a run in the countryside, dressed and tightly bound, in the back, behind the darkened, privacy glass.

We are experimenting with ways for me to go out, in public, in my finest clothing, and completely bound, gagged and blindfolded.

We may invest in a wheelchair, SHE says, to act as my transport, so we can feel the thrill of mixing in public, whilst I am entirely helpless, under a blanket.

SHE’s also buying me a leather, evening, cape, SHE says, so that we can go out to dinner and the cinema, with my gloved hands bound, hidden away, under the cover of the cape.

The one visit to my apartment, was to clear up all the loose ends, and rescue a very few, precious, personal items, before the 4 weeks rental notice expired.

SHE disposed of every item of male clothing, that was there. Completely. Well, almost. SHE did keep the outfit I arrived in, that Friday, 59 days ago, my green leather trousers, and my pale green shirt. SHE says they are for an emergency, if there is ever a need for me to visit a doctor, as my old self, or if I ABSOLUTELY have to dress as a male, for any obscure reason. I don’t really expect that to happen.

I now spend every day in some kind of bondage and often in two, or three different outfits, and in two or three, different, perilous positions.

Sometimes, my bonds are merely symbolic of my slave status, like the cuffs and chains I wear to do my household chores, on the three days that My Owner runs HER business affairs.

On those days, I nearly always dress in one of my colourful, latex maids’ frocks, in a heavy latex corset, latex stockings and short, latex ankle boots. I have to be up early on the work days, so My Mistress can release me from my night’s bondage, make me up, dress me and then padlock me into one of several cuff and collar and chain sets, which will depend on the list of jobs I have to complete.

Often, I have to be allowed some play, in my legs and in my hands, so that I can move around the house and manipulate the hoover and the iron and ironing board, and such-like. I’m quite accomplished at house-keeping now.

Other times, if I have, to launder clothes, in the washing machine, or clean dishes, or hang out bedding to air, SHE expects me to manage with my legs quite tightly cuffed and my hands locked together, as one. On these days, my movement is very limited, and I can only take tiny, tiny, shuffling steps, in my heeled latex boots.

I have become quite proficient at cooking and I can prepare most meals, with my hands locked together. It takes time, and I must be careful, but that is part of the fun. Then I usually put something in the oven that will be ready for us to share, around 8pm. That gives me time to get my evening clothes together. My owner returns on Tuesday, to Thursday, at around 5.30pm. SHE will supervise my change of clothes then and put me into my evening bondage, in one of my leather dresses, and a pair from my thigh boot collection. Usually. Sometimes, SHE says SHE fancies me so much in my pink or yellow latex, that SHE just has to see me bound to my feeding chair in the latex I’m wearing.

We have invested in a proper feeding chair, for the dining table, as well as a very strict bondage chair for the spare room, upstairs.

I can be placed in various positions for feeding, and the proper chair upstairs even reclines and acts like a bondage bench, as well. We have a lot of fun with both and I can’t remember the last time I ate a full meal without being tightly restrained.

I have 7 main latex outfits and they are so lovely. Each frock is, basically, the similar design, but I have, virtually, all the colours of the rainbow. I own full sets, in red, in yellow, green, blue, pink and lilac, and white. I also have additional hoods, and latex stockings, in white and in black, that I may mix and match, with any colour.

All my accessories are matched to my maid’s frock, so that the corset, the latex tights, the boots, the gloves and the latex mask I must wear, all tone together.

I have to wear them in rotation, so my look changes, each day, 3 days a week, until I start again on Maid Outfit #1, in Week #3. Sometimes, I extend the two-and-a-bit-week, routine, by wearing my white or black thigh-high, leather boots, with my latex frocks, to give a different look. The possibilities are, almost, endless.

I love the latex clothes. I love the way they cling to my sensitive body.

But not as much as I adore my leather!

That is, and will always be, my first love and HER’s, too. I have wardrobes bulging with leather corsets, skirts, short and long, and dresses. My owner is very generous and has bought me so many items. And, because we are very similar in size, we share some of the more expensive dresses, like the three long evening dresses, in buttery soft leather, that we own, or the full-length leather skirts, that swish around my booted feet.

I have a huge collection of footwear, too. It’s mainly boots. We both love them. I have at least 10 pairs of thigh-high, leather boots, in red, and white, and black, and in all the main colours, and another two pairs of very extreme, black ones, that are impossible to walk in, but look incredible when I am tied up.

I have a huge collection of super long gloves, both full gloves, and fingerless ones, as well, for those times I need to use my hands. I can’t really think of a colour I don’t possess. And I don’t have a single pair that don’t reach right to my shoulders, even if I wear them under a long-sleeved, leather dress. Or under a leather jacket, for one of my rare trips out.

I spend EVERY night in bed, in my leather, too. SHE insists on it and we have a few of sets of clothes that we know we can replace fairly easily, because they will wear down quite quickly with the amount of use they get in bed.

Most nights, now, I share My Mistress’s bed. SHE will prepare me and make sure I am fully restrained, before seeing to HERself and then we will always engage in some wild, passionate behaviour, either late at night, or first thing the next morning.

Other times, SHE makes me go to bed in my own room. On those occasions, I’m still always dressed, head-to-toe, in leather, but my bondage is much more stringent, and I spend the entire night, immobilized and alone.

We have refined the use of hoods, a lot, too. I love them and I always hope, each day, that I will be forced to wear one. My owner usually obliges, particularly on those nights I am left alone.

We have a proper respiratory unit, now, and a re-breather unit, too. I can be connected to the respirator and she knows I am safe to be left for many, many hours. Alone.

I am plugged and caged, below, every day, at some time or another. I’ve lost count, now, of the number of plugs and anal beads, and vibrators, we own. And the choice of cock cages has grown, too.

If alone, I always wear a cage that allows me to pass urine. The reasons for that, are simple. SHE doesn’t want to be disturbed during the night and having to release me and, quite often, SHE doesn’t release me till part way through the following day, especially if I’ve been put into a very complicated bondage position.

Once, SHE was late for work, rushed from the house, and left me all day, connected to the respirator, tied in a hideous, complex way, and caged in my urinal casing. I was grateful to be able to pee, then, I can tell you. For 22 hours I was bound and hooded and with no movement. That was not the longest I’ve been tied up, but it was the longest time I’ve ever spent alone.

We had nearly two days, once, where we just stayed in bed, me bound and gagged, hooded and blindfolded, HER just chilling and reading and phoning people about work, at the side of me, and regularly bringing refreshments, for both of us, back to bed, and then re-hooding me, when SHE’d fed me.

Life is good. I’m never bored and I love the clothes I am forced to wear. It’s not really forced on me. I can’t wait to get into my girly clothes and every item I possess, I absolutely adore. I can’t imagine going back to my old life.

Once a week, SHE binds me to my office chair, in front of the computer and I am allowed to use one lightly bound hand, to operate the thing. SHE makes me watch short videos, from her massive collection, so I know what activities SHE has planned for the following week. And I can peruse the many sites we visit, looking for new clothes and new ways to be punished.

SHE always has the final say, but I can make a collection of ideas and SHE will decide which clothes, or which hoods, or which bondage items, are suitable.

I hope this relationship will last. I love my Mistress. SHE says SHE loves me, but it’s in a very detached way. I know I excite her. And SHE certainly excites me. We share some wonderful adventures together but I also spend long periods, on my own and completely isolated from the world.

I know SHE likes girls. And I am doing my best, to be the very best little girl I can be, for HER. I’ve already made some sacrifices, to ensure that I still interest HER. SHE’s taken all my body hair now. I’ve had treatment with several applications of hair depilation creams, and lotions, and I don’t think any of my hair will ever grow back, now.

We have experimented with a series of real hair wigs, that can be taped to my head and left for a few days. We can wash them and style them just like my own hair.

But I never, ever, appear naked, unless for a few minutes, showering and drying myself.

We are both appalled now, by my male body and much prefer to see it fully encased in leather or in latex. Then I feel like a proper girl.

We’re talking of maybe hormone treatment to grow breasts. But the trouble is, that female hormones may affect my sex drive and SHE does enjoy using my penis, for her pleasure. SHE makes sure it gets regular outings, so that it remains in peak condition. That’s when it’s not bound up, in leather or caged, of course!

SHE has talked about getting a proper girl to live as another slave, alongside me.

I don’t know if I like the idea.

SHE says the other female can help look after me, dress me, and keep me company, some nights. But I’m afraid I’ll get less, and less, attention from My lovely Owner.

SHE’s also suggested that SHE might lend me out to some of her like-minded acquaintances, that SHE’s met through some of the internet sites, we visit.

I would be happy to be loaned to another woman. I don’t much like the idea of a man keeping me. Although, I do like it when SHE behaves like a man and uses the strap-on, on me. We’ve got an even bigger one now, as I’ve loosened a little, at the rear.

I don’t know if there are any other sissy slaves, like me, out there? If there are, I’d love to hear from you. Or if there is a Mistress who might like to borrow me? My Mistress might consider it.

I don’t know if I’ll be writing any more adventures. It was HER idea that I wrote this diary, to remind me of how it all began. The trouble is, I can only either write with one loosely bound hand, or with a pointer between my teeth, to operate the computer keys.

If you’d like to write to me, you can do.

I don’t get to read every letter because My Owner only allows me to see a few, each week. But, if I get a nice one, I’ll try to reply. But remember, it’s a very long job to write an email, when you’re all tied up! So, please be patient, if you are waiting for a response.

Let me know if you like my story. My name is Penelope still, at this moment in time. But SHE keeps changing it.

I can be Trisha, one day, and Yvette, the next, and Petula, the day after that. But SHE keeps coming back to Penelope. SHE says it’s because it was a girl called Penelope that started her love of bondage.

I thought it was a girl called Emma – but then I wouldn’t want to be named Emma, all the time. So, I’m happy to be called whatever girly name pleases My Mistress.

Thank you for reading my story. I hope you enjoyed it. And let me know if you think I should write any more adventures.

We have a lot of other experiences to talk about. SHE has gone daft, getting things made at work, to bind me to.

We have three structures, in gleaming metal, erected in the garden, that we use regularly. They’re supposed to look like abstract garden sculptures, but I think it’s pretty obvious what we use them for. Fortunately, nobody visits, here. It’s also fortunate that the garden is extremely private!

And SHE’s getting more framing bars made to display me indoors, one for sitting in, one for standing and one which can be suspended from the ceiling. I don’t know what her workers think they are making!

If you want me to tell you about them, in more detail, you must let me know.

Bye . . . and take care. Love, Penelope x

P.S. Paulette (Peril) has told me to tell you that you MUST read all her other books. She’s certain you’ll enjoy them!

The End . . . for now !!!

If you have enjoyed this tale, please let me know by writing

a short review, or send me your comments, and suggestions, by email, and, perhaps, you might enjoy Ultimate Control 2 – Felicity’s Story. 




This follows the exact same story line as Penelope’s story but the clothes are different (Felicity learns to love satin frocks and latex and she has a whole wardrobe full of satin and latex dresses and corsets) and the bondage scenarios

have been altered.

And be sure to read all of my other tales of subjugated sissies, available now, to purchase, or to borrow, from the Kindle Store . . . .

. . . . and check out my edited highlights, and favourites, from all my previous books, in “Paulette’s Best Bits - Books 1 + 2”

Thank you for reading my stories, Paulette P. x

pauletteperil@hotmail.com

Remember to search for the other books by the same author (they all contain wonderful descriptions of sissy dressing and sissy bondage) and if you like them, please write a review on the Kindle site, even if it’s just a few words it would be much appreciated :-

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 1 – Governess Sharp’s New Girls

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 2 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy Playthings

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 3 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy House-mates. The third and final part of the Governess Sharp trilogy.

The Perils of Paulette Book 1 – Paulette’s Initiation

The Perils of Paulette Book 2 – Paulette’s Continuing Education

(both titles 1 and 2 soon to be available in one paperback book)

The Perils of Paulette Book 3 – Paulette’s Return to the House

The Perils of Paulette Book 4 – Paulette’s Graduation

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 1

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 2

(both titles soon to be available in one paperback book)

A LIFE in LEATHER – The intense tale of leather-sissy, Chrissie

A LIFE in SATINS and SILKS – The intense tale of satin-sissy, Steffi

(both titles soon to be available in paperback editions)

LUSH ISLE – the island of Lost and Unfortunate She-males

ULTIMATE CONTROL Book 1 – Penelope’s Story

ULTIMATE CONTROL Book 2 – Felicity’s Story

HOUSE TRAINED - The Home Make-Over Job (where Frank becomes Francesca, the perfect Girl Friday)

All these books are full-length reads and available in the Amazon Kindle Store. Over the next months, some of them will become available as paperback versions for readers to keep and to treasure.

Paulette has also written and published many “shorter stories”, including :-

The Management Take-Over, or How the Big Bad Boss Man, Became Sissy Suzanne

Colette Comes Out – Fighting

Altered Image – Mischa and Chloe make a movie

The Great She-Male SEXploitation Racket – a job for S.I.S.S.Y.

The Agent from S.I.S.S.Y. – two short stories in one book, “Oligarch Escort Agency” and “The Missing Heiresses”

The AAAAA Team – When you have no-one else to turn to, the AAAAA Team will happily help you Alter the Appearance and Attitude of your pesky male partner.

Bridal Sweet (or The Wedding Belle) – about a husband who can’t resist trying on the bridesmaid’s gown and soon finds the bride and her bridesmaid are a force to be reckoned with.

Cirque Bizarre – a fun story of a diabolical circus act that requires a new female escapologist and there are no girls available to fill the role!

All these books are available in the Kindle Store. Many can be read for free and soon many of the short stories will be collected together and will be available to buy in paperback editions.

Thank you for reading my stories. I really appreciate your custom and your continued interest.

Paulette x
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