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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I can remember those care free days of my youth, when I was just a kid playing dress-up. Of course, playing dress up as a guy putting on my mother's underwear and actually ENJOYING it was and still is slightly frowned upon in the “vanilla” world. And I have to admit that I started rather young, as we all seem to do, at a ripe age of about 10. Of course, it was not very often, since I did have to go to school and had a baby-sitter. But there were those times. 
 
    Of course, at first, I did all those things that young males will do, then having to clean them up and try to put them away without my mother knowing what I had done. Plus, of course, having a brother there didn't help out too much either. And, to be honest, I got caught several times. Thankfully, I never really got caught being tied up, but I did get caught in her underwear. I think that the worst time was when she actually made me dress up in front of her. 
 
    If I had been honest with myself then, as well as with her, imagine what life could have been like. If I had told her that I wanted to be a girl, would that have happened? If I told her that I had been tying myself up in bed and was really enjoying the feeling... You get the idea... 
 
      
 
    But I mention this because, well, it may have started me off on the journey that I took that got me to where I am now. I admit that when I look back on it I should have realized what was going to eventually happen to me but, in all honesty, I never realized that such things could really happen in life. But, seriously, I guess that I was relieved when it happened and, to tell you the truth, it is probably the best thing to happen to me. 
 
      
 
    After I graduated from high school, I went into the military. I have to admit that even that didn't knock the feminine side of me out. But it did, depending on how you look at it, fortunately or unfortunately, expose me to the little known world of S&M... Or B&D... Either way, I learned that there were those women out there that were willing to tie me up, whip me and other little things along those lines, because I wanted it... Of course, it wasn't like they were offering this for free, but it was such a strange eye opening experience that I started to wonder. I also discovered magazines, mostly old Harmony Publications, showing women bound, gagged and such and, instead of wanting to be the one tying them up, I wondered what it would feel like to BE those women. I am sure that many readers will agree that we all have had thoughts before, and still do, if we are honest with ourselves. 
 
      
 
    Of course, fear would set in and I would write a letter and not send it out, for fear of whatever there was out there. I did eventually write to a couple, a Dominatrix by the name of Mistress Destiny comes to mind. I actually recall talking to her one time on the phone and was amazed at her voice and such. Unfortunately, I had never been able to get to Detroit, where she was and I never found out what happened to her. Of course, there was also this Mistress Michelle who lived in the same area. However, looking at her photo's scared me a little and, well, now I know it was more for effect and all but it still scared me back then. 
 
      
 
    In time, I eventually faced my fears and went in search for a local Mistress. The first time I was there almost scared me off. I went the 90 miles there, worrying about everything, realizing that I would finally feel the satisfaction of my submissiveness and feminine feelings all at once. Well, everything that we talked about fell to pieces; I felt more humiliation and disgust and went away feeling bad. I never talked to her again. And I sat, on the sidelines, looking but afraid to reach out. 
 
      
 
    Of course, I also had purged everything I owned and then wanted it all back. We been there and done that, at least once in our lives, right? Well, after the second purge, I realized a couple of things... I cannot change me... AND, I need to find someone who is willing to take me by the hand and lead me along that path that I still felt I needed. But I really had no idea of how to find that person to lead me along the path... America On Line got me started... Amazing how that worked out back then... At least it wasn't Facebook!!! (By the way, you can't find anything on Facebook... LOL) 
 
      
 
    Anyway, I was bored and started looking in the personal sections on AOL. This was when you actually logged into THEIR server and had to do everything on the phone line... Remember those days. And after many hours of searching, I found a woman there that was actually looking for someone who wanted to learn. Gee, imagine that. So, I emailed her and she had one of her submissives email me. After a little while, I finally got the opportunity to meet with her, in public, of course. 
 
      
 
    We got together at a little coffee shop and we talked about this and that. Actually, everything that we talked about seemed to be of a vanilla variety, at least at first. I think it was to see if we would be comfortable with each other. Imagine how scared I was, sitting there talking to this woman I had never met and only sent emails to for a few weeks. I was afraid, since I was also remembering the first time I had served someone. But I started feeling comfortable with her. 
 
      
 
    She asked me what I did for work and a bunch of other trivial things. But eventually, we got down to the meat of the matter. She asked me if I liked to dress and if I was wearing anything then. I blushed a little and told her that I was. That morning I had put on my black satin garter belt and stockings, along with some black panties. I couldn't wear a bra, seeing as it would have shown through my clothes. She even asked me if I had high heels, which I told her I did and that I was actually proud that I could walk in my five and six inch heels. 
 
    When she asked me if I knew how to properly clean a home, I honestly told her that I was not sure, as it was something that I had never really done. When she asked me if I had the proper uniform, I admitted that I did, indeed, have a French Maid uniform and that was when I saw her really smile. 
 
      
 
    I was given directions to her home and told that I was to be there the following week, fully dressed to serve as her maid for the day. I was to be there, clean shaven, in stockings and high heels. If it was cold out, I was to wear a jacket. But if it was nice, as it was then, no coat. That scared me a little as I was realizing that I was going to be dressed while driving. I admit that I had driven many times, AT NIGHT, dressed but this was not only during the day but also in my maid uniform. 
 
    However, when she looked into my eyes, I knew that I would do this. I realized that I was going to be able to finally experience something that I had only fantasized about. And I was really craving this, like a smoker does at times when they first quit... Yes, that bad! 
 
      
 
    So, the night before my trip to her home, I made sure that the car had a full tank of gas and that everything was alright with the car. I did NOT want to break down while driving and have to call AAA to help me. Then I made sure that my uniform was clean and that all my necessary underwear was clean and ready to go. I even made sure that my seamed stockings were new and clean. I took out the pledge and even polished the patent leather on my five inch stiletto heels. Then I set my alarm for an EARLY hour, like 5am. I wanted to make sure that I was shaved and properly turned out for my first meeting with her. 
 
      
 
    The alarm went off and I woke with a start! Then I realized what the day was and I felt a little tinge of fear mixed with anticipation. So off to the bathroom I went and started the bath. When it was full, I stepped into the tub and lay down inside it. I let my body soak a little then proceeded to make sure that my chest was shaved, as well as my legs and underarms. I debated shaving my arms but realized that I couldn't do that because of how it would look to the people I worked with. 
 
    When I was done, I dried off and spent a good half hour trying to do a decent job on my face. I knew it was not perfect but I felt that it might pass a little bit. Then I started to get dressed. This took a little time as I was shaking nervously as I put on the breast forms. I used the spray on medical adhesive and was worried that I would get them wrong. But I got them on and put on the bra. I then took out my cincher and put that one, attaching the garter straps to my new stockings. Then I put on the ruffled panties and the petticoat. I slipped on my heels and put on the uniform. Lastly, I brushed my hair out. Seemed like a dumb thing to do since I had to put the wig cap on but it helps to keep everything smooth when I put on the wig. Then I pulled the cap on and picked up my auburn wig. I had brushed it out the night before and I ran a quick brush through it again before I pulled it on and used a couple of bobby pins to hold it in place. 
 
      
 
    I stepped back and looked at myself and realized that I really SUCKED at makeup. I was so hoping that this woman would be able to help me on this, since I really wanted to look far better than I did. But I sucked it up and went down stairs. When I looked at the clock, I saw that I had an hour before I had to be there and it was going to take me only about 15 minutes to get there. I looked out and saw that it was clear and I took that chance. Carrying a purse and with my keys in hand, I managed to get to my car without being seen. I started it up and decided to take a slightly longer route to her house. 
 
      
 
    It still only took me about 20 minutes to get to her home and I saw that she had a nice home, not totally secluded but still offering some privacy. I looked and drive around the block and saw that all the homes seemed to be the same. I finally drive up to the house and pulled my car to the side of the house. I got up the courage and got out of the car and walked up to the door. 
 
    Just as I was about to ring the doorbell, I saw the note on the door. 
 
      
 
    “Come around to the REAR door” 
 
      
 
    I turned around and walked to the back of the house and found the door. I looked but did not find a doorbell there but I noticed that there seemed to be an intercom near the inner door. So, I opened the door and walked into the house. I pressed the button and waited. 
 
      
 
    When she arrived at the door, she was surprisingly plain. She did not dress as one would expect a Dominatrix to dress. In fact, she was in jeans and a blouse and I could see the outline of a plain bra through her blouse. The only thing that came close to being “Domme like” were her heels and those I couldn't really see more than the toes. 
 
      
 
    “Come in and then drop your panties, sissy!” 
 
      
 
    No good morning... No courtesies... And drop my panties? I stuttered as I walked in but felt that there must be a reason for this. So, in I came and I reached under the petticoat and pulled down my panties. I was afraid to say that I was so scared that my penis was soft and small... And here I was, exposing this short coming to this woman. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Now, because I am a married woman and my husband, who knows what I do and has no problems with men coming to see me, I have assured him that those who come to see me are not allowed to have sex with me. To this end, I make them wear this little device.” She held up a rather mean looking thing that I only could guess at the purpose. “I am going to lock your penis inside this chastity device. This way, if you DO get any ideas, you will be unable to act on them. Plus, this way my husband knows that I am faithful.” 
 
      
 
    With that, she reached down and quickly locked my penis away in a small little tube. “Be thankful that you are getting this one, sissy. One of my little subbies has one that, well; he has not been allowed to take off for the last five months! Of course, that sissy is my current maid who is off this week. So, you are going to be her temporary replacement.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled my panties back up and realized that I was indeed going to be cleaning. But before I did that, I was shown the rooms I would be cleaning. It was going to be a daunting task, as it was pretty much the upper floors of the house, as the basement, she told me, was off limits to me. So, I proceeded to take the cleaning supplies and went upstairs to the second floor and started my work. 
 
      
 
    Cleaning while wearing five inch heels is not difficult. It IS, however, very painful after a while. And what was even worse is that I had actually volunteered for this. But I also knew that I wanted to do a good job for her since I was so hoping that maybe I could get to be tied up, maybe whipped (I didn't realize that I would like it then) and whatever else it might feel like to be submissive to this woman. I didn't know WHY I felt this way, I just know that I did. 
 
      
 
    After a little while, she came up as I was finishing the upstairs bathroom. She informed me that it was lunch time and that I was welcome to have lunch with her. She turned and left me standing there, not really knowing what to expect. But I picked up everything and brought it with me down to the main floor, where I knew I had some cleaning to take care of. I didn't see her down there but I was surprised to see a man there in the kitchen. As I was thinking about it, I realized that it must be her husband. Of course, I didn't get too much of a chance to say anything as I heard him tell me the same thing I heard when I first came here. 
 
      
 
    “Drop your panties, sissy!” 
 
      
 
    Now, of course, I knew who he was. So I pulled them down and he looked and saw the chastity. 
 
      
 
    “Gee, I guess she is going easy on you. You must be the new sissy. Interesting, though I am sure you know you look like shit. But I am sure that Mistress Martha will get you trained properly. 
 
    “For right now, sit. Mistress Martha will be down shortly. She has to prepare for a couple of clients coming. And I have to get back to work but wanted to have lunch first.” 
 
      
 
    He handed me a nice salad and as we started eating, she came down. This time, there was no mistaking her outfit, not that she was demanding AND sexy all at the same time. I managed to remember that I should probably get up in the presence of this woman and did so, earning me a laugh. 
 
      
 
    “Sissy, you have a good deal of training to endure. But at least you had the good manners to get up.” Then she sat down and we all ate in silence. When we were finished, I went off to take care of the dishes as they spoke in low tones. I cleaned the dishes and started to clean the main floor, starting with the living room. 
 
      
 
    “Sissy, I want to discuss a couple things with you before we continue this afternoon. I realize that you are something of a novice but, well, your face needs to be worked on. I will show you what to do and you are to practice this between now and the next time you come here. I will not have my sissy maid looking like a train wreck!” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mistress” I was so relieved that I would finally get a clue as to the PROPER way to apply makeup. 
 
      
 
    “Secondly, while you are not perfect at this, you are doing a good job at cleaning. Make sure that you wash the inside windows and the sills. I am a stickler for cleanliness and I like my home that way. My maid took months to learn the proper way to clean and the fact that you seem to be starting off a little better than she does is certainly good for you.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mistress!” I was shocked to see that I was doing something right, already. 
 
      
 
    “Now then. What we are going to do first is get you looking proper. You will be answering the door to my guests and, well, if you look like shit, it would reflect on me.” With that, she led me down the hall to a room that I would become familiar with, a dressing room. In it, there was a make-up table and some lockers. Most of them were locked but some had no locks on them. She walked over to a cabinet and pulled out a fresh make-up kit. Then she sat me down and started to explain everything she was doing and making sure that I could see the effect that each step had. In about 20 minutes, I actually looked like a girl. Okay, a little slutty girl but it was certainly a much more feminine appearance than what I had started off that day with. When she was done with that, she put the kit in a locker and handed me a key. Then she went to the cabinet again and pulled out another box. 
 
      
 
    She walked over and opened the box. Inside the box was a set of pink patent leather cuffs and such. She pulled out one set, with a chain attached to them and put them on my ankles, locking them in place. Then she took out another set and as I put my arms out in front of me, she placed the cuffs on my wrists. Then she picked up a collar and placed it around my neck. Then she pulled out a ball gag and had me open my mouth. It was placed so far into my mouth that I felt slightly uncomfortable. But it didn't mess up the job she had done on my makeup and I figured that was the reason. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, now you will finish up the living room. When the first guest arrives, you will answer the door, curtsy like a good little sissy maid and then lead them into here. Then you will continue with your chores.” I nodded my understanding. 
 
      
 
    “There will be three guests coming this afternoon and into the early evening. You will be proper and complete your work. My husband will also be coming home. You will, of course, curtsy to him as well. When I come into the room, if you are standing, you will curtsy. If you are sitting, stand up and curtsy. Anything else, you can figure it out.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded again. I was still trying to figure out all of these feelings I was having. 
 
      
 
    “Now, get your chores completed. Then, if you are a good little sissy, I may actually let you experience some playtime.” I nodded a final time and then headed off to get the chores completed. It wasn't long before I heard the doorbell ring. I placed my cleaning supplies down and went to the door, worried a little but realizing that, well it wasn't like whomever was at the door was someone I knew and that they might be as shocked as I would be. 
 
      
 
    I went to the door and as I opened the door, curtsied and let the gentleman come into the house. 
 
      
 
    “A new maid? Damn, Mistress must be tough on you little sissies! You are the fourth one to answer that door. But you certainly look cuter than a couple of them.” I blushed a little, realizing that if he had only seen me the first time I got here, he would be saying something completely different. 
 
      
 
    I led him to the changing room and, as instructed, left him to do whatever it was he needed to do there while I continued working. I finished the living room and started on the dining room when the second guest came to the door. This one didn't really say anything to me and as I led him to the changing room, I realized that he was looking at me and I wasn't sure but I thought he was checking my ass out. Part of me was worried and yet a part of me was kind of thrilled. 
 
      
 
    By the time I had finished the kitchen, Mistress' husband had returned and was showing me how to fix dinner when the last guest arrived. I led him into the changing room and continued working on dinner and set the table. I set it for two, as I figured that Mistress and her husband were not going to be sharing their dinner with me. When he came into the dining room, that thought was corrected, politely. I was to be sharing dinner with the two of them. This was nice but I also realized that playing was not really going to be an option since the day had been full of work and, well, no one had really said that I would get played with. 
 
    I guess that is what was meant by no strings housework. Not that it bothered me at the time, but I was feeling a little disappointed. But, I also realized that, well, I did get to fulfill, although only partially, one of my little fantasies, being a maid. Okay, I was dressed as one of those little slutty French Maids we all hear about, but I had been working as one for the day, which was rather enjoyable! 
 
    And yes, that chastity was a little bothersome, but I realized that, well, sexual contact was not what I was wanting, though there were times when I had wanted to at least give myself a little pleasure. And pissing sitting down was definitely different. 
 
      
 
    We ate dinner and Mistress looked over to me. “I realize that you really didn't get any play time with me, but I am sure that you will understand that after three sessions and all, I am a little tired. 
 
    “What I would like to do is have you come again, clean house and, if there is time, maybe then we can get a little play time in. Would that be alright with you, Paul?” 
 
      
 
    I was thinking that she was talking to her husband there and having been called “sissy” all day that I didn't realize that she was talking to me then. It took a second for me to realize that both of them were looking at me, waiting for my answer that I actually blushed a little at my own confusion. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma'am. I'm sorry...” I saw them both smile at me. When he spoke, and I had not really heard him say much of anything the entire time I was there, it threw me for a loop, as his voice was low and soft. “It's okay, as it has been a rather different kind of day for you. You will need to be here again on Wednesday morning, and EVERY Wednesday morning. We would like to see just how well you can be trained.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and then Mistress started to talk. 
 
      
 
    “Now, what I want from you, Paul, is to be here each Wednesday morning, no later than 7am. You need to be completely dressed upon arrival, as you were this morning. With that, I also require you to be made up as I instructed you. 
 
    “So that you know, you will still have to wear a chastity when you are here. I am sure that you will have no real issue with that. In time, I may decide that you are worth going further into your training and transformation as my little sissy maid.” 
 
      
 
    I sat there, realizing that I was being told that they wanted me to return, which really made me feel good. “Thank you, Mistress” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, stand up and we will remove the chastity.” I stood up and pulled down the ruffled panties and Mistress reached in and unlocked it. I pulled up my panties and Mistress then removed the cuffs and the collar from me. I kind of felt weird when I didn't have the collar. After a few more moments, we bid each other a good night and off I went back to my place, noticing the fact that it was dark and that I had been there for far longer than I thought. I got into my apartment and removed everything, taking the uniform and putting it into the drier along with the best invention for those who hate taking satin maid uniforms to the dry cleaner. 30 minutes in the drier with the Dryel kit and my uniform was cleaned. My undies went into the washer and off I went to bed. 
 
      
 
    It was a rather odd week, thinking about the upcoming Wednesday, working my regular job and counting the hours each day as I waited for the day when I would return to Mistress Martha's home. But finally, Tuesday night arrived and I got everything ready for my trip back to her house and my chance to be her maid again. 
 
      
 
    That morning, I woke up and spent the time getting all ready. I was so thrilled that I pulled out my other maid uniform and got all dressed up. I then got into the car and drove out to the house. I pulled in, pulled up out back and went to the back door. I rang the bell and was let into the house by Mistress. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I see that you did pay attention to my makeup class. And I love the cute little pink maid uniform. But I guess we should get everything taken care of.” Mistress pulled out the chastity and without being told, I pulled down my panties and she put it on. I was then put into the cuffs and collar and sent off to clean as I had the week before. 
 
      
 
    This time, Mistress' husband was not there. I was now required to make lunch each Wednesday that I was working there. It was a good thing I was paying attention that day. And each afternoon, Mistress would have “clients” come to serve as her subbies as I was cleaning her home. And as each passing Wednesday came and went, I wondered where this other maid was, since each time I came out there, the house needed to be cleaned. Not that I cared, since I was there cleaning and playing the little maid all day, wondering if there would ever be a time when I would get to “play” as the subbies who came out to see Mistress. Of course, I also realized that they were paying for the pleasure of serving Mistress and I was cleaning her home. Of course, that might also be paying for playing though I wasn't playing. Well, if you think about it, I was playing and having fun with it. 
 
      
 
    The coming out each week went on for about three months until there was a change at the end of the day. Well, it actually kind of changed that morning when Mistress put on my chastity. This time, the chastity was a little more severe than I had been wearing all that time before. I didn't think too much about it really until the end of the day when I thought I would be getting it off. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I want you to continue wearing this particular chastity. I know that you were not expecting this; I want you to wear this chastity until next week when you come here. And I want you to wait until Friday to come here rather than the usual Wednesday. I have a reason for this. 
 
      
 
    “Now, before you get all confused, this is what I like to call a limit stretcher. I want to see if you are worthy of going even further than you have these last few months. I also want to see how far you are willing to trust me.” 
 
      
 
    I stood there, wondering if I could actually do this. I was actually wondering if I could take wearing this thing, which was far more restrictive than the former one. And I was thinking that this might be, indeed, something that I was not totally willing to do.  But I also realized that this was, indeed, a test for me. 
 
      
 
    I nodded my understanding and saw Mistress smile. I was sent away to suffer not just a week but 10 days wearing this chastity. It was the longest 10 days in my life as I went through the weekend and worked the entire week up until Friday morning. 
 
      
 
    I managed it though and was feeling,well, horny at the time, seeing as I was unable to touch any part of my cock while it was in there. But Friday morning finally arrived and off I went, getting dressed up and ready to go to my fun work... 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Two – Ten days later... 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a good thing that I had work to keep me occupied. It left me less time to worry about what I was going to do and whether or not I would be willing to wear a chastity device. A small part of me was worried and yet, there was that little voice actually telling me that maybe by wearing the device, I would actually start to feel those feelings that I had WANTED to feel. All I knew is that I was gradually getting more and more curious about all of it and finally decided that I would NEED to see her again. 
 
      
 
    When Friday arrived, I got up early and got dressed as I was instructed. I drove out to their home and arrived at 645am. Plenty of time to spare, and I had been worried. I got out of the car and walked to the back door like I had the week before. Before I even got to the inside door, I watched as Mistress opened the door. 
 
      
 
    Today, she was dressed as she had been the weeks before. Nothing special but I could smell that she had a very soft and delicate perfume on. It smelled nice on her, though I was definitely afraid to say anything. I knelt at her feet, waiting for permission to stand. 
 
      
 
    “Good, sissy. Now follow me to the bathroom for inspection and cleaning!” I followed her and felt her pull down my panties.  
 
      
 
    “Good sissy. I can see that you didn’t even try to get it off. You would be surprised how many little sissies get really desperate and try to cut off the lock because 10 days in chastity is too much for them. But a PROPER sissy, well, you may learn in time. 
 
    “You see, what you are wearing is just one small, though important, part of your chastity device. And wearing it for the last 10 days is just the beginning. But there is something about the one I put on you last week that you should know. Originally, I was going to just keep you in the first device for a while longer but, after talking it over, I decided that MAYBE you can handle the next step and now, we are going to let you experience the next facet of chastity with me. But first, you need to have an enema!” 
 
      
 
    I really didn't know what to say, other than the usual “yes, Mistress,” which I gave her, not really realizing just how uncomfortable this enema would be. In fact, when I felt the cuffs go on my wrists and locking them to the bar, I kind of knew that this was going to be unpleasant. And when I felt the liquid start entering my ass, the uncomfortable feeling that I thought I would have became a reality!” 
 
      
 
    “You are going to hold that in for about 20 minutes. Long enough for me to take a bath and get dressed. When I get back, I might let you empty your bowels or else I might make you hold it in longer. But you had better not let anything out or else you will pay for that bad decision when I get back!” And off she went, with me bent over at the waist hoping to keep this enema inside me. And the cramps were really bad as I realized that this enema was NOT like one I had at the hospital before a surgical procedure. This one was FAR worse! 
 
      
 
    After what felt like hours, which, in reality was about 25 minutes of agony, Mistress returned and smiled. “So, are you decidedly uncomfortable, sissy?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. I guess you should know that what you have inside you is a mineral oil and carbonated water enema. That is why the gas build up inside you is, well, so uncomfortable. I guess you can let it out now, since you have plenty of work to accomplish today!” With that, I watched as she removed the cuffs from the bar on the wall and allowed me to finally expel the enema. It felt like it was going to take quite some time and I watched as she flushed the toilet one time as I was letting everything out. 
 
    It took a few moments but I finally got everything out. It felt like I had let go with the last two days’ worth of meals, though, in honesty, I had no idea. All I knew is that it was feeling a little weird. And it was about to get a little weirder. 
 
      
 
    I was told to bend over again and felt Mistress insert a nozzle inside me and I realized that I was getting douched. She did this twice to me, to make sure I was clean and fresh, she said and then I was told to bend over and this time grab my ankles. When I had, she locked the cuffs to my ankles! 
 
      
 
    “Well, sissy, I now need to complete your chastity.” I felt her take something and apply it to my ass and I felt something numbing. “This is a little lotion that will make the penetration a little easier!” Then I felt something being pushed slowly into my ass. I started begging her to stop! 
 
      
 
    “Well, it seems that sissy doesn't accept her being chastised, is that what you are telling your Mistress, sissy?” 
 
      
 
    “No, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    “Good. Then shut up and I guess I have to use the bigger one to make sure you understand your place!” Before I could say anything, Mistress placed a gag in my mouth. This time it was a large penis gag, locking it in place behind my head. Then I watched as she picked up a large dildo, about 9 inches long and rather thick and bring it around and slowly inserted it into my ass. I fought it but I was so wasted from the enema and her relentless pushing that it finally got inside me.  
 
    To further my humiliation, she slowly started to thrust it in and out of my ass, never completely taking it out but pushing it in further and further until it was finally all the way inside me. I felt her pull on the chastity I was wearing and I realized that she was locking the two of them together. Then I felt my panties being pulled up and she was finished, or at least I thought so until I felt the dildo start to vibrate, low and slow but it definitely was starting to make its presence known, right on that little spot that was making my locked away cock want to get hard and ready for anything. Unfortunately, the chastity had other things on its mind as it made sure that what my cock wanted to do was NOT going to happen. This was very unique torture. 
 
      
 
    “So, now that you are fully chastised, between that pathetic little cock of yours, your little sissy cunt and even that bitchy little mouth of yours, maybe now we can get you working.” With that, she unlocked my wrists and ankles and then pulled out the ankle chained cuffs. She attached them, locking them into place. Then it was time to get to work. 
 
      
 
    “You know what to do. I will be having guests coming over all day, starting in about two hours. You will, like a good maid, answer the door and greet my guests. I will guarantee that you will be disciplined today for your rather poor behavior. But I want you to actually get your work done first. So, off you go!” I curtsied like a good little sissy and then got to work. 
 
      
 
    Let me tell you how difficult it is to pay attention to what you are doing when you have a dildo vibrating inside you, driving you to the point of distraction. You get the point. It was not very helpful, wanting to touch yourself and realizing that the chastity you have on is much worse than the one you HAD on the week before. And you get a vibrating dildo all because I got a little squeamish about the first plug going in. And when I went to relieve myself, I could see in the mirror that this one was far more restrictive than the first one. Plus, since it locked onto the vibrating dildo inside my ass, not only was it more distracting and painful, neither one of them was coming off without her taking them off. 
 
      
 
    I was getting hornier than the devil himself and I was also finding that it was painful to have my ass filled like that for a long period of time. I realized that this was probably my punishment for being such a whiney little sissy and decided that I would suck it up. Of course, that getting horny part was not something I was able to cope with, as it was also getting to the point that I was willing to do anything to get it out... 
 
      
 
    I heard the doorbell go off and I went to greet the first guest, as Mistress had put it. I opened the door and an older gentleman walked in. I curtsied, helped him with his jacket and hung it up and then led him to Mistress. I curtsied and started to leave the room. 
 
      
 
    “Come here, sissy.” I turned and saw that she was pointing to her feet. I immediately went and knelt at her feet, bending low and waiting. 
 
    I didn't say a thing of course; I was gagged so I really couldn’t SAY anything. I only listened and what I heard made me realize that this gentleman was someone in her life. And I was being exposed to it, being called her newest little pet. I felt her stroke my head on occasion and even pat me on the ass (right at the vibrator, causing it to thrust just a little inside me, making me hornier and more distressed at the same time) or just leaving a reassuring hand on my shoulder. 
 
      
 
    I did realize that this gentleman was a foreigner, however, as his accent was vaguely German. Then I listened as Mistress started speaking to him IN German and they had a very detailed conversation. I was ordered to stand up and to take off my uniform and petticoat. 
 
      
 
    I did so, wondering what was going to happen. The gentleman rose up and pulled out a measuring tape. I was thoroughly measured, neck, waist, chest, wrists and ankles. I don't think that there was a measurement that he DIDN'T take! I was then instructed to get dressed and to then head off to complete my chores. Off I went. 
 
      
 
    The second guest, as well as the remaining ones, were all there to serve Mistress. As the day passed on, I kept thinking that Mistress had said that I would be disciplined. I didn't know what to think as the day seemed to be going on forever. I was greeted by Mistress' husband when he arrived, and like I had been instructed, I curtsied to him just as the doorbell chimed announcing Mistress' sixth and last guest. 
 
      
 
    I started to prepare dinner, coming to the realization that I had not been allowed or able to eat with the gag in place. And it was another second before I realized that it had been almost 9 hours that I had been gagged. I hadn't really been paying too much attention to anything and then everything came to me, including the fact that I was now even hornier, needing some kind of release and relief from this low level vibration. I was now to the point that I would do anything to get that release! What I didn't realize was that was the plan that Mistress had all along. 
 
      
 
    I set the table as instructed, this time for only Mistress and her husband. Ten minutes before dinner was ready, I was told to head down to the basement. I went down and saw Mistress standing there. I curtsied and went to kneel before her. 
 
      
 
    “Stop, sissy!” I stopped, waiting. 
 
      
 
    “Put your hands behind your back.” I did so and then I felt my wrists being cuffed behind my back. Then I felt my elbows being bound tightly behind my back. I started to moan a little as they were pulled tightly behind my back. Then I felt my head being pulled back and my wrists being lifted up, placing me into a very difficult position. I realized that it was me being placed into a strapado position, like I had seen before, and I realized that it was REALLY uncomfortable, especially when you have a huge vibrating dildo inside your ass fucking you, a chastity that it causing you pain to go with the pleasure and a huge penis gag inside your mouth, making me feel like I was being fucked by two cocks. And right about then, I was willing to take them for real if only it would relieve this tension I had in my groin! 
 
      
 
    “Relax for a while, sissy. We are going to go and have our dinner. Then maybe we will relax ourselves a little before we take care of your discipline and punishment.” Then a blindfold was placed over my eyes and I listened as the two of them walked up the stairs and leaving me alone to contemplate what was happening to me. 
 
      
 
    I do not know how long I was bent there, but I do know that the vibrator had finally done its job, as I was stressed and strained and hornier than a teenager seeing his first naked girl. All I know is that I started to feel my balls get really sore and then my cock started to really hurt when I felt something start to ooze out of my cock. However, it did nothing to release the sexual tension that I was feeling in my groin. What that was, I realized, was a pressure relief for my balls. No sexual relief at all, as my cock still wanted to get hard and it wanted to be stroked or just about anything else that would help give it some relief. I was, if it was at all possible, even hornier than I was before the release of cum into my panties. And what was even worse is that I could feel my shame from that release and knew that this was all part of it. 
 
      
 
    I eventually heard them come down the stairs, though I had no idea of what time it was. I didn't see a clock down here when I got here and I didn't really pay attention to the time before I came down the stairs. I was, however, thankful that they had come down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I see that sissy has had a little accident, honey! Do you think that means that sissy is sexually frustrated from its chastity? Does that mean, sissy that you want to get some kind of REAL release?” I nodded my head to Mistress. Then I felt my panties being pulled down a little. 
 
      
 
    “Wow! Sissy's balls must have been really full, given the amount of sissy spunk that is in its panties! And it is still nice and warm, waiting for recycling!” When I heard that, I was not sure I would like what that meant. All I could feel was something happening between my legs and then my head being attended to. 
 
      
 
    Then, in a couple of moments, I felt something start to enter my mouth and I realized what was meant by recycling as I tasted my own cum being squirted into my mouth through the gag in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    “You had better swallow all of your cum or else you may end up swallowing far more cum than you might have been thinking about!” This came from Mistress' husband, who I had a feeling was so wanting to fuck me somewhere. And, truth be told, right about now, as horny as I was feeling, I was kind of wanting him to fuck me as well. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, sissy, it is time for you to be disciplined for your bad behavior.” That was all the introduction that I was going to get. Right after that, I felt the first of many blows to my stretched ass! I gave up counting after 200 lashes because I would not get a steady stream of lashes but they would come fast, and then slow, then fast again. And I could tell that not all of them were from the same hand. Both of them were whipping me with either a riding crop or something worse, though I was not sure I wanted to know what “worse” was. All I know is that it hurt, though I think I finally blocked out the sensation and went into that nether world called “sub-space”. All I know is that, eventually, the whipping stopped. 
 
      
 
    What's worse is that I was now even hornier than before the whipping! 
 
      
 
    “So, sissy, are you feeling like a little, horny, slut?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head in the affirmative, knowing that I wanted something, ANYTHING, to bring me some kind of release! I felt my gag being removed and said, “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    “Good, sissy. I think that you want to prove to me that you can be a good little sissy, don't you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress! I want to be a good sissy for you!” 
 
      
 
    “Well then, I want you to prove that you want to be a good sissy by sucking my husband's cock! You will do that for him, won't you, sissy?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I was thinking that I would do anything if it would bring me release! I opened my mouth and felt a cock enter it and I wrapped my lips around it, licking and doing something that I had really only fantasized about, sucking a cock! I was really enthusiastic about it but, well, like most people, enthusiasm was not as good as technique! In fact, I was told, I sucked at sucking cock! 
 
      
 
    “I would have thought that a sissy would know what to do, since you, supposedly, have a cock between your legs as well! You are a disappointment, sissy! I guess that means that you need to suffer for a while longer!” 
 
      
 
    With that, I felt my arms being released and then I was untied. I fell to the floor, still feeling horny as well as frustrated. I looked up and all I saw was disappointed faces. I frowned myself, not knowing what was going to happen next. 
 
    “Well, sissy, I think that you will need to suffer a little while longer. So, you will leave here tonight. I want you to think about this next part. Because you will need to return tomorrow morning. That is when your chastity will be either loosened or removed!” 
 
      
 
    I sat there, on the floor, wondering if that meant what I feared it meant. 
 
      
 
    “You will keep not only the chastity on your little cock there but also the vibrator. That is why I gave you that very filling enema. That dildo is going to be a constant reminder of what you are and will make you, actually force you to, make a decision. However you come to your decision is up to you. But make one you will. 
 
    “Tomorrow morning, you will need to be here, with a decision, of whether you want to become our little sissy slave or never to be with us again. I know that it is difficult to decide in just one night but since we want a maid and our last one is such a disappointment, we decided to look at other possibilities. Over the last several months, we have talked to several others and had each of them over for our version of interviews.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the two of them, realizing that they were giving me a very odd look. I didn't know what they were looking at me like that for, since I was just looking at them and paying attention to their words. But I also think that I was still, slightly, in that sub-space, since I was feeling really good about part of it and a little bad because I had disappointed them. And I realized that I was also looking at Mistress and hoping that she could tell that I was sorry. I also seemed to be thinking several other things. Like that his cock was getting hard and that I wanted to prove to them that I wanted to be their little slut. But I also wanted to prove to Mistress that I worshipped her as well and I knelt down and kissed Mistress' feet. 
 
      
 
    “Sissy, look at me” I heard in the back of my head. I looked up. “Do you want to suck his cock?” I nodded, “Yes, Mistress. I want to prove that I am indeed, your sissy, Mistress! I am sorry I disappointed Master!” 
 
      
 
    “Do you thing, or do you believe, that you can do a better job this time?” I looked up at Mistress, then at Master. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I KNOW I can do better. Please, let me prove myself!” I wanted to do anything I could to get them to look at me as someone who wanted, no.. NEEDED to be there on her knees to serve them” 
 
      
 
    “Show us!” 
 
      
 
    I crawled over on my knees. I then kissed his cock, then licked his entire length. As I licked, I could feel his warmth and even watched as it seemingly grew longer. I worked my way down to his balls and washed them with my tongue and then ended up sucking on them, one at a time. As I did this, I looked up at him and watched as he started to lean his head back and listened as he started to moan. 
 
    Then I worked back up to the tip of his cock and wrapped my lips around just the tip, playing with his tip with my tongue. Then I started to go down his shaft. 
 
    Let me tell you, if you have never sucked a cock, trying to go ALL THE WAY DOWN is no easy feat. It took me a couple of minutes of work, and gagging, to finally work his 9 inch monster down my throat and once I had it all the way down, I felt his hands HOLD me in place. I looked up at him the whole time and could see his pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Very good sissy. I see you DO know what to do. I want to see my cum in your mouth!” 
 
      
 
    Over the next ten minutes, I worked his cock, feeling more and more empowered as I sucked him. And I could tell that he was getting closer and closer to filling my mouth with his seed as I could actually feel him start to thicken. When he shot his load into my mouth, I started to feel, well, HAPPY! 
 
      
 
    Once he finished his load, I backed away and showed him my willing mouth and when he nodded, I swallowed his entire load. It seemed odd that, after all the stories I had heard about cum being salty or a little peculiar I found myself actually enjoying it. 
 
      
 
    I watched as Master looked at Mistress. He nodded and then he left, leaving me with Mistress. She looked down at me. 
 
      
 
    “I am pleased that you proved yourself to him. I knew that you had it in you and he feels comfortable having you here. So, we are inviting you to become our slave. That means that you will move in here and live here as our live in maid. That means that you will also need to be transformed into something far more feminine than you are now. And it also means that the chastity you have on will remain there, permanently. And that also means having that dildo inside you all day, every day. That is something that very few people have been able to deal with. In fact, the last 25 sissies that we have offered this position to declined it. 
 
      
 
    “In fact, that is why you NEED to leave them in place until tomorrow morning.” 
 
      
 
    “Now, I want you to follow me upstairs and I will show you the maid’s room. I think it is far safer for you to sleep here tonight and rest.” 
 
      
 
    I was helped up and led up the stairs. I was brought to a bedroom that was pretty plain looking, with some furniture, a closet and a dresser. There was also a make-up table so I figured that this was the room where the last maid had lived. It was empty of everything, as far as I could see, though I was really not in any position to see anything as I was laid on the bed. In seconds, I was asleep. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Three – Time to make a decision 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When I woke up, it took me a little while to figure out where I was and what had happened to me. I did notice that I was not wearing anything other than my lingerie, meaning that at some time, Mistress and her husband had removed my clothing. The chastity device was still on my cock but the dildo, as I realized, was no longer inside me. 
 
    I looked around the room and saw my maid uniform sitting there on the chair. I realized that I was going to have to go home dressed like, well, the little sissy I was. Then I noticed a small bag sitting on the floor. I finally worked myself out of the bed and walked over to the bag. When I opened it, I noticed that it had some clothes in it. They were not “guy” clothes, but rather women’s clothing, though certainly not as flamboyant as the maid uniform. I pulled out a semi sheer blouse and a very nice but rather short skirt, as well as five inch heels, and all the associated underwear items, bra, panties and garter belt. The stockings were seamed and all seemed to really scream feminine. Not that I was complaining, but I realized that I was going to have to get dressed, then get home and all I had to choose from was this outfit or the maid uniform. 
 
    I looked and saw the bathroom so I walked over to there and saw the shower. In fifteen minutes, I was showered and shaved, since I didn’t want to look too manly wearing everything. I started to get dressed and then sat down to apply the makeup that I also found in the bag. It took me a couple of tries, as I wanted it to look at least presentable and not like a slut, or as one could guess, some guy wearing makeup. When I was done, I donned my wig, gave it a couple picks with the comb and opened the door to the bedroom. Then I sat down on the bed, trying to make some sort of a decision. I saw the maid uniform and looked at it again. I picked it up and that was when it hit me. It was NOT the same one I had worn the day before! 
 
      
 
    So, right now, I could decide to wear the uniform and make THAT choice, or wear the other outfit, which though very nice and looked to be my size, would mean that I too had turned down their offer. I would be number 26! Part of me was thinking that I should BE number 26, but there was that one little part of me that was SCREAMING, rather loudly, that I should be NUMBER 1, the sissy that becomes their willing slave! 
 
      
 
    I was faced with a decision that was very difficult to make, and here I was. I had always been a “man” and now, here I was, thinking about becoming, well, a sissy? But what did she mean by being “transformed into something MORE feminine that I am”? Maybe she wanted me to have breasts? Part of me was thinking, “that would be AWSOME!” 
 
      
 
    I decided that I would have to do what my HEART wanted. So I started to get into the uniform but as I picked it up, I found an envelope on the floor addressed to me. I opened it up and realized that I had been given some extra time to make my choice. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sissy, 
 
    Please let yourself out the back door. We realized last night that maybe you would need some added time to make a decision and we thought maybe a complete day to make this choice. 
 
    I realize that I left you women’s clothes to wear home rather than make clothes but, well, you didn’t have any male clothes in your car, just the clothes I left here for you. Bring the uniform home with you. If you decide to become our slave, wear that! If not, then when you come here tonight, I can remove the chastity and no one will be worse off. 
 
    I realize, we both do, that this is a difficult choice to make. I could see that you are eager to please and serve me. But before I am willing to accept a slave, they not only have to have a drive and desire to serve, but they also need to UNDERSTAND what being a slave actually means. 
 
    For me, and master as well, that means OBEDIENCE! I also want someone who is willing to make my life easier. For some sissies, they would think that this is THE offer of a lifetime. However, once reality sits in, they find out that being a little sissy is noting comparted to being a TRUE sissy slave. The difference between fantasy and reality! 
 
    The chastity is REAL. For my slave, the chastity is PERMANENT! There will be no lock that can be removed or cut off. You will always be in that chastity, just as you will always be in a collar without a lock. It will be PERMANENTLY around your neck. 
 
    You will also wear cuffs around your ankles, to symbolize your slavery, limiting your steps. You will also suffer the humiliation of the vibrating dildo inside your sissy cunt! That is to keep reminding you of what you are, as if everything else doesn’t keep you aware of your place. 
 
    I want you to know that we are both impressed with you. Not once in the several months did you complain about not being “played” with. In fact, you were the ONLY one who did not even ASK about it. And the fact that you wanted to prove yourself after your first attempt at sucking master’s cock proved that you strive to please. 
 
    Lastly, you should know that if you decide to accept, you will be taken care of.  But know that a SLAVE does NOT beg for mercy when being punished. Nor will you receive any. You will get breast implants for certain. And you will take female hormones as well, to help the rest of you match your breasts. It may mean that your breasts will grow beyond the implants but, well, such is the life of a sissy. 
 
    Come back tonight at 8pm. We will know your decision based on, well, you know. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Martha 
 
      
 
    I read the note and then decided to get dressed in the “street clothes” though a part of me just wanted to just put on the uniform and be done with the decision. Once dressed, I started walking down the hall and noticed that the house was deathly quiet. I walked to the back door and noticed that my car was NOT there! I walked around to the front of the house and finally saw my car, not where I had left it in the back but out on the street. This meant that I would have to walk down to the car. I walked to the car and finally realized that I didn’t have my car keys. I knew where I hid the spare key to the door and as I walked over, I saw that the car was unlocked and, there in the keyhole were the keys to the car. I opened the door and got inside. Instantly I could smell Mistress’ perfume in the car. I started the car, put it in drive and drove home, taking my time as I was going to try and enjoy the feeling of driving dressed as a woman once again, and NOT feel as afraid as I used to feel. 
 
      
 
    It took me about two hours to get home, as I was certainly in no hurry. When I got there, I noticed that there were not too many people around and about, got out of my car and made it to my door and into my place. I got to the living room, then into the kitchen and opened the fridge, pulled out a bottle of wine, got a wine glass and poured myself a stiff glass. Then I went back to the living room and sat down. 
 
      
 
    As I sat there, I looked again and again at the letter as I sipped my glass of wine. I believe I sat there for several hours, not really thinking about what it was that was going on around me, just thought about what I had done and what I might have become. In fact, I didn’t even realize how I was still dressed when I heard the doorbell ring and got up to answer it. It didn’t even dawn on me that I was still dressed as a woman. When I peeked through the peephole, I saw a couple of friends, a nice couple that I had spoken to many times before, and I opened the door. As I did that, I saw my reflection in the glass and knew I was in deep shit! 
 
      
 
    “OH MY GOD! Is that really YOU, Paul?” The guy friend was looking at me up and down, trying to figure out if it was me or someone else. The girl, she looked at me in the face and instantly laughed, causing me to go beet red! 
 
      
 
    “Paul, open the door!” she said, as I was moving to shut the door on them. “Come on, we promise not to laugh. Hell, I only laughed because, well, I’m sorry I did. Let us in, PLEASE!” 
 
      
 
    The woman’s name was Grace. Her boyfriend was Jack. They lived down the way from my place and we had run into each other many times. Jack always seemed a little stand offish for me, but he seemed to tolerate me since I, at least, didn’t try hitting on Grace as much as many of the other single guys around the area did. Some of the single women had even hit on her. 
 
      
 
    I opened the door to let them in and closed to door behind them. Jack looked at me again, with a look that I was not totally sure I understood, as it felt to me like he was appraising me and how I was dressed. I led them into the living room and even asked if they wanted something to drink. Jack asked for a beer and Grace, noticing my glass of wine, asked for that. I went out, poured the wine and grabbed a beer out of the fridge and returned. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Paul. First of all, I really am sorry that I laughed. But it occurred to me that what really happened is that I got confirmation of something that I had felt for the last couple of months we have been meeting and talking. And I have to say that you do look pretty good dressed like that. And I suspect that, well, my boyfriend here, may be a little, shall we say jealous!” 
 
      
 
    “Wha… Whoa, wait a second there Grace. I am NOT jealous of this fag…” I saw it coming but really didn’t expect it as Grace slapped Jack across the face, hard enough to leave a mark on his cheek! 
 
      
 
    “Kneel on the floor, asshole! And if you don’t, you will find out just how angry I can get, in front of Paul here!” I watched as Jack knelt on the floor and actually kissed Grace’s feet. “I apologize, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I am glad that you apologized to me, but… Paul, what do you go by when dressed like you are? Since Jack needs to apologize to you as well.” I looked at her, not really thinking too much about it and blurted out “Christy, or…” 
 
      
 
    “Or what, Christy?” I felt her looking at me and I started to get scared. But I also noticed that She seemed to be going further into Domme mode, not only with Jack, which I was kind of shocked at but I sensed that she was almost in that mode with me. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress called me sissy or… slut… or slave… Or a combination of all three.” I said this while looking down at the floor, kind of afraid to say anything more. Honestly, I kind of felt a little disloyal to Mistress, since she was offering me the opportunity to become her slave. And here I was talking to another Domme. But I also realized that Jack was looking up at me now, with a look on his face that I could not really interpret. When I finally looked up, I could see Grace was smiling, and then I kind of got the idea that Jack was giving me one of those evil smiles, as if he knew something that I didn’t know. Of course, seeing as he knew Grace better than I did, he did, indeed know more. 
 
      
 
    “I wonder, Christy, if that would be Mistress Martha?” When I heard that, I just about lost it, emotionally. I started to cry, feeling like my world was caving in. I did not think I was really ready for my “secret” to come out, especially like this. And how would she even know about her, unless… 
 
      
 
    “Well, I take it that Mistress Martha is indeed the woman we are talking about. So that you know, she is indeed, a very particular and very picky woman. In fact, if she has even used the word ‘slave’ with you, which must mean that you are indeed special to her. Because I know that Jack here, well, he didn’t quite make it with her. In fact, he seems to be forgetting his place more and more often. But he does have one redeeming quality, in that… Well, let him show you. Jack, stand up and STRIP!” 
 
      
 
    I watched as Jack went beet red but he stood up and stripped off his clothes. I noticed that he was well built for a guy, not an Adonis by any stretch but certainly appealing to the ladies. And as he stripped, I noticed that his cock got longer and certainly harder. And he was still blushing. 
 
      
 
    “As you can see, he really doesn’t like to strip in front of others. In fact, if he had been a little more polite, he would not be standing there naked before us. But he knows that I am not totally happy with what he said about you. And he knows that he has to be punished for that. But what shall I do to him.” Jack instantly started to protest… 
 
      
 
    “Mistress, PLEASE! Not in front of someone else… I’m sorry, Christy, I was wrong to say that you were a fag!” 
 
      
 
    “Well, Christy, do you think he means that?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I think that he means he doesn’t want to be punished. But does he mean that he’s sorry about calling me a fag? Maybe. I don’t know.” 
 
      
 
    “Me neither. Well Jack, maybe you need something to remedy this situation. But I am hesitant to suggest it, as Christy may not be too receptive to the idea. Because I think the punishment needs to be something memorable and I have a really good one in mind.” Grace looked over at me. “Here is what I am thinking, Christy…” 
 
      
 
    As Grace told me, whispering in my ear, part of me was really scared. But then I started to think that maybe this would help me out a little. Especially when she brought up the part that if I really wanted to have another, well, spanking, which when she said that I instantly became enamored of the idea! When she asked me if I had a corset, I nodded and then she had me lead her to my bedroom so I could change. 
 
      
 
    Once in the room, “Are you sure you are willing to do this, Christy? I mean, if you don’t want to suck his cock, you don’t have to, and I could make him jerk off while I use the riding crop on his ass and you can just sit there.” 
 
      
 
    “Grace, I think I disappointed Mistress when I would not suck her husband’s cock like a good little whatever. When I realized that I disappointed her, I begged to prove myself, even though I was afraid. Partly because I was afraid I would hate it, then I was thinking that I might like it. But when I did it, I actually enjoyed it. But honestly, I think that the spanking,” I started to blush a little more as I said this, “got me, well, interested in it and broke free from the barrier.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, now I wonder if I should spank YOU while you are sucking him or if I should spank him until he cums in your mouth and then spank you. Oh, and maybe… Yes, I think that I will spank HIM first. But I think that you are going to really enjoy this quite a bit. Just as I think I am! Now, where is that corset of yours?” 
 
      
 
    I pulled out three different corsets, one black, one white and the other red. When I started to take off my clothes, she saw that I was wearing white so she held out the white under bust corset. When I wrapped it around the waist and connected the busk in front, Grace started to pull the laces nice and snug. Then she readjusted them a little tighter. “Can you take it any tighter, since there is still some room to go?” As it was, I could breathe, as long as I didn’t take DEEP breaths. But I could talk and said I would like it tighter. No sooner did I say that then I felt it tighten another half inch or so. Grace saw a tape measure on the dresser. 
 
      
 
    “How tight have you gotten these? Cause I know you have to be measuring yourself!” 
 
      
 
    I blushed a little. I knew that the answer I was going to give was something I had always been proud of, seeing as I have a natural 38 inch waist. “I have gotten it down to about 31 inches for long periods of time, but I once got it down to 30 inches.” 
 
      
 
    “Well Christy, I took you to… 28 inches! And you can still breathe. But if I go any tighter, you might not be able to walk around much, let alone do anything else. Now, do you have some white ‘fuck me’ pumps?” 
 
      
 
    I reached into the closet and took out my white patent pumps with the five inch heel. As I slipped them on, I now was standing 6’7” tall. When she peeked into the closet, she saw the six inch heels as well as a box with seven inch heels. “Why didn’t you pick out either of these, though those also scream ‘fuck me’ but these,” indicating the seven inch heels, “SCREAM IT!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at them and nodded. “I haven’t been able to walk too far with the seven inch heels. The six inch heels I can walk a little ways but I can go hours walking on five inch.” 
 
      
 
    “Put on the seven inch heels, since we are only walking down the hall, slut!” Then she grinned at me. “You are going to act like a slut, aren’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” I reached down and pulled off the five inch heels and put on the sevens. I tottered a little, but gained my balance. As I started to walk out, Grace stopped me. “Let’s do a little bit of fixing of your make up, shall we. With that, she took a look at my cosmetics and with a practiced hand did a touch up, adding some fullness to my lips, reddening them and lining them, a little to the eyes and within minutes, when I looked in the mirror, I saw a face I did not recognize. And I looked like a cross between a sexy secretary during the day going out to be slutty at night. All I know is I certainly did not look like myself, for sure. 
 
      
 
    “Ready?” Boy, was I ready now. For some reason, I wanted to do this not only for Mistress, but for myself. Grace was there, sure, but if I could do this, then I was sure that Mistress and her husband would be a piece of cake. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I am ready to be your little slut,” I grinned and nodded, as Grace gave me a smile and a little laugh. “You aren’t mine… Yet!” Then she laughed a bit, winked at me, causing me to laugh some more as we started to walk out. Grace stopped me again. Then she reached into her purse and pulled out a collar, with a leash attached to it. When she looked at me and then held it out, I looked at her and then lowered my head and then knelt. As I looked up at Grace, she smiled at me and then put the collar around my neck and then led me out into the living room, saying “I didn’t say that you were going to walk in there, just that I wanted you in those really screaming fuck me pumps!” All I could say was, “yes, ma’am!” 
 
      
 
    When we got into the living room, Jack was still standing there, why I don’t know. I would have thought he would have at least sat down. But I had a feeling that maybe he knew the rules of the game, as it were, and knew better than to sit. He was still naked and was still hard. And when he saw me coming, on my knees, being led on the leash, I could see in his eyes that he knew what was coming. If it was possible, I would swear that his cock actually got harder and bigger, but that just had to be my eyes playing tricks on me. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Jack, I think that you will truly appreciate this punishment. Because Christy is going to give you head, like a SISSY does for her Mistress or whomever, me playing the part of Mistress in this case. While I know that will give you pleasure, I am going to get pleasure watching her suck your cock while I whip your ass until you cum inside Christy’s mouth!” 
 
      
 
    “But…” was all he was able to say before she swatted his naked cock with the riding crop! He yelped (of course) but I noticed that his cock didn’t get soft or small. “Who said you have a choice in this, Jack. Or should I cane you instead, forget about letting you cum for a month or so while in chastity and I take my frustration out on your ass again with my strap on?” 
 
      
 
    I heard that and I was starting to feel a little aroused now. The thought of being fucked was now starting to appeal to me as well. But I could see that Jack didn’t like the idea, either of being in chastity for a month (and here I was considering PERMANENT chastity) or being fucked, I wasn’t sure which. Grace looked down at me and laughed. “As you can see, Jack, Christy understands. Because she is already in chastity, and if she stays with Mistress Martha, she will be in permanent chastity. I know that’s something you could never do, and goodness knows, I wouldn’t want to lose that cock of yours. But if you start acting up like this, not knowing your place, I may have to either dump you or else make you into, well…” she let is linger there, and I could see Jack contemplating his fate of being, well, like me… He really didn’t like that idea and, well, I could certainly understand, even though that was certainly contemplating for my own life. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Sorry Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    Grace patted him on the cock, causing him to moan a little. Then I felt a tug at my collar and I crawled over. “Okay slut, show Jack here how a real blowjob feels.” I smiled a little, then decided to do what I had done to Mistress Martha’s husband. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips once, then started to lick Jack’s cock, from the head down to the base. I did this slowly and deliberately, tasting his cock and the little bit of sweat that was on it. I worked back to the tip and then swirled my tongue around, then went back down, kissing and licking as I went. I could hear him start to moan, then I heard the first lash of the riding crop hit him, and he moaned from that a little more. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, I want you to look up at him as you worship that cock of his. Look into his eyes so that he can see the pleasure you are getting from sucking and licking his cock, and so you can see his pleasure as well!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, ma’am” and as I started back down, I kept looking up into Jack’s eyes as he watched me go back down his shaft, then I flicked my tongue on his scrotum and he received a lash then. I couldn’t really tell which was making me hornier, his moans or what I was actually doing to him. Then I started to lick his sack, paying attention to each of his balls there, and then I started to suck on them. I was outside of myself by then, not paying attention to anything except his face and eyes as he looked down at me and moaned from what I was doing. I didn’t even hear the riding crop hitting him anymore, though I could tell that it was hitting him, usually just after I got him to moan with pleasure as I sucked his balls and then as I went back up to the tip of his cock. 
 
    When I finally was ready to take him into my mouth, Grace admonished me. “Once you take it into your mouth, it doesn’t come out until he has cum inside your mouth. And do NOT spill anything or else your punishment will be severe! Oh, and you will need to take him ALL THE WAY down, like a good little slut!” 
 
      
 
    Inside my head I uttered a moan! “Deep throat” Hell, I thought, this is only my second cock and I deep throated the first. But his was even BIGGER. But as I wrapped my very red and eager lips around his cock, I looked into Jack’s eyes and I could see that he was feeling really good. I worked his cock in my mouth, using my tongue to stimulate the head and I went up and down. When I tried to take it all the way in, like a rookie at this, I started to gag! I pulled back and tried again and again. Then I tried to tilt my head back a little and make the path a little straighter. Then I felt a hand on the back of my head. I glanced and saw that Jack was pulling my head towards him. I tried something that, well, I thought would probably work and I acted as if I was swallowing food and all of a sudden, with my tongue pushed a little forward, I found that I could breath and I could also feel Jacks cock going deeper and deeper into my throat! I could then feel his balls on my tongue and hitting my chin! Then I felt him pulling back, or pushing my head back, and suddenly, I could breathe easier. Then I felt him pulling me down again and I took a breath and took his length again. I finally got into a rhythm and was deep throating his cock like an expert. I could tell I was doing something right, as he was moaning from my sucking as well as the lashes, but I was thinking that now, the louder and deeper moans were being caused by ME and not the riding crop. And I could see that Jack was really on the edge, as he was panting and pushing deeper into my mouth, making it go faster. 
 
      
 
    All of the sudden, he stopped and I felt the first of his cum hit the back of my mouth, and I let it hit and rest on my tongue. It was a very different feeling and, though at first I was feeling a little disgusted and actually about to spit it out, I then remembered that Grace said I would be punished if I did that, I worked on that reflex and actually started to enjoy the feeling of Jack cumming into my mouth. And the taste of his cum, though a little salty and, well, a little slimy too, didn’t really disgust me as much after a second or two. As I was about to swallow it, Grace surprised me. “Don’t swallow it yet. I want to see how much cum he fed you, and I think Jack might even be curious!” 
 
      
 
    Jack pulled out of my mouth, though I was surprised that he wasn’t flaccid yet. Then I opened my mouth and they looked in. Then I saw a cell phone come out and a picture taken of the amount of cum in my mouth. Jack seemed like he had never seen so much cum in someone’s mouth, Grace smiled and said, “See Jack, a month in chastity did that for you! Aren’t you glad that I took that thing off you this evening before coming to check on Paul and who the blonde was going into his place?” Jack smiled sheepishly. “So Jack, did she do a good job?” When I heard Grace ask that, I was hoping to hear good news… 
 
    “HOLY SHIT! Grace, she did better than a hooker I hired a year ago, and she was supposed to be a pro. And, well, I hate to say it, Grace, but she does it better than…” 
 
      
 
    Grace smiled. “Well, now what do you think about Christy, Jack?” 
 
      
 
    “Christy, I really am sorry about calling you a fag. I know that, well, now that I know that you are, well, really a girl rather than a guy, as it were… I guess, no, I KNOW, that I made a mistake in judging you like that.” 
 
      
 
    Grace looked at Jack. “Go get dressed. Have another beer. I want Christy to, well, take care of me now! You can certainly watch, if you like!” 
 
      
 
    “Watch my girlfr… Mistress get worshipped… Certainly!” before he left the room, Grace said to him, “Yes, Jack, you can say girlfriend. Mistress is for, well, special times together!” Jack smiled, got his beer and came into the living room and sat on the sofa. Grace led me to the chair and then reached behind her and unzipped her skirt. Then she removed her blouse. Yes, she was doing a little strip tease, for me AND Jack, I felt. 
 
      
 
    Standing there in her black lace bra, black lace garter belt and stockings as well as her black lace panties, I realized that she must have had this planned. Or else why would she come to my place dressed like this. She must have seen the question in my eyes, for she then leaned down, telling me to kiss her breasts through her bra, and she then whispered, “Yes, little Christy, I knew. I told you that I suspected. But I knew.” Then she stood up and turned around. “Kiss my ass, Christy. Let me hear you enjoy kissing my ass!” 
 
      
 
    I knelt there and kissed her panty clad ass cheeks, loud and proud. When she turned around, she had the crop in her hand and she pointed to her feet. She didn’t have to say anything as I instantly bent down to the task at hand, kissing her feet. For the first time, I actually noticed that she was wearing high heels as well. I thought I would notice that before but, well, I didn’t really care at the time, as I was afraid and scared about being discovered by them. 
 
    Now, of course, that didn’t matter. All that mattered to me was kissing and licking her feet. Then she pointed with the crop, lining a path up her legs and I started to kiss my way up. As I worked my way up, I could see that she was getting turned on, probably from not only whipping Jack but also making me worship her. In fact, I could smell her musk as she made me work ever closer to her sex. 
 
    Then I felt it! 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    I yelped! Then again. 
 
      
 
    “Lick me, slut!” 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    I started to lick her, slowly but surely, through her lace panties. I noticed that they had worked their way into her pussy and I was working my tongue and lips, and eventually got them out of the way as I started to play with her clitoris and labia. And as I licked, I felt the riding crop fall on my ass, causing me to scream a little right into her sex, causing her to moan a little. As they kept falling, faster and faster, I used that as a guide to lick and suck on her. Soon she was whipping me faster and faster, when she started to cum right into my mouth. The whipping instantly stopped but her legs locked my head between her thighs and she screamed that I had better NOT stop! I kept licking her through a second orgasm, or maybe it was just a long first one, I couldn’t really tell, as she just kept on moaning. 
 
      
 
    Then suddenly I felt my panties being pulled down and then I felt something penetrating my ass. When I felt my head being grabbed and I heard Grace tell me to keep licking, I realized that Jack had not only been getting turned on by my serving Grace and her sex, he got HARD! And he was now pumping his cock into my ass. And I realized that I was actually enjoying it!!! I was moaning like a little bitch in heat, pushing back as he thrust into my ass, while Grace was pulling my head deeper into her sex. And all through this, my cock was hurting, as it SO wanted to get hard inside that chastity. But while it hurt, I was getting so turned on by being the little slut for them that while Jack came inside my ass, I started to ooze cum from my own cock, spilling it on the floor. By then, Grace had had her third or fourth orgasm and pushed my face away. When she saw what I had done, she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Well slut, first you need to clean that up, then, I think I will have to punish you!” I instantly bent down to lick up my cum, just to get it off the floor, as well as to obey Grace. She laughed. “Gee Christy; I would have thought you LIKE to be punished, the way you cleaned that up so fast. What do you think, Jack?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Christy seems to be a multi-line slut, for sure. And she certainly deserves to be punished, even though, well, she was a good little slut tonight. What are you proposing, Grace?” 
 
      
 
    Grace looked at me, then at Jack. “I think she needs to be gagged, bound rather tightly, maybe into a strapado, and then caned maybe? Or, we can hogtie her and put her on the floor overnight?” 
 
    “Why can’t we do both?” I looked up and was actually HOPING for both! But then I remembered that I was supposed to be at Mistress Martha’s home at 8pm! Grace looked down at me and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I think that maybe Christy likes that idea. Yes, I know that Martha wants you there tonight. I am sure that I can do something about that. But where to find the perfect gag for her? I’ll bet that she has just the gag in her bedroom. In fact, I’ll bet that she has everything that we need in there, don’t you?” Before I could answer, off she went into the bedroom. When she came back, not even five minutes later, I knew that she had found my “stash” of bondage stuff. “And just as I had expected, the perfect gag!” She held up my red patent leather strapped penis gag, walked around behind me and I obediently opened my mouth. Instantly I felt it strapped tightly into my mouth. Then she pulled out the cuffs for my wrists and I put my arms behind my back. I felt her put them on then lock them together, using the little chain link extender (it has an opening on one side that can be closed with the long nut, you can use them to connect two pieces of chain) thus not allowing me to remove it. Then she took the ankle cuffs and put them above my elbows and pulled them together using a small piece of rope. Once she got them tight, though, I heard the clip being attached and I knew that the double ended clasp was holding my elbows back. 
 
    At this point, I was a little sore, as I had never had my elbows that tight before with Mistress. But Grace was not finished with me yet. I was then led into the bedroom doorway and had my arms pulled up to the top of the door frame, where I had actually put an eyebolt. As I was pulled into position, Grace looked at me and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, I think that I am going to enjoy this more than you. Jack gets whipped from time to time, mostly for a punishment. Oh, I might whip him for my own personal pleasure but, well, this time, I KNOW that I am going to enjoy it, because, well, you are going to be enjoying it too!” 
 
      
 
    So there I was, wearing the seven inch heels, making my ankles sore since I was standing in them. Okay, I had no choice but to stand in them… Then Jack knelt down and took the spreader bar and placed it between my ankles. I knew I didn’t have one of these so it must have been in their possession when they came, sort of like the riding crop and cane. Part of me knew I had been set up, but that part was quickly and effectively shut up because I was really enjoying this! In fact, what submissive, somewhat masochistic, wanna be sissy slave would NOT love this? 
 
      
 
    I then looked and saw the mirror in the room and my reflection in it. I looked like so many of those bondage models I had seen in the magazines. I was now, seriously, in heaven. I was bound, not able to escape my fate. And when the first lash of the cane hit my ass, I felt the pain and pleasure of my submission and screamed AND moaned into the gag as each lash hit my uncovered ass. I watched myself, I really couldn’t help myself, as each lash hit me and as I realized that I was such an exhibitionist, or was I just a filthy little cock and pain slut like Jack said! All I know is that I was enjoying the pain as each lash hit me, and I would have begged, not for it to stop but for it to continue. I was getting so deep into that sub-space, deeper than I had ever been before, just taking it all and wanting, CRAVING, more! And I was sure that Grace could see that, as she kept slowing down then speeding up the strokes. 
 
      
 
    Then I heard Grace laugh. I didn’t know why until Jack came into view, standing up. I could not believe that he was HARD! I was envious of that hard on, but what I heard next had me craving more! 
 
      
 
    “Jack, you want to fuck the little slut’s mouth, don’t you?” When he said yes, my heart was doing flip-flops! When she whispered in my ear, “you want it, don’t you slut?” I was nodding my head! “That means that I am going to have to whip you harder and LONGER, slut!” I didn’t care anymore. I wanted that cock inside my mouth so bad… I loved being a bad girl! I watched as Jack came around the front and he reached down for the gag strap and released it. The gag fell out of my mouth and just as the next lash hit my ass I screamed, 
 
      
 
    “FUCK MY MOUTH!” I heard myself and was surprised that I had screamed that, but I wanted it so bad. And Jack didn’t make me wait. He put his cock into my open and waiting mouth, and had that going into my mouth and down my throat in one swift stroke. I don’t know how long it took for Jack to cum in my mouth, but I know it wasn’t quickly. The fact that he had gotten hard three times since arriving, though I had no idea of the time of day now, not did I really care. All I know is that I was deep in sub-space, had been well and truly fucked, and whipped to my heart’s content and still wanted more. But more what, I wasn’t sure. 
 
      
 
    Jack pulled out of my mouth, allowing me to first swallow his load, then I licked his cock clean, sucking up the last of his cum. Grace then lowered my wrists, allowing me to stand up. I was wobbly, not from the heels but just weak in the knees. Then I felt the spreader bar removed and I was walked slowly to the bed. I was placed in the center of the bed, then Jack got on one side, Grace on the other, and I felt them both hold me and help me come down from that place, as they both told me that I was going to make someone a very happy person, that I was a good little slut and that I should be proud of what I had done. I never felt the cuffs come off, I was asleep so fast. In fact, I never knew that they had left me that evening, I was so far gone. 
 
      
 
    When I awoke, I learned that my cuffs were off and my corset, while still on me, had been loosened. My heels were still on and my makeup, well, a great deal of it was all over the pillow. What was worse is that I realized what I had done and became frightened for a couple of minutes. I remembered that they had taken a picture, but had they taken more than one? What if they had chronicled the entire episode? And oddly enough, I was asking myself how Mistress would react to what I had done? Then I wondered what time or day it was, as I looked out the window and realized that it was dark. 
 
      
 
    I looked up and saw the clock tell me that it was three in the morning. I knew that I was now going to be in trouble with Mistress Martha because I was supposed to have been there some 7 hours before! But I remembered that they had stayed with me until I was asleep and they had removed the bindings. I stretched and then noticed that the lights were on in the living room. I could even make out some voices, and the voices I heard were very familiar. I heard Grace and Jack, but also Mistress Martha and her husband, whose name I never really learned. I realized now that Grace and Jack REALLY did know them. I was somewhat frightened but I realized that I needed to get up. I got myself out of bed, realized that I REALLY needed to clean up, went into the bathroom and washed up. When I got out of the shower, I looked at my backside and saw the lash marks, touching them and feeling the long welt lines and felt pride in the fact that I had taken all of it. 
 
      
 
    I left the bathroom and went to my closet. I pulled out the satin maid uniform and pulled out my black corset, the rest of my black underwear and, of course, black seamed stockings. I got everything on, cinching my corset as tight as I could, and just to see, I had been able to get it down to 29 inches, which caused me to smile. When I had the uniform on, I grabbed my six inch stiletto heels, put them on and then made up my face. I got it all done, taking care to not really look like a complete slut but enough of one, since the uniform screams it, just as my shoes do, then put on my long blonde wig. A couple of bobby pins and a little cap later, I was ready to go. I went out the door and walked down the hall. When I got to the living room, I curtsied like a good little maid and then greeted Mistress and her husband. Then I knelt on the floor in front of all four of them, fearing what would happen next. Mistress Martha was the first one to speak, and when she did, all I could do was tear up… 
 
      
 
    “Well my dear, it seems that you have really surprised me. In fact, my daughter tells me that, well, you would certainly make me proud. She tells me that, in fact, you really are what I felt you were the first time I met you. But you are actually MORE than that. Even Jack is taken with you, and considering that he is, well, not really slave material, that would not have been much of a recommendation. But with my daughter here ALSO being taken with you, it seems that maybe I have made the right choice. 
 
    “You see, before I met you, Grace and Jack had met you. Jack, for some reason, didn’t like you, at least until he realized that you weren’t going to hit on Grace. He liked the idea of having her kind of all to himself. Grace, on the other hand, felt that there was something about you that, well, she wasn’t totally sure, in how you treated her and other women you were around, plus how you dressed. She had noticed a couple of times that you seemed to be wearing garters, either on a garter belt or maybe on a corset. And a couple of times, she noticed that you didn’t get your mascara completely removed. But she wasn’t sure if you just liked to dress up on occasion or if there was more to it. 
 
    “She didn’t want to offend you or anything, but she did kind of mention something to me about it. When she mentioned that you were her neighbor, I realized that maybe you were the one who wrote to me and so I wrote back. Once I got to know who you were, I realized that I saw the same things in you that she did. And since I had gotten rid of my last sissy maid, I was seriously contemplating getting a new one. So, I have been seeing if you can do that job, and you certainly can and do a very good job. Almost as good a job as my other candidate.  
 
    “Yes, sweetie, you were involved in a competition. And I am not saying that you lost it or won the competition. In fact, I have not even really decided yet. But I do know that the other little sissy is willing to take the position. She beats you out only because, well, she instantly started to suck Bill’s cock,” Now I learned his name! “where as you hesitated. What made me give you another chance was that you were then willing to do that, so I decided to let you think about it until tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Oh my God! I slept for the entire day! I couldn’t believe it. It must have shown on my face because all four of them chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Grace then started speaking, reassuring me. “Sweetie, you had just been given the biggest fantasy fulfillment that most little sissies ever get. You were sucking cock, getting fucked, whipped, licking my pussy and then caned while bound like one of those bondage damsels. I think the only thing you didn’t get done was the hogtie overnight but, well, you were really out. We checked on you several times to make sure you were okay. But we decided that it was best to let you sleep and recover.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you then, for that. I was really confused and now at least I know when it is.” 
 
      
 
    “No, sweetie, it is us who should be thanking you. You see, it has made this decision that much harder, because, well, you have exceeded expectations. And thus, I really would like to have you as my live in maid. However, something has happened that, well, I certainly didn’t expect.” Mistress Martha then nodded towards Grace. 
 
      
 
    “You see, I love Jack. Jack, I know, loves me. Oh, at times, he will let me play with him, since there are times when he too craves a little special play time. But then, last night or whatever, when I practically had to drag him over, as he kept telling me that it was none of my business who the girl was that went into your place, I told him that I wanted to know and that he needed to come with me in case there was trouble. He didn’t know at the time that I really thought that it was you. Mom didn’t tell me anything until I called her this morning and told her what had happened. And so you know, I told her everything that happened. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I kind of take after my mother here. My dad, well, he realizes that this is what mom does, and that she is VERY good at it. And it does have its perks, as he learned many times. And I want to continue mom’s legacy after she retires and actually start my own, under her tutelage. That was part of what we were talking about here. But the thing is, well, is that I ALSO want you as my… sissy maid and slave. But with mom wanting you as well, we kind of think that maybe YOU should have some voice in this. But know this, no matter which you choose. You will still be in chastity. It will still be permanent. And you will wear a collar that is permanent. All of that will stay in effect.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at them all, Grace and Mistress Martha, Jack and Bill. Let me rephrase that now… Mistress Grace and Mistress Martha and certainly Master Jack and Master Bill, since no matter what I choose, they would all be my Mistress and Master. But Mistress Martha had someone else wanting the same position as I did. But Mistress Grace was also offering me this opportunity. How could I be so lucky with this?  
 
      
 
    “Christy,” began Grace, “here is what I want you to do. Get up, walk into the kitchen and get yourself a glass of wine. Then come in here and sit, on the couch between us and ask questions. Make sure that you ask every question that pops into your head so that you can make the right decision, FOR YOU!” 
 
      
 
    I got up, “thank you,” and then went into the kitchen. I pulled out a glass and filled it with white wine out of the fridge. I poured a little into the glass and then drank it right down. Then I poured a little more into the glass and walked into the living room. I looked at my future, thought about my past and realized one thing. I was looking forward to my future. I took the glass, held it in my hand, walked to the couch, knelt on the floor and looked up at Mistress. I took the glass, looked into her eyes and smiled, took a sip. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress, while I am certainly beyond the point of turning back, I realize that this kind of opportunity only comes along once in a lifetime. I am told that there is another person who is also being offered this opportunity and it would be unfair of me to take that away from someone who has also been given this chance. But if it were the other way, I would certainly hope that the other sissy like me would feel the same. 
 
      
 
    I looked up to my Mistress. I took another sip. “And Mistress, I realize that this happening is not the norm, either. In fact, I want to pinch myself to see if maybe I am dreaming. But I know that it is all real. And though Mistress Martha has taken a great deal of time and patience to make me into something better than I was before, I hope that she will not be disappointed in the fact that I wish to become your slave, Mistress Grace!” I turned to Mistress Martha. “You, Mistress, will always have my love and admiration and most especially my profound and eternal gratitude for taking me in and teaching me about myself. I certainly hope I do not disappoint you, nor,” turning to Grace, “you, Mistress Grace!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at them both, wondering what was to happen next. When Mistress Grace stood up, she held out the collar. I looked at it, realized that there was no key to it. It was really going to be permanent. I lowered my head. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, you are now my slave!” I felt the collar go around my neck and heard the click. I was now her slave and damned happy to be so. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Martha looked at me. “Christy, I am NOT disappointed. In fact, I am pleased with you. I am sure that you will make my daughter a good slave. Just as I was sure that you would make me a good slave as well. But I am sure that we will see each other on occasion.” 
 
      
 
    Then I looked up at Mistress Grace, who looked down at me. “Yes, Christy, you have a doctor’s appointment tomorrow for your implants.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    I felt her caress my face. Then she leaned down and kissed me on the lips. “You’re welcome, slave. I am proud to own you and I love you.” 
 
      
 
    I would like to thank you for taking the time to read my book. If you have not read the others, I am sure that you will enjoy them as well. You can find them here on Amazon, just look for my name. 
 
      
 
    I welcome all emails and you can email me at: 
 
    christylynnny@gmail.com 
 
      
 
    You can visit my website at: 
 
    www.christylynnny.wixsit.com/website 
 
      
 
    Yes, I will EVENTUALLY get a website without all that crap on it. Sorry but right now, writing doesn’t pay the bills. 
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