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    “So, what ever shall I do with myself with all this free time off,” I thought to myself. I had just seen the wife off to work and my work had been on a slowdown. Of course, for those of us who are into cross-dressing, this is the time when you can just go all girlie and enjoy yourself. Of course, it does help if the wife has no issues with you dressing up. 
 
      
 
    Normally, I am off to work before she is and sometimes don't get to come home for days on end. I don't drive a truck but sometimes I wonder if I put in about as many miles, going off and doing the kind of work I do. But I will, occasionally, bring my femininity with me and although I am certain that I do not pass I do get to feel a little girlie. 
 
      
 
    I guess I should mention that I am 6'2” tall without heels and, well, I have more difficulty in walking in low heels than I do in high heels. Go figure. And the higher, the better. 2 inches I waddle, 5 inches I am comfy in and 6 in heels are a delight. And being over 40, well, it definitely gets harder to look passable. When I was younger I did okay but since then, I tend to NOT tempt fate too often. 
 
      
 
    But there is an even slightly darker side to me and that is that I also enjoy a little bondage. This I rarely get help with from the wife but that isn't such a problem since self-bondage can be just as exciting, though you almost always know that, eventually, you can free yourself. Not a complaint just a statement of fact. Of course, you can also make little mistakes and they can REALLY be a problem. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, as I mentioned, my wife had gone out to work and I was all alone in the house, except for a dog and cats. But alone enough that I could enjoy a few hours before she would be home. So, I decided that I would go up, take a bath, shave and get “pretty”. I won't bore you with how long it took to shave and the like, since that is just boring. I did have fun working on my makeup and trying to decide just how much I should use. It is not like I can do it well, but it does add just a little more femininity to the situation. Plus the feel of lipstick is, well, delicious. 
 
      
 
    So, after a little work, I decided it was time to figure out the clothes I would wear. Since I do have this thing for stockings rather than pantyhose, well, knew that would be part of it. But I was unsure of the stay up kind of a garter belt. Of course, the garter belt DOES feel a little sexier and maybe just a little sluttier. Needless to say, since I was going to be damsel in distress mode, I went with the garter belt and stockings.  
 
      
 
    Now, I don't understand why some guys wear thongs. Hell, I can barely stand bikini panties since there is no support. I, honestly, prefer full brief panties. There is support, coverage and, well, those old bondage or “police” magazines all showed women in briefs, not thongs. Call me a little old fashioned. But that does not mean that I wear cheap cotton ones or even cheap nylon. Okay, on a daily basis I DO wear the cheap ones, but I wear them for everyday things... I PREFER either the older cuts and fabric from Vanity Fair but I have fallen in love with “Secrets in Lace” and some of their things. The stockings are a little, well, SMALL but they do have some really good ones and the panties are divine! I just wish that the bra sizes were just a tad bit higher but... 
 
      
 
    So today I put on some sheer nylons, opera length since I need them that long to go up my long legs. I hook them to the garter tabs and revel in the feel of them on my legs. THIS is why I love to shave my legs... Then I pull on a pair of panties and then another pair, these from my new favorite place. A little added support as well as tightness. Either way I am feeling pretty good. 
 
      
 
    It is a good thing I quit smoking years ago because I would have been ready for one my now, just to relax. But since I had some time, I slowed down and pulled out my breast forms. Normally I just place them in the bra but today, I pulled out some double sided tape used for patches and such and put just a little bit of it on the forms and carefully placed them in position. I had always wondered how it would work and after a couple of moments, I let them go and they stayed there, pulling and actually adding some weight to my chest. It was really a weird feeling but I liked it. I put on a bra that pushed them up a little and touched them up with a little foundation, trying to match a little bit. It worked okay and with the little powder I was set. I pulled out my little short black slip and pulled it down, taking note that it barely covered my crotch and my stocking tops were still exposed. 
 
      
 
    Now, what to wear over that? I almost took out my little French Maid uniform but decided that might not be the right thing to wear. I did pull out my little waist cincher and then a cute little red plaid skirt and my red silk blouse. Two minutes later, I was down to needing the wig. I pulled out my auburn wig, brushed it out, since I can't leave it on a form because of the kids being home every other week. Part of me counts the days (years, really) before I can at least not hide everything. Knee high on my head and a few bobbie pins later and my transformation is complete. Now it is time to, well, become distressed... 
 
      
 
    So I pull out a small box from under the bed. I pull out my red leather cuffs, some chain links and some rope. Lastly I pull out a couple of padlocks, my collar and my newest toy, a penis gag. I am not gay but I have, on occasion, wondered what it might be like to, well... I guess curious would be the description to use. I almost decided to not use my putt plug but decided that it would be no fun to not feel both experiences at the same time. So naturally, I had to insert the plug and that meant opening the first of two condoms, rolling it down the plug and then applying some lubricant. I still have not found one that makes this any easier but I took my time and got it inserted and it was tight. I ran the little vibrator control up and pulled everything back into place. 
 
      
 
    Next it was time to put on the shoes. I pulled out my black six inch stiletto pumps, fastened the ankle strap and then put my leather cuffs on. I took the small strap and ran it down under the heel to help lock them on. I took the first pair of locks and connected a short 12 inch chain between my ankles and locked them in place. Then I took the collar and put that loosely around my neck. I didn't want to choke myself but it did add a little bit of delicious flavor to the mix. I took out the wrist cuffs and put them on but decided that I didn't want to do this in the bedroom. So I picked up everything and brought it down to the dining room. Since I have a nice armchair there plus the table, well, it would be something different. 
 
      
 
    Once I got downstairs, I let the animals out, since they were all aching to go out and run around. Besides, it would keep them out of my hair as well as other things. Then I walked to the dining room and looked around. 
 
      
 
    The chairs at the two ends of the table are heavy and somewhat comfortable. The table itself is large and rather sturdy. I figured that I could have a little added fun and put myself bent over the table using the rope and tying off my ankles to the heavy legs of the table. So, I pulled out the rope and took a long piece and tied it under the table and brought it up over the top. This I would use to hold my wrists. And using rope instead of chain would keep the table from getting damaged. But I needed to get a little rope ratchet so that I could not get free too easily. I had one in the garage and I could get into there with no trouble. So I grabbed that and reworked the rope, tying the ratchet under the table and running the two ends up on top of the table. I then made sure I knew which end to pull on and hooked a small link onto the other end of the rope, tying it using my Boy Scout knots so it wasn't coming lose any time soon. 
 
      
 
    Then I got to the other end of the table and using another length of rope tied my ankles to the table so I wasn't getting out that way. I looked and made sure that the scissors I had to cut the rope was nearby and within a straining reach. Once I had that taken care of, I turned on the vibrator and immediately felt the wonderful touch. A little moan and I was almost ready. 
 
      
 
    Since I don't like to mess up my panties and it is definitely hard to get cum stains out, I pulled out another condom and placed it on myself. I realize that some people might think to put on a harness or something but, for me, this was about the sensations I was going to get. Plus, there is ONE small advantage to being diabetic. It sometimes takes me a while to, well... You know. Of course, there is also a small yet very important drawback to being diabetic that I had not really paid too much attention to. 
 
      
 
    Now it was time to finish up before I lost track of what I was trying to do. So I put a small soft blindfold on, put the gag in my mouth, buckling that in place and bent over the table. I reached back and turned the vibrator up to full. It was just about perfect for me as I bent over and reached out for the rope. I took the cuffs and attached them to the link I had put on the rope. It took a couple of moments as I had to struggle to get the locks in place. But once the last padlock latched, before I could chicken out I pulled on the other end of the rope and gradually pulled my arms further up the table. Now I felt a little light headed as the fantasy of my being kidnapped and abused started to kick in. I struggled against the ropes and cuffs and felt completely at peace. Well, as peaceful as one can be with a vibrator doing its thing inside you and having a three inch dick locked in your mouth. Part of me was wishing that I had thought to grab the camera and take some pictures of myself but I was blissfully unaware of anything other than the fantasy running through my head. 
 
      
 
    Then the phone rang... I could hear the answering machine pick up and heard the wife asking for me. No problem, I thought. Then my cell phone rang... Of course, I couldn't SEE who it was but the ring tone told me it was the wife. Then the phone rang again and it was her asking me to pick up the phone... 
 
      
 
    Now, only one time had I ever had a problem with my diabetes and that one time, I had passed out from low blood sugar. Luckily, I was around people and I was taken care of. I didn't know that this was what she was thinking until a little later but that prompted what happened next... 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was starting to really enjoy this stress and arousal that my bondage was bringing to me. I had never felt myself get this hard and the sensation I was receiving from the vibrator was making things totally delicious. I don't even remember hearing the doorbell ring but I knew that someone had come into the house as I heard, at first a slight laugh and then something even more sinister. 
 
      
 
    “So... This is why she couldn't get a hold of you on the phone! Gee Paul, if I had known that you were into this kind of thing, the last few years would have been a whole lot more interesting! But whatever shall I do?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” I thought. The voice was that of my neighbor, Martha. She was about our age and had a cute daughter. She was living in a house just about as old as ours was with her brother and a friend. I had always thought that she was hot looking but had never imagined that she was, well, into something like this. And when I felt her walk up to me, I knew I was probably going to be in trouble. 
 
      
 
    “Well Paul, I guess I first need to get rid of this pair of scissors.” I heard them move on the table and then felt something tugging at my wrists. “And I really don't want you moving on me so I think a little tighter,” I felt my arms get pulled even further up along the table, “should do the trick!” I then heard her walk around me a little. Then I heard something that scared me to the core. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, hi Jane. Everything is fine here. Paul was just a little busy outside and probably never heard the phone ring. I will let him know that you are going to be late... What time do you think you will be back? Really, that late huh? One of the girls is leaving and there is a going away party for her, huh? Oh, I am sure that Paul will be fine... Oh, you want to talk to him, do you? Give me a second...” 
 
      
 
    I was now scared. I could tell her that I was tied up or something but then, well, things could get worse. I could scream out for help but... Then Martha leaned down and whispered in my ear, “I am going to take the gag out of your mouth. You can make sure that she thinks you are fine or else you can cry out for help. But I have to tell you, if all that bucking and squirming you are doing is any indication, I think you will be a good little sissy for your Mistress!” I nodded. I felt the buckle on my gag loosen and then heard a little chuckle as she discovered what I had in my mouth. Then I felt the phone next to me. 
 
      
 
    “Hi Honey. Did you call? Yeah, I was outside reading and must have fallen asleep. No honey, I was not wearing anything like that outside. The neighbors, you know. Okay, well, tell her I said good luck and all. About 10 or so tonight? No problem. Take care.” Then I heard Martha talking to my wife, fearing what was going to be said. “Oh, really? Well, I will just have to take care of that for you then. See you later, Jane.” 
 
      
 
    Then I felt the gag in front of me and I knew that I didn't want that thing back in my mouth. When I felt her fingers pinch my nose, well, I had no choice. I opened my mouth and in went the penis gag and it was buckled tighter than I had it in. Then I felt her reach around and she found the controller for the vibrator. I had been happy since the thing had been dying down from being on its highest setting plus not being fresh batteries. But when it turned off and then turned back on, I knew I was in trouble as there were fresh batteries now in there and the sensation was driving me to buck my hips even more. 
 
      
 
    “Gee, I guess she was right. Just wait, CHRISTY, until I get back with something VERY special” I felt a pat on my ass and heard her walk away. 
 
      
 
    Christy??? She KNEW!!! Oh crap, that must mean that... Did my wife tell her? Or worse yet, did she know I was lying here, tied to the dining room table? God, I was getting into deeper and deeper trouble that I had no way of escaping. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    WHACK!!! 
 
      
 
    I screamed into the gag as I felt the first lash strike my ass. It was soon followed up with many more, each one more painful than the last one. Between that and the vibrator going full tilt inside my ass, I was experiencing pure pain and pleasure at the same time. And what was making me worried even more was the fact that I was starting to actually like this feeling. Each and every lash was delivered and soon I was lifting my ass to get them as they would strike me. Occasionally I would feel one hit the bottom of the vibrator and the additional pleasure delivered was making me even hornier than I was. And all of this in turn transferred to my hard on which was getting so close to exploding inside my panties. It was then that I was thankful for the condom as it would keep my cum from soaking my panties. But it was also to become my downfall. 
 
      
 
    Soon I was screaming, practically begging to have it stop, as the pleasure was outweighing the pain. I moaned as I had finally reached an orgasm and it felt like it was never going to end. I slumped down on the table, spent and breathing hard, slowly coming down from the endorphin high that I was on. The whipping stopped and I felt the vibrator get turned down. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, does the sissy have messy panties now? I think we will just have to look and see!” I felt my arms release just a little as she turned me over. “Gee sissy, I would have thought you came from all that? You certainly acted like you did. But no sta... Well now, isn't this interesting. If I didn't know better I would think that you were saving this for later!” I felt her pull down my panties, exposing the cum filled condom and felt her start to remove it. “Gee, you did cum a lot this time. Bet you really liked this. And to think that you are going to have to suffer for a few more hours. I bet that when Jane gets home you will be so exhausted that she will wonder what you did all afternoon. Of course, when she sees you tied like this, you can imagine what she will think of you and just how much of a sissy you really are.” 
 
      
 
    I was now trembling, wondering just what was going to happen to me! I didn't want to lose my wife and the kids, though not mine meant the world to me. But here I was, also feeling a deep and perverse pleasure at being bound, gagged and essentially at this woman's mercy. I was actually getting aroused by the idea of being like this that my cock was still a little hard. 
 
      
 
    “Gee, Christy, I would almost think that you are happy about all of this. I have to admit, if I had even one clue that you liked this kind of thing, I would have tried to get you tied up a whole lot sooner. Of course, finding you like this is even better since it means that I can own you and all you have to do is suffer for me. And I can be rather imaginative in ways to make you suffer. But there is one little thing that I think you need to suffer through before I can honestly call you mine.” 
 
      
 
    I felt my arms being pulled back to the head of the table. Then I felt the panties being pulled down and the slow and painful extraction of the plug inside my ass. I was moaning and even screamed a little as it came out, stretching me again and causing, unfortunately another stirring in my groin. Then I felt the whip again as it struck my bare ass cheeks. I was screaming, as there was no real pleasure coming from this one. I just wanted it to end and begged through the gag for her to stop. I felt her beside my ear. 
 
      
 
    “You want this whipping to end, don't you?” I nodded “Well, first of all, I think that you need to swallow some cum. Since you happened to make a supply, you can swallow your own cum, recycling it, as it were. And since that gag has a cute little hole in it, you can suck it right through the gag like a real cock and swallow it all. But that is just the beginning. Because until you suck it all up, I will keep whipping your little ass!” I felt some movement at my gag and then I heard her laugh. “Gee, that was easier than I thought. The straw is in place. After I whip you another ten minutes, you had best have all the cum out of the tube or else, well, you will experience the sensation of a cock in your mouth for real! And trust me, I can get one over here in less time than you can imagine! 
 
      
 
    I started to suck on the cock in my mouth and realized that it was going to be REALLY difficult to suck it all up as whatever it was she used, probably a straw, had some air holes in it and I could never get a whole lot of sucking done. And as each lash hit my ass, I was struggling to suck the cum up the straw and fight screaming out from the pain. And when I finally got that first taste of my own cum, I was so ready to spit it out, if I could. But when the lash hit my ass at just that moment, I remembered what she said about sucking on a real cock and forgot my discomfort and swallowed it. 
 
      
 
    God, the taste was weird. I could taste the somewhat salty taste to it but it also made me want to gag. And I still had more to swallow and knew that this was going to be an extreme ordeal. So I got busy with the sucking on the fake cock and trying to ignore the pain of my stinging ass. 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes must have passed as she stopped whipping my ass and I could hear her smile. “Good girl, Christy. You might make an excellent cock sucker, yet. But first I have to make sure that you will always know who it is that OWNS you. And I can think of no other way than to do this!” 
 
      
 
    I felt something hit my face briefly as I felt the blindfold lift off my face.  She has turned my head sideways to see her. Standing in front of me was Martha with the largest strap-on I had ever seen fastened to her groin. I knew what was going to happen and no matter what I did, I knew that there was no escaping my fate. I then noticed that Martha was dressed in such a way that left no mistaking that she meant business. 
 
      
 
    I had never imagined seeing her like this and the vision was pure bitch! She looked like a really HOT bitch but you could sense that she was at large and seriously in charge. From the patent leather knee high boots and stockings held up by the straps connected to her corset to the riding crop in her one hand and my blindfold in the other, there was no mistaking who was going to get what they wanted. But deep inside of me, I knew that we were both going to get something we wanted out of this experience. And the evil smile on her face told me that at least one of us was going to enjoy the experience. 
 
      
 
    Before I knew what was happening, though, I felt the blindfold go back on me and a not so playful smack on my ass. I was stretched and strained for hours and I knew what was coming. But that didn't make it any easier or less painful when I felt the dildo start to enter me. And realizing that the damned thing was wider than my plug just caused me to feel more like I was being torn apart back there as slowly but methodically I was penetrated and soon, the entire length was inside me and within moments, I could feel something start to stir in me as I started to meet the thrusts of her dildo, essentially trying to make it go deeper inside of me. And I was moaning like a slut in heat as she spent what felt partly like hours and partly like only seconds. All I knew was that I was actually scaring myself as I realized that I actually LOVED this, being fucked like a... slut! And if that gag was not in my mouth I would have been talking like one, yelling for her to go deeper and to fuck me harder. 
 
      
 
    I guess that Martha could understand my grunts and groans, or maybe it was the way that I just kept pushing back into the dildo but either way, she started thrusting harder into my ass and keeping it in there longer and soon I could feel myself explode into my panties, soaking them to the point that I knew it was going to mess up not only the panties but also the slip and everything else I had on below my waist. But I couldn't stop myself as she was still thrusting into me and I just kept right on taking it, moaning and groaning right along with it. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, I could hear her moan as she must have reached her orgasm. I was still feeling the after effects of my own and as she pulled the dildo out of me, I felt another small spasm in my cock as a little more cum shot out. I was truly spent and exhausted. Then I felt the blindfold come off. Martha turned my head and I watched as she removed the strap-on, pulling it free from her groin and I saw that there was another, smaller dildo that was inside of her. I felt my gag come off and instantly, she placed the dildo that had been side of her in my mouth and started to fuck my mouth with it. I licked and sucked it clean, tasting her as I did, relishing the taste of her climax in my mouth. The only thing I feared was that she would turn that thing around and make me clean the other end. But when she thought it was sufficiently cleaned, she pulled it out and placed it in her bag. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I can honestly say, you are now my little fuck slut sissy! Jane had no idea that you were this much of a slut but, well, I think that she knows now.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Martha, I see that Christy is REALLY a little slut!” 
 
      
 
    SHIT!!! My wife knew this was happening all along! In fact, it seems that she had planned this. So now, not only was my secret out, to someone other than my wife but my other, deeper secret was out to both the woman I loved and the hot neighbor who just fucked my ass and made me love it. Then I watched as my wife came into view and I saw that she too had a massive strap-on and was wearing a satin corset and patent leather pumps. And I could see that she had been using that strap-on on someone. It was then that I realized that it was my wife who had been fucking me and not Martha! 
 
      
 
    “Martha, I am so glad that you managed to get Christy out of her little shell. But I do think that maybe she needs to thank you properly. And I promise, Christy can REALLY use her tongue like a good little girl. And I think that Christy NEEDS to thank you for that wonderful experience, even if it was me fucking her ass. And damn, that felt so right, too!” 
 
      
 
    I watched as Martha hopped onto the table and placed her sex right in my face. All I heard was “Thank Me” and I started right in. Then, as I was licking Martha, doing what I could to show her how much I appreciated what she had done to and for me, I felt the dildo penetrate me again and soon was moaning into Martha's vagina as my ass was being fucked slow and hard yet again. It wasn't long before I tasted and felt Martha have her first orgasm as I heard my wife moaning from hers. I felt hands pull me deeper into Martha as I continued licking her moist sex and the large dildo fucked me through their second orgasm. Then I felt everyone pull away from me and I hoped that I was finally going to be released. But that was not to be as my wife was seriously horny and wanted to have me lick her to another orgasm. She hopped up and planted my face right there, smelling her last orgasms and I could feel the heat. And my ass certainly didn't get a rest as I felt Martha start to whip my ass again, causing me to scream momentarily into my wife's sex, causing her to moan a little and grind herself into my face a little more. I licked and sucked on her for what felt like hours and I felt Martha slide her dildo into me suddenly but this time it didn't so much hurt but rather felt like something I had wanted and she fucked me through two orgasms from her, two more from my wife and a remarkable though certainly not as cum filled orgasm of my own as my prostate was assaulted and stimulated for so long that it just didn't want to stop. But finally, I think that all of us were tired and spent. I had no idea of the time but knew that I was feeling good though at the same time really bad. Also, it didn't help that I was feeling my cum slosh around in my panties and it was kind of disgusting. 
 
      
 
    “I think that we should make her lick up all her cum from her panties, don't you, Martha?” Oh God, my wife was actually saying that. Then I heard the laugh. “Don't worry, Christy. I think that you have had enough cum for one day. But I think that maybe you should go up, take a shower and get dressed, as Paul. You are going to take your Mistress and I out to dinner to celebrate your new found slave hood. Because, honestly, I kind of like watching you get fucked like a slut and think that maybe I could get used to it. And you definitely got better with that tongue of yours when you were being fucked.” 
 
      
 
    “Jane, I couldn't take him as my slave, sweetie. He is all yours. But, I thank you for the offer. He certainly is pretty good and definitely seems to NEED to please and pleasure someone!” 
 
      
 
    I could not believe this. They were talking about me as if I was their property. And I remember Martha saying that she now owned me... But was it her or was it my wife that owned me??? 
 
      
 
    “I have a great idea, Martha. How about we SHARE him. I know that you liked his tongue and I could REALLY tell that you enjoyed fucking him like a little sissy slut. I kind of did too. But I don't know how to whip him and, well, it got me REALLY turned on watching you do that to him. And I know just what we can do with some space in the garage.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, not to worry, Jane. I actually have a space all set aside for just this kind of thing. And I was kind of hoping that you would share him with me. And, well, I think that we can make him REALLY sissy like. Because I think my brother would like someone to, well, suck his cock. And his cock is HUGE!” 
 
      
 
    I heard a very evil laugh come from the two of them at that point and knew that this self-bondage thing may have been either the best thing I ever did or the biggest mistake I ever made. And the evil looks on Martha's and Jane's face as they looked at me told me that this little adventure of mine was nowhere near the end. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Going out to dinner with two women would normally not be a bad thing in any guy’s case. And with the thought that these two women were not bad looking as well, you would think I was in heaven. Especially when the two of them seemed to be well able to drive me crazy, sexually. 
 
      
 
    See, the problem was that while I was dressed as Paul, the put the vibrating dildo back inside of me. That would not have been such a big deal, as I figured that I was pretty well spent after three orgasms that day. However, Martha had something else planned. 
 
      
 
    She had a little added gift for me and that was a bright pink CB-6000 Chastity device. Before I was allowed to get up from the table, she locked it on me tightly. Then she pushed in an 8 inch long and 2 inch thick dildo that had a vibrator inside it. I didn’t think that it would be a major issue, at first, until two things happened. First was that there was a strap that ran from the chastity to the vibrator, making it rather difficult to push that thing out of me. Then, to add insult to injury, she produced a strap set up that went around my waist, then down through my ass crack and back around to the front, essentially locking it in place even tighter. 
 
      
 
    “Oh Christy, don’t worry your pretty little head about this. When your PERMANENT chastity arrives, you’ll know all about chastity from a different point of view. Of course, it’s not like you have any choice now, is it?” Martha pointed out. What made me more concerned was that my wife Jane was laughing with her. 
 
      
 
    I was finally allowed to get off the table completely. So I went to the bedroom to find some clothes to wear and noticed that all of my “boy” underwear was shredded. I didn’t mind all that much so I got a pair of panties out and then walked to the bathroom to take a shower and such. I pulled off my outfit and undies and I heard the door open behind me. 
 
      
 
    I saw my wife and she had her hand out. “Let me have the cum filled panties, dear.” 
 
      
 
    I handed them to her, trying to make sure that they didn’t spill any on the floor, fearing that I would have to lick it up or something. 
 
      
 
    “Hurry up dear, because I am a little hungry and I am sure that Martha is as well. Then we can take care of some other little things!” She smiled and left the room. 
 
      
 
    I got into the shower and as I was washing, I felt the vibrator start running and it caused me to tremble a little. But I managed to get all washed up and fresh smelling. Apparently this was planned as well, since MY body wash was conveniently missing and a more feminine body wash and a new pouf was there in the shower. 
 
      
 
    Once I was done, I dried off and got into my panties. When I went into the bedroom, I found clothes laid out for me. At first glance I thought that they were my clothes but instead, they were feminine versions of male clothes. The jeans buttoned and zipped on the opposite side and the t-shirt was cut just a tad bit differently. But I was not going to argue and got dressed. Lastly I put on a pair of deck shoes and as I did, I thought they looked a little different. Was I becoming paranoid or something? 
 
      
 
    I came out into the living room and the two ladies were there waiting. Both were now in “normal’ attire and off we went to get into the car. Luckily, they did not want to go someplace expensive, which there were plenty of them around the area, but rather to some quiet, out of the way place. 
 
      
 
    When we got in, we were seated almost immediately and they seemed to know Martha. What kind of got to me is that the people working there seemed like they were in on some sort of secret. Not only them but also Martha and my wife seemed to be in on the secret. I caught people looking at me and I had to wonder what I had missed when I cleaned up. 
 
      
 
    It took a while but I finally realized that this was one of the “gay” bars I had heard about but had never really gone to before. Christy was more of a closet girl, though my wife knew about it. Well, now Martha also knew but I was securely in the closet until now. Now, it felt like I was going to be shoved not only out of the closet but out into the streets for everyone to know. This did worry me. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, we ordered some light fare. Well, I wanted something a little more filling but Martha ordered for me something akin to a salad. They each had a hamburger with fries. When their order arrived, Martha leaned in. 
 
      
 
    “You need to lose a little of that boy fat, Paul. Besides, you WANT to look girlie, don’t you, slut?” 
 
      
 
    It would not have been so bad if she had whispered it. No, she said that as one of the other girls walked by and I could tell that she heard it as she started to smile and chuckle at my discomfort. But what got me is that it was just the females that were now looking at me kind of funny. The three men that were working there now did not seem to pay attention to me one little bit. At first that relieved me but then, well, I got a little more concerned because, well, I knew that sometimes women did not like men who tried to be girls. Mind you, in a place like this, that seemed a little off since it was a gay bar and all. But there didn’t seem to be a whole lot of lesbians in the place and I didn’t think that these girls were straight. But I didn’t care too much, since I was also noticing that they all talked to Martha and Jane as if they might even KNOW them. Martha was fine but Jane? My wife has been coming here? 
 
      
 
    Eventually, the bill came and I paid it. I didn’t even look at the bill I was so out of sorts. Usually I can be comfortable around strangers but for some reason, that comfort was not coming to me. We drove home and before we got out of the car, I learned that my day was NOT anywhere near being finished. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Christy, you are to go into the house and change into that cute maid uniform you have in your closet. You will then follow instructions given to you by Mistress Jane. You are going to be coming over to MY home shortly. But first, know that disobedience will be punished, rather painfully. But if you obey, you will be rewarded rather nicely.” 
 
      
 
    Martha laughed and left the car. It was now just my wife and I and I looked at her. 
 
      
 
    “Why is this happening, Jane?” 
 
      
 
    My wife looked at me with a look of surprise. And then her face changed to one of laughter. 
 
      
 
    “You are so silly, sweetie. Martha came onto me a few months back and, well, I kind of liked it. Though I have to admit she was not quite as good as you are between my legs, because you really DO seem to enjoy bringing me to multiple orgasms. But I have to tell you that there was just something about her that got to me. 
 
      
 
    “The thing was that I didn’t want to scare you when I discovered this about myself. But I also did not want to lose what we have together. I know we have talked about it and, well, there are some things that I don’t know or understand about your, well… Kink. Not the girlie stuff but the other stuff. But I want to learn and, well, after talking to her the other day, I asked Martha for help. 
 
      
 
    “I figured you were going to do something, well, naughty and I wanted to find some way to actually catch you at it. So I made up the little story about having to work today, since I knew you would take that time, by yourself, to, well, BE naughty. 
 
      
 
    “I figured that I would give you some time to do whatever and then I called. When I couldn’t get ahold of you, I figured, and was right, that you had tied yourself up. I called Martha and poof, here we are. But there is, well, MORE than that. 
 
      
 
    “You see, while I was SEEING Martha, I learned a little something more about myself. You see, I TOO like being tied up and, well, Martha helped me to discover that about myself as well. I like when you are all girlied up and love playing around but, well, I also like being the one being ‘naughty’ and tied up. So, for the last couple of months, Martha has been tying me up and bringing me to remarkable orgasms BUT, well, not NEARLY as delicious as the one earlier today at YOUR tongue. I want, no, I NEED more of that and, I am hoping, that not only do you want that also but that Martha can kind of help us out.” 
 
      
 
    I was looking at my wife with highly confused looks. I love my wife and NEVER thought I would share her with another person, let alone another WOMAN. But then again, the laughable part is that I was ALSO the other woman, in a way. I leaned in and gave her a kiss. 
 
    
“Jane, I love you and I want you to be happy. I never thought this kind of thing would happen. Hell, who does? But I am willing to give it a try. And the minute that either one of us is uncomfortable, then we should be allowed to, well, stop or quit. But that stopping or quitting needs to be ‘no questions asked’ in terms of why, at least while we are with her. Alone we can talk about it. Agreed?” 
 
      
 
    Jane looked at me and smiled. “I wouldn’t have it any other way, Christy. But I think we need to get moving so we can see where this goes.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed and we both headed into the house. When we got inside, we headed to the bedroom and I opened my closet to find the maid uniform for tonight. Jane walked over to my dresser and pulled out my one REALLY good corset. This one, like the uniform, I had custom made to fit me! While not severe, it did, with the proper tightening, bring me waist down some 6 – 8 inches. It was an under bust style of corset and I pulled out the liner and set that on the bed. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Jane. “Should I grab another quick shower? I feel kind of, well…” 
 
      
 
    I saw Jane look at the clock. “A quick one, so that your face and legs are fresh and smooth.” 
 
      
 
    Five minutes later, I was out and ready to get dressed. I pulled out a pair of stockings, stay up, and rolled them up my legs. I have always LOVED how they feel going on over freshly shaved legs! The chastity was a little annoying but I got the panties, black nylon panties with white ruffles, on and in place. Then the corset liner!  
 
      
 
    Jane helped me get laced up in the corset. Normally I have a 36 inch waist but once we got this thing done, I was down to a remarkable 29 inches, which was the tightest I have ever gotten it. Once I was in it, I REALLY had to bend at the hip rather than the waist because, well, I could NOT bend at the waist with this on. It did wonders for my posture, my back AND my figure. When I finally got it, Jane laughed but now, after several months, she just shakes her head. She KNOWS that it is working, at least for me. 
 
      
 
     I reached into the drawer and pulled out my forms. I have two pairs of these because one should not be wearing the same one’s all the time, though they are kind of similar. But the one’s grabbed were ones with some built in adhesive on them. They HELPED hold them in place before the bra goes on. I had some medical adhesive but I usually reserved that for other things. Plus, the forms for those were still a little oily from the day’s events. So I pulled out a black bra to go with the panties and got that into place. 
 
    Pulling on the uniform is not difficult, though in this corset it was certainly not going to be easy. But once I got stepped into it and knelt down to lift it, it went smoothly. Practice, ladies, practice! I got the beautiful white satin French maid uniform up, put my arms through the short, poufy, sleeves and felt Jane zip me up. I picked up the apron and pulled it around me and Jane tied it in place. 
 
      
 
    Now all I needed were my heels. I walked over to the closet and pulled out my black 6 in patent pumps with stiletto heels. It was kind of funny to me and to Jane that if I wore shorter than 5 inches, I walked like a drunken sailor on a moving dock. In other words, REALLY badly! But stick me in something in 5 inch or higher heels and I can walk like a model and NOT wobble. Once I picked them up and sat on the edge of the bed, it was a small struggle to get them on, as I was dressed. 
 
      
 
    Once in place, I sat down and Jane did my make-up. She really is faster than me and she seemed to want to get finished in a hurry, though I wasn’t sure why. And what had me a little confused is that she had not changed HER clothes. But once I was finished, she stripped out of her clothes to reveal that she was pretty much already dressed, well, kind of. 
 
      
 
    I was looking at my wife in very sexy stuff. Okay, some guys could care less what their wives wear as they would be working on getting it off of them in no time. But this was totally different. She was wearing, just as I was, a corset, stockings and panties, all in white with black trim. When she went into her closet, she pulled out an exact duplicate of my uniform, but in reversed colors! Hers was black with white lace, also in satin. And she pulled on her white heels, though only 4 inches high. 
 
      
 
    “WOW!” was all I could say as I looked at her. I watched as she blushed a little. “So, WE are going to be serving her as maids? That sounds, well, a little boring.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, it’s movie night and, well, I think you might like it. And trust me, she is not going to put on ‘Bambi’ or some other kiddie movie.” 
 
    We walked down the stairs, out the door and over to Martha’s house. There were two other cars there that I did not notice before and out houses are, literally, only about 6 feet apart. Martha opened the door and kissed both of us on the lips. 
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s about time. The girls are getting a little, shall we say, worried that you weren’t coming, Christy. And my sweet Jane also dressed up like a maid. Nice idea, though not the original plan. Come on in and let me put at least Christy to work.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Martha led us both down to her basement, which was certainly higher than the one in my house. And when I got down there, I could see that indeed, Martha WAS into certain kinky things. I just never imagined it was this much! 
 
      
 
    Of course, since her house is larger than mine, there was certainly more space to do things. In the one corner, I could see a small “stage” or at least a raised platform. Also in that corner I could see a television screen and a little ways away I could see the projector. 
 
      
 
    In another corner I could see a small bar area. It had a couple of stools there, along with some bottles behind the bar. That was the extent of the seemingly “vanilla” aspects of her basement. The rest was all, well, KINK! 
 
      
 
    Along a wall, I could see the St Andrews cross, situated right smack dab in the middle between the small stage and the bar. Attached to the cross was a woman, blindfolded and gagged. At least I believed she was a woman as her breasts were bared, though she did have panties on as well as high heels. And on her nipples were a pair of spider clamps that were being pulled, gently, up and down, causing the clamps to not only tighten but pull her nipples. And I could also see a cord coming out from behind her and he squirming told me that there was certainly something happening there. 
 
      
 
    And SOMETHING about her looked kind of familiar but I wasn’t sure quite yet what it was. 
 
      
 
    Along another wall was a bench. There was no one on the bench but it looked kind of different. The platform on the bench was 4 feet off the ground, I guessed. And below the platform, which was only about 10 inches wide and maybe 3 feet long, there was a cut out that LOOKED like a person’s neck could fit in there. And with the eye bolts at the corners as well as another along the sides, well, that looked like it had many different uses, to be sure. I even saw a smaller hole about a foot up from the floor though I had no idea what that one was there for. Also there, hanging from the ceiling, were several lengths of chain as well as rope.  
 
      
 
    In the center of the room was a pole. I could see that it was a support for the floor joist but when I looked closer, I could see that it was indeed MORE than that. Right at the top were a couple of eye bolts and on the floor were a couple more. And when I looked at the ceiling, I could also see that there were additional eyes in the ceiling and floor. And hanging there were some floggers and whips, a couple of riding crops and something else. Several bamboo canes! 
 
      
 
    Over to the other wall, I could see a long table. At least it LOOKED like a table. It was narrow though, only about two feet wide and about 7 feet long. And as I looked, I saw that the legs could be adjusted. 
 
      
 
    All of this took my breath away. And then I saw three other people in the room. All three had gotten up from the couch at the corner stage area. Two of them were very familiar because I had just seen them at the restaurant as servers there. The third person was Martha’s brother. He surprised even me. Not his being there but how he was attired. 
 
      
 
    Well, more like NOT attired. All he had on were a collar around his neck, a gag in his mouth and a chastity cage that looked almost as bad as mine, though mine was covered right now. And one of the girls was holding that leash. 
 
      
 
    “Okay ladies, let me make the proper introductions. You all know Jane and, well, now you know Christy.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, not sure what to say. But I got out, “Hello” to them. 
 
      
 
    “Okay ladies, I guess I should let them know. You know Peter, who is the pet of Sherrie here.” Sherrie waved. Peter just nodded as I saw that his arms were bound behind his back. 
 
      
 
    “That is Carrie, not to be confused with Sherrie,” Martha laughed” and over there being teased for a while is Jennifer.” Carrie said hello and then smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Jennifer would say hello but, well, when she found out what the movie was going to be, she got a little too excited.” Then she looked at me. “Are you the serving girl, Christy? OR is Jane?” 
 
      
 
    Martha laughed. “Jane didn’t know what I had planned so she came over thinking that I was going to torment the two of them. But I think I want Jane to have a little torment so maybe she can take off her uniform and then take Jennifer’s place on the cross. Just give me a minute. Meanwhile, Christy can get everyone some snacks and soda. No alcohol tonight since, well, you know why!” 
 
      
 
    I watched as Jane took off her uniform, and her look was one of disappointment, at first. Right up until she was walked over to the cross and Jennifer was released. There had been a vibrator invading Jennifer and after a couple of minutes, it was now invading Jane. I knew that she was in trouble because instead of inserting it in her vagina it was put up her ass. Before it went in, she got her cute ass swatted with a cane and, for some reason, I got jealous. When Jennifer walked up to me, she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, Christy. I know for a fact that you will also experience that wonderful cane on your backside tonight. That and many other delicious torments if Mistress Martha has her way. And she usually does!” Then Jennifer kissed me right on the lips and fed me her tongue. It startled me some but for some reason, I actually kissed her back. And I could feel her rub her breasts against my uniform and hear her moan. 
 
      
 
    “Oh GOD! I love how that feels against my nipples!” Then she walked to the couch and sat down. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to the couch and realized that it was one of those movie theater couch things I had seen at the store. There were places for six people sitting in the chair portions and pillows on the floor. Peter was sitting on the floor and Sherrie was still holding his leach as he was kissing her feet. That was when I realized that his gag was removed. 
 
      
 
    Carrie was sitting there, holding Jennifer’s hand. Nothing more. 
 
      
 
    I realized that I was supposed to be getting them drinks and snacks. 
 
      
 
    “So, what may I fetch for everyone?” 
 
      
 
    They all told me what to get for them and I went to the bar. I saw, of all things, a popcorn maker, though small, and it was running. I also saw some other snack foods and loaded a tray with everything. I brought that over first as that was what I thought would be good, then returned to the bar to get their drinks. 
 
      
 
    Two minutes later, I had all the drinks and brought them over. By then, I could see that Jane was writhing on the cross just as I had seen Jennifer. Everyone looked over at her and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “How long will she be there?” Carrie asked. 
 
      
 
    “You want her, don’t you Carrie?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I think she’s cute and all. But you said she kind of goes both ways. So does she give as well as receive?” 
 
      
 
    She still has to learn how to give. Receiving she is not near as good as Christy is and even Jennifer has some competition there!” Martha told her.  
 
      
 
    That got Jennifer’s attention. It even got mine, though I kept silent. 
 
      
 
    “Really? I want to see that!” Jennifer cried out. “There is no way that Christy is as good as me! In fact, I challenge her, face to face!” 
 
      
 
    Martha laughed. “No movie night? You want to do a face to face with Christy? She doesn’t know what that means, at least what YOU mean by it.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I know how the movie goes, and so do they. Christy and Jane can watch it some other time. My stamina is being questioned here and I demand satisfaction!” 
 
    Carrie laughed. “You DEMAND?” This got them all laughing, including Jennifer. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, I sounded like a dominant, didn’t I? Maybe I do have some of that in me. But I do want to challenge her. I know that it will be fun for, well, all of us, including Christy. Well, maybe not for Christy but I think she will enjoy it. What do you say, Christy, up for a little challenge?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her, then at Martha. I was kind of expecting Martha to say something but she just looked at me. 
 
      
 
    “Well, since I have no idea what I am getting myself into, I would be stupid to say yes. But why not. I feel like being a little stupid, especially after the day I’ve had.” 
 
      
 
    Martha smiled. “We will wait until Jane has had her second…” It was then that I could hear Jane and her screams. I knew what that scream was as I could see a puddle of fluid on the floor. Jane was a screamer and a sprayer and this was the first time that I had ever seen her have two orgasms without a rest between. Usually she would push me away after the first one, she would be so sensitive. But this time, there was no escape. And when Martha smiled, I figured that she would release her. 
 
      
 
    “Well Christy, you might want to let her lose before she tries to pull the cross down around her.” 
 
      
 
    I walked up to Jane and could hear the moans and screams through the gag. I found the cord and unplugged the vibrator and that stopped the moaning, though I could see that she was still coming down from number two. 
 
      
 
    I reached down and released her legs and feet first. I whispered to her that I was going to release one arm and to hang onto me. I released her arm and her arm immediately wrapped around me. When I released the other wrist, she was now leaning into me. 
 
      
 
    I took one hand and released the catch for the blindfold and took that off. I could see her loving eyes. Then I took the gag out of her mouth, and when I did, she immediately kissed me. Then she whispered, “Did I miss the movie?” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. “No, Jennifer challenged me to a face to face, whatever that is, after Martha said that I could take more than she could, whatever that means.” 
 
      
 
    “I know you can do it, sweetie. But be prepared. It’s a little trying but I think you’ll enjoy it. Maybe more than my three orgasms!” 
 
      
 
    “Three? Martha said two” 
 
      
 
    “Trust me, that was the third one, right before you released my feet. I have never cum so fast and that was amazing! Tell me you’ll make me do that again!” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever you want, dear!” 
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    Martha ushered both Jennifer and I to the center of the room. In her hand were two arm binder gloves. Carrie walked over and started to put Jennifer into hers. Martha walked up to me. 
 
      
 
    “You will need to take off your uniform. Plus the petticoat. It’s too bad you don’t have real breasts or this would be SOOO much nicer to watch. But I believe you have sensitive nipples so this will still work nicely.” 
 
      
 
    I took off the uniform and then the petticoat. Then I removed the bra and forms and then Martha put the arm binder on me. I had always wondered how that would feel and I was not disappointed in any way. 
 
      
 
    As Martha put it on my arms, I watched as the straps were then passed over my shoulders and then back to the glove. Then she started to tighten the laces. As they got tighter, I could feel my arms start to strain some and I whimpered a little. 
 
      
 
    “I guess we have something to work on in this regard, Christy. But soon, you’ll be just like a little sissy girl and have the elbows touching!” 
 
      
 
    Then I was brought over to where Jennifer was standing and I could see that her arms were very tight behind her back. Then we were placed about two feet apart. I looked down as Carrie locked Jennifer’s ankles to the floor and then she was bent forward a little as her arms were pulled up. 
 
      
 
    Martha then pulled me back a little more and then proceeded to lock my ankles to the floor. Then I was bent forward as my arms too were lifted behind my back. Then I saw a small chain drop down between us, and then another. As I looked closer, I saw that they were nipple clamps. 
 
      
 
    Not just any nipple clamps but spider clamps and there were two attached to each chain. I watched as Martha took one of the clamps and put it onto my right nipple. At first it wasn’t too bad but as she picked up the other one and pulled it a little, the pain became rather spectacular as it pinched my nipple and pulled it at the same time. The other clamp was placed on Jennifer’s right nipple. Carrie was taking the other clamp and putting it on Jennifer’s left nipple and then mine! 
 
      
 
    Then I felt my arms being pulled a little more, and could see that Jennifer was having the same thing done to her. This was still not too bad until I dropped my arm down a little and felt my right nipple set pulled and pinched, causing me to jerk a little more, causing a chain reaction and Jennifer jerking, causing both nipples to get pinched harder and pulled. 
 
      
 
    “YOU BITCH!” Jennifer shouted. That outburst got her a smack right across the ass, causing her to jump and start the process all over again! 
 
      
 
    “I think that you two need to kiss and make up. What do you think, Cassie?” 
 
      
 
    Cassie produced a gag that really seemed odd to me until I saw it going into my mouth. It was a ring gag of sorts, though with a small tube and four straps attached. The tube was inserted into my mouth and two straps buckled together. Then I watched as Jennifer was brought in, causing our lips to touch as she was buckled into the gag. 
 
      
 
    What surprised me next was that Jennifer stuck her tongue into my mouth and then started to push her lips further onto mine, kissing me through the gag. And I could not help but kiss back. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, look at them, kissing and making up already. Well, why don’t we retire for a few minutes while they get nice and bothered. But I kind of wonder why Christy isn’t moaning like she should be.” Martha exclaimed. Then she walked over to a small box, which I could barely make out as I opened my eyes, and saw her retrieve a box that looked like a small remote. I watched as she pressed a button and in an instant, I was moaning as the vibrator locked inside me was started up. It caused me to squirm and then pull on my arms, making Jennifer and I feel the torment of the clamps. 
 
    “So Carrie, why isn’t Jennifer plugged like Christy? You know that would make things a little more equal.” 
 
      
 
    Carrie reached into her pocket and pulled out her remote and when she pressed the button, Jennifer jerked real hard and started her moaning. And it was not like the vibrators were running a constant speed either. Oh no! They were turning on and off, speeding up and slowing down and all of it was random. It was torture but I could also feel something akin to arousal deep inside me as we stood there for an hour. I could hear something like a riding crop or whip or something hitting skin but could not see or hear where it was coming from. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jennifer was indeed a very strong kisser and her tongue kept flirting with me. Each time one of our vibrators kicked in stronger, we would feel it happen and squirm more and more. And I could feel something welling deep inside me that I did not expect. My cock was hurting from the chastity but I so wanted to cum because I was so deeply turned on and aroused and with each pull and pinching of my nipples, it felt more and more erotic and delicious. And from the sounds coming out of Jennifer and the voraciousness that she was displaying while kissing me, I could tell that she was as turned on as I was. 
 
      
 
    I managed to hear stiletto heels walking towards us and then felt the sting of something across my ass. This caused me to jerk some and more pain shot through my nipples. I was learning that these style of clamps have a lasting effect on you and the nipples didn’t go numb after a while as with other clamps. Of course that could also do with the constant pinching and pulling that was happening while bent over like this. 
 
      
 
    Then I heard another swat, but this time it was Jennifer that got it, though it still caused me to jerk as I got my nipple pinched. 
 
      
 
    “Now that I have your attention, you two little sluts, I think that it is time for a little play time. Jennifer seems to think that she can take it more than Christy can. So, what we will do is have Carrie and Sherrie give you each a moderate whipping. I figure 200 lashes from each of them should be a good start. Then, if you are both still standing, we can progress to the caning. After that, well, we will have a cool down period and then see what we can do. But I have a feeling that one of you will not make it through the caning.” 
 
      
 
    With that, the competition began. What Carrie and Sherrie did was deliver fifty lashes to one of us, then they would swap, do fifty again and then swap again. The riding crop was certainly rough, especially as they occasionally got inside the crack of my ass with the little stinger. But even across the ass cheeks was somewhat painful, especially since we were still in a slight strapado position. And, of course, our nipples were still getting tortured by the clamps and small chain. 
 
      
 
    And with each lash delivered, we would moan or even a little scream into the gag, usually met by one from the other coming our way. But through it all, I could still feel Jennifer trying to kiss me and I tried to kiss her as well. I could not see my wife but I knew that she was there, watching all of this. I was not sure how she was going to take this. Hell, I didn’t really know how I was taking this. I just knew I was turned on and was actually wanting more. 
 
      
 
    Once the two of them had delivered our 400 lashes, both Jennifer and I were panting into the gag. I then felt the gag strap being removed from behind my head, and then watched as it was removed from Jennifer. It was covered with our saliva and lipstick. Then to add insult to our torment, Martha and Carrie yanked the nipple clamps off our bodies, causing us to both scream some as the pain was intense but also the removal caused relief for both of us. 
 
      
 
    We were allowed to rest a little, though our arms were still bound behind out backs. But being able to stand up brought some much needed relief for both of us as I could see it in Jennifer’s eyes as well. 
 
      
 
    “Well girls, it seems that these two are becoming fast bondage buddies. Look at how much they tried to kiss each other. And look at Jane over there, back on the cross, though this time without the vibrator to drive her wild. No, she has been watching her little Christy get herself turned into the little sissy that she is. And it is actually making her wet, though she can’t say anything with that gag in her mouth. Are you okay over there Jane?” Martha asked. 
 
      
 
    I could see her nod her head. Then Martha went over and released her from the cross again and brought her over to us. Martha removed the gag in Jane’s mouth and then put it right in my mouth. It was a huge penis gag, about three inches wide and almost that long, pushed deep inside my mouth, almost to the point of gagging me. I looked and saw that Jennifer was getting the same gag as the one I had, though mine tasted like my wife. 
 
      
 
    Martha smiled. “Does Jane want a little discipline?” Jane nodded, seemingly afraid to ask or say it out loud. Martha then led Jane to the pole and locked her there, with her arms above her head and her ankles locked at the bottom of the pole. 
 
      
 
    Martha then walked back to us, leaving Jane there. Then I felt my arms being pulled up and bending me further than we had been before. And now I could not only see Jennifer but I could also make out Jane standing there, and she could see us as she moved her head to the side of the pole. 
 
      
 
    When that first strike of the cane hit, I screamed into my gag, jerked a little, thankful that the nipple clamps were not there but also realized that it hurt my arms and shoulder when I did that as I started to buckle my knees. “Oh shit!” I thought as then I watched as Jennifer got her first lash. Then Martha swapped over to me, back to Jennifer and around and around she went for twenty lashes each. Then we got a slight reprieve as she walked over to Jane, caressed her cheek, then ran a finger down her back and across her ass. Then she got her first lash with the cane. 
 
      
 
    She got five lashes for every 20 I got. I could see Jennifer as she struggled through her lashes and I could imagine that she was wondering how I was able to take what I got. I was also wondering how she was able to take what she got as I watched her try to not jerk so badly. 
 
    But when I looked at my wife, I could see that she was getting excited and turned on watching us and the excitement only built more for her when she got her lashes. And watching her get hers got me more excited. 
 
      
 
    But it was when Martha started to caress my back and sides and finally my ass that I got lost. I had never been caned or whipped before and tonight I was getting it all and more. I could see my wife as she watched me get the next series of cane lashes and she was moaning, not from pain but something else. I was moaning too but I was afraid of why I was moaning, because I felt that last lash strike my ass and I could feel something happen. 
 
      
 
    It was not painful at all. I was still there and I could almost see everything happening to me and to everyone else but I didn’t care. My mind was off somewhere and everything was calm, clear and joyous. I watched my wife get her five and the look on her face told me that she was enjoying herself. I turned to look at Jennifer and on her face I saw something totally different. 
 
      
 
    On Jennifer’s face I saw surprise. When I felt the next series of lashes on my ass, I really didn’t feel them at all. Oh, I knew that they were there but I didn’t feel them. And my moans were of pleasure and not pain. 
 
      
 
    Martha stopped at number 10 and looked down at me. I felt my gag come out of my mouth and the saliva just pour out of my mouth. Next thing I knew, Jane was in front of me, kissing my mouth and asking if I was alright. I nodded, kissed her again and then whispered in her ear, “I so want to get fucked dear.” 
 
      
 
    Jane looked at me, not shocked at all. But she did give me a look. 
 
      
 
    “Dear, I am so horny right now and my cock hurts so much from the chastity. But I also have this strange craving for a real cock and I know I shouldn’t” 
 
      
 
    My wife looked at me and smiled. “Well Christy, if you DO get fucked like a sissy slut, then you will become a sissy slut. That will mean that you will not only be in a chastity but will ALWAYS be in one. Can you handle that, Christy?” 
 
      
 
    “Your sissy, dear?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no Christy. We would both belong to Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Martha, you mean?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Martha and maybe even to Mistress Cassie. Would you like that, Christy?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my wife. I leaned in and kissed her. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but please tell me it won’t be Peter…” 
 
      
 
    I saw my wife shake her head. Then I saw Martha lean in. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay, Christy?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Martha looked at me, then back at Jane. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress, Christy wants to get fucked like a slut. Can we arrange for that?” I saw the grin on Jane’s face. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I think that Jennifer would be glad to oblige our newest little slut!” 
 
      
 
    Jennifer? How could she fuck me? Something is wrong here I think? Maybe someone else and I just THOUGHT I heard Jennifer. 
 
      
 
    But then I watched as Jennifer was released from her bindings. She seemed to be no worse for wear, though I could still make out the angry red welts on her ass. I watched, mesmerized as she finished pushing down her panties and then reach between her legs and pull out her rather substantial cock. 
 
      
 
    As she pulled it out, I could see a little pre-cum on the tip and as she walked slowly over to me, she put it right in my face and I opened my mouth and licked it off the tip of her cock. I even wrapped my lips around her head and tried to take it into my hungry mouth. The vibrator was still in my ass and I was feeling even hornier than before. When she started to push deeper into my mouth and down my throat, I gagged a little but suddenly she was down my throat and driving me backwards with each thrust. 
 
      
 
    She did not stay there for very long, just enough for me to get a taste of her. When she leaned down and kissed me, she whispered, “I placed a bet and won. I knew I would get to fuck you when you were in the restaurant. Carrie and Sherrie said it wouldn’t happen and not only is it but your wife approves. You WANT me, don’t you, Christy?” 
 
      
 
    All I could do was nod. Jennifer gave me another kiss, walked to Jane and gave her a little kiss then walked behind me. I felt the vibrator pulled out of me and felt a little relief but also an immense emptiness. That didn’t last long as I felt Jennifer grab my hips and then slowly enter my ass, taking her time until all of her nine inch cock was buried inside me. 
 
      
 
    Jane walked up with a chair in her hand. She sat in the chair, which was like a bar stool, which placed her mound right in front of me. When she pulled my head towards her, I could smell her arousal and I licked her clitoral lips gently, nibbled a little and was soon buried inside her just as Jennifer was buried inside of me. I could hear Jane moan as I brought her to another orgasm, this one far more intense than I had ever seen her experience. And I was certainly moaning as Jennifer filled my ass with something I had fantasized about many times but had never thought would experience. 
 
      
 
    It did not take long for Jennifer to speed up her thrusts and just after Jane had her orgasm, Jennifer filled me with her cum, shooting it deep inside my very needy ass. And as I felt it shoot inside me, I could feel my own orgasm build and though it hurt my cock inside that chastity, I managed to have the most intense orgasm ever in my own life. 
 
      
 
    Jane got up from the barstool and I saw Martha sit herself there. She did not have her panties in place and before I could say or do anything, I felt her grab my head. 
 
      
 
    As she pulled it towards her, she told me, “You are going to show your Mistress how grateful you are for taking you as one of my slaves. I want you to show me how much you love your new life, Christy. Your wife worshiped me and now, YOU will worship me!” 
 
      
 
    I lovingly started to worship Martha’s mound and lips, trying, with some success, to show her how extremely grateful I was that she not only found me in the dining room but that she had taken the time to show me this life that I had only fantasized about. 
 
      
 
    After bringing Martha to two very violent orgasms, she released me from her lap. A couple minutes later I was released from my bindings and Jane led me up the stairs and then into a nice bedroom where she helped me into bed and then laid down next to me. I was asleep instantly, feeling my wife by my side. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, I woke up and could feel something really odd. I felt more relaxed and at peace than I had ever thought was possible. I turned over and saw my wife. It took me a minute to remember that it was the weekend. It took me infinitely LONGER to realize we were NOT at home and where we were. 
 
      
 
    I looked around and I saw that there were regular street clothes sitting on the chair. I leaned over and gave my wife a kiss. When she woke up, rather suddenly, she kissed me back and then looked around. 
 
      
 
    “It REALLY happened?” I looked at her. 
 
      
 
    “That depends, dear. What do you think happened?” 
 
      
 
    She reached down and touched my chastised cock. “Did we just become Mistress Martha’s slaves?” 
 
    I looked at my wife. “So, we weren’t dreaming or having the same nightmare?” 
 
      
 
    “Nightmare?” 
 
      
 
    “Well dear, SOME would think it would be a nightmare. But if you think that it is okay or a good thing, then maybe it is. Is this something that you wanted?” 
 
      
 
    Jane looked at me and smiled. ”I didn’t realize it at first. I think that it got me curious when you would tie yourself up and seemed to enjoy it. Then when I watched Martha spank you yesterday, well, it all kind of fell into place. BUT, I don’t want you to feel that you have to do this. And it’s not like I am going to leave you for anything. I love you, either as Paul or as Christy, though, well, I seem to prefer Christy a little more for some silly reason.” 
 
      
 
    We looked at each other and then hugged. We spent the next hour just cuddling, trying to figure out what the next step was. The knock on the door kind of started the ball rolling. But it was not Martha but rather Jennifer that was at the door. 
 
    When Jennifer walked into the room, she was dressed in regular clothes. I looked at her and still could not tell that she was trans. She looked that good as a girl! 
 
      
 
    “Well sleepy heads, rise and shine. Martha said that you guys have some serious thinking to do and said you guys should head over home. And from what I understand, I believe you both do.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and smiled. “Yeah, I think we do but, well, I’m not sure where this is leading in the first place. And honestly, how YOU fit into all this? 
 
      
 
    Jennifer sat down and explained her situation. She had learned that she was trans at an early age but did not want to give up her cock. That was not always unusual but for her, she just didn’t want to lose it. But she also was not in it for the “movies” out there either, though she did admit to starring in a couple. One of those movies was how she met Martha. 
 
      
 
    It took about an hour to realize that while Jennifer was quite the charmer, she was smitten with both Jane and I, and we were both kind of smitten with her as well. Honestly, what sissy would not be smitten with the girl that took your virginity in the manner in which she had. And I had to admit, her cock was far bigger than mine. 
 
      
 
    But she also talked about her journey of discovery of her own kinky needs, basically being submissive and a little bit of a masochist. She looked me right in the eye and smiled. “You, dearie, may just be a bigger masochist than I am. I did not think that was possible until last night.” 
 
      
 
    She then leaned in and kissed me full on the lips. I kissed her back. She then turned to Jane. “And you dear are quite the woman. You were getting turned on watching Christy get her licks and she was getting turned on watching you. That got me even hornier. And you are indeed a very beautiful woman, both on the inside as well as the outside.” Then she leaned in and kissed Jane, who kissed back as well. 
 
      
 
    It was Jane who asked the big question. “So, where does that leave us, Christy and me?” 
 
      
 
    Jennifer smiled. “It leaves you wherever you want to be. But if it were up to me, girls, I know where I would be. Of course, I am not quite into being a slave to anyone but I certainly have no problem giving up some control to CERTAIN people. But what I saw from both of you. Girl, you BOTH know where you are meant to be.” 
 
      
 
    Jennifer got up, walked to the door, turned back and smiled. “Oh, and Christy, I love the way your lips felt on my cock and cannot WAIT to see how well you suck cock. Maybe tonight even…” She winked, turned and left. 
 
      
 
    We got up, changed clothes and went back to our house next door. It took us some twenty minutes to realize that while we loved the house and everything, we had something else consuming us. 
 
      
 
    We walked up the stairs and went to the bedroom. It was there that we saw a note. It was short and sweet. 
 
      
 
    Christy and Jane, 
 
    It’s as simple as this. It is YOUR choice if you want to continue on the path that you began last night. While I am sure you said it in the heat and passion of the night, in the cold light of day, it can look totally different. So I leave it up to you. You can do whatever you choose.  
 
    You can just remain my neighbor with some fringe benefits, which you learned about last night. 
 
    You can decide that you are not ready and maybe not want to remain friends and neighbors. While I would be disappointed, I certainly would understand. 
 
    Or, you can continue on the journey begun last night to its inevitable conclusion, which I hope is your decision. 
 
    I look forward to your response. 
 
    Martha 
 
      
 
    We looked at each other and smiled a little. Then we saw the little box on the bed. When I reached for it, it felt like there was some weight in the box. And when we opened it, we both looked inside and saw collars. Both were leather and steel but they did not have a lock for them. We looked and saw that there was some sort of magnetic gadget that unlocked it but beyond that, there were no locks visible. And each had a name engraved on them, which really surprised me, until I realized that Martha had already known about Christy. 
 
      
 
    One collar, pink, had “slave christy” on it in black letters, the other collar, red with white letters, had “slave jane” written on it. The letters were engraved on the metal band that went through the center of the collar. 
 
      
 
    Jane picked hers up and hefted it. I did the same thing and then, surprising myself in the process, put it around my neck but DIDN’T lock it in place. I looked at Jane and she smiled. 
 
      
 
    Thirty minutes later, we were both out of the shower, dressed and ready to head out the door. I was dressed as a woman and NOT the slutty French Maid from the night before. However, I had the full ensemble underneath my skirt and blouse and had a uniform in a garment bag. I also had Jane’s in the same bag. 
 
    In our hands also were the collars. We walked out the door, noticed that her car was there and walked to her door. When we lifted our hands to knock on the door, we saw Jennifer at the door and she opened it. Jennifer was dressed just as we were. 
 
      
 
    Three minutes later, I was wearing my maid uniform as was Jane. Oddly enough, Jennifer was now wearing one and as she took both our hands, I noticed around HER neck was a collar, in black leather with pink letters, saying “slave Jennifer” She looked at us and together, the three of us went down the stairs. When we got to the bottom, there was Mistress Martha, sitting in her chair, holding a bamboo cane in her hand. All three of us knelt at the base of her chair. Jane and I holding our collars in our hands. 
 
      
 
    “Very nice!” Martha picked up the collar out of Jane’s hands and then told her to look up at her. “You accept this collar and all it means, my pet?” Jane smiled. “Yes, Mistress. I accept the collar and all it implies!” I watched as Martha placed the collar around her neck and heard the little metallic click as the lock engaged.  Then she came up to me and took my collar. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, this is going to be rather different for you. Because here is the fact of what THIS collar implies. 
 
      
 
    “You are married to Jane, who loves you. She is now my slave. When this collar goes around YOUR neck, it means a whole lot more than just you being my slave. Because it will signify that you are owned by more than one person. Jane will own you, as she does. I will own you as well. But also, Jennifer will own a part of you as well. 
 
      
 
    “I was surprised when she came to me an hour ago, after telling me that she had spoken to you both. And she told me that something inside her had lit up in some way last night and then again this morning. Then she asked me about the collar that I had offered to her a year ago. She actually asked me if it were still possible. 
 
      
 
    “But she had a strange stipulation that she had requested. It had to do with both of you, though more, she said, you than Jane. In talking it over, I realized that maybe we could work it out. But Jennifer will not be wearing a chastity. You, however, will ALWAYS wear one if you accept this collar. 
 
      
 
    “You will also stop living as your male self PERMANENTLY. That means that you will, eventually, have breasts and a more feminine figure. You will live as a woman in all ways, no more male clothes or mannerisms. And so you know, if you display any male characteristics or mannerisms, including disobedience, you will be punished. Punishment will be painful and remind you that you are NOT allowed to act or be a man. Because when you accept this collar, you are going to be a sissy slave!” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me, took the cane and smacked me right between the legs, nicking my scrotum in the process. I cried out, realizing that the uniform did nothing to protect me. 
 
      
 
    “Punishment, if deserved, will be much worse than that, Christy. But you need to understand that this is indeed very real. Are you willing to acknowledge that you are now a slave to me, but also to Jane and Jennifer when I permit it?” 
 
      
 
    I straightened up and looked Martha in the eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress, I accept and acknowledge that I am now a sissy slave to You, to Jane and to Jennifer when Mistress permits and I hope to make Mistress proud of her slave.” 
 
      
 
    Martha looked me in the eyes and lifted the collar. As she placed it around my neck, she leaned in and said, “I knew it the minute I saw you yesterday that you would accept me as your Mistress. You wife is a good woman. Both her and Jennifer are going to enjoy you as much as I will. Tomorrow, dear, you will get your implants and permanent chastity. Then you will forever me a sissy slave!” 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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 
 
      
 
    Christy Lynn Rose 
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





