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Chapter 1 


       


       


     It isn't everyday that we get an opportunity to find out things about other people that we would never know. It's even more interesting or scary when you think about it, when they learn something about you that you would rather others NOT find out about. However, sometimes the two of them come crashing together completely accidentally and, well, there is nothing that you can do about it but, well, survive. 


       


     I had decided that I needed some Christy time, especially after working on the road with a second person with me. Normally, I travel alone and stay by myself in hotel rooms, meaning that I can at least slip into Christy for a few hours. If the hotel has an exterior door for the room, I might even venture out at night, taking a drive or a stroll. Okay, most times, it is a drive. But I have gotten out of my car a couple of times, usually at some highway rest stop or something, when I REALLY need to get out of the car. But I was stressing out and this was my most favorite way to relieve that stress. 


       


     So I had spent a few hours getting ready, stripping off my guy side with a razor and scented body wash. A little into the tub and the rest on my scrubby and I was soon in heaven. I made sure I was smooth, which is difficult after 2 weeks of not being able to! Of course, new razor helped in that, and all of the sudden, there I was, ready for my transformation. 


       


     First I brought out my lovely Vanity Fair panties. I am sorry girls and boys, but I do NOT like bikinis, thongs or even “hipsters” but rather prefer the full cut nylon panties that they have. And if I can't wear those, well, there is always Secrets in Lace and their vintage inspired panties and the like. This time, I actually pulled out the silky Secrets in Lace black panties with the lace trim along the legs and a lacy demi bra I picked up on sale at Penny's! Then I got my forms and put them into place and I was ready. 


       


     I pulled on the wig cap over my head since I do not have sufficient hair on my head to just put on an extension. Meaning I am going bald on top. My sides and back are long but I prefer the auburn wig anyways. But first, spend the next 30 minutes working on my make-up. Goodness knows, if you don't do it right, you have to work on it again. And I was out of practice and this time, I wanted it as close to decent as I could get it. (Perfect ain't happening, folks!) 


       


     Once I got that done, I pulled out my stockings and put them on. Sometimes I go the garter belt thing and other times, I prefer the thigh high's. This time, it was the thigh highs and my stiletto heels. Now, since I already stand 6'2” tall, you would think low heels, right??? Well, not for this girl! I can not seem to walk in lower than 4 inch heels. I do not know why but it just feels weird and unsteady. But stick my feet into a pair of five or six inch heels and I am walking proud and comfortably! Then I pick out my outfit. I figured a skirt and blouse, seeing as I was going to hang at the house for a while until it got a little darker and then I would head out and take a drive along my favorite area. 


       


     You see, I had the hots for this one gal with whom I had known and been friends with for many years. However, she would have been shocked with my desired attire but she would have become yet another friend that I had lost because of my other secret. I had actually lost girlfriends before, first trying to hide all of this and then admitting it to them later. So, I just cooled my heels (pun intended) and avoided the conflict that was sure to arise and just stayed friendly with Martha. But I so loved her sense of style and dress. She even had admitted to me that she preferred “retro” clothing to the styles of today. I know that I had caught sight of her wearing stockings and she even had said that pantyhose had to have been designed by some guy and not some girl because of the way they felt. I didn't know and, well, never really thought about it, personally. (Come to find out, it WAS indeed some guy who invented the first pair. Google it and you will see) 


       


     Once I was all dressed I put on my wig and combed it out, making sure that everything looked alright. Then I used my bobby-pins to hold it in place and was prepared to face the day as Christy. I went to my kitchen and fixed a light breakfast and turned on the news. After eating, I realized that I had all this time and I REALLY wanted to do something that I had not done in a while. So I went to the closet and pulled out my little black bag. 


       


     The phone rang and I decided that I would let the answering machine get it. It picked up and I heard Martha... 


       


     “Damn, I was hoping you would be there. Anyway, all my girlfriends have turned me down and, well, I was hoping that you could help me out... I got called away for work and I REALLY need someone to come over and take care of Buster! Can you PLEASE call me as soon as you can? I REALLY need your help!” 


       


     Luckily, the phone was right there and I picked up and called into the phone. “Martha, I'm here!” 


       


     “Oh, thank goodness. I thought you had said you weren't doing anything this week. So, can you help me out? Only be a couple of days.” 


       


     “Sure, Martha. I can do that. And you know that Buster and I get along quite well. So, when are you taking off?” 


       


     “Tonight. I have my tickets and everything. I will be back on Friday night, so it's just for the next four days. Is that going to be a problem?” 


       


     “Nope. I am taking vacation time this week anyway, after that long trip...” We spoke for a few minutes, catching up since we had not seen each other in a while. She told me that she would leave me a key in the mailbox after the mail had come and that she appreciated the help. Of course, I kept quiet about how she could repay it, but she did offer to cook me dinner when she got back. And boy, can she EVER cook. 


       


     Oh, and I also knew that a relationship between us was, well, never going to happen. I knew that she was more into girls than guys, so, needless to say, I was never going to get a shot at her, either as Paul or as Christy. That didn't mean that I didn't have fantasies of her tying me up and disciplining me seeing as I loved the idea of being tied up. Now I would be able to at least see more than her living room and, oh boy, was I ever excited. 


       


     But first, I had to get my fix in for some bondage and so I set up a little session. I got out my penis gag and a blindfold, my leather cuffs and several locks. Then I set to tying myself up, putting the keys in the kitchen on the floor and then went back to my bedroom. I took the ankle cuffs and locked them in place, taking the padlocks and first placing the short piece of chain in them and then locking them on the D rings on my ankle cuffs. 


     Then I reached into my bag and got a vibrating dildo. This I rolled a condom over and then lubed it up. This was the part that not only was uncomfortable but also created some stress for me. You see, I didn't use a LITTLE one but rather a slightly larger one. It is nine inches long and two inches wide. Thankfully, with the lube and such, it takes a little while to get it inside but once there, well, it doesn't come out so easy. And when it is all the way it, it feels SO good... Once I managed to get it all the way in, I took a short length of rope and created a harness to keep it inside me. I knew that it would move a little but by tying the rope and a leather strap through my crotch, it helped to hold it in place. Then, because I really don't like to mess up my panties, I rolled another condom on. I pulled up my panties; made sure my stockings were all the way up and sat down on my heels. 


     Then I took a waist belt and placed it around my hips, hooking two chains to the back rings. Then I reached back and took the chains and hooked them to the D rings on my ankle cuffs. Standing up was not happening. And since I had used the chain connectors that twist in place, it would take a little while to take them off, once I could get to them. 


     After that, I decided that I should put the gag in my mouth. Luckily I had found a way to make the taste bearable. And since the leather of the gag also bothered me, I used some good old fashioned duct tape to prevent the leather taste from bothering me. The rubbery latex taste of the latex penis was the difficult thing to take for long periods of time and I was planning for a longer session. So I had found some oral sex liquid that you can paint on your cock. Worked wonders. 


     Then it was time to put my wrists into bondage and blindfold myself. Of course, I had to blindfold myself first. So, time to get that into place and get the last couple of things I would need to bind my wrists. Leather cuffs on the wrists and then the chain to hook them to the sides of the belt. I hooked my left wrist to the belt, then pulled the blindfold down into place, snugging it tight and then locked my right wrist at me side. I was essentially bound and gagged, not getting anywhere fast. I knew it would take a while just to get to the kitchen and, since I really couldn't see where I was going, I was going to have some time to enjoy it all. And that vibrator had new batteries so it wasn't long before I was feeling good and turned on. 


       


     All the while, I am feeling like I have been taken by Martha and that she is my Mistress. I was being punished for some stupid thing that I had done and in order to free myself from this punishment I was going to have to manage to NOT cum while travelling to the kitchen to find the locks. The problem is, of course, that there was no way that the vibrator was going to stop and I was already starting to feel its power. Before I could even get to the hallway, I was lying on my stomach and within moments, I had cum. I was so tired I even felt like I had passed out but knew that I had only slept for a few minutes. Having a vibrator hit you like this one was will keep you going for a while. 


     I started to crawl as best I could, realizing that the chain holding my wrists was really short. Normally I used a longer chain but I really wanted to try it shorter. I knew that I could reach the locks so that was not an issue. What was the problem is that trying to crawl and the like was more difficult with the shorter wrist movement that these chains caused. And I was starting to get aroused again, with my ass bouncing back and forth while I tried to move, plus the added pressure of my cock rubbing in my cum and inside the panties. 


     And all I could do was imagine that Martha was laughing at her little sissy slave, knowing that there was no escape without the keys and that I was going to be punished for cuming after being told not to! And before long, I was moaning and panting  as I reached a second orgasm, filling the condom with even more cum, and all I could do was pray that the condom didn't break. 


       


     After what felt like days, I managed to feel the kitchen floor. I was able to slide around on the floor a little better then, and knowing where I placed the keys, I starting sliding over to there. 


       


     I got to where I KNEW I had left the keys and... No keys. I reached around and found the table leg. I reached around the leg and still no keys. I started to panic but realized that maybe I had gotten to the wrong leg. So I slowly worked my way around the entire table and still, no keys! I know my house by heart and I know my kitchen. My keys SHOULD have been there. I moan a little into the gag and think hard. 


       


     Now, the thing about the leather gag and the gorilla tape that I use to cover the edge of the leather, as well as the liquid that I used to kill the smell and taste of latex is that it does things to your sense of smell. But at that point, my sense of hearing was kicked into overdrive and suddenly, I hear the click of high heels walking on my vinyl floor! 


       


     “Oh my... Lookie what I have found for me tonight!!!” 


       


    


  




  

     Chapter Two 


       


       


     I could actually feel my heart sink! 


       


     Elaine!!! 


       


     Martha's girlfriend. Okay, my friend too but not in the same way as Martha! And she is not only the last person I wanted to ever catch me like this but, if I had been thinking clearer and not so desperate for some girl time, I would have remembered that she had the key to my place and was bringing it back to me today! And I had forgotten all about that little detail! 


       


     “Paul, sweetie, Martha and I were kind of curious about who used all that pretty underwear and outfits. Do you realize that you are a worse clothes horse than Martha is? And I have to admit that when I saw the corsets as well as that beautiful French Maid uniform, I had such high hopes that it would be you that wore them and not some girlfriend we didn't know about. 


     “But, right now I want to know why it is that you seem to be squirming so much.” I heard her walk over and I heard her laugh. 


       


     “Oh my, I know why you are squirming so much. It must be that cute little vibrator that we saw in the bag. And it is inside you, isn't it?” 


       


     I nodded my head. 


       


     “Did you cum yet?” 


       


     I nodded my head. It wasn't as if I could hide it now, was it? 


       


     “Oh dear. More than once, I'll bet, what with the way that you had to move from your bedroom all the way here. And I can hear it humming, too! Fresh batteries sure make things more enjoyable, don't they my little sissy?” 


       


     I was lying there, on my side, feeling completely helpless, since I now knew that Elaine had my keys. I also knew that Martha had been snooping in my place with Elaine. Admittedly, I was certainly up to snooping in Martha's place while I was over there. And her place was certainly larger than mine was. So, I could honestly not get too upset with either one of them, for they did the same thing that I had planned on doing. But I sure as hell didn't want to get caught like this! 


       


     “Oh, I guess I should tell you that Martha is going to be so pleased when she finds out. You see, I think that she was hoping that it was all your stuff more than I was. I didn't really understand WHY she seemed so confident that it would be you but now that I see you all bound up, by your own hand, no less, I can kind of understand the attraction.” 


       


     I heard the click of heels as she moved closer. 


       


     “You see, Paul, while I am a strict lesbian, Martha is actually bi. But, for some little strange reason, she can not get all worked up about a guy in the buff. But if he is wearing panties, well...” 


       


     Oh my God, I actually have a shot!!! 


     Of course, that bubble burst a little... 


       


     “Of course, that doesn't mean that she wants their cock inside her. Nope. You see, she likes to take boys and turn them into sweet little sissy boys. That means no sex, in the manner in which you might be thinking. 


     “Though, come to think of it, seeing as you have that nice vibrator inside you, it might just mean the kind of sex you ARE thinking about!” And I could hear the laugh as well as understand what she meant, even if she didn't swat my ass! 


       


     “Of course, we also kind of wondered what you called yourself until we actually found a purse! You have everything in that purse of yours a woman needs to have, INCLUDING I.D.! With the name Christy on it! So, I would say that you like to call yourself Christy, don't you? So, I guess we should make you a little LESS comfortable before Martha gets here! But I am wondering just how willing you are to strip off that silly outfit and put on something more appropriate. Like that cute French Maid uniform.” 


       


     I nodded acceptance. It was not like I was going to be able to deny any of this. I felt a hand on me and then my ankles were released from my waist. Then I realized that Elaine was a whole lot stronger than I would have given her credit for as she helped me to my feet. I halfway expected to have everything else released but that was not to be. 


       


     I felt the hem of the skirt lifted up and my panties being pulled down. 


       


     “Interesting, Christy. I see you didn't want to mess these cute panties. And you certainly seem to have been aroused by the vibrator, considering that not only is there a good deal of cum inside this condom but that your cock seems to be a little bit on the hard side.” I felt the condom coming off my cock and something rough being wrapped around it. It felt like a wash cloth or something that was wiping the residual cum off my cock. Then my panties were put back into place. Then I felt a hand on my face as the blindfold was removed, affording me my first look at Elaine. 


       


     What I saw standing there was an Elaine that I had never before seen. She had always struck me as the biker chick. Denim and flannel were all I had ever seen her wear. Hell, I don't think I had ever seen her in anything other than sneakers or even work boots. To say that she had every appearance of being a bull dyke would be an understatement. However, the vision I was seeing this time was completely different. In fact, I was mesmerized. 


       


     Elaine was wearing nothing that I would have expected. On her feet were stiletto heels as high as mine were. On her legs were stockings whose tops were held up by garters attached to her corset. And this corset was not leather but rather a satin brocade corset in black and red. Her panties were red lace and did everything to make her femininity unquestionable. And the corset did not so much cover but rather accentuate her breasts. Around her neck, she had a red patent leather collar. In her hand, she held another collar and a chain leash that seemed destined for my own neck. In fact, as she walked towards me with them in her hand, I could see that the collar was pink patent leather. And without a single hesitation, she had it placed around my neck and locked in place. And for some reason, I accepted that without a care in the world. Not that I could have done anything about it anyways. 


       


     Elaine smiled and tugged on the leash. “Come along, sissy. We might as well get you ready to properly greet Mistress Martha. Because she is just dying to meet Christy.” I felt myself being led into my bedroom and I watched as Elaine pulled open my closet door and took out the maid uniform and its petticoat. Then she pulled open a drawer and pulled out the ruffled panties to go with the uniform as well as a corset that I knew was going to be restrictive, as it was my best one for waist nipping... All I could do was watch as she got things pulled out and then felt her open the locks on my wrists. 


       


     “I am going to leave that gag in your mouth. But you need your hands free to change your clothes. So, make sure that you are fully dressed when I get back. Oh, that's right. The corset. So, change into that and I will make sure you are well laced. Then we can get your uniform on and we can be ready for your Mistress.” 


       


     I looked at Elaine quizzically. She saw my look and smiled. “Oh yes, Mistress Martha is coming here. We were not sure, completely, that you would do this to yourself. That is why I came over earlier, Christy. When I saw that you were dressed and bound, I knew I had made the right call and removed my coat and waited. I knew I could take the keys and eventually you would show up. I just didn't think that it would take you so long. Of course, now I know why. 


     “She called you to make you feel at ease. She has taken a few days off from work in the hopes that, well, we would find you receptive to an offer, and seeing as you are, well, receptive, I am sure that you will accept the offer. But you need to be dressed properly for Her. So...” She paused and I started to get undressed. I had the blouse and skirt off and folded neatly and then the slip. I started to remove my panties but she stopped me and handed me the ruffled panties to put on. Usually I love the feel of wearing two pairs of panties at one time, as it tends to feel like the panties of old. I took off the bra that I was wearing and since I had used adhesive to hold them in place, I could feel their weight on my chest. Then I was handed a camisole and the petticoat to wear. I put them on and then came to fun part, being laced into my corset! 


       


     As I put it around me and hooked the front, Elaine went around in back and started working the laces. It seemed that she had a great deal of practice in the lacing of a corset as quickly and efficiently, I watched and felt my waist being nipped and realized that breathing was getting more difficult. But it wasn't feeling impossible. But when I looked in the mirror, I could tell that I was definitely narrow and that was shocking! Lastly came the uniform in black bridal weight satin and a white apron. Once those were in place, I looked and saw the new, more feminine me. 


       


     Then the belt was placed back around my waist and the lock put back in place. Then I felt my wrists being locked behind my back and my elbows being tied behind me as well. This, to say the least, was uncomfortable. Not that I was in any way able to complain other than the moan that escaped my lips as my elbows were brought closer together. Then I looked in the mirror one last time and finally noticed that my collar had writing on it... 


       


     SISSY 


       


     I didn't know what the hell to say! All I could do was look at the writing and know that they had me firmly pegged in place. I felt a tug on my leash and was led back into my living room and there, sitting in my chair was Martha... 


       


     Before I knew what I was doing, I knelt on the floor before her and watched as Elaine did as well. In fact, both of us were kneeling and looking at the floor. Of course, I was not sure that I was actually seeing this but it certainly looked like she was. 


       


     “Well, I see that my trusted slave has taken care of making our trusty little sissy prepared to learn what it is that I want in my little sissy. And Elaine, you may rise so that Christy can thank you for your help.” 


     I caught Elaine standing up and realized that Martha was her Mistress. Now she was going to have not only her but me as well. And then it struck me that I was going to have two Mistress' to serve. For some this might have been the ideal fantasy but right now, it was feeling like it would be a living nightmare... Or maybe a very DARK fantasy for me. 


       


     “Christy, as you have by now realized, Elaine is my slave. You will be my slave with whom I will share with Elaine. She has always wanted to try her hand at being a dominatrix and, well, I guess that she can practice on you. 


     “You should be aware that you will be calling us both Mistress. Elaine, being my slave, also will call me Mistress. You will be serving both of us and in ways that you might not have ever thought you would. 


     “However, this is NOT something that I take lightly and you should not either. When we discovered your little secret of crossdressing, we thought that we could possibly take advantage of it, if for no other reason than we could go out as girlfriends. I always liked having you over and there were times when Elaine was not enough. She knows it as she is not unaware that she does, indeed, come off as a bull. She is, and she is proud of it. But she does tend to hide her feminine side and, well, I am bringing her along that way. 


     “When we found your little EXTRA secret, we knew that not only would we be able to take advantage of THAT but that we could have fun with it and even help YOU become more feminine. Of course, for very different reasons.” 


       


     I listened to her talk, realizing that I was where I truly wanted to be, on the floor before her, hoping that she would accept me as I was. I was realizing that she not only was accepting it but was accepting everything that I was. And that she was going to make me realize that this was my place in life. What worried me a little, however, was how Elaine was going to fit into all of this. 


       


     I was to learn soon enough. 


    


  




  

     Chapter Three 


       


       


       


     “Okay sissy Christy, we are going to start with a few, simple basics. You are going to first learn how to properly WALK like a girl. Oh, you may think that it is simple and easy but I warn you that the way that YOU will walk will not be as straight forward as you may wish. 


     “Of course, we walked through your house and checked to make sure that everything is alright so that you do not need to be here. You are going to be walking to OUR home for your training. Get up, sissy Christy” 


       


     I looked at Martha and Elaine and slowly got up. I had NEVER gone out of the house dressed. Well, almost never. But certainly never wearing the maid uniform. And it was still daylight out. While Martha lived right next door, there was no way to get there through the back yards so I was going to have to walk on the sidewalk to get there. 


     What I did NOT expect was that Elaine would walk in front of me and put on a bright pink patent leather collar around my neck and then LOCK it in place. Next came a pink patent leather penis gag that was secured in my mouth and I heard the lock snap there too. 


       


     “Put your hands behind your back!” Elaine told me. As I did I felt the leather cuffs being put on my wrists and then locked together behind my back. When I looked down, which did cause a little discomfort in my mouth as that gag was TIGHT, I noticed that I was being shackled as well. Lastly, I watched as a leash was attached to the collar. 


       


     “Now that you are all set, we can head out to start your training. Oh, and the dog is at a friends house so that I do not have to worry about Buster getting in the way of YOUR training.” I watched as Martha took the handle of the leash in her hand and she started walking towards the door. I felt a swat of a riding crop in my ass as Elaine walked behind me. 


       


     “To get you started, sissy Christy, I want you to walk placing one foot in front of the other, literally. You have seen those models walking the cat walk and that is how you are going to place your feet while you walk. And with the short chain between your ankles, that should help you develop the balance and sway of your ass so it moves like a girl. And if you don’t do a good job, well, Elaine will remind you of what you are supposed to do!” I felt another swat at that and off we went. 


       


     Martha’s house is out my door and to the right. So when we went to the left, I practically stumbled. Martha turned and smiled at me. “Well, what better way for you to learn to walk properly than to take a walk? I’m sure that the neighbors will get a good laugh watching you sashay along the sidewalk as we take a walk around the block. 


       


     I started to panic and it showed on my face. I felt another swat on my ass and, reluctantly, I started to follow as Martha started heading towards the corner. When we got there, I just knew we would be turning to the left and head down that block but instead, Martha turned around and we walked back to her house. To say I breathed a sigh of relief would be an understatement! 


       


     However, my relief was rather short lived as I was led into the house. I was brought into the front hallway and then led down the stairs to the basement, which was HUGE! It was like a Dominatrix Dream Dungeon. Imagine if Barbie was a Dominatrix and this was going to be what all the little Domme’s in the making would want in their little dungeon. 


     But it even had more than just the usual tables, stands, crosses and the like. In the corner was a treadmill! It looked like your ordinary, run of the mill exercise equipment but this one, as I learned, was rather evil. 


       


     I was led to the treadmill and was made to stand on it. I felt my hands being released and then my uniform was removed, along with the petticoat. 


       


     “Gee, I think we need to tighten up her corset.” And then I felt it being laced tighter around my body. Then I watched as my forms were removed from my chest and then an evil pair of nipple clamps were attached to my nipples. With the gag in my mouth, I couldn’t say anything but they both knew how I felt. 


       


     “Are they a little uncomfortable, sissy?” Then I watched as the screw was adjusted to make it a little tighter. The clamps were then connected to the treadmill but NOT to the safety lock. Then I noticed a bar being placed behind my back and it touched my ass, which caused me to jump a little as I felt a shock there AND at my nipples! 


       


     “That’s so you don’t get lazy, as all sissies do during their learning experience. You are going to learn to walk like a proper sissy maid. The nipple pull is the first reminder. The second is the shock to the ass as well as the nipples. If, however, you fall, well, the ramp will stop and we will have to start again. You will be walking in your current heels but if you fail, we may have to put you in the HIGHER heels. Yes, higher, not shorter. You will eventually be in your cute little 7 inch heels this week, but for now, we will work with your five inch. 


     “Of course, we don’t want you to injure yourself so we will make sure that you are held up. Would not want you to fall and break something.” With that a strap was placed around my waist. I saw some other straps but didn’t pay too much attention to them until I felt my arms being pulled back behind my back and a full arm binder was placed around both arms and laced up tight. My elbows didn’t touch but it felt like they were really close together. 


       


     “Pity, but maybe by the end of the week you will be touching.” Then I was bent forward and my panties pulled down. Then I felt myself being spanked or whipped and I whimpered and tried to move out of the way but with the ankle chain and being bent over, there was nowhere to go. 


     Then I felt something else as Martha started to push something into my ass. Eventually, I felt it sliding deep inside me and even though I tried to fight it, if I did, she would stop and spank me more, and even hit me between my crack and eventually I got the idea to stop fighting it and relax. 


       


     “Good sissy! Just let it go inside you and you’ll learn to love it, or hate it.” I felt her stop and I could tell it was deep inside me. It was also stretching me down there and I felt no relief. Then I felt ice being put on my cock and the hard on I was developing went down fast. Then I felt the chastity cage being put in place. Then the straps were brought through my legs and the locked my chastity and the plug in place. Then my panties were pulled back up. 


       


     Then I saw that the belt around my waist was also connected to the side rails on the treadmill. I looked around and saw a mirror and realized that I was a sight to behold. 


       


     “Okay sissy, now the fun part.” Then I felt a very low buzz inside my ass as the vibrator started working and I let out a moan. Then I watched as Elaine started the treadmill, at a slow 1 mile an hour speed. Seeing as I could only move my feet a whopping 12 inches, it was a good pace to start. But I didn’t put one foot in front of the other and I felt a whack to my ass. 


       


     “Walk the right way, sissy!” I did, of course, and as I did, the vibrator was starting to do something to me and it just felt so deliciously evil AND delightful. But my little cock was NOT happy as it wanted to get hard and in the chastity, well, that was not going to happen. And with each step I took, the swaying of my ass would make the vibrator hit sweet spot after sweet spot. 


       


     Then I noticed the speed increase and I had to move faster. I also noticed that my nipple clamps were pulling a little more than I liked so I worked my way forward on the tread to take a little pressure off there. Then it sped up again and I got my first taste of the shock bar and moved forward again. One would not think that moving from 1 to 2 then to 3 miles per hour would be so bad but I was having difficulty with those moves. With the gag I couldn’t beg or ask for relief. I could not grab onto the side rails because my arms were bound behind my back. I just had to force my way through each one of them. But the stress on my nipples being pulled almost constantly now, the occasional shock to my ass and the vibrator working it’s magic inside me was making me feel, well… 


       


     When I watched Elaine walk up to change the speed again, I was looking at her with PLEADING in my eyes and she saw it. She laughed at me and remarked, “I believe sissy Christy is starting to feel aroused as she has a little damp spot on her panties, Mistress!” Then I heard the beep and the speed increased to 4. It was really tough to move fast enough at this pace. The vibrator seemed to speed up its vibrations and the pull on my nipples and the constant shock was putting me over the top. I glanced down and saw a counter telling me that I had walked a mile when the treadmill started to slow down. 


     By this time, I was panting and I noticed, without looking, that my panties were soaked. Between the pulls and shocks and the vibrator working inside me, I had actually cum! It felt, well, I wasn’t sure. I enjoyed it but I really didn’t realize I had with all the other stimuli attacking me at the same time. 


     
It took a couple minutes to finally stop the treadmill, as it brought me down from 4 to 1 mile per hour. I looked at the time and I had been on there for 20 minutes. It felt like longer. When I was finally let off the machine, Martha walked to the front and chuckled. 


       


     “Gee sissy, you seemed to REALLY enjoy that. You managed to keep upright BUT you had a little ‘cummy’ without permission. So I guess a little taste of punishment is needed so that you know better.” 


       


     She attached the leash and I meekly followed her to the bench where she lifted my arms up behind my back and then she pulled down my panties. I felt so bad about it but not as bad as I was about to feel. 


       


     I felt her pat my ass with her hand. Elaine came up wearing a latex glove and a couple seconds later my gag was removed. In her hand was my cum. “Open your mouth sissy so you can ‘recycle’ your little cummy!” I felt a lash hit my thighs and I opened my mouth to scream, it hurt that bad and she put her hand onto my mouth and fed me my cum! Then she clamped my mouth shut and I had to swallow. “In time, sissy, you will learn to love swallowing cum for your Mistress!” Elaine whispered in my ear. 


       


     I felt the straps being removed from my crotch as the waist belt was removed. Then the vibrator was removed and I moaned, both from relief but also from the emptiness that I felt with it gone. Then the gag was put back into my mouth. 


       


     “Okay sissy, you are going to be punished. You behaved like a bad boy instead of a good sissy and thus I am going to make sure you remember NOT to be like a nasty boy!” I felt the first lash hit and it hit not only my ass but it also hit my balls! I screamed into the gag just as the next lash hit. “A proper sissy does not cum without permission from their Mistress, Christy! Of course,” I felt another lash hit me. “a proper sissy is trained and thus, you are going to be trained to obey.” Another lash! “I know what you want. You always looked at me in a certain way and while I do like the occasional cock, well…” Another stinging lash hit my ass, right down the crack! “I don’t want you that way. I like my boys to be girly. But you have a whole lot of learning to do first.” Right to the crack again! “I like to have my house cleaned as well. Your place looked spotless and I am sure that you practiced but I expect better of my sissy maid. So that is what we are going to work on now.” I nodded just as she delivered the next blow. 


       


     “Now, I am going to let Elaine take care of you with the remainder of your punishment.” I watched as she walked into my field of view wearing a huge strap on dildo. I could see the wicked smile in her eyes as well as on her face as she walked around to behind me. “I would do the honors of taking you like this but, well, I have a client who is going to be coming over shortly and, well, I want to make myself ready for them.” I watched as she walked out of the space and then felt the dildo start to enter my ass! I could tell that she was getting off on it and I started to feel like I was going to cum again, the feeling was so deeply pleasurable. “Just remember, sissy, you aren’t allowed to cum without permission. And I am going to make you beg for it!” and she sped up. With the gag in my mouth, there was no way I could beg but I could feel the pressure building inside me as she sped up her thrusts, taking me harder and harder. And with each thrust, I was getting closer and closer to another orgasm. This one was threatening to be deeper than the first one and I was whimpering and moaning into my gag. “you want to cum, don’t you sissy?” All I could do was nod as it was driving me insane. “Cum for me, sissy!” and in no time, I was shooting my cum onto the floor as she kept pounding me. 


       


     I felt her pull out of me and she walked around to the front. When she removed the strap on, took off the gag and sitting on a bar stool, pulled my face in between her legs and told me to lick her to orgasm. That didn’t take long and she started to fill my mouth with her juices and I did my best to clean them up. But by the time I was finished, my make up was a complete and utter mess. 


       


     Once Elaine was finished and calmed down, I was released from the bondage position I was in. My arms were still bound behind my back but at least I was standing up now and my back was feeling better now. It’s amazing how much strain it can cause when you are bent over at the waist with your arms pulled up behind you. Okay, AND wearing 5 inch stiletto pumps. 


       


     I was led back upstairs and taken to a bathroom. It was fairly large and there was all of my make up sitting there waiting for me. “Clean yourself up and be quick about it. I know that Mistress has some work for you to do!” Then she removed the armbinder, causing me to sigh with relief and she left me there. 


       


     I took out my wipes and completely removed all of my smeared make up. Then I washed my face, made sure that my face was smooth and then took the next 15 minutes reapplying my make up. Once I was all finished, I walked out of the bathroom and down the hall to the living room. There, kneeling in front of Martha was Elaine and a fairly nice looking gentleman. Elaine was still dressed but the man was naked. I let out a little “gulp” swallowed hard and came into the room and then, like the others, knelt before Martha. 


       


     “So sissy Christy, I see that you have put yourself together. You did well and you even curtsied when you got near me. I don’t recall telling you to do that but, well, sometimes it just comes naturally, doesn’t it?” 


       


     “Yes, Mistress!” 


       


     “I just love the sound of that from my little pets. But technically, sissy Christy, you are not one of my pets. At least not yet. But for now, I guess we can let you call me ‘Mistress’ though in time, well, you may call me many other things!” I saw an evil smile on her face and I wondered why she said that. But I didn’t really care. 


       


     She then sent Elaine and the gentleman off to the dungeon space, leaving me there on the floor before her. 


       


     “Okay Christy. Yes, it’s Christy and not ‘sissy Christy’ right this moment. I want to discuss a few things with you. Now, first, let’s go into the kitchen and have a cup of coffee. Elaine and Dwayne will need a few minutes to, well, get ready.” 


       


     I got up and we both walked to the kitchen. When she sat down, I walked over to the coffee pot, which had fresh coffee in it, poured her cup and brought it to her, then went back and poured myself one. She then pointed to a seat and I sat down. 


       


     “Christy, I am a demanding person. I expect the best from my people, or pets if you like. But in your case, I expect more because I think you are much more than just some little cross dressing sissy boy. I think that you actually FEEL like a girl. I could see it in your choice of clothes, though the French Maid Uniforms did throw me a little. And you seem to try to LOOK like a girl, which there are a great many who don’t really care. 


     “Also, your fondness, I guess, for bondage and the like, well, that added something to the mix that I usually find attractive in some people, though in others, well, it’s a bit of a turn off. But I could never quite figure out why it was that I actually LIKED you hanging around, offering to help out and such. 


     “I know that the people I associate with are all rather cute and all, and I would see you looking at them, but you always seemed to, when you thought I didn’t know it, be looking at me more, no matter who was with me. Elaine told me that she thought you had a ‘thing’ for me. Normally, when a GUY has a thing for me, I tend to NOT like it. I like being the one in control and the like and men, well, they are not usually wired that way. In fact, they are usually wired to try being all ‘macho’ and usually act as such. But you seemed to act differently. 


     “So, Elaine said that maybe we should bring you into the fold, as it were. Elaine is getting to be more, well, Dominant than her old submissive self. That could be because she now has the hots for one of my girls, who has taken a liking to her as well. You remember Diane?” I nodded, remembering that she was hot as hell and had a killer body, though I still liked Martha more. 


       


     Martha looked at me. “I see that you do. Do you think she’s ‘hot’?” I looked and nodded. “I do too, though she is very submissive and that appeals to Elaine. They REALLY hit it off and that might be why she is feeling more of her ‘butch’ side coming out. Not that it was very hard to hide. 


     “But I digress. I want you to become, in time, not just my pet but to become my, well… Slave.” She was looking me right in the eyes and I knew that she understood that I knew just what she meant. 


       


     “Yes, I see you understand that. Yes, I want you to become my slave. Not just part time but, as the term implies, permanently. But that would also involve a few other, rather important things that you are going to need to understand as well as accept. In time, I will go over each one of them. And keep in mind that if at any time you feel uncomfortable or like this is not for you, please speak up. 


       


     “Yes, Mistress.” I looked at her and wondered what it would be like to be her slave. Of course, I had an “idea” of what it would involve but, well, everyone has their fantasy of what it would mean versus what reality might actually be like. 


       


     “Okay Christy, we are going to start with you actually performing maid duties. I would like, while I am busy with my guest, cleaning every room up here. Start in the bedrooms and the bathrooms. I want everything dusted, vacuumed as well. Make the beds too. Once that is done, you can start in here through the living room and dining room. Once those are done, we will see where you are. If, by chance, you finish those, you can work on the kitchen. If you have any issues, let me know.” 


       


     She then showed me where everything was that I would be in need of to complete my duties. And off I went, starting in the bedrooms. I started in the master bedroom and it was nicely decorated. I pulled off the sheets and found the clean sheets. While I had a queen bed, Martha had a nice California King. It seemed that her bedroom was larger than mine, though the two houses were almost the same, though mirrored from mine. 


     After the bed, I started to dust from the top down, lighting and window frames, followed by working my way lower. I picked up laundry from the hamper and I was surprised how “normal” it all was. I had always looked at Martha and thought she would wear SEXY underwear and lingerie and these just seemed, well, BORING. 


     But I picked it all up and walked into the bath room and there is where I found, in another basket, all of what I had always pictured her wearing. I picked that one up and brought it to the door, then proceeded to clean her bathroom. I loved how this bathroom looked compared to mine. I figured that she had the bathroom remodeled, as it seemed a little smaller than mine. That, of course, explained why the bedroom seemed bigger, because it was. 


     20 minutes later, it was cleaned up. I went to the next bedroom and it was basically empty. It didn’t take too long. I had always been thinking that Elaine lived here but, well, there really wasn’t any sign of her here. Nor was there any sign in the other, empty bedroom or even the bathroom. I was beginning to wonder what I was thinking. I knew that Elaine was into girls and such, as she kind of tolerated me when I would be their “D.D.” And the other gals in the little group all seemed a little more polite and nice towards me. Of course, Elaine did kind of run me the wrong way, though now, well, not as much now after what she had done to me, or for me, depending on how you look at it. 


       


     But I finally got everything cleaned and then went to the living room and started to clean there. I really didn’t notice the time until then and figured that I was either way behind or way ahead. But I also figured that they were all still downstairs. So I worked on cleaning the living room and the dining room. When I finished that, I still did not see anyone so, well, it was time to go to the kitchen. An hour later, I heard the door open and Elaine and Dwayne appeared and Elaine walked him to the door and he left. Then Elaine walked up to me. 


       


     “Mistress would like to see you downstairs.” Then I watched as she went to the door and left. My heart started beating faster. I was going to see her alone? 


    

      


    


  




  

    

 


     Chapter Four 


       


       


     I ran into the bathroom and looked to make sure that I was not a real mess. I was still looking okay and then I made my way down to the basement. The lighting was dim but I could make out Martha sitting in a chair with a pad sitting on the floor. I made my way down and went to the pad and knelt there before Martha. 


       


     “Well, Christy, I guess you know that we are now alone in the house. In a few moments, we will take a little walk around to see if you have done everything you were supposed to. But first, I want to work on a couple of other, PERSONAL, thinks that I desire my slave to do. 


     “First of all, you are where you need to be right now, at my feet. And what I would like you to do is clean my shoes with your tongue.” 


       


     I bent down and looked at her shoes. She was wearing a beautiful pair of stiletto heels. I bent down closer and started licking them clean. I could see as I did so that there was some dried on substance. I made sure that I cleaned it off and it tasted kind of funny to me. As I finished her other shoe, I noticed her riding crop point up her leg and I began kissing her nylon encased leg, working slowly up to her knee, then to the other leg and worked my way up there. I did this a couple of times before she then opened her legs a little and I was able to see the strip of panty that was covering her. And she had me work my way up her thighs, one side then the other. 


       


     I was a little nervous since I had never really been in this position before. I was feeling all sorts of different feelings and was confused. But I was also excited because there, so close to me, was Martha’s panty covered mound. And as I kissed her upper thighs, she spread them further and I could catch her musky scent. And I watched in nervous anticipation as she pointed towards her panty crotch and I placed my first kiss there, and I noticed that her panties were soaked. 


       


     As I kissed her there, I moved in closer and with each kiss and push of my tongue, I could hear her moan. Then she reached down and pushed her panties out of the way and she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me in close. I licked her slowly and gently at first but when she pushed me in harder, I started to lick, suck and even gently bite her, using my tongue to enter between her lips and with each lick, Martha started to moan louder and pull my face closer and tighter as she started to have her orgasm and I had never believed what they had said about women’s orgasms, until now as she started filling my mouth and I eagerly swallowed every little drop. 


       


     After a few minutes, Martha let my head loose and as I pulled back and looked up, I could see a smile I had not seen before on her face, and I had known her for a couple years now. 


       


     “Christy, that was very… Good! I want to reward you for your… Skills I guess.,. But I don’t know if you are going to like my manner of rewarding you, because I want to, well, see how you take to a long, sensual spanking. Are you up for that?” 


       


     I looked at her and she could see it in my eyes, as I was excited to experience it, especially at her hands. 


       


     “I see that you are. If it gets to be too much, you MUST let me know. If you say RED, I will stop immediately. YELLOW will slow me down and we can see where you are. If you say GREEN then I will keep going.” 


       


     With that, Martha picked up the leash and led me over to the same bench I was on earlier, though this time I was put along the length. I felt my ankles get locked down. My arms were then bound behind my back and then pulled up behind me. I had always kind of fantasized about being tied like this because I could not escape, not that I wanted to. She then walked around to me and then bent down to look me in they eyes. 


       


     “I know that Elaine used her trusty dildo on you and I know that you really enjoyed it. I will certainly enjoy watching you as you get taken by me with my BIGGER vibrating dildo, though it will be a little while before I do. Are you ready, Christy?” 


       


     “Yes, Mistress!” After I said this, Martha caressed my face and then leaned down and kissed me passionately on my lips, which had me moaning right from the start. 


       


     Martha then reached down and pulled my petticoat down to the floor. I felt her adjust the skirt of my uniform up out of the way and then pulled down my panties. 


       


     Then she started with the floggers. The first one was more to get me warmed up and after a few moments she changed it out to another one. As each lash hit, I could feel her then caress where she struck and with each of those, I started to moan and it just kept getting nicer and more intense. When she changed over to a riding crop, the sting became more pronounced but it also energized me. At first I was concerned that I was going to actually hate being disciplined but as she brought me further and further, I was finding that I was actually ENJOYING it. I started to moan and I actually heard myself groan “Oh GOD! That feels sooooo GOOD!” 


       


     When she changed to the cane, I was shocked that there could be any deeper pain but the cane did and I almost cried out red. But after the second lash struck, I loosened up and took it, going into something I had only read about, “sub-space”, which I realized was when your body feels it all but goes on a little vacation mentally as I started to really enjoy it. 


       


     I felt her presence beside me suddenly as she caressed my backside. “Are you okay, sweetie?” I nodded yes. “Are you ready to be taken by your Mistress, slave?” 


       


     I turned to look at Martha and as I looked at her, I moaned as she was still caressing my ass. Then she gave it a slap with her bare hand. “Oh God… Yes Mistress, Your slave needs her Mistress to take her. I so want to be Your slave, Mistress!” She leaned in closer, gave me another kiss. “You ARE my slave, Christy.” Another kiss and then she went behind me and I felt the dildo enter my ass, causing me to moan as she slowly entered the entire length in me. Once she was all the way in, she started to pull out and then I felt the vibrator start up and she started to thrust into me, causing me to moan and pant. I did not take long to start begging for her to take me harder as I started pushing back with each of her thrusts.  


     Since I was unable to really move, all I could do was enjoy it and I certainly was. I could feel the electric tingle throughout my body and while I could feel my cock trying to get hard. The chastity prevented that from happening but I didn’t care about that pain because the pleasure that I was feeling was beyond anything I had ever experienced. 


     I could feel it getting closer and closer. 


       


     “Mistress, please let me cum!” I begged. She kept thrusting into me. I could feel it getting closer as I begged again. 


       


     “Christy, are you willing to NEVER be released from your chastity?” 


       


     “Oh God, YES, Mistress! Keep Your slave locked away!” 


       


     She continued to thrust into me, driving me absolutely crazy and deeper! 


       


     “Christy, are you ready to change into the little slut that I KNOW you are?” 


       


     “YES, MISTRESS!” 


       


     “Then my cute little slut, you can cum for your Mistress!” 


       


     I couldn’t hold it any longer as I started to feel myself let loose and came so hard and long that it felt like it was never going to end. And she kept thrusting into me and I was in heaven. I was so happy to be there. And when she finally finished and pulled out, I felt so much at peace but also felt so empty. 


       


     When she walked back up to me, I could see a smile on her face. And although I could not see it on mine, I am sure that there was a bright smile on my face as well. Then I felt my arms being let down. I let out a sigh and then she took my arms out of the binder and I felt them drop towards the floor. I felt her then unlock my ankles and then, I felt something surprising. I felt the collar come off from around my neck. 


       


     I stood up and after a couple of seconds I felt steady on my feet. I bent down to pull up my panties and petticoat. I pulled down my uniform and looked over at Martha. She was still smiling at me. “Come with me Christy!” and I followed her up the stairs. We walked down the hall and went into HER bedroom.  


       


     I watched as she walked to the side of her bed and then reached into the night stand and opened a drawer. She reached in and pulled out a different collar. This one looked shiny and metallic. 


       


     “Come here and kneel before me, slave!” 


       


     I knelt there before her and as I looked up, I looked at the collar as she held it in front of me. It seemed very small and fragile as I looked at it. It actually looked kind of like a piece of jewelry. 


       


     “I want you to truly understand what this collar means. This collar means that you are giving yourself to me. It symbolizes your service to me. As my slave, you will no longer be a male but my feminized sissy. You will live here as my slave. 


     “Now, many other Dominants may have a different ways that they have or want their slaves and I am no different. If you do not feel that you want what I am going to offer you with this collar, I will certainly understand. But if you do accept this, our relationship will be one that even I didn’t really expect to have with anyone.” 


       


     I looked at her, kind of understanding but also a little confused. I looked at the collar again and then back up at her. 


       


     “Christy, you have been on my mind and I could never really understand why. Something about you got to me. So when we learned about your softer side, I knew that explained it to me. But when we found out about your ‘darker’ side, I had to think if I was having these feelings or if it was just something fleeting. I was playing while you were up here cleaning and as I played with my two favorite subbies, all I could think about was, well, playing with you! 


     “So now I know that there is something that I want and that is… YOU! But I do not want you as my boyfriend. And I don’t want you just as my slave, Christy. I want you as my life partner. But not as a male life partner but as Christy and Christy only. Yes, you will live in chastity. But I also think that you want breasts and I am sure we can take care of that without a problem. 


     “When we are here, you will, of course, also be my maid. But when you are with me out in public, you will be my girlfriend and life partner to EVERYONE we meet. That is what I desire with you, Christy. And that is what this collar will signify.” 


       


     She showed me the collar. “This collar locks on and does not come off once the pin is pulled. It is permanent. It may be small but the bond it creates between us is STRONG, once you accept it. Those who know nothing out in the vanilla world will just see a choker but if they look closely, they will see the engraving which says ‘collared slave of Mistress Martha.’ I just hope… Well, that I have this right, Christy” 


       


     I knelt there, ASTONISHED! I started crying, realizing that this woman, whom I had kind of had the “hots” for all these years, that SHE wanted ME, the way that I am! I was smiling and she could see it. I knelt down further and kissed her feet. 


       


     I felt her hand lift me up to look at her. She held the collar out and I moved in close to let her easily put it around my neck. When I heard the little click and she showed me the pin, I knew it was locked in place. I looked at her and I put my hand on the collar, touching it and feeling the energy that it gave me. 


       


     Martha leaned into me further, gave me a kiss, and then told me to get undressed. I stood up and removed the uniform, followed by the petticoat. I was about to remove the corset when she stopped me. She patted the bed next to her and I sat down. 


       


     “Did you ever think, Christy, that you would be here, like this, with anyone, let alone me?” 


       


     I looked her in the eyes. “No, Mistress but I am sure that I have never been happier than I am here now, with you, as my owner, Mistress!” 


       


     “Show me how much you love your Mistress, Christy!” and she moved further onto the bed and removed her panties and then her bra. First I kissed her breasts, gently at first but then I playfully bit her nipple just before I began to worship her sex, lusting to bring her to another strong orgasm… Or many… 


       


    

      


    


  




  

    

 


     Epilogue 


       


       


     Well, I guess I should tell you that everything went quite well after that. And it did. About three weeks later I got breast implants. They don’t cost as much as they used to and, if you know someone, the price can get a little lower. 


       


     In the vanilla world, I am Christy now, no longer Paul. We sold my place, which seemed a good idea since I moved into Mistress Martha’s home, lock stock and barrel. All my male clothes are gone, given to Goodwill, since I don’t need them now. 


       


     I did need to get a “normal” wardrobe for Christy, since I don’t live in the house 24/7. I still drive the girls around when they do have a party or want to go out to celebrate things. The first time was the week after my bandages were removed and I had my perky D Cups unwrapped and free. I wasn’t sure at first about them but as I got used to them, I was kind of glad I didn’t get bigger ones. Of course, with the hormones, I am sure they will grow a little bit more. 


       


     Yes, I did get laser hair removal. Its easier that way. But I still have to shave my legs like a girl. 


       


     Yes, I am now in a permanent chastity. I didn’t realize that there was really such a thing, as I thought the one I had on was just going to remain. But after having my penis pierced and the sheath was put in place, I watched as the two barbell piercings were put in place and soldered in place, locking me away permanently. At first I was a little apprehensive about doing that but then I realized that, well, as Mistress’ sissy I don’t need to use that thing other than to pee. We talked about it and decided, together, not to go the rest of the way and have it changed to a vagina. 


       


     As for what I do during the day, other than attend to Mistress and clean the house, Mistress see’s guests pretty much on a daily basis. She has it set up as a therapy office, so comings and goings are not unusual. But she has asked me if I was willing to do something that, well, at first I was not expecting. 


       


     The first time I did however, as she watched me, holding my leash, with my arms bound behind my back, sucking my first of what would prove to be many cocks, I found myself feeling even happier and it seems that Mistress is happy with me too. She has not yet decided if anyone will have at my ass other than her with her dildos, and I guess that is fine with me, but she knows I am curious. 


       


     When we are out in the vanilla world, we just act like, well, lovers. Which we are, I guess. Its just that our kind of love is, well, not quite what people would expect. But if they knew us, as some do, they know all too well…




  




  

    

Other titles by Christy Lynn Rose: 


       


     Working Vacation 


     The Photo Shoot 


     The Gym 


     An Actress in the Making 


       


       


       


       


     Visit the new website at: 


       


     https://christylynnny.wixsite.com/website 


       


       


       


       


     You can always email me at: 


       


     christylynnny@gmail.com 


       


       


       


       


     Coming Soon: 


       


     But I’m NOT a Woman 


    

      


    


  




  

    

 


     PREVIEW 


       


     “But honey, I'm not a woman!” 


       


     Of course, the line that I heard after I said that the first time was to be my eventual downfall. When my wife looked at me and said, “Well, you seem to be DRESSING like one!” 


       


     Of course, it wasn't like I was planning on getting caught. And I certainly didn't plan on getting caught in the manner in which I was. But those were now things of the past. But I guess that I should explain how it got to this point, where my little line certainly would not explain the way I look NOR the way I dress. 


       


     You see, I am a guy. Well, duh, if I'm not a woman I would be a man. Well, sometimes there is that little line that gets crossed and you get what I am. At first I was a cross dressing male, enjoying the feel of feminine underwear. Then I went a little further and started occasionally dressing like a woman. Then I started trying to go out and would end up in maybe the occasional drag bar or gay bars. But for some reason, what started out as just some sort of sexual thrill started to get boring. Oh, I still enjoyed the lingerie and clothes and occasional drives out in the country in my car, but the “thrill” was kind of gone. 


     Then I realized what it was that I felt I was missing. You would see it occasionally in movies and ESPECIALLY in the adult book stores. I wanted to not only be a damsel but, you guessed it, I wanted to be “in distress” to boot. And when I started researching it, I found out about self bondage. And by experimenting I soon discovered that thrill that I seemed to be missing. 


       


     But I also enjoyed the company of women and occasionally dated, sometimes seriously and I would do the usual purge when I thought that things were getting to a good point and maybe it was just a passing fad or something. As you can guess, that was a wrong conclusion but also, the girlfriends would come and go. The dressing, however, always seemed to stay with me, along with the damsel in distress scenarios that I was trying out on myself. 


       


     Over time, I managed to find some people, mostly professional dominatrix's, who would help me actually take care of the damsel in distress fantasies in a more, shall we say, exciting manner. Of course, I always knew that I would get loose but I still kind of found it exciting when I would find the time and money for such an evening. I didn't do it often and I rarely went to the same woman more than three times, as I would find it boring with them by then. I liked the fresh and new. And even the guys who would do it for pictures and, as we had always agreed, no sexual contact. I did NOT want to be with a guy sexually. Oh, I had occasionally THOUGHT about it but doing it, well, that was a whole OTHER story... 


       


     Eventually, I met the woman that I fell in love with and her with me. But I kept that little secret for myself. Since I traveled, I felt it would be fine and I would be able to enjoy my little secret life outside and still be happily married to my wife. Of course, I tried very hard to NOT be careless and only do the dressing and bondage while I was on the road. Since I was gone usually 3-4 nights a week, that was rather easy. And when I came home, I was relaxed and happy and glad to see my wife after all those days gone. We would have romantic dinners and mess around in the house, doing whatever it would take to satisfy each other. Of course, I have to tell you that I was finding my erections not as satisfying for her BUT I could take care of her orally. She never complained to me but... 


       


     Anyway, the travel slowed down and I was finding it more and more difficult to take care of those urges that I had. If I wasn't going on the road, there was always office work for me to take care of. But, I looked forward to those trips more and more, but they were coming fewer and farther between. And then my wife told me that she was going to be going over to see the neighbor and go to a movie, since she had a three day weekend and the neighbor had wanted to go to “Crazy Stupid Love” but couldn't get her husband to go. I thought about it and realized that, if nothing else, I could at least enjoy a couple of hours of my feminine self and maybe do a little self bondage at the same time. 2 hours would be plenty of time, since I always kept myself smooth, I would not need to shower and shave. And I could do it without the make up. Just had to go to the trunk of my work car and get my little bag. 


     So, I gave my wife a kiss, which she returned with passion, and then off she went. I waited until I actually saw them drive off together in her car before I went to the trunk of my car. I picked up my case and then went up to the bedroom. 


       


     I quickly peeled off my male clothes and opened my case. Everything still smelled like the cachet that I had in there, a little lavender and lilac so that everything smelled feminine. I pulled out my breast forms, a lacy black bra and put them on. Then I got out my garter belt, also black, and put that on. I looked for and found my french heel, seamed stockings and carefully rolled them up my legs. Then I picked up my favorite panties, black nylon, from Secrets in Lace. I loved their retro look and styles and these always felt so nice when I put them on. Then I got out my short little slip and pulled that over my head. Then I looked and found my tight little black turtle neck and a short plaid skirt that, when I put them on, barely covered my stocking tops. 


     Then I opened the other side of the bag and found my toys. And I got out my timer and set it for one hour. I put the keys in there and then closed the little door. I got out my handcuffs, ankle cuffs, locks, blindfold and gag. I figured that I would also enjoy a little added stimulation so I pulled out the vibrating dildo and strap so it would stay in place. I put a condom on the dildo, lubricated it and slowly put it inside me. It took a few moments but I got it into place and buckled the straps so that it wouldn't come out. I also put a condom on my cock since I knew that eventually I would cum and make a mess in my panties if I didn't use the condom. 


     Then I bound my ankles together, using the leather cuffs and padlocks. I grabbed a leather strap so I could put myself into a sort of hog-tie after I had cuffed my wrists and such. I laid down on the bed and finished binding myself. First the gag, then the first cuff went on my wrist. I looked around to make sure that by simply turning on the bed I could get to the lock box, after squirming a little, then I put on the blindfold. Now I was ready. 


     I quickly reached down and turned on the vibrator. It was one that had a variable speed, determined by some sort of electronic thing, but all I knew is that it would go fast, then slow then some other speed and essentially drive me to orgasm and make me squirm quite a bit in the meantime. Then I put the strap between the cuffs to hold my wrists down and my ankles up and locked the cuff around my wrist. And since the strap had a lock on it as well, I would not be able to open the clasp or anything else until the lock box opened. 


     Of course, I could feel the vibrator doing its thing and I was so getting a charge out of it until I felt the sting of something on my ass and the words, “You little bitch!!!” 
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