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  My mistress took her feminization of me seriously: in addition to the hormones, she made me have to endure a Time of the Month which coincided with hers. I think it was a sort of retribution – why should I be allowed to feel gorgeously feminine all the time and she couldn’t? The only bright spot was that she unlocked me from my chastity cage the evening before and I was allowed an orgasm. After that I had to wear ugly, itchy, uncomfortable, heavy, sweaty clothes until she told me otherwise.




  But this month was different because she brought home two guests – Danielle and her mistress, Paula. Was I going to be allowed an orgasm this month? My confusion increased when she told me Danielle was going to be my lesbian lover!
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  The text on my mobile read:




  




  I want you submissive in your white babydoll for when I get back.




  




  Was it that time already? It certainly didn’t feel very long since last time. My black high heels clicked up the stairs to my bedroom to check. I felt the cool air around my upper thighs being moved around by the floaty frilly short maid skirt. Was today to be the last time I wore it until told otherwise?




  I have two wardrobes – a huge one with sliding mirror doors containing loads of flirty feminine dresses and skirts and shoes and lingerie and blouses (you get the idea), and then there’s the small wooden one. The one I try not to think about. The one that has a grey nightdress of some rough material, a heavy itchy grey jumper, a too small plain grey bra that hurts my breasts when I wear it, a pair of far too small grey bib-and-brace overalls made of a rough scratchy material, heavy grey woollen tights, and I just can’t describe the panties (if that is what they were meant to be) – they’re so hideous. I felt horrible wearing the clothes - hot and sweaty and itchy and just plain nasty. I knew I looked awful as well, so much so that I avoid looking at myself in the mirrors when I’m wearing them.




  It was as I suspected: that morning while I was cleaning the house in my black satin maid uniform my mistress had padlocked my favourite wardrobe. The other one was never locked – I only wore the clothes in there when the nice one wasn’t available.




  She’d left a sheer white babydoll and g-string hanging up ready for me to wear. It was one of those dreamgirl ones with stretch lace across the bodice and a sweet little lace bow in the front. She’d also left me a box of white stockings with a white lace bow on each by my white stilettos. Had she something planned? I meant apart from my orgasm?




  Maybe I should have guessed from the last few evenings when she’d put a dildo gag on me and painfully gripped my hair thrusting the dildo into her until she screamed in orgasm.
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