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One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As I look back on my life and the adventures that I have had, I can now point to one thing and know that it was the defining moment in my life. It is just that I never really understood how that one little thing caused my life to change so drastically from what I had thought it would be. 
 
      
 
    Today, after many years of living life as my Mistress' little slut, it is hard to imagine that I had, at one time, been a man. Okay, as even I would readily admit, I was not the greatest man, nor well endowed. And from the time of my teenage years, I knew that there was something different about me. 
 
    I liked woman's underwear. The panties, slips, stockings and garter-belts and even the bras. However, I never really liked pantyhose, probably because when I wore them, they would eventually slide down off my panties and make it a little difficult to walk. I also liked some woman's clothes. Oh, skirts and blouses were nice as were dresses. But I really didn't like slacks as I felt that they were not really the definition of feminine. Oh, I know that they were cut differently and all, but I just felt, when I was in my lingerie and such that pants just didn't do what it was that I wanted. 
 
    Of course, being a male at the time, I could have tried to grow out my hair but, well, that was not really an option in my house. So, it was not like I was heading out on a regular basis as a girl. It wasn't really until I grew up and got out of the house that I was finally able to try and do some of those little things that I had always wanted. And keep in mind, though I did not leave a sheltered life, there were things that I didn't really know about until I learned about them in the military. Okay, off base in the adult book stores, but the kind of books and magazines that I was drawn towards were not the Penthouse and Hustler magazines. Nope, I was drawn to the Magazines that dealt with women in bondage, like those published by Harmony Productions and the Transformations label from Centurion’s in LA. Oh, and the pictures would make me dream, not of tying up beautiful girls and the like but to actually BE the one being bound in her underwear, gagged and forced to do things. And I learned that there were women who would help me experience such little dreams, for a price. And the Transformations magazines (like “enslaved sissy maids” and “forced womanhood”) made me think about what it would be like. And the stories and such were so exciting to think that something like that could actually happen. I sometimes wondered if any of them were real. 
 
      
 
    But, being in the military, I can tell you that they seriously frown on such things as cross-dressing let alone the kind of activities that I was fantasizing about. And barracks living is certainly not going to allow me to do that, especially since I would have a roommate. But, of course, there is the time off that I could find or when the roommate was off somewhere. As long as I hid everything, I could, at times, enjoy the reading of the stories and looking and fantasize about being the woman in the pictures while wearing some lingerie. But I also found the ads from Domme's that would help me out in experiencing my fantasies. At the time, there were the ones in California, of course. There were some in almost all the states in the country, but the ones that intrigued me the most were a couple up in Detroit. When I was in my early 20's, there were a couple that I wrote to. One was a Mistress Destiny. I had actually received a couple of replies from her and her servant/slave at the time. What had intrigued me about her was that she seemed, at the time, a mix of exotic and stern. She had short cropped blonde hair and this look that made one instantly want to kneel at her feet. 
 
    There had been a couple of others that I had written to, I got a couple of replies, mostly of some sort of “form letter” thanking me for my interest and all. But I was also a chicken and never really found the courage to follow through on the chance to meet with Mistress Destiny. I will never know if that was a changing point that I could have missed. I envisioned myself being there many times, thinking that I would be such a good little submissive that maybe she would take me into her house as one of her slaves. But fear drove me to run away from that possibility. 
 
      
 
    Of course, by the time I got out of the service, I had a minor little wardrobe of woman's clothes. I also found that I had this fondness for HIGH heels. Oh, a three-inch heel was all nice and all, but I was drawn to the five, six and even higher heels. And to go along with that, I was also finding that I liked the idea of being in a little, slutty, French maid uniform, complete with the petticoat and stockings and heels. I had even found someplace that had them and finally got around to buying my first one. Oh, when it got to my house, I was instantly into the shower and washing and shaving my body clean. That first day, I think I spent the entire weekend running around the apartment wearing the uniform, cleaning the place, though I must admit that I did spend a little bit of time tying myself up in self bondage as well. And walking around in five-inch heels, leather ankle cuffs with chain between them and a ball gag just made me feel like the little slave. And as I saved a little more money up, I went and ordered a second one, this time in white. And when it came, I was so happy to see it and knew what I was going to do. But what I had forgotten was that I was to have company coming over that evening. Whoops! 
 
      
 
    I had spent a good hour getting prepped to spend the night dressed up. I had the maid uniform, white satin with black lace and a black petticoat. So, I decided that I would wear white lingerie, bra with nice silicone breast forms, a white waist cincher with garters and black seamed stockings. I had a white ruffled panty and white, six-inch patent leather pumps. The ankle cuffs that I had were black, but I felt that would be fine. So, I started getting dressed, working the stockings up my legs and then putting my heels on. The ankle cuffs were special in that they not only had a chain between them, but they also had a locking strap that would go under the heel and lock the shoe on as well. With the stockings, panties and heels in place, I put on my bra and petticoat. I then carefully put the uniform on and put the apron in place. Looking in the mirror, except for my face and head, I looked, at least in my opinion, pretty maid like. But it was now time to finish the work. 
 
    I sat down in the bedroom and pulled out my make-up kit. While I was certainly no expert, I had been working on trying to figure out the right make up that I could not only wear but HOW to wear it so I could try to look faintly passable as a woman. Okay, a woman wearing a slutty French maid uniform but still, I didn't really want to look like an old drag queen. I learned that what might take a woman, who had been doing it for years and would take her maybe fifteen minutes took me almost an hour, since I wouldn't like something or else I would goof up something and must try to fix it. But once I got my makeup looking faintly nice, it was time for the wig. I took it out of the closet and put it on the dresser. I took my wig brush and smoothed out a few hairs and then grabbed an old knee high and put it on my head. Then a couple of bobbie pins later and my wig was in place. Then I took my wrist cuffs and my gag and went over to the bed. I wanted to have a little enjoyment with bondage before I spent some time cleaning my place. 
 
    So first I took a condom and put it on. I know that I would struggle and such and, well, usually that would get me to cum. I HATE trying to get cum stains out of my panties, let alone the uniform and such and this way, well, I didn't have to worry about that problem. Then I took the gag and buckled it in place. Then I put the first cuff and locked it in place. I took the key and placed it on the little side table and then lied down and bent my knees and grabbed the chain between my ankles. Then I hooked a chain link around that chain and the chain between my wrist cuffs. Lastly, I wrapped the cuff around my other wrist and worked the lock. I was now gagged and in a hogtie. I struggled and fantasized about being bound as a captive maid who was being trained and disciplined for something that I had done wrong. Of course, I could not speak, and I could not get free from the cuffs and in my mind, the fantasy was taking shape. I could even feel myself getting erect and close to orgasm when I heard the door to my apartment open. I stopped right there, though I could feel my cock start to spurt cum into the condom. But when I heard the voice of the person coming into my apartment, I knew I was done for. 
 
      
 
    “Paul, where are you? And what are we goi...” Cathy walked into the bedroom and stopped cold. I looked up at her and I felt like such a shit. I had been working up the courage to talk to her about this side of my life, the cross-dressing and bondage side of me, but I had never really been able to figure out HOW to broach the subject with her. Of course, now, well, that cat was out of the bag and clawing its way into freedom as I watched her reaction to what she had found. 
 
      
 
    Cathy walked around the room and I watched every step that I could. When she got to the side table, she found the key and picked it up. She looked at me. “Is this the key to those locks?” All I could do was nod. Then she walked over to my dresser and opened the drawers, finding not only all my woman's underclothes but the magazines that I had collected. When she walked over to the closet and found my dresses, skirts, blouses, the black satin French maid uniform and my other high heels. She also found the clothesline rope that I would use to tie myself up with and picked it up. Then she walked over to me and sat on the bed next to me. 
 
    “Well Paul, it seems that you have a little problem. Or a big problem, depending on what I read in these little magazines of yours. I see the bondage magazines and know that you must be wanting to BE them, dressed as you are. But these other little magazines...” as she shows me the many copies of “forced womanhood” and “enslaved sissy maids”, “well, I think I have a couple of things to think about. But I think that I want to make sure that I can read and think in peace!” With that, Cathy grabbed the ropes and started to thread it through the locks and pulled my wrists and ankles tighter together. Once I was bound tighter, she took a scarf and wrapped it around my eyes, effectively blindfolding me. Then she laughed. “Well, this should keep you in place for a while. I would say get comfortable, but I have a feeling that, well, comfortable is not going to an option for you for a while.” I felt her get up off the bed and walk away. I squirmed and shifted but realized that Cathy had really done a good job of tying me, as my back was arched a little backwards and the strain was getting difficult. When I tried to twist so that I was on my side, I realized that was not going to help me at all. Of course, I realized it as I went over to my right side and it caused my back to bend a little more. I was in trouble, in more ways than one. Then I heard footsteps coming down the hall. 
 
      
 
    “Well, are we trying to get loose? Well, I guess that with you bent like that, it was a little painful. But I am not ready to let you get loose just yet.”  
 
      
 
    I felt her roll me back onto my stomach and then she loosened the rope. Then I heard the key being put into a lock and my ankles were loosened but my wrists were still locked together. I was then rolled over onto my back and my arms. She grabbed my left ankle and she tied it to the foot of my bed. Then she did the same to my right ankle. Then I felt her pull me up and undid my wrists. Then I felt them being bound at the top of my bed. Then I felt my panties being pulled down. “Well, what do we have here? I guess maybe you are actually enjoying this predicament that you are in!” I knew that she had found the condom I was wearing. I felt her pull it off and then pull my panties back up. “Oh, I kind of thought that you were getting yourself off when I found you in here. But I am so intrigued that you had a condom on. Now what am I going to do with this?” I felt her get off the bed again and then the sound of rummaging through the dresser again. “What do we have here? Gee, I think I know what this is for. But I certainly didn't expect to find something like this. But then again, I can't say that I am surprised!”  
 
      
 
    Then I felt her lift my head. “I am going to take off this ball gag, Paul. After that, if you start to speak, I will walk out of this apartment and not come back. You can then scream your head off and wait for someone else to come in here to free you. Or you can be quiet and keep your mouth open.” She removed my ball gag and then inserted the penis gag that I had hidden in the back of my dresser drawer. “Yes, I think that works. And I just love how there is a nice little hole in the middle of the gag.” I felt her pushing something into the gag and then I felt, then tasted, my cum dribbling into my mouth through the gag! “ Well, you have a penis gag, Paul, so I think that you might as well get a little more realistic experience from it as you have your cum put into your mouth! And you had better swallow it all!” Of course, I really had no choice and I, for the first time, swallowed cum... My own cum. And as I swallowed it, the expression on my face showed that I was NOT enjoying the experience. 
 
      
 
    “Oh Paul... You know what, I think that you really need a new name. A FEMININE name. Calling you Paul dressed like that seems so, well, odd. Almost as odd as it is for me to come here and find you dressed like this. I mean, finding my 'boyfriend' all dolled up in some slutty French maid uniform and lingerie, make up and those slutty “fuck me” stiletto pumps was indeed odd. So, I think that maybe I have to think of some slutty name for you. But I think that maybe you should know a little something important... 
 
      
 
    “You see, I was always wondering about something about you. I thought that I had seen you wearing a pair of panties some time ago, but I didn't say anything before since I know that some men's briefs kind of look like panties when you catch a quick glimpse of them. But now, well, I now know that they were indeed panties, since you have some on and a bunch more in your drawers.” Cathy patted me on my panty covered cock. It was getting a little hard again. “And I can tell that you enjoy being dressed like this AND being bound like you are. 
 
    “So now I have a little problem and, well, I need a couple of hours to figure out what I am going to do about it. So, you are going to stay right where you are, bound like this, until I get back. Fear not, I will release you shortly. But I want you bound like this so that you can think about this as well. Because I am either going to leave you, though I will release you before I do leave you. Or I will think about keeping you as, well, something, but certainly not my 'boyfriend' since, well, you certainly are not boyfriend material right now!” 
 
      
 
    I felt her get back up off the bed and realized that I was in deep trouble. Being bound, gagged and blindfolded, I had no idea of time and as I struggled, trying to get some release from the ropes, I realized that Cathy had done a very thorough job at binding me to the bed. I wondered what it was that she was going to decide, as I really did love her. I didn't want to lose her, but I wasn't sure I understood what she meant by keeping me... 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It's amazing the things that your mind can do to you when you are bound with no escape possible. It makes your imagination do crazy things and you may not know what is really happening to you. As I was bound there, still on occasion trying to find some little bit of movement, I contemplated the worst and the best things that could happen to me. I even thought about the extreme as I recalled a scene from one of the DVD’s that I had. I thought that Cathy would come back, tell me that I was going to become her little sissy maid and I would get breast implants or have my cock removed and a vagina put in its place. I imagined being placed in chastity of some kind and being made to do all sorts of kinky and sexual things. All of these thoughts running through my mind served to make me get harder and as I struggled, it would cause my penis to rub against the nylon of my panties and eventually caused me to cum in my panties. I felt so humiliated as I realized that Cathy would discover this and might leave me for real. 
 
      
 
    I really have no idea how long I was there. I just know that I was now in urgent need of the bathroom and a shower, though honestly, the bathroom was becoming something I really wanted. And my hearing was becoming more hyper-sensitive as I tried to determine where she was as I really was not sure if she was even still in my apartment. I started to fear that maybe some of my guy friends would come over, since my car was still outside and they would think that I was free for anything. I had forgotten that I had plans with Cathy and they might see my car and think the same thing. Little did I know that there were things happening to me and maybe for me outside my little world here on my bed. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, I heard the door and the sounds of heels coming down the hall. I strained a little and froze when I heard the voice! 
 
      
 
    “HOLY SHIT!” It was NOT the voice of Cathy but rather, the voice of her mother! “I guess that she wasn't kidding, was she you little slut! I must admit that I didn't really believe what she was telling me at first. And now that I see it, part of me realizes that I kind of thought that this might be the case. And by looking at the stain in your panties there, you seem to be actually ENJOYING this about as much as I do.” I felt her weight on the bed as she sat on the edge. Then I felt the blindfold come off and I could see her. 
 
      
 
    I had met her mother many months before. Her dad I never did get to meet and I really didn't know why. I had heard that they had gotten divorced many years before I met Cathy and her father was not really in her life. And these days, in this not so politically correct world, I guess you could say that Cathy's mom was a cougar. She was not only very pleasing to the eye but had an intelligence behind the scenes that would challenge many a person. I never really knew what she did but knew that whatever it was, it seemed to be rather lucrative as she certainly had money. 
 
      
 
    “So, my daughter tells me that she found you hogtied, dressed like this. I have to say, I am rather impressed with your collection of magazines and videos. I especially liked the ones with the man in chastity devices. Of course, the bondage, well, that’s a given that I would be pleased with them. Because, well, Cathy knows and now you will know, that I make my living transforming men into, well, I guess you could say, into feminine males. 
 
    “I do it either on a part time basis, for those who like to come to me to forget their boring, male dominated life and to dress up like a girl and sometimes be bound, or whipped or any number of other things, though not always in the domination mode. That is what MOST of my little boys, many of them not so little and not so young, desire. But there are a couple of others who, well, kind of like the idea of living the lifestyle as those videos and stories tell. In fact, there might even be a couple there that may even be true, though I cannot be 100% certain without checking. 
 
      
 
    “For those little gurls, they wanted to go to the extreme. They were BROUGHT to me for me to work my magic, as well as to instill in them the proper demeanor. Of course, it goes without saying that they had been brought to me by their girlfriends or wives. They had a submissive personality that was coming out, even though one or two were in positions of power, but also had this unique need to be feminine in some way. Once they started down the path, they found they wanted more. That more brought them to me. And I brought it all out. I find it very gratifying to be able to make their dreams and fantasies become their reality, up to a point. While I doubt that some of them came out and became women or at the very least became full time she-male's, they are very feminine in appearances and blend in fairly well. Of course, some of them may have gone through and had the surgery. But I digress, and I am sure, after all this time, you want to relieve yourself.” 
 
      
 
    She reached down to my right ankle and undid the rope holding in place. Then she got up and released my left ankle. She then walked over and found the padlocks and chain and locked my ankles together with the 12-inch chain. “I do not want you taking off your clothes and trying to get away. I want you to listen to me right now. I am going to release your wrists and you can go to the bathroom. Once you are done, come back to the living room and we will have a nice discussion. If you try to do something bad, I will change my mind and we will have a very one-sided discussion.” She released my wrists and removed the blindfold. I looked at her, curious about what she meant. But I really needed to go, so I got up and walked to the bathroom, wobbly on my heels as I never really spent a lot of time walking in them and having been bound for so long.  
 
      
 
    Going to the bathroom felt so good. Once I was finished, I took a washcloth and some soap and cleaned myself and my panties. I thought about removing the gag but since Cathy's mom didn't remove it, I decided it might not be a good idea. The only good thing about wearing white panties is they looked good under the black petticoat. But when you stain the panties, well, they do not come clean all that well. Sometimes though, I could get the stains to not show as much. Of all the things to worry about, my panties were the least of my worries, though that seemed to be my only concern, even knowing that Cathy's mom was in the living room and wanted to talk. I finished up and started towards the living room, starting to realize that things may be going from bad to worse. Oh boy, I could feel my pulse rate increasing as I walked to the room. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When I arrived in the living room, Cathy and her mother were sitting on the couch, Cathy dressed casually, blue jeans, sweater and sneakers but her mother, well that was a totally different thing. When she had removed my blindfold, I had seen her, and I thought that she had been dressed casually as well. Now, however, she was sitting in a black leather corset, a leather skirt that was short but still modest, I could see black stockings and knee-high leather boots. In her hand was a white patent leather collar (Or so I thought at the time) as well as a leash. She is sitting on my wing chair where I like to sit to read. Cathy is sitting on the couch some distance from her mother. Sitting in front of Cathy's mom is a stool and she points to it for me to sit on it. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Paul, I guess it is time to decide what we are going to do with you. Cathy, so that you know, after talking it over with me, has decided that, well, she does not want you as her boyfriend any longer. She is not too sure that she wants you in her life either. She is kind of on the fence right now 
 
    . 
 
    “She tells me that it is because of some of the magazines that you had that dealt with chastity and she male slaves that some of them discussed or covered. Part of her finds that as being, well, a little degrading. Of course, personally, and I tried to explain this, that it is only degrading if the person feels it is degrading. Personally, I kind of think that it will be interesting to meet someone willing to go to that extreme. None of my clients have even asked about it. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes, sweetie, I said clients. You see, what my daughter didn’t know until now is that I like to train submissive men and women to be obedient. Of course, many of the men just want to be men, not into the whole ‘sissy’ thing. But some of them are. Some even are curious about going to the extreme of, well, as you can read in those little magazines, feminized sissy slaves or she-male slaves. Of course, there is one hell of a difference between the two. 
 
      
 
    “First of all, a feminized sissy slave still shows as a male, almost drag like, at least how I do them up. I don’t want them to look feminine because that is not what they are. They are sissy’s and are meant to be humiliated and such. But for me, a ‘she-male’ is something totally different. They are supposed to appear feminine and act as such. Of course, some of them wear the sissy like clothes and such but… And even then, there are two different kinds. There are the ones who have something packing between their legs, which is not only functional but delightful when in use. And then there are the ones like yourself who, well, are not particularly endowed as a man and thus, well, don’t need use of the little pecker. Yes, that means what you think, a chastity device. 
 
      
 
    “Now, for you to grasp this situation more clearly, that chastity is going to be PERMANENT! Once I put it on your little pee-pee, you will not be able to have that distraction in your life. If it even tries to get aroused, well… Let me show you.” 
 
      
 
    She reached into her bag and I looked as Cathy saw the device and immediately got up and walked out of the room. When I saw it, I didn’t completely realize what it was until she then walked up to me and showed it to me, in detail. 
 
      
 
    “See these two sets of holes?” I nodded. “That is where the bar will go through. You little pee-pee will be pierced, in two locations, and then this is essentially pulled over it and then locked into place. I would normally use something akin to super glue but for you, I would be willing to go all the way and solder it in place. It will hurt like a bitch, but a little sissy slut like you should be able to handle it. 
 
      
 
    “As you can see, it is curved so that to hide it down between your legs. Thus, it won’t stick out where it doesn’t need to be. And, to curb you wanting to even play with it, look inside the shaft.” I did and saw little pyramid shapes all through it and they looked rather sharp. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, those little pins will cause a little added discomfort if you do get aroused. Oh, you will occasionally get aroused and that is intentional. But it is also painful and deliberate, to remind you of what you are and what you are not. But, so that you know, I am going to give you a choice. But once you make that choice, there is NO going back to the way things were, either between you and my daughter, not between you and me. 
 
      
 
    “Choice number one is simple and easy. All you have to do is stop seeing my daughter. That means never contact her again. The friends you may have shared will know NOTHING about you and your particular proclivities. And even I will keep it quiet, not talk about it. It is a simple choice and I am sure that you would have no problem finding someone else, though talking about this, as you discovered, is hard and can lead to ruin and loss. 
 
      
 
    “Choice number two, which may sound easy but certainly is NOT for the light of heart nor will it be simple. That choice is for you to decide to become my she-male slave. That means that you would learn at my hand, feet and under my whip, to become feminine in appearance. It would also mean that you would NEVER be able to be a man again! Your pee-pee would be permanently locked away between your legs, as well as a little something else, which you learn of later. And you would be feminized COMPLETELY! That means breast implants as well as laser hair removal. Oh, and hormones to get you completely, well, as completely as we can, feminine, apart from that ugly little pee-pee. 
 
      
 
    “Those are your choices. And you have until tomorrow, when I return, to give me your answer.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and then watched as Cathy came back out, with her things in a box, as she looked at me, like she was totally disgusted with me. But the look on her mother’s face was… Confusing. I could not tell if she was happy or angry. But I watched her get up and then hand me another set of keys. 
 
      
 
    “So you can take the gag off. Do that AFTER I leave. And I want you cleaned up, especially if you decide on option two. If you decide on the first choice, then I really don’t care one way or the other. But either way, Paul, things will change for you. Either you remain Paul or you become, I think, Chastity… That would suit you for so MANY reasons.” 
 
      
 
    She turned and walked out of the room. 
 
      
 
    I waited a couple of minutes, unlocked the gag and then ran to the bathroom, making it to the toilet just in time as I threw up everything that I had ever eaten. Then I went into the bedroom and stripped everything I had on off me, took everything to the washer and washed it all. Naked, I walked my way back to the bathroom, feeling a little light headed, started the shower and got inside it and just stood there under the shower head, with the hot water not only taking the kinks out of my back and shoulder but also relaxing me a bit more. 
 
      
 
    I realized that the water was getting cold when I decided to get out of the shower. I had zoned out for almost 25 minutes, though I had at least cleaned myself up. I walked back to the laundry room and took everything out of the drier and started it. I walked over to the bedroom and got dressed. I then grabbed my keys and went out to the car and drove for what seemed like hours and many miles. 
 
      
 
    By the time I got back home, it was getting dark. I didn’t remember leaving the lights on in the house but figured that I probably did. I got up and walked to the door and opened it to find the totally unexpected. Cathy was sitting there in my place, with what could only be described as an evil smile. I had no idea what it meant, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to know. But the fact that she was there, well, part of me was relieved though another part was deathly afraid, because I remembered that she had taken the magazines with her. And there they were, sitting on the coffee table in front of her. 
 
      
 
    “About damned fucking time you got back here, you little shit! I have been sitting here for the last hour getting more and more pissed at you. And what’s worse, CHASTITY, is that I have been getting hornier and hornier in that last hour! So, you damned well better get into your bedroom and show me just how girlie you can look. You have 20 minutes to show me. If you look girlie enough, MAYBE I will only whip your ass a few times with this little toy!” She held out her hand and I saw that she had the riding crop I had in my closet. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes, I snooped around quite a bit. And I have laid out what I want you to put on your body on the bed. Nice selection of lingerie, CHASTITY, as well as some cute little SLUTTY outfits. Don’t say a word, just get moving and then get back in here! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I practically RAN into the bedroom and then stopped dead. Indeed, she had gone through the entire room. As I looked at what she had on the bed, my heart stopped. Because on the bed was something stunning. 
 
      
 
    There was a set of red panties and matching bra that I swore I didn’t remember having. There was also a garter belt and some black stockings with red seams and foot. But the thing that REALLY caught my eyes was the dress. It was also black, with some red accents. But when I picked up the dress, I saw the heels and knew this was going to be a really different experience. 
 
      
 
    I picked up the garter belt and pulled it into place, followed by rolling up the stockings. Then the panties. When I picked up the bra, I wrapped it around myself and then went to the drawer to get my inserts and put them into place. Luckily, I had some that had adhesive backing as the bra was a little strapless number, making me realize that it was NOT one of mine. As I looked at the dress, I knew I needed something more, so I walked over to my closet and pulled out my red satin corset. This one I liked wearing because, though satin, was strong. It should be since I paid good money for it. And I knew I could finally tight lace it and as I did, my body developed curves where they hadn’t been before. When I pulled the dress on, as it slipped down my frame, it hugged me in all the right places and looked rather good on. 
 
      
 
    I ran into the bathroom and got out my make-up and spent ten minutes working on it, trying to make sure I looked decent. Once I finished that, I walked back into the bedroom, pulled on my wig and then picked up the heels. 
 
      
 
    I had only really worn these one time. They were literally killer heels. There was no platform on them and the heel was almost 7 inches high. I had a good-sized foot which made the heel that high. But what made me get them was that the stiletto pump was black with a red patent heel. What’s more, they had an ankle strap that, well, LOCKED the shoe in place. Nothing says submissive like having your heels locked on, as well as the red mid strap to help keep the foot in place. I buckled the mid strap, then the ankle strap. I saw the two little locks and knew I was expected to put them on, so I did, effectively locking me into the shoes until I either cut them off (and since I spent well over $100 for them, I certainly was NOT cutting them off!) or Cathy unlocked them. 
 
      
 
    Once I was fully attired as she commanded, I started walking, slowly at first as I had to get used to these heels. As I said, I had only worn them once and they were killers of my ankles. But as I walked, I got my balance in them and walked into the living room. When I got there, I could see that Cathy had changed HER outfit as well. I had NEVER seen her look like that and part of me was now totally afraid of her. Another part of me was excited. 
 
      
 
    She looked like a lingerie Dominatrix! She had on a black satin corset that pulled her in just the right way and it did not cover but supported her breasts quite nicely. Her legs were encased in beautiful stockings, which I had NEVER seen her wear, as well as a black satin thong. On her feet were a pair of black patent peep toe pumps with tall heels, something else I had never seen her wear, even clubbing. And in her one hand was that riding crop. In the other, there was that chastity! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Well, you DO, indeed, look good like that. But we STILL must take care of something. Get your as over here and bend over the back of the chair!” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t say a word but hurried as best I could and bent over. I felt my panties being pulled down. 
 
      
 
    “Next time I tell you to do something, CHASTITY, you will say ‘Yes, Mistress!’ Do you understand me?” Then I felt the riding crop land on my ass with a resounding slap, causing me to scream out her command, “YES! Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    “Good girl, Chastity! Now, I think we will establish the pecking order here and now. I figure about 100 lashes for disrespecting me for starters. Does that sound good, Chastity?” She slapped me again with the riding crop as I again acknowledged her with a resounding “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    “Then I want you to count them for me, Chastity, thanking me for each and every lash I administer to you. If you mess up, we will start all over from one!” Another lash! 
 
      
 
    “Three, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    “Poor Chastity already made a mistake. I haven’t started your disciplinary whipping and I am already going to add to it. So maybe you will remember when I add another 50 to your discipline? Will that help you be a good girl, Chastity?” Another lash! 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    For the next 25 minutes, which seemed longer, I received a lash from the riding crop and I counted and thanked her for each one. And as they struck me, I felt something totally weird. I could remember my father, back when I was younger, spanking me for doing something really bad and had never been this EAGER for them. But with Cathy there administering the lashes, not only was I raising my ass to meet them, I was actually ENJOYING it. 
 
      
 
    And I could tell that she was too because I counted way past the 150 lashes before she stopped. I had reached 200 when she stopped and told me to get on my knees. I did so quickly, feeling the heat radiating from my ass as I watched her then slip her thong down her legs. 
 
      
 
    “Since I know you know how to do it, I want you to REALLY make me cum, Chastity. If you bring me to a wonderful orgasm, maybe I will go easy on you. If not, well, then it won’t be so easy on you.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I always enjoyed bringing her to an orgasm, and usually I could in a matter of a few minutes. But she also hadn’t been quite this wet. But when she turned around, I hesitated. 
 
    “Oh yes, Chastity, I want you to worship my ass first. I am sure that you will have no problem, or I can take the leather strap to your ass or even slap those little sissy bits and pee-pee between your legs.” 
 
      
 
    I brought my face right to her ass and started to lick and suck as best I could. I knew this was going to be different because I had never done THIS kind of thing, nor had I ever imagined it. But I worked it as I would have worked her clitoris and worked my tongue into her hole, causing her to moan. I still gave her other hole attention as I would work my way between both openings, and as I did, I could tell that it was driving her crazy. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes of this, she turned around and grabbed my head. She then pulled me into her pussy and I worked that slowly, trying my best to make her scream. If I rushed it, I figure that she would get mad, so I made her have to wait, which only made her moan more and more. By the time she finally had started to writhe, she had my face pulled so tight I knew what was going to happen. And it did! She filled my mouth with her juices and I had to drink them in fast to not lose any. But when I tried to pull away, I couldn’t. 
 
      
 
    “Who told you to stop, slut! I want another, more mind-blowing orgasm, unless you don’t think I deserve it after the grief you caused me, Chastity!” 
 
      
 
    I tried to reply with, “sorry Mistress!” but, of course, it went right into her opening. And when I did that, I could see her writhe even more. So, I decided to start begging her to stay with me and let me become her, well, whatever she was willing to let me be. I begged to be whipped again, which kind of surprised me but even more surprising was I felt the delicious sting of the riding crop on my exposed ass a couple of times, making me redouble my efforts to bring her to another orgasm. 
 
      
 
    When she finally had her second, longer one, as she was coming down from it, she finally released my head. As I looked up at her, I could see a smile on her face and a glow in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Kiss my feet, Chastity!” I knelt and started to kiss them. As I did, she started to deliver blows to my ass again and I thanked her for each one as she delivered them to my sore ass, raising my ass as each one was delivered, begging for another one. 
 
      
 
    I lost count, and I think she might have as well, though I don’t know for certain. But she did finally let me up. 
 
      
 
    “Keep those panties down because before we go any further, I want to know one thing. Would you have taken mother up on her offer or would you have just gone out of our lives?” 
 
      
 
    “Either way, Mistress, I would have lost you, so I was really leaning towards leaving. While I know that I can not stop dressing up, since I know I have tried, I would rather lose you than put you through anything more. It was wrong of me to not say anything to you, but I was afraid.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I will tell you that mother said to me that she thinks you would make for a good little slutty girlfriend. Or a slutty slave, which she already has one of those, though going whole hog, as she put it, with you would have been the crowning achievement. None of her other submissive males have been willing to go THAT far. 
 
      
 
    “But, would YOU be willing to go that far, not for her, but for… Me?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her, SHOCKED to say the least, that she was asking THAT! Oh, I know that I had read stories about it and the like, but did I ever expect to experience it in reality? There is this thing called REALITY that we all must deal with. And it’s not the reality of “reality television” which we all know is far from real. This was the thing of fantasy. 
 
      
 
    “Not to sound stupid, but is this for real, Cathy? Not a joke or anything?” 
 
      
 
    The fact that she didn’t get mad made me wonder. 
 
      
 
    “Chastity, or maybe I should call you Paul?” 
 
      
 
    “Chastity is fine, Cathy… Mistress?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, the discussion when we left was rather interesting. I told her things that I would never had told my mother, or at least would never had thought I would. I told her how you treated me and how nice it felt to be with you. But that I also felt a little betrayed because you kept this,’ gesturing to me and my clothing, “from me. Sure, I felt a little disgusted. I mean, there you were in some slutty French maid uniform and had gotten yourself off like you did. And though you didn’t like swallowing your cum, as mom told me, there was something else. 
 
      
 
    “When I saw you there, and more so when you walked back in here, I didn’t see a man. I saw, well… You. As you seem to be most comfortable. My mother told me that her little stable of sissy boys, well, most of them just do it to get off. Then there are the ones who, well, do it because it is in their nature to be, well, girlie. 
 
      
 
    “But I knew what mother was going to offer you in terms of choices. And what she told me after we had gotten back in the car made me think. She figured that you would take the second choice and become her little toy. But something inside me told ME that you would just leave. I knew that if she was right, you would be exposed to me and I would be exposed to you as her toy. And she does play rough with her toys, as I learned. 
 
      
 
    “But then I picked up the books of yours and actually read them. Oh, some of those stories are cheesy and fake as all get out. But, oddly enough, something told me that at least some of them had a ring of truth to them. The stories that were acknowledged to be fiction were a little over the top, though they were also kind of hot. And as I read them, I realized something. 
 
      
 
    “I wanted that in my life. I wanted someone who was devoted to me as those people were. And when you came in here with that corset on, shaping your body, as well as the breast forms, doing your best to look like, well, a girl. Well, something inside me wondered. Because, well, I remembered in college having a fling with a girl and I started to wonder if maybe, the way that you play with my clit and such wasn’t something more feminine than masculine. I mean, maybe you lick like a woman would, though you have no idea what it does to me, first hand. But I must tell you, you really are damned good!” 
 
      
 
    She blushed, and I smiled. 
 
      
 
    “But, well, I guess this is what I am asking you. Would you, rather than become my mother’s she-male slave, would you become not only my chastised she-male slave but also my chastised she-male lover? Because I had fun spanking you and want to do it more, even now…” 
 
      
 
    When I looked up at her, she was smiling and holding the chastity. She also had a piercing gun and I knew what she wanted to do. I nodded to her, taking that final step into a life that for many is strictly fantasy but for me, was going to become a reality. 
 
      
 
    Little did I know just how far I would go to make her happy, and thus myself happy. But those adventures are for another time. 
 
    And as I reflect on how I got to this point then, with her piercing my cock and then putting on the chastity tube, locking my cock away permanently, I thought I would come to regret that decision. And when I learned that I already had an appointment for my implants the very next week, well… I certainly realize that though it was a strange choice for a man to make, maybe I never really was a man but was MEANT to be this person I have become. And I certainly live up to the name I was given… Chastity! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



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 
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