

A Life in Leather

The intense tale of leather-sissy, Chrissie and her Mistress, Sophie

“Imagine this, Chrissie. If you’re capable of imagining anything right now!”, she murmured into his ear, as Chris bit hard on the rubber ball that filled his mouth and stared into the bleak oblivion, that was his view of the world.

“Tomorrow, we are going out into the big wide world for the very first time, the first of many times, as our new characters. Me, as Mistress Sophie, and you as Sissy Chrissie. How do you feel about that, my little leather slave-girl?”

Chris bit harder. The leather mask he wore, denied him of sight. It denied him of speech. It denied him of any power. SHE had all the power. He was helpless. So, he moaned, in approval of her latest plan.

Shall I tell you what is going to happen? I think you’ll like it! Well, I know, I shall definitely like it, even if you don’t.

Tomorrow, I’m getting away from work early. I’ve made special arrangements. Because I need to spend some quality time with you.

So! I want you to be here, in this room, sitting at the dressing table, ready. Shaved and washed and showered and dressed, only in your satin robe, nothing else, by 4.30pm. Not a minute later. Is that clear?”

Chris moaned into his gag, and Mistress Sophie took that to mean, yes, it was clear.

“Good. We understand each other. Then I am going to spend, oh, an hour, maybe a little less, maybe more, transforming you into the beautiful creature you know you really are. Inside.

First, I’ll smother that lovely face of yours in foundation. And then add some blusher. To turn that rather pallid complexion into something alive, and vibrant, and exciting. Oh, and then the eyes. Your eyes can be so damned beautiful. They just need to be framed correctly. But we can do that. I shall make your eyes so dark and deep and bottomless that people will think you’re either on drugs, or you’re an alien, or just a wonderful goddess.

And then those lips. Would you like deep red or bright pink lips, for the evening? I suppose that depends on how I’m going to dress you, doesn’t it? Shall I tell you how I am going to dress you? Shall I tell you how you are making your world-wide debut as Sissy Chrissie? My own little leather lady-boy.”

Chris moaned again. This was driving him mad. And SHE knew it. And, as she stroked and caressed his bound body, the electric pulses were passing through him. He could not hold off much longer. This situation needed resolving!

“Well! Once we have you made up. And once we have you wigged so that you properly resemble the Chrissie we both love, then I shall dress you all up in some lovely soft, clinging leather. The way you are going to be for what, 12 hours?18 hours? Maybe 24 hours? Would you like that?

First, I think we have to tame this little monster between your legs. Don’t you? So, I’m going to put it into its little cage where it can’t do any harm. I think that lovely shiny, stainless steel one for the evening. And then, when he’s safely locked up, I shall get you to slip into your lovely, clingy, leather panties. You know, the ones we’ve just got for you. The ones with the leather panel at the front that we can pop shut, or pop open, as and when we please. Then, I think, the really, really, high, leather, thigh boots. You know? The ones that reach so high into your crotch that they almost hurt when you walk. I think they will be very appropriate.

And then, I really have to insist on you pulling on that knee length leather skirt. And I shall enjoy zipping you into it. You see, once those boots are covered, everybody will assume that they’re just above knee high. No-one will suspect that they reach right up to your little leather panties, will they? With hardly an inch of daylight between them. Will they?

How are we doing?” she politely asked, as she rubbed a little more vigorously at the rod of flesh presented to her.

Truthfully, Chris, or Chrissie, was not doing well. He wasn’t sure that he could last till she’d finished describing his outfit. It sounded delicious.

“And then it will be the matching, leather, corset. I know you don’t like it too much, but I am afraid I’m going to have to lace it super-tight tomorrow. Tighter than ever before. If we have a huge audience to impress, we both have to make sacrifices, don’t you think?”

No, Chris couldn’t think about anything right now. So, he tried counting sheep. But that wasn’t working, either.

“Then, it has to be those sumptuous, long, leather, gloves, we bought you. You know, the ones that come so far up your arms that they reach your shoulders? I really don’t think you’re dressed for a night on the town until you have those on. Do you?”

This was torture. Beautiful, erotic torture. Chrissie could see himself wearing all of that. All of the make-up, and all of that leather, but the thought of going out in public, wearing it, was so exciting that he just had to go. Or come. Come or go? Well, going anywhere wasn’t an option. So, it might have to be the other one!

She just had time to tell him that it would all be finished off with his arms bound behind him and the whole lovely, erotic confection would be completely covered over with a new item, she’d just bought for him to wear . . . so no-one would know he was corseted, and bound . . . and then . . . he went. Big time!

Chris groaned and grunted under the rubber gag and the enveloping leather hood. He knew he would be in trouble, but he couldn’t hold himself a second longer.

“Oh, no!” shrieked Mistress Sophie, “Look what you’ve done. You’re a naughty, naughty, little girly. And you didn’t even let me finish telling you the story.” And she smacked the top of his thigh. Hard.

“Now, I’m going to have to clean all that up and you’ve spoiled my story. So, you know what I’m going to do? Don’t you?”

Chris knew only too well. She had planned on him ejaculating, so that she could tie him more, and continue the game.

“You know I’m going to have to punish you? Naughty girlies get punished and you have been warned about this before. So, two hours will be appropriate, I think. Two hours for you to think about what you’ve done. And then, when you are contrite enough, I shall tell you again, detail by detail, what you will be wearing and how you will conduct yourself on your public appearance as Chrissie, my very own leather sissy.”

As Chris contemplated the next two hours spent in rigid, immobilizing bondage, he took a deep breath. And his Mistress smacked him, once more, across his exposed thigh, to drive her message home, before attending to his mess . . . and then to his bonds. 

She muttered and tutted all the while she was clearing up the results of Chrissie’s little misdemeanour. She sponged, and she dried, and she dabbed, and she rubbed, until all trace had been removed. And then she went to the drawer and retrieved the plastic resin cock-cage and retaining ring and the small rod and padlock that held it all together before returning to the bed where Chrissie lay spread-eagled.

Her leather-gloved arms were splayed out to each headpost and her thigh-booted legs were spread out to each footpost. And each limb was tied tight with soft white cotton rope, that looked well against the black of Chrissie’s leather accoutrements.

And there, right below the hem of the black leather corset that constricted Chris’s waist and held the breast forms in place, and made the waistline so much slimmer,  which gave Chris the shape of a lovely young girl, and rewarded him with the name Chrissie, right there was the offending little monster that Mistress Sophie was now going to lock away and punish for its display of sheer impatience.

She caressed it slightly before smacking it gently and then whispering into Chrissie’s hooded ear, “Now, this is for your own good. We can’t have your little man-thing continually spoiling our games, can we? So, it’s going to be locked away for the next two hours, at least. And then, when I’m ready, I’m going to tell it my story again and this time, it will have to listen right to the end. Understand?”

Oh yes, Chrissie understood. She had, long ago, submitted all power to Sophie and she, Chrissie, would now allow her Mistress Sophie to do anything she desired. That way, they both got the mutual satisfaction from this strange relationship, that each needed.

So, without further ado or fuss, the imprisoning resin cage went on. Now Chrissie would be unable to respond to any touch, or get aroused by any erotic word. The chastity device she now wore would ensure that Chrissie attended to Mistress Sophie’s every, last, word.

Once the cage was securely locked on, Chrissie felt her Mistress’s attentions turn to re-arranging the bonds that held her. She felt the two legs released from their rope bondage and she relaxed them slightly as the muscles adjusted to their released. But almost immediately, she heard Mistress Sophie bark her command, “Squeeze them together. As close as you can get them. I’m going to ensure they cannot move an inch.”

Chrissie stretched her legs, one final time, before complying and bringing them both together in a neat line down the centre of the bed. Then she felt her two ankles raised, as a short leather strap was brought under them and then fiercely yanked together, and buckled so tight, and poor Chrissie’s two leather-encased ankles became joined as one. The legs were raised again, and a slightly longer strap forced her legs together just below the knee and was buckled just as tight as the first. And then a third strap went above the knees, and now Chrissie’s legs were conjoined in three places and they were already beginning to hurt. But her ordeal was not over. A fourth and very special strap was slid under the tops of her legs, positioned carefully and then buckled tight as well. It held her thighs rigid in their leather encasement and it nudged at the flaccid penis, which was now incarcerated in its very inconvenient cage.

Chrissie felt a thin cord being passed through the resin plastic end of the cock-cage and then, her cage and its penis prisoner, were yanked down and pulled taut, before being tied off to the buckle of the strap that encircled her thighs.

It seemed that the legs and the cage were now satisfactorily immobilised as Chrissie’s tormentor now dealt with her arms. First, her left gloved arm was untied from its post and roughly pulled down to be buckled into the cuff that was stitched to the left side of the encircling thigh strap. Sophie took it up one extra hole, till Chrissie moaned through her hood, before being satisfied, and buckling it in. Then the same to the right arm. That went into its respective cuff, on the right side, so that Chrissie was now bound with her arms held tight to her sides and secured to her leather booted thighs.

Three more fiendish straps were employed before the immobilisation was complete, and the two-hour punishment of solitary confinement could begin.

Sophie struggled to get the long leather strap under the upper part of Chrissie’s still form and bring one end over her pinioned left arm and bust and the other end over her pinioned right arm and bust, before joining them together and hitching them tight together, at the very centre of her bust line.

A short strap looped through the short leather strap securing her ankles and was buckled off through the foot of the metal bed-frame and a similar strap went through the D-ring on top of the leather hood, Chrissie wore, and was pulled taut to secure the head to the metal head-frame of the bed.

Only then, did Mistress Sophie relax and stand back to survey her handiwork. There, stretched out before her, in a perfect straight line, was a virtual leather doll, sightless and muted, almost every inch of her covered in leather and the offending man-rod enshrined in its resin cage. And Sophie was satisfied that little, or no, movement, was afforded to either the living doll, or to its living man-flesh, before she exited the bedroom and went back to her own room, to relax and refresh ready for the next chapter, in this particular adventure.

Chrissie would behave herself, and hear her out, or she would remain like that for the evening.

__________________________________

And so, he had lain there immobilized, in his leather, well, her leather, she, Mistress Sophie, bought all the leather. She paid for everything now. She was wealthy. That much was right. She was some kind of power-crazed, business-woman who made a lot of dough by day, and who continued the power thing at home, and in the bedroom, and he was now firmly caught in her web.

Of course, he’d been attracted to her, when he first saw her. Who wouldn’t have been? It was a Friday night. Work week had been pretty shitty. And this was his reward. Sitting in an overcrowded bar, paying over-priced prices for over-rated beer. German lager-than-life, wasn’t it?

But, then, he’d seen her. She was sitting alone, at the bar, a bit older than him. Well, actually, she was probably ten years older, but still very attractive. It didn’t matter. She was different to the rest of the over-paid, over-indulged and, most definitely, over-paid and over-self-obsessed, young things that were in that bar, over-paying for that over-rated booze.

She was wearing tight leather trousers. That was a plus! She was slim. That was a plus. And she was a bit more sophisticated than your normal, Friday-night, crowd. That was a big, big, plus. And she was drinking the most expensive cocktail in the house. Now, that was a plus. She had money.

Oh! And she kept staring at him. That was the biggest plus of all! So, he had gone over and asked her to join him at his table.

She hadn’t said a word, but she had got off her high-horse, stool, and she’d joined him. Indicating he should carry her drink over. He had.

So far, so good.

Conversation had been not easy. She didn’t say much. But, close up, she was more impressive than from a distance. So, he had persevered.

By the end of a very expensive evening, he had bought three rounds, she one, he had got her mobile number, a name, and not much else. But she might be up for a night out. He must ring her. Soon!

So, he had. And she had met him for a meal and there she was, again, in her leather trousers. Or, at least, a similar pair. Plus ankle boots. Plus a nice slinky satin top, that really TURNED HIM ON.

This time, he’d got a peck on the cheek. Not bad for another £200 bill. And the promise of another date.

And this slow progress had continued for at least a fortnight, before any mention of sex had reared its ugly head. He’d seen her another 4 times and spent a small fortune, since that first meeting in the bar. And, finally, the conversation had come around to sex, and to her possibly going back to his place. He had no idea where she lived. She always insisted on meeting in town. And, so, they had.

“So, you want me to come around to your place and throw myself at your mercy, do you? Whilst you have your wicked male way with me?” Sophie had replied.

“Well, I was hoping to sound a bit more subtle than that.” he’d said. But it sounded foolish when it came out. “I mean, I thought we could just take it slowly, you know? We have seen each other 4 or 5 times now.”

“And what if I don’t want you to take it slowly? What if I’d like you to go full pelt? Or what if I’d like to be the one on top and I decide the speed we go at?” she’d asked, with a wry grin spread across her lips.

“Well, would you? Like to be in charge, I mean? Would you like to be in charge, in bed?” He thought it was a reasonable question given her previous comment.

“I might like to be in charge in bed AND out of bed, as well. But I’m not telling you. Not yet!”

So, he’d persevered, but never got her around to his place.

Instead, he was invited to hers, after 4 weeks, or more, of being patient. And what a place. A huge mansion, set in its own grounds, electric gates, a big wall around, and several bedrooms and 4 bathrooms, as well as a downstairs loo. He didn’t know anyone who owned a house with four bathrooms, and a downstairs loo. He couldn’t believe his luck.

But now, he couldn’t believe his situation. The leather skirt, the corset, the boots, the gloves, the hoods and the gags. All provided by his Mistress. All female clothing. All top quality. All deliciously exciting. But did he want to be a full-time leather-sissy? He could have left in the early days. Well, those days were only three weeks ago. He’d been here 3 weeks. Only three weeks? Hard to believe. He’d been forced to give up his job. He’d given up his rented apartment. She made him throw all his clothes away and she’d promised to buy him new everything. So, when his first new something was a leather dress, he’d got a bit concerned. But she’d told him to stay and live a life of comfort, or go on his way. So, he’d agreed to try the leather dress on, feeling foolish. Feeling slightly grubby.

But she’d gone wild and said it looked fabulous. And he’d had to admit, it felt fabulous. And then she’d tossed him onto the bed, like a ragdoll and that was the first time they’d actually made proper love. Him in a leather dress, her naked. And it was wild. There was no question about that. She was like an uncaged animal and he could safely mark it down, as the best sex he’d ever had. Not that he’d had that much!

And then, when she’d satisfied herself, she’d tossed him aside like another ragdoll. But when he’d asked to take the leather dress off, she’d gone berserk. Then she’d stuffed his mouth with a silk scarf and tied it in with another silk scarf. And then she’d told him he would take the dress off when she said so, and not before. And to make sure that he kept it on, she took another scarf and tied his wrists behind his back and then his ankles together. Four scarves, one contrite gagged and bound male, sleeping in a leather dress.

Yes, he’d spent their first night of lovemaking, after 5 weeks of trying, tied up and in a dress. And, in the morning, she’d gone wild again and both of them had climaxed at the same time, but his hands were still bound, his mouth was still gagged. He wasn’t certain he was in the healthiest of relationships!

But, she’d persuaded him to stick around. At that point he still had his job. He still had his apartment. He still had his trousers.  He should have probably cut and run. But she excited him. In a weird way.

And, after three days, it was clear what she wanted. She talked endlessly about keeping him prisoner. Using him as her personal slave. But she kept calling him Chrissie, and referring to him, as a her. And now, here he/she was. His job gone. His apartment gone. His trousers gone. His entire wardrobe crammed full of leather clothes. Women’s leather clothes. And tomorrow, she was taking him/her out, in leather, for the very first time. The first time in 3 weeks, he’d been allowed to leave the house.

And then she had returned. To the bed to which he was bound.

“So, Chrissie, did you enjoy that time I gave you to consider your behaviour? Now, I’m going to let your cock run free. I’m taking its cage off. Then I’m going to tell you about tomorrow, again. And I want you to behave. If you spill any of that nasty, sticky stuff, this time, I shall put your monster back in its sealed cage, and I shall tie you up so tight, you’ll feel as though all your fingers might drop off. So, listen to the full story.”

OMG. Chrissie was in some trouble. She had Chrissie caught, completely snared and now Chrissie had nowhere to go, no home to go back to, no job, no money to live and no male clothes to escape in.

So, Chrissie did what any sensible girl would do, and bit her lip, as Mistress Sophie fumbled with the padlock, released the cage and then began to re-count the full story.

“So, first the cock-cage for tomorrow night. I think that is so important. We don’t want this little terror running amok, do we?” And she twirled the little terror between her fingers. “Oh no, it’s starting again,” thought Chrissie.

“Then you’re going to squeeze into those lovely leather panties. And those sky-high thigh boots, which tickle your little cage here and make it rattle.

But, most deliciously, when you put that knee length leather skirt on, no-one seeing you, will know you’re wearing a cock-prison. No-one will know you’ve got leather panties on and that I can access your little teeny-weeny whenever I choose. And they won’t even suspect you would be wearing such super high boots. What self-respecting girl would be sat in a restaurant wearing such provocative boots? No-one will know, except me and you.

And then over the skirt, you’ll be laced in tight to that leather corset. And your false breasts will be all puffed out with your chest and your waist will be all pinched in. And you will look amazing. Then, I’m going to run those long, leather gloves right up your arms. And you know what?”

Chrissie was moaning quietly, again.

“SShhhh! Let me tell you. You know what? No-one will know. Because I have bought you a long, leather cape. Well, this one is not too long, but to below your waist. I’m going to buy you a very long one, one day, so you can go out in a full-length leather gown. I want to see you in a full-length gown. In fact, I want to make love to you in your full-length leather gown, when it arrives. But this cape will cover up that corset and those incredible, sexy, gloves, and so, I’ll be able to take you out with your hands bound. I might rope them, or I may cuff them in leather, or shall I put your metal handcuffs on you?

So, all we have to decide is, which colour? Now, the cape is black. I’ve only got you the one so far. But we have a choice of three colours for your outfit. So, shall we go all black? Or all red? Or how about really making a show of it and putting you in the pink boots, the pink skirt and corset and the long pink gloves?”

It was true. No expense spared. This madwoman had gone into supersonic overdrive in the past three weeks and had amassed a huge leather wardrobe. Just for Chrissie. First week, she’d sat her sissy slave down and gone online to four different sites and shown her, Chrissie, exactly how she was going to be dressed, if she chose to stay with her. And Chrissie had got aroused and she’d added this skirt to that “shopping basket” and that dress to this “basket” and now, half of it had arrived. And so, Chrissie was ready to hit the town.

And yes, there was a full-length leather gown on its way. Maybe more than one. Who could possibly know with this female dynamo? All Chrissie knew was, that she was hopelessly caught up in this web of desire and she didn’t really want it to end.

“So, I’m taking you with your arms bound to a restaurant. I’ve booked a private little booth. Not too private. Obviously, I want people to see us. Then I’ll let you use your hands to eat. But, I’m afraid I insist you must have them tied again before we go to the cinema.

Now, I don’t know what we’re going to find in the cinema. But, if it’s not too busy, I’m going to release your little cock and I’m going to make it grow into a big cock. How’s that for a trick? And, if it’s not too quiet, I’m going to play with you until you can’t hold yourself.

And then the film will end, we’ll come home and you can finish me off at home.

Now, you’ve been a good girl. You let me finish my story, this time. So, I’ll let you finish what you want to do, if I hear you ask me nicely.”

Chrissie moaned into her gag. You could say she was gagging for it. She tried to say, “Please let me come, Mistress Sophie.” Just the way she’d been taught to ask, but it came out as a garble. But Mistress Sophie nodded. She understood. And her little Chrissie, her leather slave-girl, Chrissie, was allowed to fulfil her dream. And then it was over.

And soon, Chrissie would be released. And then she would see to her Mistress and then, well, who knows? All Chrissie knew was, that tomorrow night would pan out exactly as her Mistress had described. She loved telling Chrissie what was going to happen to her. And, whatever she told her was going to happen, had, always, invariably, happened, in just the way she’d described.

So, Chrissie knew that she’d be in all that leather and in front of all those people, in all those places, tomorrow night, and so had to spend 24 hours thinking about the leather outfit she’d be wearing, the bound hands, the looks she’d receive, and the restaurant and cinema experience. And it would drive her mad with passion, and with frustration. Just as Mistress Sophie intended.

__________________________________

As they reached the car, hidden away in the corner parking space, in the depths of the city centre underground car park, Sophie held tight onto the arm of her leather slave-girl. She was chatting animatedly about the evening and what a good girl, Chrissie had been, but her tone changed as the lights of the car indicated to show she’d opened the doors with the remote. She went first to the boot and retrieved the red leather hood, she had carelessly flung in there.

She showed it to her slave-sissy. “Time to go home”, she sang, in a little lilt, as she removed the front press-studded panel of the hood, the piece covering the mouth. Chrissie gulped as she withdrew the massive penis gag, which was attached to the sturdy leather panel.

“Oh! Don’t be a shy little girl. You know you’ll like it, once we’ve got it safely packed in that sumptuous little mouth of yours. Now, stand here and turn around, I want to get this on properly and, by that, I mean as tightly as possible.”

She worked feverishly to pull down the strong but supple hood, over Chrissie’s hair and down, easing it over her forehead, and down over the nose and resting the chin, in the pocket of leather that projected there. Chrissie groaned, as the zip was pulled down and down, to pull all that soft, supple leather in, to meet the contours of her face. The last little glint of light, artificial light from the car park, showed through the little aperture, where her mouth was located, but that was soon to disappear, as Mistress Sophie raised up the mouth panel, with the 3-inch rubber penis gag attached, and fed it through the aperture. “Open wider!” she urged in an impatient voice, as Chrissie tried to reject the gag.

She opened her mouth wider, as wide, she thought, as was possible, but it wasn’t good enough for Mistress Sophie.

“Open your mouth wide and take this, or I shall strap your body from head to toe and mummify you in black tape, when we return to the house and leave you like that for 24 hours. And you know I will do that!”

Chrissie knew she would do that. She had threatened it more than once, before, but, so far, Chrissie had been a reasonably good girl and had avoided the ultimate punishment.

She forced against the restricting leather of the hood, and opened her mouth still wider, and the massive rubber dildo, gradually eased in, and in, and even further in, until it had completely filled Chrissie’s straining mouth and she was literally, gagging, as it touched the back of her throat.

“That’s better! Good girl. Now stand still and stop making a fuss, whilst I lace this hood tight.”

Yes, her ordeal was not over. Although the hood had a rear zipper and was pulled in quite tight, already, Sophie was now working at the strong lacing that ran the length of the rear, from Chrissie’s crown and right down to her delicate neck. As she tried to contend with the massive penis gag filling every part of her mouth, the hood was becoming tighter and tighter against her features, until it conformed exactly to her face and the penis gag was firmly entrenched in its aperture and any speech or sight was now completely lost.

Chrissie’s hearing was severely limited too, and she didn’t hear as Sophie told her to move back, whilst the rear door was opened. For not obeying quickly enough, she got a stinging slap across her leathered rump, fortunately, the leather skirt provided her some protection, but she was now forcibly manhandled, away from, and then into, the car’s rear passenger compartment. She felt a sturdy strap pin her ankles together, as Sophie leant into the car to secure her, and then, with her arms uncomfortably pinned behind her, Chrissie felt the rear seat belt come across her body and heard a muffled click as it was secured.

And then, they were off, her leather Mistress checking that she had a good view of her leather imprisoned sissy, in her rear-view mirror, as she drove out of the underground car park and into the night.

The journey was uneventful. 30 minutes of coping with the rubber penis bulging out her cheeks, and coping with her now sore arms, cuffed and tied behind her, kept Chrissie’s mind fully occupied.

Sophie was a careful driver, but spent far too long gazing at her captive leather-lady in the back. She smiled a smile that said, “I own that beautiful, bound, creature, and she has no idea what I have planned for her, when we get home.”

And it was true, Sophie had not finished. Tomorrow was Saturday, she could lie in, so tonight she could have her fun. And poor, bound, innocent, leather sissy, Chrissie, was totally unaware, she was in for a rough night.

The car swung into the cul-de-sac where Sophie lived, and she drew up to the gates as she pressed the remote and the two huge electric gates swung open. Chrissie knew they were nearly home and was relieved, thinking her evening stint as bondage-maiden was nearly over. It wasn’t.

The car swung into the driveway and crunched on the gravel, before pulling up close to the front door. The engine stopped, Sophie climbed out and then, opening the rear door, released the seat belt, bent down to undo the ankle strapping, and bundled a helpless bound and hooded Chrissie from the car and up to the door. The electric entrance gates were just clanging shut, as she reached the front door.

They traversed the hallway with some difficulty, Chrissie unbalanced on her thigh-boot heels, because she was sightless. Sophie impatiently guided her and steered her to the kitchen. Once there she plonked her captive unceremoniously, onto a high bar stool, as she retrieved a half empty bottle of wine from the side. With driving, she had only had two small glasses of wine with her meal, now she quickly sank two more, as her muted leather friend tried to listen and moved her leather encased head around to identify what was happening.

Five minutes, and half a bottle of red wine later, and Sophie was ready. She took a bottle of spring water from the fridge, in one hand, and leather sissy, Chrissie, in her other.

They manoeuvred up the winding staircase, with some hesitancy. Sophie was none too gentle with her prisoner, but she certainly didn’t want her bound slave-girl tumbling down the stairs. That would be tricky to explain to the paramedics.

They eventually reached the bedroom and Chrissie was certain now, that her release from her bonds, was imminent. But Sophie had other ideas. She threw off her leather jacket and stood there for a moment in her skirt and corset. But then the skirt also, was discarded, and she stood, a magnificent figure in her black leather thigh-high boots and her tightly laced and front zippered corset.

She now sought out the equipment she needed, she’d planned the scenario earlier that day, and had already sorted the leather cuffs, the cords and the inflatable gag, and the other two items she had a use for.

She first knelt down, and Chrissie felt the leather cuffs going around each red-booted ankle. That was her first indication that the game was continuing. Then Sophie unhitched the press stud fastenings that had held the beautiful, black, leather cape, closed, and had done such a good job of concealing its secrets, and she carefully laid this across a chair. She then went to the back of her luscious red-leather slave-girl and Chrissie felt a leather cuff go around her right wrist, even though it was still held in the metal cuff attached to the belt around her waist.

But Sophie now undid the rope that held Chrissie’s crossed, gloved wrists together, and she took the key and undid the one metal cuff holding Chrissie’s right arm, leaving the left gloved arm still held in the grip of its metal custodian.

“Right,” she commanded, loud enough for a muffled Chrissie to hear, “Step back!”

Chrissie felt herself being eased into position and realised she was being located, dead centre, between the two, wooden, foot-posts, of the giant four poster bed. The bed was big enough for three, but Sophie often slept there alone. Occasionally, well, probably 7 times in the three weeks, that Chrissie had been Sophie’s guest, Chrissie was invited to join her, if she wasn’t secured in her bed in the adjoining room.

Now, it was becoming clear, Chrissie was being invited to adorn the foot of the bed. Sophie took Chrissie’s free right hand and threaded a length of soft, black, cord, through the D-ring on the wrist cuff, she’d buckled around the red leather-gloved arm. And then she pulled the arm out and up at 45 degrees and took both ends of the length of cord and passed them around the top of the post. Then she used her not inconsiderable strength, to heave on both ends and take Chrissie’s long-gloved arm almost right to the top of the post. Then, satisfied she could not get the arm any tighter, she tied off the rope and left Chrissie with one arm behind her back, one raised and lashed to the bed-post.

With her left arm still safely cuffed to the belt, Sophie took time to see to Chrissie’s right, thigh-booted, leg.

“Spread your legs, my lovely, leather, sissy,” she commanded, “Spread them wide, so I can tie them tight.”

Chrissie did her best to comply, as she spread her right leg outwards, it increased the strain on her bound right arm. She held her left leg still and took her right booted leg as far as she dared, the pull on her right arm, limiting her movement.

But Sophie was in no mood to compromise. She knelt down, passed another length of black cord through the ankle cuff D-ring, and then took the ends to the foot of the right-hand post and pulled each around the post, forcing Chrissie’s leg even further apart. Chrissie squealed into the huge rubber penis plugging her mouth, as the leg-spread forced her arm to strain, against its cord binding.

Then the left arm was released from behind and a black, leather cuff quickly buckled around it. And then, the operation to bind that to the left bed-post began.

And Sophie showed little mercy as she ensured that the rope was as tight as she could physically pull it, even though a left leg-spread was imminent, and would put more pressure on the arm. Sophie paid little heed, to the moans from Chrissie’s leather-encapsulated head, as she hauled at the ends of the strong cord and swiftly tied off the rope.

Now, both Chrissie and Sophie knew the last part was going to be the most painful. A final, long, rope, passed through the left ankle cuff, and Sophie urged her leather-sissy to spread her left leg towards its waiting pillar of wood. Chrissie could not, without going almost on tip-toe, with both feet. So that is what she had to do. She raised up her right foot and then carefully stretched out her left, closer and closer to its allotted position. Sophie pulled at the rope she had attached to the ankle cuff and taken around the post, and, slowly, Chrissie’s body found a position where she could just cope with the strain on her two out-stretched arms and the strain on her legs. Sophie was satisfied, she had her captive pinned neatly, and squarely, between the two wooden binding points, and she tied off that last cord.

“Excellent, my beauty. You look a picture!” said the she-wolf, Sophie. And she stood back to admire the view. There was her red-leathered doll stretched to almost breaking point. Her leather gloved arms were stretched out and strained against their leather and rope bindings. The doll’s two feet were almost upon points, as Chrissie adjusted her weight, from one leg to the other until the cord roping stretched, just enough, to give her some slight relief.

Her cheeks bulged out, under their red-leather skin, to accommodate the rubber penis in her mouth.

The red leather corset and the red leather skirt had survived the ordeal, relatively unscathed, and still looked neat and tight against her stretched body, although the skirt had ridden up her thighs, as her legs had parted. The red thigh-high leather boots looked majestic and the black cuffs and black cord that bound them, stood out against the red leather, adding a touch of sophistication to the inhuman binding.

Sophie was satisfied. She gathered up the bottle of water and released the top. She took a swig herself, but then approached her leather slave. She reached up to the red leather mouth panel that held the cruel gag in its mouth-cave. She pulled at the panel to release it, and Chrissie squealed again as the force on her hooded head, took its toll on her tautly stretched body.

The panel released from its strong stud fastening and Sophie eased the rubber gag from Chrissie’s aching jaws. Chrissie let out a relieved groan, as it exited her lips with a slight “pop”. She hoped that was the last of it. And Sophie, gentler now that she had her captive completely pinioned and entirely helpless, held the water bottle up to Chrissie’s aching lips and Chrissie gratefully swallowed mouthfuls of the refreshing water.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she murmured, just as she’d been taught. “That gag was painful.”

“Well, I shall replace it. I intended to, anyway. I have a new gag I want to try on you tonight. You may find that more comfortable. How are your arms and legs?”

Chrissie knew better than to complain, and the strain was easing as she grew accustomed to her predicament, and as the cords stretched slightly. “I am alright, thank you, Mistress. Thank you for the evening out. I enjoyed it.”

Chrissie knew that Sophie responded well, to praise and thanks, she hoped this would score her some “brownie points”. Perhaps her Mistress may go easier on her, in whatever she had planned to do.

It was a forlorn hope. Sophie took away the bottle, after one last big swallow from her hooded hostage. Then she took up the inflatable gag, the new red and black inflatable gag, that had arrived yesterday, along with the red hood and the penis gag, and the same hood and gag combination, in black, two new hoods, four new gags. All this equipment! It just kept coming!

She had already experimented with the mechanics of inflating the bulb, so she wasted no time in feeding it into Chrissie’s mouth. The uninflated bulb went in easily, much more comfortably than the rubber penis intruder. Of course, it wasn’t inflated, yet! The gag had a red leather panel and press studs, matching the hood, precisely, just like the first one, so Sophie went around the mouth panel, pressing each of the four strong studs home, as Chrissie groaned at each point where pressure was applied to her encased face.

And it was in, secured, a new rubber passenger, pressed between her sweet red lips, and Chrissie relieved, that this was much more comfortable than the penis monster.

Now it was in place, and the inflating bulb swung under Chrissie’s hooded chin, on its short length of rubber piping. Sophie released the valve and pumped the small rubber bulb. Chrissie realised what was happening and harrumphed under the swelling rubber ball, whilst she still could. As the rubber swelled and swelled, the sounds from Chrissie, decreased incrementally. Sophie could see her cheeks bulging out and knew the bulb was now fully inflated, and filling every crevice in her mouth, so she screwed the inlet valve closed and left the ball and its rubber tubing to swing loose, under Chrissie’s bloated mouth.

Now, she retrieved the key to Chrissie’s cock cage. The metal cage had served its purpose all night and the relief to Chrissie, when the three parts fell away from her cock, was palpable. She moaned with pleasure now, as her penis began to swell. Despite her protestations, she had loved her leather evening adventure and she was now settling down to enjoy this bondage session. No-one did it quite like her Mistress Sophie, she told herself. Mind you, Chrissie had never, ever, been tied, or introduced to the delights of cross-dressing in fine leather, before meeting Mistress Sophie. So, her admiration for her Mistress’s prowess, was based on limited experience. Anyway, she loved the feeling of helplessness and this was as helpless a position as any she’d experienced.

Then she was curious, as she felt her Mistress’s hand reaching between her stretched legs and up towards her exposed butt. She felt the wet, sticky, something being introduced into her butt hole, as Mistress Sophie pressed her lubricated finger right into the opening. Then the hand disappeared, momentarily, to be replaced with a hard, rubber, pointy thing. The hard, rubber, pointy thing, pressed itself hard against Chrissie’s bottom until, gradually, very gradually, the hole opened up and the point of the butt plug, slowly but surely, made its grand entrance. Chrissie bit onto the rubber gagging. She “humphed” and she “humphed” and tried to jerk her body away. But it was useless. She was held fast and the plug was going into her, whatever.

A few moments later, and the mission was accomplished. Now, poor Chrissie had to accept, she was well and truly skewered. She could barely move. Her arms and legs were adapted to their newly stretched position and it was bearable, but she had no more rope to play with and her body had to resign itself, to its predicament.

Mistress Sophie stepped in again, having given her captive just time to accustom herself to her uninvited guest. She felt around and identified the small hidden switch in the base of the butt plug and she flicked it to “ON”. The plug burst into life and sent a wave of gentle, but persistent, vibrations, through its body and into Chrissie’s. Chrissie moaned as she realised just what a friendly, lively, guest she’d been landed with, and her moans got louder, as she and the guest became better acquainted.

And then, Mistress Sophie pecked her dear leather-bound Chrissie on the cheek, and murmured into her ear, “Enjoy the company, my love. See you in the morning.” Before lying down on the bed and watching Chrissie, for a few minutes, attempting to dance with her guest, before dozing off. She was a real party pooper!

Chrissie, of course, knew none of this happening behind her. Her attention was elsewhere. But, after, several minutes with no contact from Sophie, she realised what had most probably occurred, and she was left to dangle there, in despair as the uninvited guest just droned on . . . . and on . . . . on . . . . and on . . . . !

Of course, this was all part of the cruel game that Mistress Sophie played. She had set the alarm on the bedside clock and would be awoken in less than an hour. And THEN she would play with her leather-clad sissy. She’d play a very exciting game! And she’d relieve her of the plug and she’d relieve her of all her pent-up sexual tensions. But for now, it did her sissy-slave no harm to believe she was beyond all help. To believe there was no rescue at hand. And to be driven crazy by the unending pulses that were washing through her body, like endless rippling waves, washing up on the shore.

___________________________________

Three more weeks had passed since that first outrageous outing as leather-sissy, Chrissie.

More outings had followed. And, they always followed the same pattern. The build-up, a day or even two before. The preparations, the make-up, and the dressing. The eroticism of being out in public, but safe, in such bizarre circumstances. The attention, mainly from the men, but always from a safe distance. Sophie never allowed anyone too close to her belongings!

And then the return home. The extension of the evening into the early hours of the next day. The discomfort. The frustration. The waiting. And then . . . The relief when the release came!

And Chrissie had begun to accept this as the norm. She’d lost track of the days and she’d lost sight of the man she used to be. This was her new life. And she was completely caught up in her new role and the waiting, excitedly, in huge anticipation, for the next episode to slowly, and thrillingly, unfold.

And today was the start of another chapter in the tale of leather-sissy, Chrissie.

“Nearly ready for you, my sweet little leather sissy,” the shout came from behind the closed door.

Poor Chrissie was stood propped against the landing wall, outside the new room, that Mistress Sophie was about to introduce her to. She was stood on the high heels of her ultra-high, black, leather, boots. She wore a constricting black leather corset on her upper body and the gap between this and the start of the boots was just 2 to 3 inches. That was the only flesh visible, apart from her face. She wore gloves that came right up to, and over, her shoulders, also in a black leather, and around her neck she wore a large posture collar that kept her head upright but also extended down the front and back of her body, to meet the black leather of her strict corset and the softer leather of her gloves. Dangling from the large metal D-ring at the front of the collar, was a black, leather, leash, that Mistress Sophie had employed to lead her thus far, from her bedroom, where she’d been prepared and dressed, past the main bedroom, and to here, stood outside the next room along, which Mistress Sophie had declared was to be her new play-room, for her special treatments and special games.

The workmen had been in the house all, or most, of the previous week and, because of that, poor Chrissie had spent most days locked in her bedroom, whilst the Mistress was at work. She’d mostly been allowed freedom of movement but had been kept with her arm and leg restraints affixed so that she could, at least, move around the room and go to her en-suite bathroom. But the door had been locked from the outside, food and drink provided in the room, and she had been warned to keep particularly quiet, when the workmen were in.

One day, because the workman had reported he’d heard someone moving around, Mistress Sophie had got annoyed and had left Chrissie immobilised on her bed, hooded and trussed and taped so that she had no movement. Her penis had been put into a special cock-cage which allowed passage of urine into a collection vessel under the bed, and she’d been left in that state for 10 hours, as punishment for nearly being discovered.

Now, the new playroom was finished, and Mistress Sophie had been in there for nearly 10 minutes, arranging something, but now she was ready for Chrissie to enter and to play.

She opened the door and came out, “There, we’re all ready for you Chrissie. Now I do hope you’re going to like the play equipment I’ve had installed. It’s cost quite a lot of money, but my leather-girl is worth it.” And she picked up the end of the leather leash and pulled the hobbled Chrissie into the room, her gloved arms bound with strong rope, tightly behind her.

Chrissie’s eyes opened wide, as she was dragged into the room on her leash, her head held upright by the posture collar secured around her slender neck, her leather enclosed arms bound tightly together at wrist and at elbow, her feet chained together by a short silver chain connected to two ankle cuffs that were buckled around her booted legs, and allowed just enough movement for her to hobble behind her impatient Mistress.

She would have gasped, or said something, but the black rubber ball gag in between her red-glossed lips, prevented her. She surveyed the room and a shiver went down her leather encased spine.

The room was large, and it was dark. All four walls were painted a mix of red and black, two adjacent walls in each colour. The furnishings were all in red or black or in silver. One wall, the furthest from the door, was dominated by the silver and chrome fittings that were now arranged in the two corners and along the length of the wall.

This main wall held a structure that looked a little like the old climbing frames you used to see in the school PE hall, except these looked impressively shiny and new. It was an arrangement of vertical and horizontal bars, probably 6 to 8-foot long, but it was stood forward of the wall, so there was space for someone, presumably Mistress Sophie, inspecting her knots, to walk behind the various poles and posts, and horizontal bars. The vertical poles extended from the bolts that held them tight to the floor and they went right up to the ceiling, where more bolts held them fast. It was clear that this was a multiple purpose bondage device and that Chrissie, or some other poor unfortunate, could find themselves tied to it, in almost an infinite number of ways.

But, besides the shining metal frame, there were two slightly raised platforms in each corner of that same wall, round wooden platforms, just a foot or less off the ground, but each with its own piece of silver metal equipment. One platform, 4- foot wide, Chrissie estimated, held a square post, dead centre of the polished wooden dais. This was around 3 to 4-inches square and stood about 2- to 3-foot high.

Chrissie’s eyes were fixed on that particular post, so Mistress Sophie said, “That’s the play equipment we’re using today. I’ll show you how it works when we’ve looked at everything else.”

She led her leather-clad victim to the special black and red leather, padded “bed” that was against the left-hand wall.

“This is for you to use, when Mistress wants to give you any immobilising treatments, lying down,” she said, an evil grin on her face. “It’s a bed, but look at all these metal rings. I can fix you to it in many, many ways. Over the coming weeks we’ll try them all. Some nights, you will sleep here.” Chrissie gulped.

Sophie led her prisoner over to the other wall.

“This is a leather bondage chair. It’s got a motor, so that I can extend out the footrests, raise or lower the back, and tilt it, and adjust the armrests. It’s also got a massage facility, so I can leave you in it for long periods. It’s very clever.”

Beside the chair, was a red wardrobe, standing tall and firm against the wall. And next to the wardrobe was a matching red chest of drawers. Chrissie reasoned these were going to hold all the mountains of bondage stuff, that, presently filled a very large holdall, in her bedroom.

And ranged all along these same two walls were lengths of red wooden shelving and some chrome metal hooks set, at intervals, into the wall, obviously to hold any “gear” that might be wanted, close at hand, for immediate use.

She went to the far right-hand corner, where the other raised circular platform was. This looked slightly wider than the first. In the centre of its polished wood, stood another shiny, imposing steel structure. It was a square post, as at the other side, but this was lower to the ground, only around 18 inches high from its bolts off the platform, and it had a squared steel bar going across the top. It looked like a shiny large cubed metal letter T. And, indeed, Mistress Sophie told her awe-struck sissy, it was called a T-bar.

“But this is very special. Watch,” Sophie said, as she picked up a remote control from the platform and pressed button. The centre bar whirred and stirred, as it rose up from the wooden platform.

“You see, we can have it at any height. I can extend it till the T-bar is 7 or 8-foot high, or I can keep it low and tie you to it, kneeling. Imagine yourself tied to that!”

And Chrissie could definitely imagine herself tied to that. She’d have to be patient. So much to try, so little time!

“Now, look at the door there.” And she pointed to the wall where the bed was.

“That door was always there, it goes through to my bedroom. But I hadn’t used it for ages, so I covered it over with a wardrobe. But now, it’ll be so handy for me. If you’re in here, I can be just next door, and I can come and go into here, as I please. So, obviously, some nights now, you’ll sleep in here. I’m keeping your bedroom for you, just as it is, but this will now be your main activity room. It’s going to be just perfect.”

She was clearly pleased. Chrissie couldn't claim to be pleased but she was certainly impressed. This was a very erotic room. The blacks and the reds and the silver, all went so well together, to make an impression of a real 21st century torture chamber. And Chrissie knew she’d be spending many hours in here. She could already picture the ropes and the chains, the hoods and the cuffs, the gags and the blindfolds, that would soon be standing on the shelves, and hanging from all the chrome metal hanging points on two walls, where the bed and door were and where the bondage chair was sited.

And she could, also, already see herself, garbed in her leather dresses and corsets and gowns, hanging bound and hooded, from the several wall-fixing points she had espied around the end of the room where the climbing frame and the two platforms were. She shivered at the thought of how many different ways, her Mistress could bind her. And wondered if she would ever see the outside world again?

“Anyway, to today. I’m very happy with the way you’re looking, my Chrissie. But I really want to try out this corner platform here. And she led the hobbling Chrissie over to the far wall. Chrissie could see that there were straps and ropes already arranged around the platform and she spotted the leather garment that had been popped over the square post and now rested on the floor of the wooden platform, bunched around the central post, in a circle.

“Now, I don’t want to give too much away, but this pole extends like the T-bar over there. It will go right up to the ceiling. But not today. It’s got other uses and it’s got a variety of attachments. And you are going to test it, and one of those attachments, my sweet pea.”

Then, without further ado, Mistress Sophie guided Chrissie to step up and onto the platform, and then to step over the bunched-up leather, on the floor, and to stand over the 30-inch high post, her legs spread just the few inches that the connecting hobble chain allowed.

Chrissie eased her legs and her leather-booted thighs up, and over, the square post. The metal touched her exposed skin and was cold. She hadn’t worked out what exactly was going to happen. But she didn’t have long to wait to find out.

Mistress Sophie guided Chrissie exactly over the centre top of the shiny post. It stopped just inches short of her groin and the sides of the cubic metal pole pressed against the tops of Chrissie’s thigh boots. Then Sophie left her prisoner for a moment and went to fetch the familiar tube of anal, or vaginal, lubricant, that she had now used, two or three times, on Chrissie’s butt hole.

“Stand still,” she instructed, as Chrissie squirmed, and her Mistress’s finger applied a generous dose of the cold, liquid lubricant to her bum-hole.

“Now, I’ll take this very slowly. Let’s just hope I get the right button,” and she picked up the remote and carefully selected the correct control. As she pressed it, Chrissie looked down and was surprised to see the centre part of the square post begin to rise up, ever so slowly, and then she realised what was happening. There was a large silver dildo attached to a rod, which was now extending from the centre of the squared post and was now rising up and heading towards her butt. It looked like a snake, gradually rising and rising, and Sophie was carefully controlling the speed and the height it rose, to ensure that it reached its target and that she could guide it in, without any physical damage to her beautiful sissy-girl.

As the nub of the dildo touched base, she stopped the motor for a moment and used her fingers to check that it was located correctly, then she took it up an inch, and it pressed its silver-domed top against Chrissie’s exposed butt-hole. Chrissie squealed through her ball-gag, but Sophie was concentrating on getting a hole in one, and paid her no attention. She tested with the finger again, then took it up another inch.

It now began its slow climb, up and up, slowly, slowly, as Chrissie squirmed again and tried to resist it, but Mistress Sophie smacked her thigh and told her to behave, and stop being a silly girl. And the dildo rose up and with a bit of shuffling and re-positioning, started its ascent, up and up, and into Chrissie.

Chrissie shook her head and harrumphed into her gag, as much as she could, but there was no stopping the alien invader. It was nearing its final destination, and, when a good 5-inches had disappeared up into Chrissie’s butt, Mistress Sophie was satisfied and stopped the climb.

“Now, we have to secure you to your love pole,” she quipped as she knelt down and removed the chain that had held Chrissie’s booted feet together. She urged Chrissie to push both feet, hard, into the pole, so it was held, clamped firmly between her legs, this drove the butt plug a little deeper into its cavern, as Chrissie pushed each booted leg against the post and realised she was soon to be roped to it.

Sophie worked quickly to pass the first rope around and around Chrissie’s ankles, so that her legs were firmly affixed to the silvery monster. It was uncomfortable as the squared edges of the post, pressed into her groin, and the plug jostled for a comfortable position inside her. But Sophie got another piece of rope and soon had the upper legs pinned tight to the top of the metal beast. A third rope, not truly necessary, but employed anyway, went around her booted knees and pushed these ever more firmly against her “love post”.

She was now clamped to it and she felt its hard, smooth, sides, pressing into her legs, from her booted ankles right up to her leather-booted thighs.

Sophie meanwhile, was untying her bound arms which had been behind her all this time. When they were free, she took one wrist and cuffed it with a leather cuff. Then the other wrist received the same treatment. Now, Sophie took a length or rope and threaded it through the metal D-ring on the right cuff. She tied it to the D-ring and let the ends dangle loose, to the floor. Then she tied a same length rope to the other wrist cuff and let those ends run loose. Now she stood back and weighed up the angles, before going back to the right wrist and pulling on the rope she had just secured to it. She then found a retaining ring on the outer edge of the wooden platform and looped the rope through this and pulled it taut. It brought Chrissie’s right leather gloved arm out and down at 45 degrees to her rigid body, fastened so firmly, to its silvery post.

Sophie tied the rope off loosely, and went to Chrissie’s other side. She now brought the left hand and arm down at the same angle and pulled it taut, so it was at the same 45-degree angle to the left, and she tied this rope firmly into its retaining ring, on that side edge of the wooden platform.

She stood back and assessed that the right arm could come a little further to make a true, symmetrical, shape. So, she pulled it tauter and fastened it into its metal ring and was content that Chrissie was now displayed properly. Her legs were bound tight together, gripping the post between them. Her arms were splayed out and down, at precisely the same angle, and were roped to the wooden platform upon which she was erected.

Now, Sophie came up to her and pressed her face to her captive’s cheek. “Now, my dear, how are we feeling? Do you like your new toy?” And then she bent down and gathered up the leather that had lain in a circular heap, all the way around Chrissie’s feet. It was a full-length, slightly flared, black, leather skirt. Sophie brought it up and up, till it reached Chrissie’s waist. Then she fastened it shut with its press stud fastener around her slave’s waist and zipped the silver zip up the back. Now, Chrissie’s leather-booted legs, and the post to which they were so securely bound, were hidden from view. They were covered by the skirt, which swept the floor of the platform and hid all but a glimpse of the heels of the sky-high thigh-boots, which were Chrissie’s only protection from the harsh metal post.

To all intents and purposes, Chrissie was stood there like a statue, dressed in an elegant long leather skirt, her leather-coated arms tied with white cord to the edge of the circle of wood, on which she stood.

Only Chrissie and Sophie knew that she was tightly bound to the metal pole. Only they both knew that she had a silver metal butt plug inside her. And only Sophie knew what was going to happen next.

She brought a black leather belt, from her little storage area, where she’d prepared everything. She brought it around Chrissie’s pulled in waist, and buckled it neatly in the front. It was just like an ordinary broad leather belt, but it had black metal D-rings riveted to it at 6 places around the circumference. It was a belt that Chrissie had worn on her first, public, night out, and one which she was to wear a lot in future, as her hands could be attached to any one, or any two of the metal D-rings, perfect for their social outings, Sophie had thought.

Now, Sophie worked fast, to tie four lengths of white cord to two rings at the back of the belt and to two rings at the front. Then she took each of these down to the edge of the wooden platform, and passed them through the retaining rings around the edge so that the four white cords made a symmetrical web of ropes, to go with the two ropes, already extending down from Chrissie’s splayed arms.

Now, Chrissie was held to the post, but also held, by six tautly secured ropes, from her waist and arms, to the edge of her platform, on which she stood. She was still trying to cope with the metal plug invading her insides, but was fascinated at the lengths to which her Mistress was going, to secure her in her new playroom.

Sophie was almost finished. But not quite. Now she raised up a black, leather hood to Chrissie’s face. It was a full-face hood and it appeared to have no openings other than two breathing holes where Chrissie’s nostrils would soon be located. The hood came down over Chrissie’s wigged head, as Sophie wished her captive pleasant dreams, and she kissed her gently on her ball-gagged mouth, before that disappeared from view, and the hood could be zipped, and tightly laced, into place.

Chrissie’s world was now black on the inside, as well as black on the outside. Her leather clad figure looked striking in all its black finery, the white ropes set off against the stark black leather, gave a stunningly erotic picture. And Sophie had still not finished.

She took a length of rope and looped it through the D-ring on the front of Chrissie’s stiff leather posture collar. She took a very final piece, and threaded it through a D-ring at the back of Chrissie’s stiff leather posture collar, and then she tied these, front and back, again, down to the edge of the wooden platform. This added to the web of ropes already holding Chrissie still. Now, there were a total of 8 ropes, descending down to the eight fixing points, located all around the wooden platform, and another three ropes holding her leather-booted legs tight to the post, hidden away under the folds of the long, leather, skirt.

At last, Sophie was satisfied. She could rest now and come back to play with her leather-sissy-slave-doll-toy, later. For now, she would leave Chrissie alone with her thoughts, and alone with her feelings.

Which reminded Sophie of the last thing she must do, before retiring to her bed to rest. She picked up the remote, selected the correct button and pressed it. Chrissie jerked amongst her rope web, as the dildo plug sprang into action and its gentle vibrations pulsed through her bound body. A slight, muffled, whirring noise, could be heard, emanating from under the folds of the beautiful leather figurine, so gloriously displayed.

Sophie smiled. Everything was working fine. She’d take some photos. She was amassing quite a collection. Sophie was a keen photographer. And then, she would leave her like this for an hour. Maybe longer. It depended how long Sophie herself could wait. Then she’d release her from her cock cage and she’d release all that pent-up frustration. In both of them. And then, only then, she might release her from her predicament and invite her into bed.

_________________________________

In fact, poor Chrissie was left in this uncomfortable position for 2 hours. This was longer than usual but certainly not, by a long way, the most time Chrissie had been left hanging.

Mistress Sophie always made a point of threatening to leave her leather sissy for hours. But, apart from the very odd time, Chrissie knew from experience, she could expect an hour, maybe an hour and a half. For Sophie to wait 2 hours was unusual. Longer periods were rare and generally meant Chrissie had displeased her Mistress.

And then, the outcome was nearly always the same. The return of a contrite Mistress. The ping, as the metal cock-cage fell to the floor. She’d release Chrissie’s caged cock. Then the gentle stroking and coaxing, as the rescued penis came back to life. And then the rougher treatment, as both Chrissie, and her Mistress, became so damned aroused. Oh, yes! She’d release Chrissie’s pent-up tensions, alright. And then the final crescendo, as Chrissie came, with all guns blazing. Sophie would clean up the inevitable, ensuing, mess. And then the gentle stroking, and caressing, and kissing, before the slow and considered release from the bondage. And she would slowly, methodically, and carefully, untie all the intricate binding, giving Chrissie time to recover her strength. And then, they would have the wildest, most intense and exciting, love-making session, that Chrissie could ever think possible.

Then, usually, a drink. A welcome into the Mistress’s bed, the Mistress now naked or near naked, the slave still in full leather. And then the intertwining of the bodies, Sophie’s naked body pressing hard into Chrissie’s leathered one, as though Sophie was trying to make the leather a part of her, also.

And then the screams and the grunts and the moans, as both enjoyed a fabulous climax, together.

And then, often as not, after an intense, late-night session, Chrissie was allowed to remain in the bed, fully clothed, or part stripped, maybe just gloves and boots remaining, or corset and gloves, or boots and corset. It was always Sophie’s decision. And always, Chrissie was happy to obey. And then there’d be the hour or so, of talking and the laughter and the intense bondage session forgotten, the intense love-making appreciated. And then both would fall fast asleep, in each other’s arms. And Sophie would begin to plan the next session, the very next morning, and Chrissie would await her new orders.

And this was now Chrissie’s life. And now, less than 2 months into the relationship, she wouldn’t change a thing.

_________________________________

At long, long last, some weeks behind schedule, the gown arrived. It had been ordered online from the USA and was promised in four weeks, but took longer. But now it was here. The full length, made-to-measure, leather corset gown had, finally, arrived. Both were excited. Chrissie had no idea what it had cost. But it wasn’t cheap. Money seemed no object to the Mistress. Conservatively, the house was worth a million and a half. Her bank account held very nearly half that much, unbeknown to Chrissie, and her annual salary, before bonus, was £200k, minimum. No, money was no object, Chrissie was the object, and she had to be objectified, in leather.

So, she modelled the gown that night and it fitted beautifully. It was black. It was full-length and slightly flared from the waist down, its full leather skirt, with side split, sweeping the floor, as Chrissie twirled and paraded. The body needed no corset under this dress. The dress was a corset. The bodice was fully-boned, and the front held Chrissie’s chest, and her waist, in a tight grip, as the super-strong, red, satin, laces were threaded, and pulled into place, and the bodice conformed to Chrissie’s bust, and the corset pulled her, already slender frame, in, to give her the figure she now loved, and that Mistress Sophie constantly adored, and adorned, in leather.

And then, Chrissie had to take the gown off! She loved it and she wanted to wear it that night. But, no, it had to come off and be stored away, like a precious treasure. To be brought out soon, for a very special occasion. And then Chrissie had to be dressed and covered, head to toe, in leather again, and be taken to the playroom. And then she was tied, elaborately, to the wall-frame, and told in every miniscule detail, how and when she would wear the gown and the people who would see it, on its debut showing. And then the excitement again. The same mess. The same ritual.

Three days later, and Mistress Sophie had purchased the required leather cape. The full length, black, one, which would go over the full-length gown. And she had booked the theatre tickets, and the pre-theatre meal. She would be leaving work early, in two days’ time and she would dress her leather sissy in the gown, without any underwear, but with her penis caged, and her high-high boots would be hidden under the folds of luscious leather. Her long-long gloves would cover her bare arms. Her wrists and elbows would be bound and the whole confection would be disguised and hidden away, under the long-long, leather cape.

And she would be paraded before the gentry and taken to her private eating booth and then released from her bonds. And then, meal over, the cuffs would go on, or the rope be re-tied, and she’d be led to their private theatre box. And she’d enjoy the first half, whilst her Mistress fed her little nibbles and gave her sips of bubbly from the heavy glass flute, she couldn’t safely handle with her bound hands. And then, during the interval, she’d maybe need to be taken to the toilet, just outside their private box. And then, they’d settle for the second half of the entertainment.

Then, the cage would come off her cock, and she’d try to concentrate on the play, or the musical, unfolding below, whilst Mistress Sophie coaxed and teased her penis, but didn’t allow her to come. Making a mess was forbidden. Until they got home.

And, once the detailed description was over, Chrissie would spend the next 24 or 36 or however many hours, Mistress had decided, thinking, and fantasising, about the experience, until the experience became a reality, and happened, just the way Sophie had told her it was going to happen.

_______________________________

And so, it was, two days later, and at the appointed hour, make-up done, hair to the Mistress’s satisfaction, that sissy-Chrissie, once more, stepped into the open, black leather thigh boot offered up to her. This pair, as she had several by now, had a zip halfway up the inside of the leg, but it also laced the full-way, up the front of the boot. So, once zipped into both, Chrissie sat patiently, as Mistress Sophie, carefully and fastidiously, pulled and adjusted the lacing from ankle to thigh, until each boot was a very part of Chrissie, rather than just an accessory.

Then the long gloves were smoothed up her pale, hairless arms, and teased into place, until they nestled just below the shoulder and right up under the pale and hairless armpit.

Then, out came the treasured gown. It was as beautiful as Chrissie remembered from her first viewing and she swooned as the leather was dropped over her head, the sumptuous, red, satin lining, smoothing its journey, down and down her naked body. And then the lacing of the red, satin ribbons, up the back. And the flashes of red satin lining as she moved, and the thigh-length split, in the left-hand side of the dress, showed a tantalizing glimpse of her amazingly erotically, booted, legs. And then it was done. And she was sealed, helplessly, into the glorious leather creation, for all time, or until her Mistress allowed her release.

Oh yes! Chrissie was now enjoying this life. All thought of fleeing from it, now gone. A distant, distant dream.

“Now, turn and hands behind you,” commanded her Mistress and Chrissie meekly obliged, keen to be tied into the dress, and keen to be tied, so there was no chance of her escaping from it, and keen to submit her freedom to her beloved Mistress, again.

And then the tying of the wrists. Her gloved hands were crossed behind her back and the soft red cotton and silk cord was twisted around her crossed limbs until they were held together and firmly fixed in the expert knotting, executed by Sophie. Then a second red cord gripped and pulled her elbows closer together, as her Mistress also knotted this, her elbows far enough apart to be comfortable, close enough together, to be kinkily, sexy, and to throw her gel-filled, false, boobs out, another inch or so.

And then the long, long, lush, black, satin-lined, leather cape.

It was her first sight of it, but it was exactly as described to her, whilst she’d been immobilised in her bondage, on the playroom frame, and the evening explained to her.

It was made of an almost full circle of leather, made up of several skins of the of the softest, blackest, silkiest, sexiest, most luscious and expensive leather, that Chrissie could imagine. It was a cloak, more than a cape. It fell, full-length, to the floor and swept around the wearer’s heels and toes. It could be held closed with three knotted, leather fastenings, that were held in three tight leather loops. It was clasped thus, in three places, at the neck, a few inches below that, and a third and final fastening, a few more inches below that second clasp fastening. The remainder of the cape was open, to reveal fleeting glimpses of what lay beneath its leathery folds. It was lined in lush, extravagant satin, in red. The same as the gown. It had a lined hood, that tumbled down the back from the neck and the shoulders. And it was reversible. It could be worn with the red, satin side out and the soft leather turned toward the naked body, perhaps?

Sophie had shown the extravagant hood to Chrissie, and had theorised, “I think you could wear this, hold it close to your face, and I’d be able to take you out gagged and blindfolded, on a dark night, and no-one would know!”

Chrissie had no doubt that the theory would soon be tested, and that this new mode of transportation would prove another winner with her devious Mistress.

And now it was time to drape this incredible creation, over Chrissie’s leather figure. Mistress Sophie came behind her, checked the knotted wrists and elbows, and then draped the glorious cape over her bare shoulders, hiding the tops of the leather shoulder-length gloves, hiding the vastness of the black leather gown, hiding the red silky bindings around her gloved limbs, hiding virtually everything, under its cloak of anonymity.

The weight of the dress combined with the cape, surprised Chrissie. Soft and silky and expensive, as both were, the leather weighed more than any normal man-made material. And this added to the intensity of eroticism, as Chrissie moved around the room and got accustomed, to the enveloping, double layer, of leather, the difficulty of balancing on her sky-high boots, and the inconvenience of having her hands bound behind her. It was a glorious, sensational feeling, and she was delighted when she saw the Mistress, secretly stow the black leather hood, and the metal handcuffs, into her oversized bag.

And they were off. Another adventure in leather. Another public to impress. Another blissful evening in captivity.

Chrissie still got nervous before entering a restaurant. Tonight, was no different. In fact, her costume, tonight, was so deliciously expensive and unusual, she, and Sophie, knew it would definitely attract more than the average degree of attention. And it did.

Heads turned, as the two leather-clad ladies, passed by the tables. Men looked interested. Their boring wives, with their boring lives, were contemptuous. Chrissie was embarrassed by the sheer number of stares she received, as she swished and swooshed her leather-covered body through the restaurant and past the gawping diners. Wives hit husbands, in order to draw their attention back to their mundane lives. Chrissie and Sophie sailed past them all, Sophie, seemingly, completely unbothered by all the commotion their entrance had caused.

The safety of the semi-private booth reached, Chrissie could relax. Sophie was never anything other than relaxed out in public. She lived for this. She wanted the world to see her sissy-slave in her wonderful leather creations. She thrived on knowing that Chrissie was hers, and hers alone. And that, tonight, once back home, she’d have the opportunity to prove it, once more.

So, the meal passed without further incident, apart from the wine waiter nearly collapsing when he came to take the drinks order, only to be confronted by two lovely ladies, both dressed, head to toe, in all that silky, buttery, smooth, leather, Chrissie in the black full-length, her left leg’s thigh boot just showing under the cape and the split dress, Sophie in a purple mid-length dress, finished off with deeper purple, knee length boots.

The theatre was easier. They were always ushered up to their private box by an attentive staff who were professional enough not to show any reaction to their clothing. Once closeted inside, the room was private, whatever happened in there was their business, and theirs alone.

Now, Chrissie was cuffed in the metal handcuffs, her gloved arms in front. Mistress Sophie used one piece of red cord, to bind her ankles together under the folds of the dress. Her heavy leather cape was now discarded and draped over the spare chair. She was shown off, in all her leather-gloved and leather-gowned glory. Her glass was filled to overflowing with bubbly and the curtain was about to go up.

The usual thing happened in the second half and Chrissie bit her lip hard to resist any unseemly comings. She breathed heavily, as Mistress Sophie positioned herself to Chrissie’s left and, having released her penis, now toyed with it, idly, whilst seeming to be fully concentrated on the happenings, on the stage below them.

Chrissie “oohhed” and “aahhed” in low murmurings, but she held on. And then it was the final curtain call, legs released, cape over her shoulders, and fastened over her cuffed wrists, and the short walk back to the car, ignoring the curious stares of the homeward-bound revellers.

As they reached the car, Chrissie wondered if she’d be hooded for the journey home. She would be disappointed if this part of the ritual was forgotten! Sophie didn’t disappoint. She pressed Chrissie into the back seat of the car, re-bound her booted ankles in the foot-well and then brought out the soft leather hood and encased her slave in its comforting embrace. Seatbelt on. Click! And they were on their way.

But part of tonight’s ritual was definitely going to be different. Mistress Sophie just couldn’t wait, any longer.

Once home, with Chrissie still hooded, but her seat-belt and her feet released, they entered the house. This time, no interim glass of wine before another intense dom/sub session. This time, no intense dom/sub session. Instead, Sophie had Chrissie straight up the winding staircase and straight into her bedroom. She flung her on the bed, her hands still cuffed under the leather cape, which was swirling around her as she fell to the soft bedding below. Then Sophie ripped herself from her purple knee-boots, pulled down her own panties and threw them aside, and launched herself onto her lovely, leathered, lover, and the kissing and caressing, gentle and loving at first, became more and more intense, as both succumbed to their temptations and launched into another marathon conjoining of their leather-encased bodies.

All too soon, it was over, the pair fell back. Both fully spent. Another fine mess they’d got themselves into.

A half hour, of lying and holding, ensued, before Sophie could be bothered to clean up. But she knew she had to and so, she set to. Chrissie, lay there breathing heavily under the all-enclosing hood, which still adorned her face.

Then Sophie looked longingly at her hooded and leathered companion and knew she had to fully possess her, in the only way she knew.

So, she raised Chrissie up from her slumbers. She removed the cape and folded it carefully. And she led Chrissie, her full-length, leather, gown, swishing on the floor, as they moved, through the adjoining door and into the play-room.

“I’m so sorry, my sweet Chrissie. I have to bind you for the night.”

Chrissie had expected it.

She laid her, face-up, on the red and black leather bondage bed, that had hitherto, not been put to use. She smoothed the leather gown down the full length of her prone body. Then she went and selected several lengths of strong leather strapping and, beginning at the ankles and working her way up the legs, under the folds of the leather gown, she struggled to bind and buckle four sturdy straps around Chrissie’s leather-booted legs.

That done, she placed her cuffed hands on top of her upturned lap and passed a long strap under the body and around both arms and brought both ends together on top, at Chrissie’s waist level, buckling it tight enough, to pin her arms to her sides and her cuffed wrists pressing into her groin, but not so tight as to spoil the dress.

One last strap went around the top of her body, trapping her upper arms and her heaving bosom. And Sophie was satisfied, that, she was, once again, the one and the only, possessor, of Chrissie’s body.

She kissed her lovely slave-girl on her hooded cheeks, whispered she loved her into her hooded ears, checked that the room temperature was comfortable and then took one last, long look at her helpless form, before she turned the light off and went back to her own room, to dream about her dream-lover, bound immovably, to the bed next door. Just the other side of that thin partition wall.

___________________________________

Chrissie almost looked forward to these prolonged periods of isolation, in a funny, upside down, back-to-front, bizarre, warped, kind of a way. It sort of showed Sophie’s love for her, she reasoned. To go to all this trouble. When they could just sleep together!

Did she regret ever meeting Sophie? Not for a moment, after the first 3 or 4 week, settling-in, period.

Did she crave for her life back as Chris, rented apartment, job, trousers and all?  Never. Definitely. Not ever. NOT EVER.

Did she wish she and Sophie enjoyed a more normal relationship? Sometimes, she craved to be with her Mistress, like now. But, she’d be perfectly happy being in bed, dressed in leather, trussed up, and hooded, she’d just like to be next to her lover. Not alone, knowing she was right next door, and, probably, sleeping like a baby, without any thought for Chrissie, right now.

Would she like to go back to her life as a man, her male clothes, her male lifestyle? Not now. Briefly, in the first week or so, she’d wondered what the hell she was doing. But now, every day was exciting. The clothes were exciting. The tie-ups were exciting. The details of her next outing in leather, were exciting. No, if Sophie wanted it, asked her to, she’d fully change to a woman in a heartbeat. She would have her bits lopped and she’d become a physical woman.

But Sophie didn’t want a woman.

She’d repeatedly said, she didn’t want Chrissie to transgender. Not that she liked men, particularly! She’d tried relationships with men. She didn’t like them. She enjoyed the sex, to a point, but was it worth having to put up with the boring, macho-minded beast, who was providing it? No, she thought not.

So, she’d tried relationships with women. She found them a bit simpering and a bit self-centred, but, on the whole, everything considered, they were easier to talk to than men. But the sex was ridiculous. If she needed a finger or a vibrator, or a strap-on, up her, she could provide it herself? Couldn’t she?

So, then she’d tried Chris. And she’d taken her time to get to know this Chris creature. She’d played him along a bit. To test him. She found she could talk to Chris, but she really hated the clothes he wore. She could probably enjoy straight sex with Chris, but it wasn’t going to be exactly wild and abandoned, was it?

And so, now she’d invented Chrissie. And Chrissie was all the things she wanted in a relationship. She wasn’t a female, but she had many redeeming, feminine characteristics. She wasn’t exactly a male either, but she had a cock! And Chrissie was the first person that had gone along with some of Sophie’s mad, crazy ideas. She was the first person that Sophie had been out with that allowed herself to be moulded into the character, Sophie wanted, as a partner.

But Sophie was two people.  She was the creative, highly imaginative, fetishistic, dominant person, described in these pages, who was entirely single-minded, at times, and completely without regard for Chrissie’s comfort or feelings. It was those times, when she spent hours tying Chrissie up in elaborate webs of rope and leather. It was those times, like now, when she chose to separate herself from Chrissie and sleep.

Alone.

And then there was the warm, generous, caring Sophie, who Chrissie laughed with, and shared meals with, and enjoyed fabulous sex with. The Sophie who had made going out together, something to cherish and look forward to, with a mix of excitement and of dread. And Chrissie loved both the excitement, and the dread, in equal measure. And she loved both Sophies, in equal measure. She just wished she could be bound and hooded in the same bed as her lover. That would be “normal”, wouldn’t it?

So, here she was, once again, doing an “overnighter”. That’s what she called these times, when Sophie callously left her, bound, gagged, hooded, strapped, taped, immobilised, deserted, alone. Previously, it had been in her own bed, in her safe bedroom. Now, it was nearly always in the new playroom.

But, the relationship had changed, in tiny ways, throughout the near 3 months, they’d now been together. At first, when Chris had moved into the house, after destroying, or giving away, all of Chris’s male clothes, Chrissie had been supplied with nothing but leather to wear. She had one satin robe to employ between showering and getting properly dressed into her leather choices of the day, or rather, Sophie’s leather choices of the day. But that was it. An ocean of leather.

Now, Sophie had capitulated and allowed one small end of her wardrobe to house a few girly items in satins and silks. Always long gowns or robes, a couple of long skirts, three or four silky tops, but mainly nightdresses and their matching night robe, the odd evening gown, several pairs of satin knickers, several pairs of satin evening gloves, several satin corsets. But, of course, these were only for private relaxation times. Chrissie had been told, in no uncertain terms, she would only ever be seen out in full leather. These trivial, frivolous satin items were for her “down-times”. She was Sophie’s leather-sissy, and she was never, ever to forget it.

___________________________________

Now, two more months had passed. The playroom had proven a big hit with both Chrissie and with Sophie.

The first experience of anything is supposed to be the one that stays with you and lives in your memory. But Chrissie remembered all of her experiences with Mistress Sophie, from first meeting her, to this day. She remembered, particularly, every last, incredible, utterly over-indulgent, and wickedly, devilishly, elaborate tie-up that her Mistress had done.

Now, she remembered another experience in the play-room! That was unforgettable. Only a few days since its Grand Opening, and Chrissie was introduced to the T-bar. Oh yes! That was definitely an experience.

“Well, I have to say, you look stunning,” Sophie complimented her leather sissy-slave, as she took a step backward to admire the white leather creation, Chrissie was now modelling. “You look just as cute, or even more cute, in the white, as you do in black leather.”

And it was true. Chrissie looked a picture. The new white leather boots reached a good 6 inches above the knee. Not as long as some of her more difficult black sky-highs, as Chrissie herself called them, but still very impressive.

And the tight leather playsuit, laced up the front, and sticking to her shaped body like a second skin, presented a highly provocative picture.

This was the first time Sophie had dressed her in white. She liked the effect. Chrissie liked the effect it was having on her. Rarely, had her cock been allowed to roam free, but here it was, tucked away, quite uncomfortably, into the tight crotch-hugging pants of the white, leather play suit and now making a stand. Slowly erecting, and trying to force its way, like a little sunflower, towards the sunshine.

The outfit was finished off with the usual. The gloves were never far behind the boots, which always followed the corset. It could have been boring, but Sophie made it far from. Every new time she dressed her little she-male, she found a way of making it newly exciting, freshly thrilling, inventively original.

So, the gloves had gone on and the white matched the white. That went without saying. Everything had to match. Everything had to be orderly. That was what defined Sophie’s thinking.

And then something new. Something different. And Mistress Sophie urged her sissy-slave to stand upright, as she strapped two, thick, neoprene, knee protectors, around her legs.

“Sophie, I’m sorry, I meant MISTRESS! What are they for?” asked a quizzical Chrissie as the pretty unextraordinary, DIY-come-gardening knee pad protectors were affixed atop the very extraordinary, sexy, kinky, booty things.

“Oh! I think you’ll understand. It’s to show you I really do care, even if you think I’m a callous bitch.” said Sophie, (er, I mean, Mistress Sophie!)

Soon Chrissie did realise the significance, as, once again, she was led into the play-room. She surveyed the familiar scene. How many times had she been here? Some may say “Too many!” Chrissie may have agreed, but each scene she’d played out here, had been different and this looked like another “Sophie original”.

Her Mistress led her toward the right-hand far corner. The raised dais with the elevating “T-bar” had beckoned, and Sophie had answered. Now, Chrissie was to understand the potential of a simple T-shaped bar of metal and how it could be transformed into a delicious weapon of sexual torture.

“Right,” said Sophie, “Cross your arms in front. Like this. And she demonstrated a simple square arm cross, so she looked like a Russian Cossack dancer about to fall to their knees and go into their routine.

And Chrissie did. A perfect crossed arm movement. Simples.

“Easy, yes?” asked Sophie. Chrissie had to admit, it was one of the easier things she’d been asked to do these last few weeks.

“Okay. Now, just the same, but behind your back. I want you to cross your arms, dead straight, together, behind your back.

Not quite the simplest thing she’d been asked to do, but Chrissie managed it.

And, as soon as she had, Sophie forced her down, into a kneeling position, on top of the wooden dais.

“Now, keep your arms crossed, and shuffle back,” instructed Sophie. And she helped guide an unsteady Chrissie, back and back. Shuffling her legs and, already, grateful for the knee pads, that looked so stupidly incongruous against the white thigh boots.

And before she knew it, Chrissie had shuffled back, under expert guidance, until her feet had gone one either side of the vertical bar of the metal letter T behind her. And Sophie motioned for her to stop.

“Good, now straighten those folded arms. And keep them straight.”

And then Sophie brought the first of several ropes and proceeded to bind Chrissie to the metal bar nemesis, that she had so willingly offered herself up to, as a sacrifice.

Sophie lined up the square of the arms across the square of the horizontal bar that topped off the vertical bar and made the T shape. She used her first rope to tie Chrissie’s left wrist, which was connecting across to her right elbow, both to the shiny, steel, metal, bar.

Then before Chrissie had barely time to draw breath, almost, she was back with a second rope and doing the same expert job to her right wrist and her left elbow.

Now, Chrissie’s two gloved arms were strapped in a straight line across the top of the T. But, for reasons best known to her, Sophie needed two more ropes, longer ones, that looped around and around, across the length of the bar and back forearms had disappeared under a mesh of blue cotton roping and she was now a very part of the T-bar to which she was roped.

Chrissie knew she was in trouble. Even with the thick neoprene protectors offering a cushion between her knees and the hard surface of the dais, her limbs were beginning to ache. And, she sensed, she was only a fraction of the long, long journey, into the final bondage scene that her ever-imagining lover had designed for tonight’s amusement.

That was true. There seemed an endless supply of the silky soft blue rope that Sophie had selected for tonight’s visual impact. It was sat there right next to Chrissie’s new location, location, location. It would be a waste not to use it. And, Sophie was not known for waste. She intended using all the rope at her disposal. Chrissie could only close her eyes and think of Queen and country!

Sophie went to Chrissie’s feet. Her new white boots were in danger of getting scuffed, unless they were raised off the ground. So that was, clearly, what Sophie needed to do. Kneeling down, on one knee, Sophie raised up both of Chrissie’s white-booted feet and laid them across her spare knee. This brought Chrissie’s upper body and head down a little her face heading towards the ground in front of the T-bar to which she was knotted. It also put more pressure on her arms and on her padded knees. She was now very grateful for the neoprene padding, so thoughtfully provided.

Using one length of the striking blue cord, Sophie tied Chrissie’s two ankles perfectly together, adjoined rather than crossed, so that the legs remained in a perfect line, but were welded together within the confines of their blue bonds. And then a second piece held her legs even closer together, as Sophie wound the cord around and around her twin legs, just below the knees and touching the base of the protective pads strapped there.

Sophie now gently rested the bound legs back on the toes of the white boots, as she selected two exactly equal lengths of rope and roughly measured them, folded together, to identify their centre point.

She then returned to her one knee and threaded both ropes through Chrissie’s ankle binding, and pulled them through until she was satisfied she had got them centred.

Taking the first of these ropes, she held each end twice and supported the weight of Chrissie’s bound legs, as she got back to her feet. Chrissie’s toes were now clear of the deck and her feet suspended by the blue rope held in Sophie’s grip. Sophie walked back a step towards the bar and looped one end of rope over the bar, held it tight, then fed the other end under the bar. Now, she could let the metal T shape take the strain and she hauled on both ends to bring both of Chrissie’s feet further up, off the ground, and for the first time, and also bring them closer to the metal T-bar, to which she intended tying them.

Chrissie grunted, as her arms took the strain. And Sophie grunted as she pulled the feet a little closer, and a little closer. When she had Chrissie arched so that her face was down and her feet up, she quickly took the ends of the rope under and over the bar, crossing them over each other about five times, before tying them off and being able to release her hold on the legs, whilst she surveyed the result.

She was happy. Chrissie was less happy. Sophie soothed her flushed face and murmured it would soon be over. And then, she took the second blue rope threaded through the ankle binding and did the same procedure on the left-hand side of the T-bar.

Now six ropes later, Chrissie was well and truly bound to her bar. Two ropes held her arms straight across the top. Two more, kept her legs neatly together. And those last two, brought her feet up and towards the arms and their resting place along the T-bar.

“So far, so good!” commented Sophie, as she looked at her three remaining pieces of kit.

“So far, so good,” echoed Chrissie, struggling to speak, “What’s good about this? It hurts.”

“I’m sorry, my love. I promise it will soon stop hurting. But you know you have to suffer for my art!” said Sophie, as she picked up the white leather hood.

Chrissie saw the hood coming and squealed again. “Do I have to be hooded?”

But she already knew the answer. And she knew she had to complain but really, she knew most of all that it would add to her state of arousal and that she enjoyed nothing more.

The hood slid down Chrissie’s down-turned head and she swung her head from side to side in a mock attempt to shake it off. It was what was expected of her. But she breathed in the fabulous smell of new leather, as Sophie zipped and then laced the soft covering into place.

Sophie took up the strange web of leather straps that had lain under the hood. She straightened it all out to reveal to herself, the white leather head harness which she now intended to strap over Chrissie’s newly-instated hood.

She brought the harness up towards Chrissie’s hooded head and got the main chin to crown strap first, the strap that held all the others in place. This was the broadest strap that went under Chrissie’s chin, and up each side of her hood, before meeting at the top of her head and buckling off through the metal D-ring that protruded from the white hood.

Then, all the other straps were basically attached to this one and went around Chrissie’s head and buckled together at the back. There was one over her mouth, which pressed the white of the leather into her lips. “Thank goodness,” thought Chrissie to herself, “That this hood had no internal gag!”

The second strap went over her eyes and, again, made sure the hood was pushed firmly against her face, till her eyes were comfortably smothered and were completely sightless.

A third strap went around the crown of her head and met the multitude of strapping at the rear and, was again, buckled tight. Soon, Chrissie’s head was held not only in its white leather covering but also within a cocoon of leather straps that pressed all that lovely hood in and showed every contour of her face through the confines of the white leather encasement.

There was one last job to do before the scene was complete and Sophie could stop the video camera filming, take some single shots from various angles and then get on with her main task of the day, sorting the playroom equipment out.

Yes! As well as two lights on stands, Sophie had now got a permanent camera on her tripod, stood on duty in the centre of the room. She had regularly filmed her tie-ups and had always taken still digital shots of Chrissie’s predicaments. She now had quite a collection, and she joked that she’d have enough film and photo archive, to start her own small porn industry, if ever her day job was in jeopardy.

This camera was just pointing at the whole scene, but did a pretty good job of conveying the skill of the captor and the helplessness of the captive.

Now, it watched, and it whirred, as Sophie picked up the very last of her impressive pile of ropes that she had now employed.

She took one end of the rope, blue again, matching all others, of course, and she threaded it through the D-ring on the top of Chrissie’s hooded head. She then threaded it through and through until both ends were of equal length. And then she gently pulled these back, so that Chrissie was forced to bring her head up. Sophie supported her head and made sure that not too much force was applied against it. Then she eased it up more and checked again.

Four times, she eased the head slightly up and checked it. Now, Chrissie was facing the far wall and corner of the playroom, instead of looking down at the floor, her head had been sufficiently raised for it to face straight forward. Had she been able to see, she would be looking across at the red and black bondage chair, the next on the list for a try-out.

Satisfied that she had done enough to create a stunningly erotic picture of her beautiful she-male Chrissie, dressed in head-to-toe white leather, bound by startling blue, silky soft, ropes, and beautifully adorning her T-bar post, she tied the last rope off to, first the bar, and then back to the bound ankles of her lover, which were now raised to the same height as the head.

And she stepped back and nodded, just to herself, before stopping the video from filming and checking that Chrissie was okay. Chrissie was a very versatile young thing and had now come to terms with her latest predicament. She indicated she was okay, as best she could, through her multiple strapping. So, Sophie took her still shots, ten minutes or more and from every angle, and then she tenderly patted her sissy captive and turned her attention to the job in hand, stocking her lovely new playroom, with all the multitude of ropes, straps, hoods, gags and paraphernalia that had been amassed, in such a short period of time.

When Chrissie was released from her bonds, 90 minutes later, and before she was taken next door for the usual remedial massage and body treatments, she saw that every inch of shelving had been covered with “something”. Every single chrome hook had a coil of rope or a few lengths of leather strapping hanging from it. Every drawer in the new red cabinet, was crammed with her corsets and her gloves and her knick-knacks, and the wardrobe held some, but by no means all, of her extravagant leather, boots, skirts and dresses.

And then she was whisked away, into Sophie’s bed to recover from her arduous ordeal.

And, tonight, here she was, again. On her own. Her sleeping Mistress, lying just a few metres, and one thin wall, away. How could she be so callous? How could she possibly resist the opportunity to sleep with her, Chrissie, the she-male bombshell? Oh! She hated her Mistress. No, that wasn’t true, at all. And so, she thought pleasant thoughts. She thought of all the things she’d been provided with, courtesy of her “callous” Mistress Sophie.

And then she remembered that glorious time, just a couple of weeks back, when Sophie, who made all the decisions, had declared that she was getting Chrissie’s bedroom re-decorated, and Chrissie had moved in with her lovely Mistress, in her giant bed, for a whole 6 nights.

And then, she remembered her face, how delighted she was, as she’d seen her new bedroom, for the first time. The new, huge, fitted wardrobe, space, now re-filled with all her luscious costumes. The pink and white furnishings and the delicate pink-painted walls. The new bed-clothes. So girly and frilly and feminine. And she loved the new, pink-handled, hair set, and the mirror, and the pink hair-dryer, and the make-up bags and all the lovely pictures and little knick-knacks that Sophie had bought her to decorate the shelves and the tops. And she loved it better than before and was glad that now she’d use it just as a bedroom, her other, stranger activities, would all take place in the playroom. And then Chrissie knew she never, ever, wanted to return to her male persona.

Yes! She loved the flowery aspects of being a girl. She loved the satins and silks. She loved the pink walls, the delicate flowers on the tiles in the en-suite. The fluffy pink luxurious towels. Everything that was “female”. And she even loved the leather. It was daring. It was provocative. It was different. It certainly turned heads.

Wherever she went now, in her leather, she was noticed. The old Chrissie, the old, boring, male Chrissie, never had anyone stare at him. This Chrissie, leather-sissy Chrissie, turned heads whenever, and wherever, she went in public. It could be embarrassing, it could be nerve-shredding, but it was certainly exciting. And she wouldn’t change it for the world.

And with those thoughts, in her delicate, slightly twisted, hooded, head, Chrissie relaxed into her night’s bondage, and she fell asleep.

_______________________________

The months passed. The relationship strengthened. The love and the passion grew. The routines pretty much remained the same. And Chrissie never tired of being the object of desire, that fed Sophie’s wild imagination.

Intelligent and as sophisticated as she was, in her “real life”, in sexual terms, Sophie was like a feral creature. Unhampered by what was right, what maybe was wrong. She let her imagination run as free as a caribou across the North American tundra. And Chrissie was the willing recipient of all this fervent imagining.

She found herself in some unique situations. But always exciting ones.

“Chrissie, I have to ask you this,” Sophie looked into the deep, beautiful, blue eyes of the sissy slave, presented bound and gagged, before her, “Are you happy in this relationship?”

Chrissie tried to answer, which was not easy, wearing a ring gag. “Yaaaaas! She replied “Aaaaam gerrrry haaaarppy”

Sophie laughed, “I’m so sorry, my sweet. I shouldn’t ask you such questions, when I have you like this. Forget it. I’ll ask you again, later.”

And so, Sophie concentrated on the job, in hand. And what she had in her hand needed some immediate attention. So, she concentrated on it, and Chrissie whined, a weird whine, as she threw her head back and enjoyed Sophie, getting her mind back on the job.

Yes! It was just another normal evening’s activity, in the play-room!

An hour later, and Sophie and Chrissie were wrapped up tight, together, in the four-poster. Chrissie spent most of her nights here, now. There had been a huge ground-shift, in the 12 months, or so, the pair had been together. Her bedroom was virtually redundant, now. The play room still served as night quarters, maybe once a week, once every ten days, perhaps, and neither one of them would have it any other way, but now, the intense sessions started sooner, and they finished quicker, and Chrissie was almost always, welcomed into the Mistress’s bed.

They’d become a “normal” couple. Almost!

“Chrissie, I have to ask you this,” Sophie looked into the deep, beautiful, blue eyes of the sissy before her, “Are you happy in this relationship?”

Chrissie answered, “Yaaaaas!” she replied “Aaaaam gerrrry haaaarppy.”

Sophie nearly fell out of bed, laughing.

“Okay, that was bad timing, before. But now, I need to know, are you happy?”

“Aaaaam gerrrry haaaarppy. I keep telling you, but you don’t seem to understand.” Chrissie tried the joke one more time. This time, Sophie still laughed, but slapped her bottom at the same time.

“Enough, enough. I’ll gag you properly, if you try that one again.”

“Well, then I’m tempted to say it again,” smiled Chrissie, “Yes, I am more than happy. How about you? It’s about time you told me you were happy.”

“I am. I am so happy. I love being with you.” responded Sophie, “But you give me everything I need. I don’t give you anything back. I feel I just take, all the time.”

“Well, you do! That’s absolutely true. You take a lot. But have you looked in my wardrobes lately? And have you looked at how excited my cock gets, every time I see you? And, do you think I’d let you do all those things to me, sometimes very uncomfortable things, I have to tell you, if I didn’t feel fulfilled? You give me everything, I want. It’s just that my needs are different to yours. So, we complement each other. I wouldn’t want it to be any different.”

“Thank you. I needed that re-assurance. I need to know that you will stay with me. I don’t ever want to lose you.” Sophie had said, seeming to get quite emotional.

Chrissie had rarely seen her Mistress emotional. She was touched, and she had gently kissed her on her lips and then had whispered, “I would never leave you, my Mistress. Never. I couldn’t be without you. You are my world. You’re my life. You are my everything.”

And they had held each other close and fallen into a satisfied sleep.

The next morning, Sophie had to leave for work early. So, she hadn’t roused Chrissie as she did 9 mornings out of 10, with her specialist early morning alarm call. The one that made such a mess of the sheets.

This, morning, she left her to sleep. And she looked lovingly at her still, leather-clad slave, as Chrissie slumbered in pure and innocent peace.

Chrissie was upset to find her Mistress gone, when she finally awoke an hour later. But she’d left Chrissie a note, saying she loved her and thanking her for what she’d said, that previous night, and she’d be home a bit earlier.

Chrissie stripped, showered, made her face up and slopped around in a black satin robe, over her slinky electric blue satin night-dress. Then she saw the computer and she had an idea. She set to work.

She spent the next hour or so, composing an epistle, to her beloved Sophie. She read it again and again. She wasn’t happy with that line, so she scrubbed it, she altered this part and it read better. And, after a good 65 minutes of “umming” and aahhing”, Chrissie was happy with the result and she printed it off. She read the printed copy and then, smiling at her effort, she signed it. And then she laid out the items she wanted, to continue her planned project. And then she went and made a start on the evening meal, part-cooking the casserole she was making for them both, to save time later.

Sophie arrived home at 5.00pm., a little earlier than most days, on account of leaving the house at 7.00am. Her eyes were immediately drawn to the printed paper on the smaller, kitchen, dining table and to the hand-written note next to it, held down with a very unusual paper-weight.

She read the printed sheet first, it said :-

Contract of Ownership

I, Chrissie Richards, formerly Christopher Richards, but now and forever henceforth, Chrissie, do hereby relinquish my entire being to my owner, Mistress Sophie Harris. I do hereby declare the aforementioned, Sophie Harris, to be my owner, my mentor, my provider, my lover and my muse, and to be my one and true Mistress.

Furthermore, I, Chrissie, do hereby promise that I shall, at all times, recognise only one such owner, and one said Mistress. I promise to be faithful to her until my death. I vow to serve Mistress Sophie to my utmost ability in any way that she requires.

I do hereby state that she may use me, and my body, in any way she pleases, and at any time of day, and of night, without further need to seek my permission or to inform me of her intention. That permission, and right, is granted without obligation and without any exception.

I swear, I shall be a true and obedient slave to all her desires. I shall never question anything that she requires of me. I shall never leave this house without her. I shall never wear any item of clothing that does not meet with her approval. I shall go wherever she asks me to go, attired in any way that she demands of me, and at any time of day or night, and without question.

My body, I commit entirely to her possession and for her sole use and enjoyment and I look only to her for my entire happiness and for my well-being.

I shall make any alterations to my body that she may consider appropriate. I shall never make any alterations to it, without her express permission.

I swear to be loyal to her and to her alone. I shall never seek, nor follow, any gaze, any compliment, any comment, or any attention, from another person, male or female.

I submit myself completely to Mistress Sophie, at all times, and I shall allow and commend her to punish me in any way she see fit, if I fall short of her expectations.

I shall submit my body to any treatment she desires to inflict upon it, without fear, without complaint and without exception.

Be it rope, tape or leather, she may employ any means at her disposal to make my body suffer, if, and when, she feels it appropriate.

I hereby swear that all the above has been written by my own hand, without any prejudicial interference and without any coercion.

I was formerly a free and independent person, I now, happily, renounce my previous life of freedom and commit my entire being, to serving, my Mistress Sophie.

Dated this the  . . 2nd  . . of September 2017

Signed . . . Chrissie Richards . . .

Mistress Sophie’s Leather Sissy-Slave

Sophie smiled, then read the whole thing, a second time. Then she picked up the hand-written note that had been held down with the massive, 3-inch penis gag-piece from the black leather hood, she had bought Chrissie.

The note read,

Dear Mistress Sophie,

My body, or should I say the body that now fully belongs to you, awaits your attention upstairs. I humbly request you to gag me and ask you to tighten my bonds substantially. I apologise to you, my Mistress, as I was unable to stretch my body sufficiently to please you. I then implore you, as my sole owner and my Mistress, to use me, in any way you may see fit.

Always Yours, Chrissie, your obedient slave.

An intrigued Sophie dropped everything and hurried up the stairs. She entered the main bedroom and let out an audible gasp as she entered the room. Her eyes went straight to the bed and to the figure that adorned and enhanced it.

Chrissie, beautiful, leather slave-girl Chrissie, was stretched out in the centre of the massive bedspread. Her legs were sheathed in the highest pair of black, leather thigh-boots, she possessed. Her arms were sheathed in the longest pair of black leather gloves, her Mistress had ever bought her. Her face was covered and laced into the black, leather hood, that had a mouth aperture ready to accept the penis gag, Sophie held in her hand. The whole figure was draped in the full-length, black, leather cape, that usually served to cover, and hide, her leather gowns, and a multitude of sins.

Chrissie had cuffed her own booted ankles with the black, leather cuffs that were always at hand, and in regular use. Then, showing some athleticism, she had stretched each leg out as far as she could and, roped it as tightly as she could, to each bottom corner of the bed.

She had looped a length of rope around the head-board and tied it into an endless loop of rope and had then, after hooding herself, threaded a pair of metal handcuffs through the loop and hand-cuffed each wrist into each metal cuff. And now she lay prone and silent, and calm, and expectant, her booted legs splayed out, her gloved arms together above her head, her penis waving through the folds of the luscious leather cape and her mouth waiting to accept the gag.

Sophie could do nothing but oblige her, and she leant over the bed and thanked her slave before pressing the mouthpiece to the hood. Then she checked each rope at the foot of the bed and put a slight more tautness into one of them. Then she re-arranged Chrissie’s arms so they were splayed out to the corners of the bed, and held there, tight, by two more ropes.

Then she stripped, and she slowly approached her prey and mounted her naked form onto the bed, beside her slave, and then she deliberately lowered her entire weight onto the waiting, waving penis, and she thrust in unison with it for several frenetic minutes, and serviced herself, and her loyal sissy-slave, just as Chrissie had wanted.

______________________________

“What’s going on? What are you planning?” Chrissie enquired, she was always suspicious when Sophie was getting excitable.

“I’ve been wanting to tell you for days,” replied Sophie. “We’re going away, the day after tomorrow. I couldn’t wait any longer. I need you to do a few things. To get yourself ready.”

Now Chrissie was excited. They’d been together almost a year and had spent the odd night in a hotel, but they’d never really been “away”.

“Where are we going?”

“Well, I can’t tell you. It’s a surprise. It’s only for 7 days, well 6 nights. But I need you to make that fabulous Beef Bourguignon, you make. And a double portion of that sublime Somerset Pork, with Apples and Cider and cream, and your fabulous Chicken Curry. And freeze them. Can you do that? I’ve got all the ingredients for you.”

It was true. Chrissie was now an accomplished cook. The old Chris could barely boil an egg, bake a potato and serve it with some warmed-up beans, or heat up a pizza. The new Chrissie was really domesticated. She had started with recipe books but, now, she made up most recipes herself. And, they were, generally, a big success. She loved busying herself, as the live-in housewife, or housemaid, or whatever her Mistress chose to call her, and she loved having everything ready for her Mistress’s pleasure, when Sophie got in from a long, hard work-day.

“Yes, I can do that. What else do I need to know. We’re going somewhere in this country? I can’t go abroad, with my old passport picture.”

“Oh, yes. I’m sorry, my love, I’ve been so busy. I promise, one day, we’ll go abroad. We’ll have to get a new passport. Somehow. But this will be an exciting break. A whole week, nearly. Together. So, you need to put together a travel bag for toiletries and your make-up. Enough for a week. Don’t worry about clothes. I’ve got all that sorted, apart from your first day of travelling. I’ll tell you, tomorrow, what I want you in, for travelling.”

So, Chrissie had dutifully set to and made three meals and frozen them. Then she’d sorted through her extensive make-up collection and put together a substantial kit for the week. And she’d sorted all her toiletries and her shampoos and her perfumes. And then she’d waited for the surprise to unfold.

The next day, a buoyant Mistress Sophie arrived home early. She was clearly excited at the prospect of no work for a whole week. She approached Chrissie and said, “Right, I’ve got lots of stuff to sort and pack. I need to know you’re safely away, so you can’t pry and spy on me, so, I want you to follow me.”

Chrissie had dressed in her tight, black, leather pants and wore a soft, buttery, ruby, red, leather shirt, slipped on, and worn casually, over the tops of the trousers.

She followed her Mistress obediently, up the stairs.

Sophie took a large roll of black, cohesive bandage, the sort that sticks to itself, and she wrapped a length around and around Chrissie’s eyes, until she was certain that she couldn’t see a thing. Then she cut that part from the roll and pressed it down to adhere firmly to itself. Then she silenced Chrissie by wrapping more of the versatile tape around her mouth, until she was comfortably gagged and would cause Sophie no bother.

Then Sophie led her puzzled Chrissie down the stairs, taking the roll of tape and the scissors with her.

Chrissie heard the door open and felt the unusually warm, September air, hit her, as she was led out to the gravel driveway. Her booted ankles made a crunching noise on the gravel as she was led to the waiting vehicle. Chrissie didn’t know it, but it was a giant mobile home, a motor-home, an RV, as the Americans call them.

Sophie encouraged her charge to climb into the passenger side door of the home and then seated her in the vast armchair, which was the front passenger seat.

Once seated, Sophie secured Chrissie’s delicate wrists to each arm of the passenger seat, with more of the cohesive bandage, taking it four or five times around each wrist and each arm-rest.

“Now, I’m going to be back and forth for an hour or so, I want you here, so I can keep an eye on you. This is our home for the next week.”

Chrissie, sniffed at the air, sensing she was in a large vehicle. And a new one.

“Yes. It smells new, doesn’t it?” said Sophie, reading Chrissie’s mind, “I’ve rented this. And it is brand new. It’s only done 400 miles. Probably one previous rental. For just a day or two. But we might buy one, if we enjoy it. We’ll see.”

And then, Sophie spent the next hour bringing supplies to the motor-home as Chrissie patiently sat and waited for her Mistress to prepare her surprise.

Sophie carried all the exotic leather clothing she had bought, especially for this occasion, and stowed it away into the wardrobe and drawer space. She went back and forth, putting bottles of bubbly and wine into the secure wine rack. She filled cupboards with essentials like tea, coffee, sweeteners, and tinned foods. She hauled a bag of ropes and straps and cuffs and hoods and gags aboard, just in case they were needed!

She left any fresh foods, and the three frozen meals, and milk and yoghurts, or such. They’d go in next morning, just before they set off.

When she was satisfied that everything was stowed away and ready for her Chrissie’s big surprise, she unbandaged her lover, from her arm-rest restraints, and took away her blindfold and her gag.

“Ta-da!” she announced, “What do you think?”

Chrissie spun around in her giant armchair seat, which doubled as a large lounging chair, and looked at the home on wheels. There was a dining area immediately behind the two front seats, that would convert to a double bed, but they had no need of that. To the side, was a small kitchen area, with microwave, hob and oven, but also toaster, kettle and coffee-maker. Then there was a doorway that she guessed, correctly, housed the toilet, a small shower and a tiny sink. And then the wardrobe space which was now full of her, and her Mistress’s, leather attire, for the week.

And there, across the entire back of the motor-home, was an impressive, full-size double bed. Already made up and inviting them to come and join it.

“It’s lovely,” declared a very thrilled Chrissie, who was so excited now, to be spending a whole week away from her home, which had become a little like a prison to her. A very pleasant prison, without doubt, but she still looked forward to being out in the wide world, so long as she was with her Mistress.

The pair were both really high, both so thrilled, and relaxed, and they went back into the house and chatted away and ate and drank that night and went to bed early, so they could make an early start.

The next morning, Sophie spent fifteen minutes doing Chrissie’s make-up and then went to get her travel clothes. She deposited the bundle of clothes on the bed.

It was the usual! No surprise there. Although this was a holiday, Chrissie was to leave the house in leather, as ever. This was Mistress Sophie’s one over-riding condition of her tenancy, there.

She dressed Chrissie into her leather corset, and her short, pleated leather skater skirt. She zipped her into her over-the-knee leather boots, over the black, silk, stockings attached to the corset. She put aside the leather jacket that would cover the erotic corset from prying or curious eyes. She suggested that Chrissie wear elbow length gloves under the jacket, “to protect her wrists.” Sophie had curiously stated.

And then they had a quick breakfast before Sophie took Chrissie back upstairs, to finish her off.

“Right, I want you silenced, so I can concentrate today. There’s plenty of time for us to talk. This morning we have a two-hour journey up the motorway, to the northern part of the Lake District, so I want you to wear these.”

She held aloft, a pair of her panties, the ones she had worn all yesterday.

Chrissie willingly opened her mouth and took the panties in, as Sophie fed them, into her cavernous mouth, portion by portion. Then Mistress Sophie took two lengths of strong microporous tape and taped Chrissie’s lips tight shut, over the panties.

“Now, sit down and I’ll hide that tape with make-up,” she demanded.

And she did. Expertly.

Five minutes of foundation cream, a bit of blusher, and then a pair of painted lips, over Chrissie’s own protruding lips, later, and no-one would have known that she was gagged so effectively.

Then the elbow gloves went on and the leather jacket over them and the offending corset, and Chrissie, poor mouth-taped, Chrissie, was ready to go on her holidays.

The Mistress bandaged each arm to the corresponding arm-rest, in the motor-home, and front seat passenger, Chrissie, was comfortably secured and her eyes twinkled in anticipation of spending a whole week with her Mistress.

The first part of the journey took two and a half hours and Chrissie remained in her restraints and silenced for all that time. She didn’t mind. She watched the other motorists and wondered if they could tell she was gagged? Or even if she was bound to her seat? Or if they knew, she was all dressed in black leather? No-one seemed to show any signs of learning her secrets.

She then enjoyed watching the countryside. First time in a year, she’d really gone this far from her safe-house.

They spent the night overlooking Ullswater. The area was quiet. Kids were back in school, this was a midweek. Families were pre-occupied. The place was empty. They went a short walk, in complete solitude, that afternoon.

They would have been an incongruous sight, if there had been anyone to see them, both of them, dressed to the nines, in their leather finery.

That evening, they showered, in the surprisingly roomy and effective shower cubicle and then Sophie introduced the first of several new outfits to her Chrissie.

“There’s a bit of a theme, this week,” she said, as she produced the purple leather garment. “I think you’ve more than enough black in your home wardrobe. This is all a bit brighter. I’ve got three new outfits for you, for outdoor use. This is definitely for us to lounge in, inside.”

It was a fabulous, full-length, purple, leather, kimono. It was, basically, a dressing gown, or robe-type garment, but cut to fold well over itself and with the square-cut hanging sleeves that made the Japanese kimono, so special, and the classic Japanese women, so strikingly elegant looking. And it was in leather! It was just gorgeous. Chrissie loved it.

Sophie put it around her lover’s naked body and the smooth, rich, lilac, silk lining felt so good against her naked skin. Then she belted it with the broad length of purple, leather belting, a good 6-inches wide, that tied around the back with silken bows, and kept the crossed over front of the kimono, held together, and the stomach pulled in slightly. It looked fabulous. It felt fabulous. It smelt fabulous. It must have cost the earth, so much leather in the flowing lines of the robe, and in the majestic, dangling leather sleeves.

And then Sophie got out a matching kimono, for herself, the same in every detail, except hers was a deep, rich, burgundy colour. And Chrissie helped secure the belt around the back, with the two broad, burgundy silky, satin ribbons.

They opened a bottle of bubbly that had been chilling in the on-board fridge and celebrated the first day of their trip and they microwaved themselves the Beef Bourguignon dish that Chrissie had prepared and washed that down with a bottle of red, a nice Australian pinot noir.

Then they stepped out into the deserted roadside area that they’d pulled into and held hands as they gazed at the millions of stars, twinkling in the perfect, cloudless sky. This was just heaven, and the heavenly bodies seemed to be winking at them as the star-struck lovers below, kissed each other passionately.

The next day, they were off early. There was a distance to cover. They were headed to an off-the-beaten-track area of North-West Scotland, again hoping to avoid any crowds, and aiming to reach a very posh hotel to spend one night in, and to take advantage of the fine dining, in the adjoining Michelin-starred restaurant.

Chrissie was dressed in the second of her new outfits, deep burgundy leather trousers and a loose mustard-coloured, leather, t-shirt type, top, worn under a matching burgundy, leather, jacket. She wore a deeper shade of leather ankle boots over the tucked in trousers. She looked, and felt, like a million dollars, which is what she thought all this lot must have cost. She’d caught a sight of the other delights that awaited her, in the crammed wardrobe space of the motor-home.

This day, she was as free as a bird, no annoying panty gag, no restraints. She was a free spirit. And she nestled her hand in Sophie’s lap, as Sophie negotiated the narrow, stone-wall-sided roads, as the hotel on wheels, headed northwards and they seemed to leave civilization, far behind them.

That night, as the previous, they found a spot where there was not a soul, in a small deserted car-park, beside a still loch, and they walked along the edge of the water, marvelling at the reflection of the opposite mountains in the still calm waters, as the light began to drop and evening set in.

This night, they made love, twice, not a care between them, and their only thoughts were concentrated on each other. It was idyllic and even better than Chrissie had dared hope. She would have submitted to any “games” that her lover had wanted to play, she enjoyed them as much as Sophie did, but, in their isolated little motor-home, the romance, and the passion between them, was tangible, and they just enjoyed each others bodies. Wearing their stunning leather kimonos, mind you!!

And then another fine day. No rain in three days! Was that a record for Scotland and the Lake District, in September? The scenery passed by their speeding van and they plodded on to their furthest point north. Barely a car passed them in three hours of travelling.

Chrissie was adorned in her third new outfit. A calf-length, ultra-soft, burgundy leather skirt, matched with the same top and same burgundy jacket as the previous day.

By 1.30pm., they were checking into the 5* hotel that Sophie had already booked, and they said goodbye to their parked up, little home, for a few hours, as they checked into their lush room, with a fine view over Loch Fyne.

This time, Sophie brought along her piece-de-resistance, all under wraps, the outfit Chrissie would be wearing that night. Sophie paid a second visit to the parked vehicle and brought up her holdall of toys, as the room had a four-poster bed, and it seemed too good an opportunity to miss tying Chrissie, in her purple kimono, between the two end posts.

Chrissie spent an hour and a half tied there, her head hooded, her butt plugged, and her cock teased and teased until she came, then rested and then, teased and teased again, until she came a second time.

And then, when released, she returned the favour and brought her lovely Mistress to a well-deserved, and gratefully received climax, as a thank-you for the fabulous holiday, she’d planned.,

The pair opened another chilled bottle of bubbly, they had sneaked up from the motor-home, and lay in bed and toasted their partnership.

And, too soon, it was time to shower, to make-up and to dress up for their evening meal.

As soon as she was showered, Chrissie obediently sat at the formal, dark wooden dressing table and Sophie worked her magic, with a few creams, a couple of mascara pens, and a deep purple lip gloss. And then Chrissie’s wig went back on, and it was time to show her, her leather ensemble for the evening.

Sophie unveiled the mountain of purple and lilac leather, that was soon going to decorate Chrissie.

And she began by tightly lacing the paler purple, or dark lilac, corset around Chrissie’s heaving bosom. She loved it all, already, and couldn’t wait to get into the skirt and the boots.

The corset fitted perfectly, of course, Sophie had bought every item of clothing for Chrissie, for the past 12 months now, and had never, once, got it wrong, either in style or in sizing.

The purple thigh-length boots matched the accompanying skirt and it’s open evening jacket/come/bolero-style top, perfectly. She slipped her feet into the exquisite leather boot and threaded it down and down, until Sophie was able to locate her foot in the boot’s shoe, and then zip up the half-length zip from instep to knee. One down, one to go. The other boot went on and the zip went up and Chrissie paraded, for a good five minutes before an awestruck Sophie and a full-length mirror, as she admired the sheer, tight, purple, sheath of leather, gripping her legs and almost meeting the lilac corset.

Then, she wriggled into the skirt and pulled it up and Sophie press-studded the waist-band together around Chrissie’s slender waist and zipped up the side zip. The beautiful, purple leather flared out and tumbled down to just above Chrissie’s calf and she felt the soft leather swirl and brush against her booted legs, as she did another parade for her admiring Mistress.

Shoulder length gloves were next. The same purple, the same fine leather. All the way up her arms they went, finishing at her shoulders and almost meeting the lilac corset, as that plunged down from her false bust.

She was a vision, and she held off from putting the long-sleeved bolero style top over the gloves, as she knew they’d then be hidden from sight and she wanted her Mistress to enjoy the view she had of them now.

Then Sophie, with help from her Chrissie-sissy slave, put on the tight figure-hugging, burgundy leather dress, she had treated herself to. She deliberately wore no underwear, No panties, just like Chrissie, but no bra or corset or under-slip either. She wanted to feel the satin-lined leather dress grip directly to her naked body and the feeling, combined with the view of her sissy-slave in all that sumptuous purple leather, almost gave her another climax, there and then.

Sophie wore “sensible”, medium-heeled, burgundy shoes, on her bare feet. They were only walking 100 metres from the hotel to the restaurant. Chrissie may have looked a little over-dressed, in her jacket and boots, but that didn’t matter. “It was nobody’s business but theirs, how they chose to dress,” Sophie would say. And they expected few people to be there on a Thursday, September evening. And it was a classy restaurant. People who could afford to eat there, probably were a bit too well off, and, therefore, stood a good chance of being a bit weird! In Chrissie’s experience, well-to-do and weird were the same thing. Sophie was the only normal rich person, Chrissie knew.

Anyway, Chrissie was well used to stunning folk, as she walked into a room. She may as well leave a lasting impression on the Scots! And, unless her skirt fell off, nobody, except her one true owner, would know she was panty-less and wearing boots that almost disappeared up her butt.

And if her skirt fell off, they’d probably be too busy looking at her metal-caged cock, to worry about anything else!

Yes, Sophie had insisted she install the shining, metal, cock cage, with a promise that it would come off as soon as they were back in the room. And, truthfully, after a year of wearing one almost daily, it still excited Chrissie to see her poor little willie-nillie-chappie, locked away, and struggling to escape.

She had grown as accustomed to that, as she had to all the weird stuff she wore, in her mouth, over her head, up her butt and on her body. It was all part of the ritual they so enjoyed, and she raised her skirts and gave the caged creature a little flick, and sent it wobbling back and fro, to amuse herself and to amuse her Mistress.

And they were off, past the Reception desk, past the curious stares, of envy, from the women on Reception, out into the cool air and down the unlit road to the twinkling lights of the restaurant, 50-metres, or so, down the road.

It was virtually empty, which suited the two girls, but did give the underworked waiting-on staff, more opportunity to secretly admire the two fully, leather-clad, and hopelessly glamorous females, that had entered.

Nobody would ever guess Chrissie was a man. But they might guess this was not your normal, run-of-the-mill, female relationship.

The fish and seafood menu was simply fabulous, and at the end of it, the pair held hands across the table, oblivious to the stares from the four other diners, invading their romantic space.

“You do realise why tonight is so special, don’t you?” asked Sophie.

“No. Why?” Chrissie was puzzled.

“It’s exactly a year, to the day, since you asked me to join you for a drink, in that bar. I thought you’d know that.”

“Well, where we met wasn’t important to me. And so much has happened in 12 months,” said Chrissie, “Anyway, if it’s a year since we met, it’s only about 47 weeks since we first made love! You certainly played hard to get.”

“I was testing you, to see if you had the staying power,” laughed Sophie.

And did I pass?” enquired Chrissie.

“With flying colours,” asserted Sophie, as she produced a paper from her bag. “According to this contract, you’re now officially mine. Did you mean everything you put on this paper?”

“I meant every word. Every single word.” confirmed Chrissie.

“So, you know if you stay with me, you’re destined to spend a lifetime in leather?” asked the Mistress. Her voice was now trembling a little.

“I wouldn’t want it any other way,” assured Chrissie.

“And you know I’m going to tie you up in the most ludicrous positions, nearly every day, or every night? Starting tonight, when I get that gorgeous leathered body of yours back in the room.”

“Bring it on, girly!” said Chrissie, with a broad grin, “I think I love being tied, as much, or more, than you love tying me, so that’s not going to put me off.”

“Good. Then I have to ask you this.” and Sophie produced the most gorgeous, and most expensive, diamond ring from her bag, “Leather-Sissy-Chrissie, will you marry me?”

“How far are we from Gretna Green?” asked Chrissie, “Yes, I’ll marry you. In a heartbeat.”

And they kissed across the table, which would really give the Scots, something to talk about. “Och aye!”

Then Sophie suddenly pulled away. “There’s only one condition,” she said, “Your wedding dress will have to be leather and you’ll be wearing white thigh-length boots under it! And white, shoulder-length, leather gloves! Can you cope with that?”

“I can cope with anything, babe. So long as it’s coming from you.”

And they laughed and kissed again, as the “Dowager of Bute”, or whoever she thought she was, tutted loudly, from the nearby table.  

The End

If you have any comments, thoughts or ideas that you wish to share with the author, (preferably pleasant ones!!), you may contact Paulette Peril via email at pauletteperil@hotmail.com. Please keep it polite, even if you have a complaint to share, as I do, genuinely, attempt to entertain with my stories and to give my readers good value for money, in terms of the length and the content of my stories.

And be sure to read these other books by the same author, and, if you like them, please write a review, even just a few words, it would be much appreciated :-

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 1 – Governess Sharp’s New Girls

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 2 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy Playthings

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 3 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy House-mates. The third and final part of the FCF – Governess Sharp trilogy.

The Perils of Paulette Book 1 – Paulette’s Initiation

The Perils of Paulette Book 2 – Paulette’s Continuing Education

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 1

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 2

A LIFE in LEATHER – The intense tale of leather-sissy, Chrissie

A LIFE in SATINS and SILKS – The intense tale of satin-sissy, Steffi

All these books are full-length reads and available in the Amazon Kindle Store.

Misty Vee is a complete story, told in two parts. Further titles in the “Perils of Paulette” series, will be available in late 2018.

Paulette has also written and published three “shorter stories”. They are :-

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

All books are available in the Kindle Store.

Thank you for reading my stories. I really appreciate your custom and your continued interest.

Paulette x
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