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    The Road Less Traveled 
 
      
 
      
 
    It seems that in this day and age, you never really know where you will end up, nor how you might get to where you are. It is not that I didn’t know where I was going, or what it was that I wanted in life. But I can say for certain that what happened in my life was certainly not what one would expect in the “normal” or “vanilla” world that we all live in. 
 
      
 
    You see, back many years ago, I was just your normal (kind of, anyway) guy, who seemingly wanted nothing more in life than what many guys want. A wife, a house, a nice car, kids, the whole shooting match. And it wasn’t just me, of course, that wanted these things, but my folks. Of course, it is a good thing that I have a brother who could do this, and actually did, from marrying a nice woman to having kids, a nice house, and all that. But I was occasionally looked at by my parents as they tried to figure me out. My mom, I always thought, realized my secret, as she had caught me many times trying on her underwear and such, and may have realized that it wasn’t just a phase I was going through. Hell, I didn’t realize, at first, that it was a part of me that I could not escape from, no matter how many times I tried. 
 
    Of course, mom made the best of it, as I did, on occasion, bring lovely ladies home to meet mom and dad. But, in the end, none of them really seemed to hold my interest, nor did I really feel like they were what I wanted. And I really didn’t get into the “gay” thing either, though I had wondered at times if maybe I was.  
 
    And as I grew up, I did the guy things. I went into the military, got out and then started working various different jobs until I found something that I was actually good at and enjoyed. It had the added benefit of allowing me to travel to various places, usually by car, which was a good thing, and I could partially write my own schedule. And as for supervision, I really didn’t have a whole lot of that, as long as the work was done AND, of course, could prove it. In time, I actually would pack more women’s clothes than men’s clothes for these trips, so that I could spend as much time as I could being the girl inside me, only letting the guy out when I was working in the stores. Besides, what girl wears a short skirt or dress climbing a ladder, right? (Okay, if I thought I could get away with it, maybe I would) And when I got to my hotels, well, sometimes I could get one with outside entrances to my room, or else I would request one close to the door so I could get in and out to explore as Christy. 
 
    Of course, I should mention that I had developed a relationship, though certainly not sexual, with a lovely lady from Mary Kay. While their product was expensive compared to going to Wal-Mart or even some of the other discount chains, at least this woman was kind enough to help me, over a period of several months, to teach me how to put on make-up, which unless you have been trained from birth practically, you have no idea what you are doing and how to cover up certain things. Thankfully, this nice woman was willing to spend the time with me to learn the subtle nuances of concealer and foundation and how to make my eyes look good without looking particularly trashy or slutty. Okay, she did kind of help me learn that slutty part, but I think that was partly because it was close to Halloween and, well, what little sissy doesn’t want to have at least ONE Satin French Maid Uniform? And of course, slutty works for me with that. Hey, I won $100 for that costume, which paid for a couple more lessons of makeup application! 
 
    I also had developed relationships, friendly to be sure, with some of the other gurls in my area, through Tri-ess and other organizations. I was, at that time, trying to figure out if I wanted surgical reassignment or what. So it was nice to talk to others kind of like me, and of course, as is usual in a group like that, there were some who were submissive like me and a couple, oddly enough, who were fairly dominant. Of course, with the kind of work I do, I did tend to come off like one of the dominant personalities, which is how I learned which were which. Of course, there were also the ones who were just learning about themselves and their feminine side. It was just that I didn’t feel a close bond with any of them. And as I started to travel more, I saw less and less of them, though I did actually get one of the gurls hired on with the same company as I was, though covering another area of the country. 
 
      
 
    But for me, the travelling allowed me to be myself, and visit some of the more exotic areas, including some dungeons that I discovered through various ads not only in the papers but also on line. In finding these places, I was able to explore that submissive side in me. In fact, the first time that I had visited a dungeon, I may have scared the Dominatrix who was “training” me, though she knew I was a novice and all, I just couldn’t relax and was so tense that I really didn’t enjoy myself. She was scared because, as she told me, she was afraid I would say something to the lady in charge about not enjoying the experience. No need to worry about that, as I was still afraid to say anything to anyone at that point, even to figure out how to actually enjoy the submission and such. 
 
    But the one thing that I did was limit the different places I would go visit. Some of them, especially in New York City, were a “club” like atmosphere, allowing you to look and watch and not participate. Of course, I went to them as my male self at first, and then learned that if I came as my feminine self, the cover was less. So Christy got a chance to go to these places, watch and actually talk to some of the Dominatrix that played there. For some reason, I was able to talk about it then but not in the professional dungeons, though you would think that would be THE place to talk freely about what it is that you want. Of course, I didn’t know what that was at the time, either. 
 
    What got me once, though, and started me to change direction, was bumping into, almost literally, the woman who took me from the professional man that I was into the submissive gurl that I was to become. And it was not at one of the professional dungeons but at a club that I had been going to for several months. They were having a party for their “regulars” and I had qualified because I had been there almost every three weeks and though I had never played with one of the ladies or men who would have gladly whipped or spanked or whatever made me happy, they all kind of knew me to be mild mannered and quiet. And when this party was announced, some of the other regulars told me that, if I wanted to, I could come as one of the “help” if I had a maid or bar girl outfit. Of course, I had a French maid uniform with a beautiful full petticoat and they told me that would be perfect. Then they told me that the servant girls, both female and those like me, would have to wear various bondage apparel, partly to show everyone what kind of person they were (collars on those owned, shackles to show submissiveness, etc.) but it was also going to be some free advertising for some of their other regulars trying to sell their wares to the guests. 
 
    If I wanted to do this, I was told, there would be no cover but also I would not be paid. I jumped at the chance, partly because I thought it would be a nice change and actually do something at the club but also, well, give me a chance to meet some more people. But I was also told that, if one of the members attending wanted to play with me, I would be required to play, as I was a servant girl and submissive. The only thing that I would be able to control was male or female member playing with me. That was based on the color I wore on my cuffs. Black would be for those willing to play with males, red if only with females and pink if you were willing to go either way. I just knew that I would pick red, since I had no plans on going off with some guy. Part of me still felt that way. 
 
      
 
    So the day of the party arrived and I managed to make it through my work week and got to the hotel I would be staying at, spent three hours going over the things I would wear, taking the time to actually shave closely from top to bottom. I had not really ever tried to shave my arms but I wanted to be a good little gurl so, I had my arms shaved. I had gone to get my back waxed several days before so I knew that was fine. However, I will say that shaving my ass was, well, a little scary. But I managed it and between that and the waxing, I was pretty much ready. 
 
    I pulled out my breast forms and my adhesive. I got them into place and let the glue take hold. Then I pulled out my black corset and put it around my chest and waist. I had ordered it custom made so that it would actually pull in at the right places and allow it to hold up my breast forms at the same time. Then I pulled out my ruffled black panties. I don’t wear them all the time but with the uniform, for some reason I just thought it would be perfect. The black panties with the white ruffles match so nicely with the black satin uniform with the white lace trim. Plus it stands out with the white chiffon petticoat with black lace trim. There is nothing like contrasting colors. But, of course, before I could put on my uniform, I had to get my make-up done as well as making sure my stockings were not running. Thankfully I had brought several pairs with me, as I knew I would probably ruin at least one stocking, and, of course, I did. But finally I got them on, using the stay up variety rather than the gartered stockings. Normally I would have worn gartered but, well, I had found these beautiful and different stockings from some place in England and wanted to wear the black stockings with a white seam down the leg. And my black patent stiletto pumps, which were also rather high at six inches in height, would certainly make my legs look as if they were miles long. (Of course, I would have loved to have found a pair of black with maybe a white heel, or the other way around, just so I could have the contrast continue) Once I got all the underpinnings completed, I started to work on the make-up. I took my time, though I also realized that taking my time now, after all the time spent with Rose, the Mary Kay lady, meant instead of hours, I took maybe 45 minutes tops. And that was so that I would look classy but slutty at the same time. 
 
    Once made up, I put the final brush through my wig, which was a beautiful auburn color, pulled out the bobby pins and placed it on my head. I looked at myself in the mirror, brushed it a couple more times and pinned it in place. I was all dressed and ready to go. I picked up my little purse, made sure I had some make up in there, as well as room key and car keys. Basically, everything I would needed to get back here and opened the door. I turned to close the door, thinking that there was no one there as it was dark out and bumped into this woman and we both screamed. I screamed because I was startled to see anyone, though I managed to grab her before she fell onto the pavement. I was not sure, at the time, if she was screaming because I startled and bumped into her, almost knocking her over or because of how I was dressed. 
 
    I started to mutter a little “sorry” to this nice woman, taking the time to help her stay on her feet while also trying to stay up on my six inch heels. I also noticed that she was dressed very nicely. She had long, blonde hair, subdued make up but what really got my attention was the fact that I could see she had on stockings (I caught the top of her stockings being held up with a garter tab) high heels (I was thinking at the time that they were almost as high as mine) and a very professional suit, though the skirt was short, coming just about midway down her thigh, which was how I caught the stockings. She looked up at me and stared at me. 
 
    “You’re a… GUY???” 
 
    I stood there, knowing that the second I talked, it would confirm that I was a guy, but I really didn’t care. At least, in my luck at the time, she didn’t scream it. “Yes and please accept my apologies for knocking you over like that” I was so concerned that we could be out here for far longer than I was comfortable with. 
 
    “Okay, I think. It’s just… Well… I wasn’t expecting someone to come out not only dressed like, well, like that, and being a guy! But, well… No harm done, I think.” She turned and started to walk away and as I was headed to my car, I saw her turn around and look at me with her head cocked at an angle. I stopped, put the key in the door (it was an older model car that didn’t have that new- fangled thing called a “fob”) and as I turned the key, I looked up and she was walking towards me. I started to think “Oh crap” but managed to not say anything. But I had a feeling that she was going to say something more so I waited on the driver’s side of the car, to give me a little added “protection” as it were. 
 
    “I’m sorry, that was rather rude of me to talk to you like that. It’s not like I’m a prude or anything, so please, accept my apology as well for talking to you like that.” I looked at her and tried to figure out what it was that she had said that she was apologizing for. “Ma’am, I didn’t take any offense at what you said. I know that this is, well, not ‘normal’ as it were for a guy to be dressed. I am on my way to a party and, well… Besides, it’s all in fun” 
 
    She looked at me and smiled. “You can say it is all in fun but, well, from the looks of you, you went to a whole lot of trouble to look that good for ‘fun’ but I think, well, it doesn’t matter. I am just sorry for blurting out that ‘guy’ thing. When you said sorry, well, you sounded like a guy but, well, you certainly don’t look like many guys I know. You look good, if not a little, well, under dressed and all. Have a good time at your party.” She turned again and left. I got into my car and started off to the party, looking at the clock and knowing that I would be in good shape, time wise. I checked to make sure I had gas again and off I went. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I arrived at the parking lot, I got out of the car and then walked up to the door. As I was about to knock on the door, the manager, Patricia, opened the door and smiled. “Oh thank goodness you actually made it… Or should I said ‘maid’ it?” we both laughed a little at the stupid little pun. “Right now, well, we are going to be short about three girls tonight and with you here, it helps us out. Maybe a couple more of the girls will show up but, well, the problem is that one of the normal girls got sick, then passed it to another one of them and now I am down three. But now we are only going to be short 2. So thank you ever so much for coming, Christy!” 
 
    I smiled. She was one of the few that knew I liked that name for myself. “Glad to help, as you know. So, what do I do first?” She looked at me and smiled. 
 
    “Well, first of all, we need to get you finished. Come on in, as the party will be starting in about an hour.” She led me into the space and then out to the back, where I had not been before. Once there, she looked at the other girls, five of them, of which four were actual girls. I had seen them, all of them. Alyce, Brenda, Karen and Sylvia were all young and very pretty. Even Sarah, the other crossdressing or Trans (I didn’t know which she really was) was just as good looking. The only reason I knew that Sarah was not a genetic girl was because I had seen her being sub to one of the regular dominants that came and had witnessed the fact that she had a chastity device on her cock. 
 
    “Okay girls, Christy volunteered to help us out at the party tonight. In fact, I believe that you all have seen her around here, though she didn’t play with anyone. Please help her out and make her feel at home here, okay?” Just as soon as she said this, all five of them came over and introduced themselves formally to me. While I admit that I was not a beauty queen by any stretch, nor am I the proverbial ugly duckling, compared to these girls, I was a guy in drag! However, in moments, I was sitting in a chair, facing a mirror and getting my make-up changed, color was added and then my wig was taken off. In moments it was back on my head but now, well, it was not going to come off so easily as I realized that there was now some sort of adhesive holding it in place, just like my forms were. 
 
    When I actually LOOKED in the mirror, I realized that I now looked far more feminine than before. Then Alyce asked me if I had a corset on. When I nodded, they all smiled and then had me remove the uniform and they all looked at the corset and smiled. “That’s beautiful, Christy. But I think that we need to tighten it up a little more.” With that, Karen started to tighten the laces a little snugger and suddenly I was two inches smaller. I wasn’t going to be doing a whole lot of deep breathing exercises but I could still breathe. They then took the make-up and added a little color to my cleavage and pulled me a little closer. Then the uniform went back on and they put the apron around my waist. 
 
    I looked in the mirror again and realized that my shape was definitely more enhanced now, and with the wonderful make-up job, I now looked feminine, in fact more feminine than I could have ever imagined. Then Sylvia smiled and looked at my wrists. In her hands were the cuffs that I would be wearing for the evening. She had the red and the black cuffs. I noticed that Sarah was wearing the pink ones. Karen and Sylvia wore red cuffs and Alyce and Brenda were wearing the black ones. “So, Christy, what color are you going to be wearing tonight? Do you want the pink ones, maybe?” I blushed a little and then smiled. “Red, please.” Sylvia locked the right cuff in place, using a little lock and key. Then the left one was put on and the chain connecting them dangling between them as she locked the left cuff in place. 
 
    “Now, as you know, you are here for the night. In fact, you will not be able to unlock the cuffs until the night is over. However, if one of the guests wants to play with you, THEY can unlock the cuffs. And if you are chosen by one of the guests, you know you cannot refuse them. Though I am pretty certain that there will be several guests out there who are going to be subbies wanting to play, and the Dominants all know the rules. The only groups that don’t get played with are, well, the ones like you were without cuffs or the one’s wearing a collar. Of course, the ones with a collar can be lent out to one of the others but they can refuse. 
 
    “Also, Christy, I know that you were told that you won’t get paid for tonight. However, we do get tips and we will talk to Patricia to see if we can get you a little something, maybe under the table, for working tonight, since, well, we are still going to be short.” I looked at Sylvia and smiled. “Heck, Sylvia, this is going to be an experience for me. And spending all this time in these heels,” I picked up my foot and showed them, “is going to be interesting.” 
 
    All of them looked down at my heels and one actually laughed. “You can WALK in those? You do know that this party will be lasting for something like 8 or 9 hours tonight, right? And getting off your feet may not happen too often, either!” Karen looked at my feet and then went to one of the lockers. “Can you wear a size 12?” She pulled out a pair of three inch heels that were the same color as mine. “Actually, I can and the problem is that when I walk in the lower heels, well, I walk like a cow on ice skates! I can walk in these so I should be good to go.” 
 
    Sarah laughed. “Sweetie, I have a pair of five inch heels if you need them. But I will tell you that walking in those six inch heels after a while; you are going to be feeling it and regretting it. Longest I made it in six inch heels was about two hours of walking on these floors. So, let me know.” I thanked her. 
 
    Just then, Patricia walked in. “Okay girls, let’s get to work!” And off we all went. And as I walked past the full length mirror, I looked at myself and smiled. I looked and felt like a girl. I felt WONDERFUL! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    The party was slow to start. People came in, walked around to get the lay of the land. But within about an hour, all six of us were walking with our trays, serving drinks and bringing snack orders to the tables. Many of the people that had come to the party had brought someone with them and as they came in, they would talk to others and then go off to one of the rooms if they wanted a little privacy or, as I watched, one of the male guests took Alyce up onto the main stage and played with her for a while. I looked and watched for a while, partly feeling jealous that she was getting some play time but also realizing that I was still having fun. 
 
    I also realized that these heels were going to be the death of me. I went and found Sarah, asking to borrow the five inch heels. She led me to the locker and then, looked back at me. “I don’t know what to tell you. They were here the other night. But now, well, they are missing! I’m sorry, Christy!” 
 
    I laughed. “I should have thought of this myself. But I have no one else to blame but myself, since I knew I would be on my feet for a while.” Patricia walked in and smiled. “Okay girls, back to work. Christy, there is someone out there that has asked for you. She is at table five. Off you go!” 
 
    “Thanks Patricia. I’m kind of scared and nervous but also excited. I just hope I don’t disappoint.” 
 
    “I’m sure that you will do find, sweetie. Just go out there and, well, do what you are told and you should be fine.” 
 
    I walked out of the back room and started to make my way to table five. Just as I got to the table, I noticed the woman and stopped cold! “NO!” I thought, “It couldn’t be her, could it?” 
 
    She was sitting there in the same suit, with her long blonde hair. I looked and shook my head. Then I walked over to the table, curtsied as I was instructed and looked down at the woman seated there at the table. “Ma’am, I am here to serve you as you requested.” And then I knelt next to her chair. 
 
    “Well, don’t you look far better now than you did when we ran into each other. I was kind of wondering if this was the party you were talking about. But I think I should warn you a little bit. You see, I happened to ruin a stocking in that little crash and I didn’t catch it until I got into the car, so I had to go back to my room and get another pair of stockings. I do NOT like having my stockings ruined, as I am sure you do not either! So when I happened to see you there working at one of the tables, I called the nice manager over and asked about you. I know that you are not one of the regular serving girls. I also see that you are wearing red cuffs, which I know means that you are available for personal service. And since I asked her if I could punish you for something that didn’t happen here and explained what the issue was, she told me that while you are wearing the cuffs, you are required to obey. But I am not to permanently mark you or do anything to permanently injure you. 
 
    “I think that I will go easy on you for now. However, I should let you know that those stockings were $50 a pair and I plan on punishing you for that amount. I will give you three choices of tools.” She pointed to the table and I looked down and saw a great many “tools” from a paddle to a whip, a riding crop and even a cane. “But I should also tell you that I will choose one additional tool for your punishment. And the punishment will be fifty lashes from EACH tool!” 
 
    I literally “GULPED” as I realized that I was going to undergo some serious punishment. I had never really been whipped before. It kind of scared me as well as excited me. I didn’t really know what to say or how to react. 
 
    “I am guessing that you are scared or maybe even have never been punished before, am I right?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Or I mean, no, Ma’am, I have never been whipped or anything else before.” 
 
    “Okay then. Come along with me.” And then she led me to one of the private rooms, carrying all of the tools with her. When we got into the room, I saw that it was one of the bondage rooms. She pointed to the table there in the center of the room and then turned and closed the door. Then she walked over to the little closet and opened the door and took off her suit and blouse. There she was, standing there in her corset and stockings and a very nice pair of panties. (As a side note, I prefer full panties as a general rule because they not only offer more support but, well, I am a little old fashioned and these days, well, there seems to be the need to use less of everything) She turned and looked at me. Then she picked up the riding crop, swished it around a couple of times and then pointed to the floor beside her and I went immediately and knelt there, looking down. 
 
    “Well, at least you know a couple of things. First of all, my name is Rachael, Mistress Rachael to you. I am going to tell you a couple of things before we begin. First of all, I have been coming here for many years. Not constantly but enough times to have seen you here on a couple of occasions. I noticed that you looked around, talked to some of the people but kept to yourself mostly. But you liked to watch the little shows that were put on. I even noticed you paying particular attention to the girls and how they acted and reacted. And I watched as you were watching some of the shows and how you reacted to them as well. So I took a little time to try and figure you out. Not that I cared or wanted something from you but you intrigued me. 
 
    “Then after a while, I was wondering why it was that you were not playing with any of the dominants in the house. Patricia had even wondered and then, when this party came up and she offered you the opportunity to work as one of the serving girls, she saw how pleased you were. So she told me that she had found another girl to work the party and, well, here you are. But she was indeed not expecting to be shorthanded tonight like she is. So I am not going to take you off the floor for very long. However, after the evening is through, I will take care of your punishment. And while you were watching Alyce and Sarah play on the stage, I know that there are things that you are wondering about. So maybe you will have some added incentive to be a good, or bad, girl tonight.” 
 
    She then walked over to the closet again and pulled out a chastity cage. It was a small one to be sure and when she walked over to me, I stood up. She looked at me. “You know what this is, of course. You are going to wear this the rest of the night.” She then reached down, pulled down my panties and in seconds, had me locked in the cage. “You should be aware that, well, some sissies like you wear something akin to a permanent chastity so this, well, is really nothing to be concerned with.” I pulled up my panties but didn’t get that far. 
 
    “What are you doing, sissy? Bend over and make sure that your ass is uncovered!” I obediently bent over and pulled my panties back down. Then I heard, just before it hit me, the whir of the riding crop as it quickly flashed through the air and made contact with my ass. 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    I screamed so loud, the pain was intense and sharp. I didn’t have more than a second before the second lash hit me! 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    I screamed again. 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    This went on twelve more times. By then I was crying and on my knees. Then I felt her grab my chin and pull my face up. In her hand was a gag. “Open your mouth!” I did. Into my mouth went a ball gag unlike most I had even seen. The portion in my mouth was shaped like a large penis, about four inches long and two inches thick. I felt the buckle being placed tightly behind my head. 
 
    “Stand up!” I stood up. Then she took out a key and unlocked the cuffs. This didn’t really last long as she put me into another set of cuffs that were hanging from the ceiling. Then she walked over to the closet and pulled out another set of cuffs. I watched as she put them around my ankles, locking them in place and then the strap that went under the shoe, locking them on. Then she pulled out something else. It was a red collar! And she locked that around my neck. 
 
    “Okay, sweetie. Fifteen lashes down, 35 more to go!” 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    Thirty five lashes didn’t take long and I started to realize that I was actually beginning to ENJOY the feeling of helplessness and the pain! And when it was over, I felt the cuffs on my wrists coming off, to be replaced by the cuffs that I had on earlier. 
 
    “Pull up your panties now. And you know what the collar means, right?” I pulled up my panties, tears still flowing on my face as I nodded assent. “Good. I do not plan on letting anyone else play with you tonight. Oh, and that gag is staying IN the remainder of the night as well! But when the party is finished, the girls will get to watch you get put through your paces and we will see what kind of a sissy you really are!” 
 
    I nodded and started to walk out of the room. Standing there at the door was Sarah and she led me to the back room so she could fix my make-up. She started to reach behind my head to remove the gag and I shook my head. She looked at me and nodded. “So she is making you wear that the rest of the night?” I nodded. “Sweetie, that woman is a wonderful woman and a very stern disciplinarian. I am afraid of her myself, but I have been through one of her acts here. I just about came in my chastity,” I looked at her cockeyed, “Yes, sweetie, you can be sure that it is possible to cum in chastity, especially when you have one like mine. Because, sweetie, I love the pain. And she certainly can deliver it, sometimes better than some of the guys who like to play with me.” 
 
    She finished fixing my makeup and then it was time to go back to work. Several people saw that I had a collar around my neck, which meant that I was not available unless they found the person to whom the collar belonged. However, Rachael didn’t show any interest in me nor did she let on that she was the one who had put the collar around my neck. When Patricia saw me, looked at the collar, the gag and then the ankle cuffs, she walked over to me. “Are you alright?” I nodded. “How does your ass feel?” she winked, knowing that I had been whipped a couple of times. I nodded a little. Then she asked me a question that I was not expecting. “Did you ENJOY it?” I looked at her and smiled with my eyes (kind of hard with that gag in my mouth to smile with my lips) and nodded. “I had a feeling you might. And Rachael did seem to be taking an interest in you when she was here. Too bad you, well, got on her bad side before the party but those are the breaks.” And then, off she went. I noticed that she briefly stopped to talk to Rachael then went around talking to the many other guests. 
 
    As for me, the rest of the night was a blur. I was walking around; bringing drink orders to the bar (thank goodness for a pen and paper) as well as bringing snacks here and there. I didn’t get anyone wanting to play with me but I realized that the collar was what was causing that, as there were a bunch of people, both men and women, looking at me and a couple even walked up to me to tell me that they would love to spank me, or tie me up for a while and make me feel like a girl. One guy even came up to me, rubbed his crotch against my ass and told me that I had a very fuckable ass for a sissy and that he wanted to stretch me out with his 9 inch cock! I blushed a little, nodded at him and continued working. I noticed that Rachael had witnessed that little episode and knew that something was going to happen that would certainly make his comment come back to bite me. 
 
    The party did indeed last a long time. It had started at 8pm and by 4am; people were just beginning to leave. By five, everyone was now gone except for the girls and I, Drake and Sam, the bartenders, Felix the bouncer (I didn’t ever realize that there was one but there was) as well as Patricia and Rachael. It took all of us, including Rachael and Patricia the next hour to clean up the place. I had hopes that maybe that would be the end of it but, well, that was the furthest thing from anyone’s mind, because once I was finished with the last of the trash containers, Rachael called me over. 
 
    As I walked over towards her, I noticed that Drake, Sam and Felix were taking a seat at the bar. Then I saw that the girls were also seated at the bar. Patricia was standing behind the bar getting them all something to drink. I knew that the place was locked up and that the place was officially closed. But I didn’t think alcohol was supposed to be served that late until I realized that each person either had a coffee or a soda. No alcohol there. And right then, I was thinking that I REALLY needed a drink. 
 
    Once I got to where Rachael was, on the little stage in the center, I knelt on the floor at her feet. She lifted up my chin again and smiled. “I bet your feet are killing you?” I nodded. “Well, you might as well get used to wearing high heels like that, sweetie. At least for a little longer. Now, stand up.” I stood up. She then unlocked the cuffs and then put some new cuffs on my wrists. Then she walked over to the cross and motioned me over to there. She took my wrists and locked them stretched out wide. My ankles were still locked with the short chain but that was fine for her needs. Then she took the skirt of my uniform and lifted it up, then the petticoat, then pulled down my panties. 
 
    “HOLY SHIT! I swear that I whipped that ass fifty times! There isn’t as much as a bruise there!” 
 
    I had not really paid attention but I did realize that my ass had not been hurting me for about six hours. It was my feet that had been killing me all night. Then she whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Well sweet little sissy, you like to be called Christy, huh? Well then Christy, we will give you your remaining punishment. After I give you the second of fifty strokes, I will give you an option of what you can do to reduce the punishment, though maybe you will feel that the punishment will be better. But, well, after you feel these fifty lashes from my little cane, you might decide that sissiness is far better an option.” 
 
    SWISH! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    That first lash, as it made contact, made me not only scream into the gag but I tried to move my arms. I tried to turn my body away but realized that wasn’t going to save me. And as each SWISH and THWACK occurred, I cried out into the gag and after about thirty I was starting to pant and, oddly enough, I could feel something else happening. My cock was hurting and I could feel that it was trying to get hard??? 
 
    SWISH! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    Number fifty had finally arrived and I was so far out of it, crying and in that strange space of “sub-space” that I didn’t really realize that it was all over. I felt my wrists being released and I was placed down on a large pillow and a comforter was placed over me. 
 
    “Christy?” I looked up to see Rachael looking down at me. She reached behind my head and removed the gag. I swallowed hard and then smiled. Smiling hurt! But I felt happiness! “Christy?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachael?” 
 
    “Christy, are you alright?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachael!” 
 
    “Relax for a little bit. Your next punishment will be delivered in an hour or so.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachael” I barely said those words when I fell asleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    I don’t really know how long I was out. I do know that it had to be longer than an hour. I also know that when I woke up, my maid uniform was no longer on me. In fact, all I was wearing at the time was my underwear. And I was not on the floor in the main room either. I was now actually on a bed… I was in my hotel room!!!! I tried to sit up but couldn’t actually get up. I looked around and saw that I was cuffed to the bed, by my ankles and my wrists. But I could crane my neck and looked around to make sure that I was actually at least in MY room. I could see my suitcase and other belongings and I could see my maid uniform sitting on a chair. 
 
    Then I noticed that Sam was also in the room, sitting in the recliner. He turned and looked at me. 
 
    “Well, you’re awake now. Rachael realized that you were not going to wake up for anything so she asked us to take you back here, since at least here is where your stuff was. We also stopped at the desk to extend your stay here, since you have been out for the last day and you were supposed to check out this morning. Now you are here until tomorrow morning. And now I can call Rachael and let her know you are awake.” He walked up to me, and then did something really strange, he caressed my cheek. That was when I realized that I had a gag in my mouth that I had not paid attention to! 
 
    Sam walked out of the room and returned a few minutes later with Rachael by his side. I looked at the two of them. Then Sam went to the closet where my clothes were and pulled out some of my feminine clothes. He pulled out a nice skirt and a blouse and found a pair of my five inch heels. He put those on the bed next to me. “I’ll go and get Sarah so she can help with her make-up” 
 
    “Fine. Give me an hour before you get back. Christy and I need to talk.” 
 
    I watched as Sam walked out of the room. Rachael sat down on the side of the bed. She looked down at me and smiled. 
 
    “I’m glad that you are alright. So that you know, you do have a couple marks on your ass where I caned you. But they too might, by now, be gone as they were rather slight. 
 
    “I was amazed that you took that caning the way you did. But I certainly did not expect you to just completely pass out afterwards. When we couldn’t wake you, Felix, who is also a medic, checked you and just said that your blood pressure was down a little, your pulse was low but you seemed to be just in a deep sleep. We brought you here, got you out of the outfit but figured that it might be a good idea to make sure that you didn’t start swinging or trying to harm people or scream your bloody fool head off and causing trouble. 
 
    “I am going to LEAVE you bound like this for a little while longer. I want to explain a couple of things as well as see if maybe you might want to, well, change your life around a little from where it currently is. I do not expect an immediate decision but, well, I would like you to think about it.” 
 
    Rachael looked down at me and she caressed my cheek just as Sam had done. Having a guy caress my cheek was one thing, but Rachael doing that had me turning my head into her caress. 
 
    “You are sweet, Christy. Normally, I like to play with little sissy boys like you. In fact, I am sure that Sarah told you about me a little bit. But she doesn’t appeal to me so much, though she is really cute and feminine. I play with men, though they are kind of boring, for the most part. I do love playing with girls though, because, well, they are girls. But something about you intrigued me. Not when you bumped into me the other day but more like all the time I was observing you in the club. While you didn’t play with anyone, I could see that you WANTED to do something.” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her and could see something in her eyes. “Can I take the gag out of your mouth, Christy? And not worry about you screaming or something.” I nodded to her and then I felt the gag come out of my mouth. “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    “For now, Christy, it’s just Rachael. If we were playing, then Mistress is appropriate. If you decide that you are willing to accept my offer, then it will be required. But for now, it’s just Rachael.” 
 
    “Yes, Rachael.” 
 
    “Good girl. Now, as I said, I observed you and I could see that you WANTED something. I believe that you want to become a sissy. More than that, I believe that you want to be a sissy SLAVE! But what you may want might not be the REALITY of being a sissy slave but the fantasy. I have had MANY little sissies, some cuter than you, who after just a couple of days of the reality, at least MY reality, find they cannot handle the entire thing. They can take small doses, of course, but that is just, well, being submissive and NOT being a slave.” 
 
    I nodded, as I could understand what she was saying to me. I knew that what I may have felt and fantasized about may not be what she was looking for in a slave. A part of me even wondered if being a slave was what I REALLY wanted. 
 
    “Rachael, honestly, I just can’t say for sure if being a slave is what I want. Wait, let me rephrase that. I don’t know what kind of slave you are looking for and I know I have fantasies about it. Reality, I am certain, would be a whole lot different than what I fantasize about. However, that is not to say that I would not cherish the opportunity to maybe learn how to be YOUR sissy slave. I just don’t know how much time you would be willing to spend teaching me and letting me learn what it is that You want,” 
 
    “Christy, if you are willing to learn, adapt and obey, I have no problem teaching you. But I should warn you, and this is where things become a little intense, right off the bat. I told you that chastity would become PERMANENT if you become my sissy slave. But I should tell you also that when I punish a sissy slave, I do so by reminding them that they are NOT supposed to think like males do and punish their little cocks and sissy bits, or balls. I want you to understand that right off the bat. That is what my sissy slaves suffer thru for their punishments.” 
 
    When I heard that, I almost decided that I should tell her thanks but no thanks. I mean, I have been hit there before, by accident and that hurt like the dickens. But another part of me actually thought about that for another second. If I was supposed to act and be feminine and did something wrong or, well, not feminine like, I would deserve to be reminded that I was not a male any longer, right? Also, I know about this beforehand so it would not be an unknown. Of course, if I disobeyed, getting punished would be necessary to correct my bad behavior. But THAT? 
 
    I realized that Rachael was looking at me, trying to read my face. Of course, in this case, I don’t thing I had a poker face on because all of these thoughts were running through my mind and I was sure she could read it all over my face. But something else made me take this step. In all the times that I had thought about this, and all my fantasies about this, I had ALWAYS been afraid to take that first step. The one time when I decide to at least have a little fun, while serving at the party, while a blast, had just presented me with what I felt could, indeed be, the chance of a lifetime. But I had to ask a couple of questions, because I am just that stupid, I guess. 
 
    “Rachael, would I still be able to work my job? I mean, I like what I do and all, but it means traveling and I do not want to waste Your time and all.” 
 
    “Christy, let me put it out there for you to understand. If you are to become MY sissy slave, you work and live for ME! You would NOT be working for someone else. Serving as my sissy slave is a FULL TIME job. The perks are that while you take care of me, I will also take care of you. I want my slave devoting their time and energy making my life easier, not someone else’s life, or business.” 
 
    Okay, I thought. That was something a little different, but also kind of expected. I didn’t totally realize until just then what she was meaning by slave. Oh, I had fantasies about being a full time, live in slave. Hell, what submissive didn’t fantasize about that. I know I had. 
 
    “What about my family? No, I’m not married or anything but I am kind of close to my folks. Of course, to be honest, I think that they think there is something wrong with me, mentally speaking. But how often does a guy want to come out to their mom especially that one of her son’s is, well…” 
 
    “I guess that would depend, Christy, on whether you decide to accept my offer. But I should tell you this. You would not be cut off from them. But you will have to tell them something. Because when I make you my sissy slave, you will become much more feminine in appearance, including breasts. While I know that the forms you wear are adhesive and all, in order to be a proper sissy slave, at least in MY opinion, you would need to have proper breasts, implants, in order to make you appear more feminine. Your chastity would keep your cock out of sight and, well, flatter in front as a girl would be. So you might have to tell them, if you decide and are able to become my sissy slave, that you decided that you needed to transition to being a girl. Not that you would ever lose the cock in its chastity, but your appearance will become that of a female more than a male.” 
 
    Okay, my mind is reeling at this point. Implants? Feminine appearance? Not having my job? Could I really be willing to give up everything for an opportunity that I may never, EVER, have again. And it was not like Rachael was bad looking. In fact, if I was a more assertive kind of guy, I would probably have tried to hit on her, her looks were that good. Of course, knowing me, I would have messed that up as well. But this IS the chance of a lifetime, literally. Something that I had always fantasized about and not it was being handed to me on a platter. I could NOT take this opportunity! 
 
    “Rachael, I want this. I mean, I think I NEED this. Not so much in my life but AS my life. But when do you want me to, well, I guess start?” 
 
    “With one little word, Christy. Just one little word.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachael?” 
 
    “You accept my offer, sissy?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachael!” 
 
    “Okay, we will start with one week. This will give you the opportunity to be tested, see where your true self lies. Maybe we will find out that you are not of the right stuff or maybe you will find out you cannot handle this kind of life. Or, more likely, we will find out together that not only do you indeed want and NEED this but that you will do whatever it takes to keep ME happy with you. But I should warn you now. Punishment is given WITHOUT mercy. Discipline will also be given, with added discipline added each time to build up your ability to take it. Rewards will also be given so as to let you know you are being good.” 
 
    I smiled. “Thank you, Mistress Rachael!” 
 
    Just then, Sam returned with Sarah, just as Mistress was removing my restraints. When I was able to get up, without being told, I knelt on the floor at Rachael’s feet. “I hope that I can be a good slave to You, Mistress!” 
 
    “She said yes?” I heard Sarah ask. I didn’t move right away but I figured that Rachael nodded or something to her. “Wow! Congratulations, Christy! I think you will be wonderful. I know that there are going to be some disappointed ladies and gents at the club next time you are there and they find out Mistress Rachael owns you!” 
 
    “Yes, I am sure that there will be, especially since they all know I don’t share my slaves with others. Christy is MINE and she will stay that way, if she can make it through the next week, learning how to be a good sissy slave. You would have been a good one too, Sarah. But I think that Christy here will do whatever it takes to make sure she pleases me, right Christy?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I want to make Mistress happy, in whatever way I can!” 
 
    “Good girl. Sarah, I need you to first, fix up her face, AFTER she cleans up. Make sure you spend some time teaching her how to do it herself. It’s not like you are going to be there with her to do her makeup the rest of her life. Christy, pay attention to what she teaches you. In time, you will be able to do this by yourself AND maybe change some things up, seeing if I like the look and all. But for now, all I want for you to do is learn the basics, a little less than full on slut! That will come a little later on this week, I think.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Thank you!” I got up, stripped off everything, noticing the chastity was still there and went into the shower to clean up. I didn’t realize just how cruddy I felt until I was in the shower for a few minutes, with the hot water flowing down my back and all. 
 
    “You want some company, Christy?” Sarah asked. That kind of shocked me a little but in no time at all, in came Sarah, still clothed, as she came into the bathroom. “I didn’t mean in the shower, silly! It ain’t THAT big a shower!” Then she chuckled. “Or maybe it is…” as she looked at the enclosure. I stood there, watching, as she then pulled her dress off over her head to see her wearing just the briefest of thongs and the most amazing breasts, unrestrained. She had actual breasts or she had the most amazing matching breast forms I had ever seen. When she rubbed her breasts, her nipples got larger! 
 
    “What are you so shocked for, Christy? Two years ago, Rachael talked to me and made me the same offer. Well, I THINK the same offer. But at the time, I KNEW that it was not something I was willing to do. But I did meet a nice Domme who helped me through my rough times. I managed to get the implants myself. I am not collared by anyone because I like to play with others. But when I am at the club and working, I wear a chastity.” Then she pushed down her panties and pulled out her cock. It was HUGE! 
 
    “Oh yes, dear, I do indeed have a nice, healthy, cum filled cock. The idea of being permanently chastised was, to say the least, NOT appealing to me.” I could not stop looking at her cock. It was, without a doubt, much larger than mine and far larger than I thought it would be. 
 
    “Yes, sweetie, it is a beautiful 9 inches long. It certainly intimidates many girls like us. Some are thinking it isn’t real. Others, well, they don’t want to see it. What do YOU think?” 
 
    “Umm, it is, indeed, intimidating. But, well…” 
 
    “You want to touch it?” 
 
    I don’t know what came over me but as Sarah stepped into the shower, I reached my hands down and touched her cock and then cupped her balls. I started stroking it and I could see her face show that I was doing something good. When I realized what I was doing, I stopped stroking her, but kept my hand there. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Christy?” 
 
    “Mistress Rachael might not…” 
 
    “Sweetheart, your Mistress sent me in here!” 
 
    When I heard that, I smiled and then felt myself kneeling down, in the shower, feeling the warm water hit my head and then my back as Sarah adjusted the showerhead, and I kissed the tip of her cock. I had NEVER done this kind of thing before, though I had THOUGHT about doing it. Then I licked her shaft from the base right up to the tip of her cock and then did it again. 
 
    Then I went down to her ball sack. I noticed that she was shaved as I licked her balls, kissed them and then took them into my mouth, one at a time and sucked on them. The moans coming from Sarah told me that I was doing something right. After a couple of minutes, I worked my way back up to the tip of her cock. I looked up at her and she put her hand on my head. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid. I know it’s your first time. Just do what feels right and you’ll be fine, Christy.” 
 
    I wrapped my lips around her shaft and then started to bring it down into my mouth. I took it in until I felt myself start to gag and I pulled back some, never taking it out of my mouth. I worked at trying to take it down my throat for about five minutes, trying to think about ways it might work. When I stuck my tongue out a little bit as I was taking it in, literally swallowing her cock as it was deep inside me, I could feel it slipping into my throat and suddenly, I could feel her balls slapping my chin and I could even feel them against my tongue. 
 
    I spent the next fifteen minutes working her cock into my throat for longer and longer periods of time, all the while looking at her face and seeing that I was actually pleasing her with my mouth! I felt so good being able to please someone who was really becoming my friend in a really special way. When she grabbed my head, at first I became afraid. “I’m about to cum, Christy. In your mouth or in your face?” 
 
    I looked up at her and pushed myself all the down her cock. When I pulled up a little, I felt the first wave of cum hit my mouth and it almost made me gag again. But I wrapped my lips tightly around her shaft and took in all her cum. When she finally pulled out, I tilted my head towards her and opened my mouth. She smiled down at me and nodded. I closed my mouth and swallowed. It didn’t taste as bad as I had thought it would, a little salty and yet a little sweet as well. 
 
    “I think that Mistress will be pleased to know that you are willing to suck cocks. I know that, well, Sam, was hoping that he would get to be first. But there is still one other place he can be first, right?” Sarah winked at me. “And truth to tell, he is REALLY good at working his cock. He’s pretty big too, bigger than me!” 
 
    I blushed a little. Her telling me that and reminding me that I had someplace else where a cock could enter just fitted the fantasy even more. I had ALWAYS wondered about sucking a cock, especially after learning about trans girls and some of their cocks and there I was, doing it and, truth be known, I actually kind of enjoyed it! 
 
    We did finally get around to cleaning me up and drying off. When we came out of the shower, Mistress Rachael and Sam were gone. So then began the makeup lesson. I paid close attention to what she told me to do as I was doing the actual work. She would tell me what to do and I did it. Then we would clean it off and do it over again. We did this ten times and by then I had a pretty good idea of what to do. 
 
    I looked at the closet to realize that everything was gone but the one outfit that Sam pulled out earlier. So, I sat down on the bed and rolled up the black stockings up my legs. I took the garter belt and slipped it on and attached the tabs to the stockings. I found my red panties and slipped them on and then the lacey red bra. 
 
    Once I had that on, I picked up my black slip and pulled it down; making sure that it was in place before I picked up the dress that Sam had taken out for me to wear. It was just long enough to cover the tops of my stockings. It was my little black dress and I liked to wear it a lot. Once I had it on, I pulled the little red belt around my waist. Then I looked for and found my heels. These were red patent stiletto heels, with a five inch heel on them. They also had a little ankle strap and I got them on and stood up. 
 
    Lastly I pulled on my wig. Sarah took it off my head for a minute and applied the adhesive and handed it back to me. I got it on and positioned, then ran a quick brush through it after waiting a couple minutes for the adhesive to dry. I turned to look at Sarah. “Well, what do you think?” 
 
    She leaned in and kissed me on the lips. “Mistress Rachael is going to LOVE you, Christy!” I looked at Sarah kind of funny. “She doesn’t ‘do’ guys, Sarah. Why would she love me? Wait, what am I thinking?” 
 
    “Sweetheart, Mistress Rachael LOVES you. She has since she started watching you in the club. She even wondered why you never played with anyone else, though you did talk to some of the subs there. When she found out you were going to work there, she was going to take her shot at you. But you actually bumped into her here and that, at first, threw her off her game.  
 
    ”In fact, I don’t think, at first, she knew it was YOU when you bumped into her. But when she found out it WAS you, she went up to Patricia and, well, the wheels were set in motion. And now, here you are. And sweetie, you do look like a girl. Why wouldn’t she love you? Besides, she would NOT be offering to make you her sissy slave if she didn’t have feelings for you. Don’t tell me you don’t have feelings for her, even after a few minutes” 
 
    “Sarah, I kind of fell for her when I bumped into her. Then when she told me what she was going to do to me, punish me for ruining her stockings, I felt bad but I WANTED to be punished, even though I had never been punished before. And when I got that last part of the punishment I was in heaven. And I knew that it was HER punishing me and I wanted more of it. And I had just met her!” 
 
    “Sometimes Christy, these things happen. But take the time to learn what it is that she wants from you and I will bet you will be happier than you ever thought you COULD be.” 
 
    Just then the door opened and Sam walked in. He looked me up and down and nodded his head. I peeked down and noticed that his bulge behind his khaki pants was getting big. I looked back up at him, winked my eye at him, licked my lips and followed Sarah out the door towards the car. 
 
    When we got to the car, I realized that it was a rather nice and large car. I could make out Rachael in the back seat as I walked to the car. 
 
    “Christy, you get in the back with Rachael. Sarah rides up front with me” 
 
    I looked at Sarah and saw her smile. I opened the door and smiled. 
 
    “Well, come into the car, Christy and place yourself over my lap!” 
 
    Okay, I thought, that was kind of weird but, why not. So I got into the car and placed myself over her lap. I heard the door shut and then heard Sam and Sarah get into the car. 
 
    “Sam, drive someplace a little more private than here. You did check her out of the room, right?” 
 
    “Yes, and they even gave me the receipt. Her car is at your place as well.” And I felt us driving off. 
 
    “Okay Christy, you still have one punishment waiting. I was going to give you an interesting option but it seems that maybe, if I know Sarah, that she took care of part of it. But that means that now you have to take care of Sam as well. Since you sucked Sarah’s cock though, that means that Sam will get to take care of your OTHER opening. So, with that in mind, I am going to give you a little loosening up back here” 
 
    “Yes, Mis…” I then felt the sting of her cane fall upon my ass. I didn’t realize that my dress had rode up, or else maybe Rachael had slid it up but when that lash stung my ass, right through the panties I was wearing, I screamed a little. 
 
    “Christy, you scream and I am going to have to punish you more. You need to learn to TAKE it without the screaming.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” When the next one fell upon my ass, I clinched my teeth together and worked on taking the pain. As each lash was added, I was finally able to take it without the added effort. But I could tell my tears were falling as each lash struck. 
 
    After several minutes, I could feel the car slow down and pull off the main highway. After another couple of minutes, I could feel us stop. That was when Rachael finished her caning. 
 
    “Christy, get out of the car and then bend over the hood of the car!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress”  
 
    I slowly made my way off of her lap and managed to get out of the car. Sam was there to help me out and I took his assistance with joy. I was led to the front of the car and then bent over. I could feel my panties being pulled down and then Sam started to lube my ass with his fingers. The first finger went in and I could feel him moving it in and out. When he got the second finger in, I was moaning and actually started to push back on his fingers. When he started to put in the third finger, I was starting to actually BEG him to fuck me! I didn’t understand nor did I care about how it looked, I just knew that there was a part of me screaming and telling me that this is what I REALLY wanted. I actually told Sam to fuck me HARD. I felt his fingers slide out and in no time at all he was pushing his thick, nine inch cock into my virgin ass and I LOVED every inch of it! 
 
    “Rachael, she is a damned slut!” Sam exclaimed. What got me was that after he said it, I screamed, “Yes, fuck me like the slut I am!” and I could hear Rachael laugh. I then saw her walk around the front of the car and lean down next to my ear. 
 
    “So, you like Sam fucking you?” I nodded as Sam was NOT taking it easy on me! “Did you like Sarah’s cock in your mouth?” I nodded again. “Gee, Christy, did you think you were this much of a slut?” I managed a “no, Mistress!” just before Sam plunged one last time deep inside me as I felt him shoot a load of his cum into my ass! And as he did that, I could actually feel my own cock start to shoot cum onto the ground and this caused me to moan even more. 
 
    “You’re right, Sam, she is a slut. And from the look on her face, a happily fucked one at that.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, Your slave is!” I said. This got everyone to laugh a little. Then I started to feel his cum start to ooze down my balls and onto the ground. 
 
    “I think we should wait until she is drained before letting her into the car. She might make a mess, not only in her panties but on the carpets of the car and that can be tough to get cleaned.” 
 
    After another minute I was finally able to get up and pull up my panties. “Damn, your make up is messed up again. When we get into the car, you can fix it, Christy.” 
 
    We all got into the car, everyone sitting where they had been before our little detour. Rachael showed me where the mirror in the back seat was and I worked on fixing my makeup. I took my time and made sure I did everything that Sarah had shown me and when I was done, Rachael smiled. 
 
    “Good job, though I just realized that I am going to make you ruin your make up again.” She smiled at me and then I watched as she pulled her panties down her legs. When she pulled her skirt up a little and looked at me, I knew where I was going. 
 
    I knelt on the floor before her and smiled. “Thank you, Mistress!” and I buried my head between her legs. 
 
    I did not know what to expect, really. I learned that she was shaved smooth between her legs and, since I had seen my fair share of porn, though not as much as many others I knew, I think I had an idea of what was expected of me. I had never actually done it before, but I did know to be gentle at first and to NOT rush things. 
 
    So I stared with kissing the insides of her thighs and then gently kissing her lips. I flicked my tongue as I did, flicking it from the bottom of her lips right up to the top of the folds. Soon, I was slowly licking the insides of her mound and I could feel her grab my head. I think I even heard her moans once before I could not hear a thing, as her thighs were wrapped around my head blocking out sound. 
 
    I managed to bring my tongue into her vagina and flicked the little fold right above the opening with my tongue. I worked it slowly up to her clitoris and back down. After another couple of minutes, I felt her hold my head in place and all I could do was to gently lick, kiss and even a little nibble at her clitoris. Then suddenly I felt her start to convulse and into my mouth came o torrent of her fluids, which I was surprised at but took it all into my mouth and started swallowing it. 
 
    When she finally finished and released my head, she handed me a cloth that was damp and warm. I mumbled “thank you, Mistress” and then washed off my face. Then I looked and took the other side of the cloth and washed Mistress as my makeup was all on the insides of her thighs. 
 
    “You have done well, Christy. Get up here and we can get on our way home.” 
 
    I didn’t realize that we had not left there yet and were still parked someplace. I could also see that Sarah had a nice smile on her face, as did Sam. I didn’t really want to ask but I had a feeling that Sam was able to get it up again and I could just see a little spot on Sarah’s cheek. When she looked at me, I pointed to her cheek and she figured it out. 
 
    Then I looked at my face and frowned. I looked like a wreck to be sure. So I pulled out the makeup kit again and pulled down the mirror and went to work fixing my face. Fifteen minutes later I was done. 
 
    Rachael allowed me to sit beside her and when she reached for my hand, I felt the warmth and a tingle in my body as she gently squeezed my fingers. I looked at her and smiled, which she returned. But the entire trip everyone was quiet. I glanced out the windows occasionally and was pretty much lost in my own thoughts. 
 
    Those thoughts swirled around two differing and strange thoughts. The first was that I was in way over my head and should take any and all opportunities to get while the getting was good. Of course, since I had absolutely no idea where we were at the present time, it would be a little difficult. Oh, my car could guide me out of this place I was sure but it was still weird. 
 
    But the more demanding thought that was running through my head was so far removed from the first it was actually overpowering the first thought. That second voice inside my head was telling me to not only jump in with both feet but to actually let the situation I am finding myself in to flow over me and go with it because Rachael seemed to be able to not only READ what I wanted through my eyes and body language but that my body was actually CRAVING each and every thing that she was teaching me and suck it up like a sponge. But could I REALLY let this happen to me? I was about to find out! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    I was finally brought out of my thoughts when I realized that we had pulled off the road and were actually passing through a pair of stone pillars. I noticed that there was also a gate between then that opened and was in the process of closing as we continued up the driveway. It was still a little light out but the details were a little blurred. 
 
    But I could make out a manicured lawn and some hedges (I would learn later that they were shaped in various shapes that resembled the female and male form, if you looked CLOSELY!) and as we neared the house, I realized that it was not a small little house but only what some might call a magnificent MANSION! And as we pulled up to the door, I noticed the door being opened by a rather tall and distinguished older gentleman, dressed as a butler. 
 
    “Before you exit the car, Christy, there are a few things that you MUST understand. That man, looking like a butler? Well, he may look gentle but he is also very wise. He knows what I do and has no issues with it. He will help you get settled tonight. I will not see you again until the morning as I have some other matters that must be taken care of. 
 
    “I am sure that you will treat him with the respect that he deserves. Understand that he KNOWS that you are actually a male AND that you are chastised. If has a problem with that, it would be news to me. But he HAS seen all of the other girls that have come here to TRY to become my personal servant and slave and has seen each and every one of them FAIL! I am sure that if you talk to him, he will certainly let you know HOW each of them failed. 
 
    “You will also need to know that while you are here, learning and being tested, that you will need to become the very idea and epitome of femininity. I will expect you to pay attention to what you learn, from walking to talking to anything else you can think of that will need to change in order for you to become my slave. I will not call you a sissy, though you will be required to sometimes dress and act like one, but you will become a chastised and feminized slave. 
 
    “I think, in your heart, that this might be what you want. I have a feeling that you will do everything in your power to learn and excel at this. But also know that I will discipline and punish you when you fail to meet expectations. Is that clear, Christy?" 
 
    I looked at Rachael and nodded my head slowly. “Yes, Mistress, I understand.” 
 
    “Good. Now, off you go. All of your things are already here and in the room you will be living in for this week. If you survive this week, then we will move to the next step.” She gave me a little peck on the cheek and I got out of the car. I walked up to the gentleman and as I reached out my hand, he took it and turned my wrist and kissed the top of my hand gently. 
 
    “So, you are Christy. My name is Reginald. No, I do not go by Reggie, before you ask as so many others have. I have to say that you seem to be a little cuter than her last couple of girls. But you should also know that Mistress Rachael is tough, demanding and rather strict. But she is also very kind, considerate and loving, so I hope that you manage to finally be the one to make her happy.” 
 
    “Thank you, Reginald. I hope that I can too.” 
 
    With that, he led me into the house and up a set of stairs. We walked down a hallway and he pointed to a door. “This is Mistress Rachael’s suite. Every morning at 7am, you will be required to gently knock on the door, enter and wake Mistress up.” We continued down the hall and came to another door. This one he opened and ushered me in. 
 
    “This is your suite, for now at least.” He then proceeded to show me where everything was. It was NOT a small room to be sure, as there was a small but still a walk in closet and a full bath connected to the room. The bed, though not too large, was certainly larger than the bed I slept in at my apartment. Hell, the entire suite was maybe the size of my ENTIRE apartment. 
 
    I realized that ALL of my feminine clothes were in the closet, even the clothes from my apartment. 
 
    “Yes, Christy, I believe Samuel and Sarah picked these up yesterday. Of course, if you had not been willing to accept Mistress’ offer, these would have been brought back to your place along with yourself. Now, let me show you the rest of the house.” 
 
    For the next hour, we walked and saw the living room, or at least a HUGE room with couches and chairs. But there was another room on the other side that Reginald called the Party Room. It too had couches and chairs but I also noticed a small bar. I also found the kitchen, which had a lovely older woman, Claire, who was Reginald’s wife. When we got there, she gave me something to eat that was absolutely marvelous and she smiled. I learned that Claire could not talk but certainly could hear my moans of happiness as I ate her treat. I did tell her that it was delicious and she smiled at me. 
 
    “Christy, you might want to keep working on the voice, though you did fairly well. That may be one of the two things that will upset Mistress. Also, work on taking SMALLER steps. Every now and again, you tend to take large steps and look like a man walking. These are two things that Mistress really does not like to see in her girls.” 
 
    We ended up in the sitting room and I talked to him for another hour trying to learn all that I could. Besides the walking and voice, the biggest thing that Rachael disliked is for the girls to forget their place. Their pleasure could not be their first focus but rather Rachael’s happiness and well-being must be their primary focus. Of course, in the beginning, it wasn’t difficult. But after a few days, most of them are caught doing something that they had been told not to do. A couple had even tried to get their chastity device off. 
 
    I also learned that some of them had actually cussed out Rachael and called her a few rather colorful names because she would not allow them release or other things. Many of them wanted to cum in some form or manner and since they could not play with their cocks, they tried to find ways to actually bring themselves to orgasm and were either caught or, if they had their unpermitted release, their attitudes and such kind of revealed their disobedience and she sent them on their way. 
 
    I realized at this point that this might be far more difficult than I had thought it would be. But I also realized that I would not be the first to be here and I was determined to be the LAST one. I asked Reginald a very odd question. 
 
    “Have any of the others talked to you about Mistress? To learn anything before they started on their week?” 
 
    Reginald looked at me and frowned. “Not before they started their week. One did talk to me and Claire right after Mistress dismissed them to find out what it was that they had actually done wrong. But not one of them ever asked for my advice or even my Claire’s advice.” 
 
    “Well, I have no problem asking your advice or even that of Claire. And I will even start now. What should I expect tomorrow morning, in terms of how I should greet Mistress at 7am?” 
 
    Over the next several hours, which I thought was nice of Reginald; we talked about what I could expect, not only in the morning but, well, for the next week. Some of the things I didn’t think would be a big deal. But when he told me about some of Mistress’ men friends, I realized that I was going to be in some serious trouble, seeing as I was kind of shy. 
 
    “Rachael will certainly make sure you KNOW your place, Christy. Not just for her but for any man she decides to bring here. You will show your obedience to her even when you may be on your knees in front of some man or bent over waiting for some man to, well, fuck, your ass.” I thought it was kind of cute how he blushed when he said this. 
 
    At least once, Claire came in, bringing something for us to nibble on. I realized that I had not heard one thing from Rachael all afternoon and evening, as I noticed it was almost 6pm. I looked to Reginald and he smiled. 
 
    “I was asked to make myself available to you for as long as you wanted me. Usually I would end up going to Rachael after the tour and maybe a talk. I have a feeling that she MAY be curious to know why she has NOT heard from me, though Claire has brought her some food.” 
 
    “Well, I have a feeling that I should let you do whatever it is that you do for Mistress. I probably should find my way to my room and get myself ready for tomorrow. Thank you, Reginald, for the insights. I do appreciate it.” 
 
    I got up, shook his hand and headed back up the stairs. I walked by Rachael’s suite just as her door opened up. She saw me and, much to my surprise, ushered me into her suite. 
 
    As I walked in, I noticed that compared to what she had me staying in, this was almost twice the size. The entire bedroom was split into two areas, one with a couple of chairs and a table, which I learned was her “sitting room” and then the bedroom beyond. She pointed to one of the chairs and then sat down. 
 
    “I understand that you have been talking to Reginald all this time. I am impressed, as Claire tells me that you have been trying to learn things from him. I’m glad that you are trying already, before you even start.” She smiled at me and I had to smile back. No other woman in my life had ever really looked at me like she did. 
 
    “I realized, Mistress, that I wanted to make you PROUD of me and wanted to make you happy. Reginald and Claire know you far better than I do and anything that they can help me with to help me to make YOUR life easier is something I NEED to learn.” 
 
    Rachael looked at me. Then she pointed at the floor in front of her feet and without skipping a beat, I got up and knelt there on the floor. I realized as I knelt down that there was padding right there and I realized that I may be spending a great deal of time there at her feet. When I looked up at her, she had her riding crop there in her hand and she pointed it at her feet. 
 
    Immediately, I bent myself lower to the floor and kissed her feet, working my way across the top of her foot and her toes. I realized that she might have bathed as her feet certainly did not smell bad but actually had a nice floral scent to them as I kissed them. I also remembered that she had stockings on but now she didn’t. 
 
    I then felt a little touch on my cheek as she pointed the tip of the crop up her legs and I started to kiss them along the inside up to her knee, and then worked my way down the other knee. When she tapped me again after a little while, I then was directed to the inside of her thighs. Of course, I did as I was told and worked my kisses along her thigh and back down the other. I could see the fabric covering her mound and knew that I wanted to be there again. I could even imagine I could smell her scent and I wondered if it was her arousal I smelled. But I did not push it one little bit, just letting myself be directed and going with the flow as she commanded me to do whatever it was she wanted me to. 
 
    “Get up and follow me, Christy!” I got up and she took my hand and brought me to the bed. “Lie down on your back!” 
 
    I lied down and I felt her as she spread my arms wide and wrapped cuffs around my wrists. Then she did the same to my ankles. I could see that the skirt of my dress was up at my waist and my panties, stocking tops and garter belt were all exposed. She was finished; she removed her wrap and stood there in front of me wearing only a red bra and her panties. When she took those off, I was there looking at my Mistress, practically begging her to do to me whatever it was she wanted to do, I was so enamored with her. When she crawled up on the bed and straddled me, she leaned down and whispered. 
 
    “I know that you have an excellent tongue, Christy. I want you to use it again, but this time, I want you to worship my ass. You will worship it, right Christy?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I will do anything and everything you ask of me!” 
 
    “I know you will, Christy, but I am going to make you suffer tonight as well. I had planned on testing you tomorrow night but, well, I changed my mind and tonight you will show me how much you want to be my slave, servant and, if you are a good girl, maybe something more!” 
 
    She lowered herself onto my face, bringing her ass right to my lips and I kissed it. I could feel her start to lower herself onto my face completely, with her mound falling right there below my lips and out of reach of my tongue. So I started to use my tongue, licking and rimming her hole and I could feel her starting to shift her body on my face. Then I felt her push herself down on my further and then felt the sting of her riding crop on my chastised cock and my balls. I squealed and squeaked in a high pitch, seeing as I could not scream. I started working my tongue around and along her crack and her hole and every now and then, just as she would plant herself harder upon my face, I would feel another lash strike. 
 
    After about 25 times of this happening, she shifted a little further back and now my nose was at her ass but I could lick and suck at her mound. In fact, she would grind that at my mouth as she would strike me and this allowed me to scream into her sex as the pain stuck. This happened repeatedly, and then she would move back so I would have to tongue her ass, and then back to her mound. All the while, I could feel the pain in my balls swelling and my cock was, even though somewhat protected from the major onslaught of her lashes, I could still feel them hit. 
 
    What started worrying me is that I could feel something happening to me that I never really expected. I was ENJOYING this torture and what was even more alarming, I felt like I was about to have an orgasm FROM the pain. But it could also be partly to blame on Rachael and how she was moving and moaning from my tongue working on her ass and sex! All I know is that between the movement, sound and the pain, it was all starting to make me feel, well, in danger of messing things up. But I didn’t have to worry… 
 
    “Christy, are you about to have an orgasm??? I think you are. You are just full of surprises for me, aren’t you SLAVE!” one final whack at my balls, just as she pushed her mound right into my mouth, causing me to scream really loud and she started to cum, just as I felt my own pain filled orgasm start to overtake me. And even though I was having the orgasm, I realized that Rachael was still there, grinding into me and her orgasmic flow was pouring into my mouth and I could NOT stop licking her clitoris that was right there, begging me to gently lick it more and more. I felt her grab my chastised cock and pull on it slightly. 
 
    “Don’t you DARE stop, slave! God that feels so good!” 
 
    I licked her through a second and finally a third orgasm. I was soaked and was barely able to take all of her in. When she got up off of me, she reached over, took a cloth and wiped my face, then leaned down and gave me a kiss on the lips. 
 
    “I may have to give you a really GOOD whipping for that, Christy!” 
 
    I looked up at Rachael. “Please Mistress, whip your naughty slave girl, PLEASE!” I could not believe that I WANTED her to whip me! I really did want that whipping! 
 
    “Christy, that will have to wait until, well, tomorrow.” I felt her release my cuffs. When I started to get up and walk to my bedroom, Rachael stopped me. 
 
    “I want you to remain here tonight. Tomorrow, I think that I will do something that I did not think I would do, but I think that I am going to. I was going to make you live here for the week and let you decide if you wanted to become my girl. I WANT you to be my slave girl. If you want to give yourself over to me, I will take you and collar you tomorrow. Of course that will mean that you will get the PERMANENT chastity and we will get you implants rather than those cute but more fake forms. But this is the one thing that I did not think I would do, and that is actually begging you to say yes. But I really DO want you to stay, forever. Christy?” 
 
    I looked up at my Mistress. What could I say? I smiled at her. I know she could see it in my eyes. But I said it anyway. 
 
    “Only if you promise to whip me. Not just tomorrow but, well, whenever I please you in any way!” 
 
    As an answer, she rolled me on my stomach and with her riding crop gave me my first lash as her slave. And because I thought it would bring even more of a smile to her face, I said, and I am proud to say that she gave me more, “Thank You, Mistress! May I have another?” Mistress gave me another 99 lashes that night. And I fell asleep resting in her protective arms. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
    Of course, the next morning, I woke up to find myself, at 6am, still in HER bed, with her still wrapping her arms around me. But I felt her roll over onto her side and I got up, gently out of bed and slowly walked over to my room and took a shower. I shaved and cleaned everywhere and got out and got all dressed up. I had my make-up done and in my white maid uniform. I then walked down to the kitchen to find Claire was there. I smiled at her, said good morning and she nodded at me. I asked where Mistress’ coffee was and she pointed to a tray with not one but 2 cups on it. I looked at her quizzically and she smiled. When she started to sign at me, I realized that ONE thing I learned in school, though a little rusty, came back to me slowly. She was telling me that the second cup was supposed to be mine as she knew where I had spent the night and that she was about to bring it up to the room. 
 
    I nodded and picked it up, telling her that it was supposed to me my job and I WANTED to bring it up. She nodded and signed that breakfast would be ready in 30 minutes. I nodded and made my way to Mistress’ bedroom. I knocked on the door and then opened it, carrying the tray into the sitting room. There was my Mistress, smiling at me as I came in, put the tray on the table and poured her coffee, putting in creamer as Claire had told me and then handed her the cup and saucer. 
 
    “You look nice, Christy. I was wondering what you were doing and now I see that you brought me our coffee. When is breakfast going to be ready?” 
 
    “30 minutes, Mistress” 
 
    “Good. Enough time for you to bath and dress me.” 
 
    I looked at Mistress quizzically. When she saw this, she chuckled. “Christy, if you are going to become my servant, you need to know what is important. First of all, the coffee is ALWAYS important. Yes, you can join me as I expect you to each morning. 
 
    “You will also learn that breakfast will take little time, as WE are light eaters in the morning. A couple of eggs and a little toast is enough, as there is everything necessary for you to complete your duties in that breakfast. But before breakfast, you will bathe and dress me. This will be EVERY DAY. You, of course, will have completed YOUR morning ritual before waking me in the morning.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” It just seemed weird to me that I was going to be doing THIS, every morning, for my Mistress. It seemed unreal to me. 
 
    Mistress got up and I followed her to the bathroom. She showed me how to set the temperature of the water for her bath, as it did indeed have a temp setting (which I thought was REALLY neat!) as well as where the body wash, towels and everything else was. She looked at me and I smiled. “Undress me, Christy!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I walked up to her and started to undo the tie to her robe. When I got that off of her shoulders and down her arms, I realized that she was naked under the robe. While I had seen several naked women, usually in strip clubs and magazines, this was indeed a first for me. And I learned that Mistress was very pale skinned all over her body. When she held out her hand, I took it in mine as she stepped into the tub of hot water. As she sat down, I followed her down onto the floor and with the body pouf and body wash, started to lather it up. 
 
    “Tomorrow, you will wash my hair, as I wash it every other day.” I proceeded to lather her body with the pouf and worked from the top to her waist.  When I hesitated at her mound, she looked at me. “Christy, you can indeed touch me in places as you are bathing me. My breasts are just as in need of cleaning as my back. And my vagina and all there between my legs are in need of cleaning as well. There is nothing, well, almost nothing, sexual about this.” 
 
    I continued bathing her, taking the time to lather her up and when she handed me her razor, which scared me a little. But I took it in my hand as she placed her leg up on the side of the tub and I carefully and SLOWLY shaved her leg. No nicks! When she shifted the other leg, I was able to do it a LITTLE faster and managed to not nick her again. When she raised her arms, I carefully shaved her arm pits. When she held out her hand, looking at the razor, I handed it to her. 
 
    “For now, I will NOT have you take care of this area. I want you to WATCH how I do this” and she proceeded to shave her pelvic region smooth. I watched and realized that she would have me do this as well... 
 
    “Rinse me off, Christy.” 
 
    I took the nozzle and started the water again. When the temp hit right, I started at her neck area and started rinsing her off. It didn’t take too long and as she started to stand up, I held out my hand as she did. I then got her legs rinsed off and reached around and grabbed her towel. As she stepped out of the bath, I started to dry her off, working from her neck and shoulders and worked my way to her feet. 
 
    “While you are there, Christy, you can please kiss my feet as a good little slave to thank me for this privilege!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” and I eagerly bent down further to kiss her feet. It was funny but I never really thought of myself as a foot person but for some reason, this seemed natural for me. 
 
    “Okay, come along and you will now assist in dressing me!” We went back into the bedroom and she walked over to the dresser. 
 
    “Okay, so that you know, this is how I want you to dress me. First of all, in this top drawer are my garter belts and stockings.” She opened the drawer and showed me. “Unless I tell you a specific color, and sometimes I will, you may pick any color in here. Everything in this drawer has a match in the next couple of drawers. So, pick out a garter belt and stockings for me to wear for today.” 
 
    I looked in the drawer closer and noticed a beautiful yellow garter belt and some yellow welted stockings. I picked them out and looked at Mistress. 
 
    “Yellow today? What made you choose that color, Christy?” 
 
    I had to think about that a little bit. “Well, Mistress, I was drawn to the color, partly. Plus it is a beautiful day and is supposed to be all day.” 
 
    “Okay Christy.” She closed the drawer and opened the next one, showing me the bra’s. I looked and found several that matched, not only by color but trim and such and took one out. The next drawer had her panties in it. This one threw me for a little bit of a curve, as there were matching panties, but there were different styles that matched the other pieces. She had everything from full panties to thongs. I wasn’t sure which I should choose so I went with what I liked, being the full panties. They not only looked very beautiful, but the fabric was silky and it just called out to me. 
 
    “So, full brief panties today, Christy? With all those choices, why the briefs?” 
 
    “Mistress, I could not really decide but something about these just called to me. Honestly, I don’t even know, yet, which style of panties you prefer, Mistress.” 
 
    Mistress looked at me and smiled. “Honestly, Christy, I like them all. But I think that today, we will go ahead with what you have chosen. Besides, I have not worn these in some time and it might be nice to do so again.” 
 
    I then knelt and put the garter belt around her waist. I took one stocking and rolled it and as she put her foot into the toe and I worked it up, I could feel the silkiness of the nylon as I rolled it up her leg. Once I had it attached to the four straps of her belt, I did the same with the other stocking. Then I held the panties at the floor as she stepped into them and then brought it up her nylon encased legs and brought it up to her hips and pulled them into place. 
 
    “While there, you may worship my ass with a kiss on each cheek!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” and I planted one loud kiss on each of her butt cheeks. Then I stood up and held out her bra. I put it over her breasts and the bands over her shoulders and hooked it behind her. She walked over to her mirror and smiled. 
 
    “Yes, Christy, I think that this was a good choice you made.” She then walked over to her closet and opened it, revealing a HUGE walk in closet with a wall of high heeled shoes. 
 
    Mistress walked in, pulled out three different dresses and walked out, showing each one to me. 
 
    All three were very beautiful. One was bright and had a floral pattern. One was a little more neutral and plain, though very pretty as well. The third, well, though pretty, didn’t seem to go with the yellow lingerie she had on. I pointed to the first dress and she smiled. She handed it to me then walked in and picked up two pairs of heels. When she brought them out, this time I had a problem. They BOTH looked good with this dress. Okay, I think just about anything would go with that dress, not like I have fashion sense. But what got me was that one was a pump, with a five inch heel. The other was a strappy sandal with a six inch heel. Both heels were stiletto heels and the sandal appeared to have a small half inch platform. And I was looking at them and thought that if she was wearing stockings, a pair of sandals might not be the right thing. But I looked at the toes and realized that the stockings didn’t have a brighter toe like the welt but was the same sheer color of the leg. So I selected the sandals and Mistress smiled again. 
 
    I undid the buckle on the shoes and then unzipped the dress. I finished dressing Mistress and put her heels on her feet. 
 
    “Okay, not go ahead and cook up some eggs, scrambled, with some cheddar cheese and some of the rye toast. I will do my make up and see you in the kitchen. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” and off I went. It doesn’t take long to scramble eggs and toast some bread. Nor did it take Mistress long to do her makeup and when she came in, I smiled. She looked beautiful to me. 
 
    “I see you are pleased, Christy. That’s good. Today we will work on your daily chores. I will also explain a few things to you so that you understand what it is I expect. 
 
    “I will also tell you that what you were permitted to do, bathing and dressing me, is a PRIVILEGE! In fact, the others who have been before you, well, NEVER got to do that. Something about you made me want to see if you could handle that. Most beginner slaves tend to get a little flustered seeing their Mistress naked. Oh, I am sure that you were excited and such, that is to be expected. While I am sure that some might think that in time the ‘excitement level’ will diminish I don’t want that to happen. It might become old hat in time but it is never to be taken for granted. 
 
    “In time, I will make sure that you know how to cook a variety of different foods and cultures as well. While I would not go so far as gourmet, who knows, you might get that good. But for now, let’s eat!” 
 
    We sat down and talked about my daily chores. Keeping the house clean was of course at the top of the list. Mistress also saw clients in her private space and I would be required to greet these guests and clients of hers, as I was the maid. Cooking and preparing meals as well. What got me a little was that I would also have to GO and shop at times. She did tell me that when I had to shop by myself, I would be wearing different clothes, but would, of course, change back to my uniform when I returned. 
 
      
 
    “There will be other, SPECIAL” things that you will be required to do for me that, well, may seem odd but such will be your life if you can handle it. You will not be told to do anything bad or illegal but I will command you to do something and there are many reasons for my doing it. One, of course, is because I want you to do such and such. But I also want to see if you comply without hesitation. Because when you hesitate, that means that you do not trust me and if that happens, we know there are things that need to be discussed or, worse still, that we are no longer going to be together.” 
 
    This got me thinking, as she said she would not ask me to do anything bad or illegal but then, why would I hesitate or disobey. But I also realized that fear might cause hesitation and that would be something that would have to be discussed, not out of trust or something but more to get over barriers and walls that might come up. Of course, I would not know what walls and barriers might be there until they presented themselves. So it was weird to me. 
 
      
 
    Once we had eaten, I began my chores. Mistress told me that she did indeed have three clients coming over today, one in the morning, one in the early afternoon and one in the evening. I would be required to greet them at the door and bring them to Mistress in the dungeon after letting them into the house. I even managed to get the bedroom cleaned and the master (or would it be Mistress?) bath cleaned by the time the doorbell rang. 
 
    I walked to the door and opened it to see a fairly handsome gentleman, older but not too old, standing at the door.  He looked a little startled at first when he saw me but pulled it together. 
 
    “I’m here to see Rachael.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress is waiting for you.” I ushered him into the hall and held out my hand for his jacket, as it was a little chilly outside. I hung it in the closet and then brought him into the dungeon in the basement, where Mistress was waiting. I pointed with my arm when I got to the bottom of the stairs and he continued towards Mistress, who was sitting in her throne. 
 
    “You may continue your chores, slave! I will call you if I need you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress” I curtsied and went back up the stairs, closing the door at the top as she had told me over breakfast. I continued working on my chores and then heard Mistress call me over the intercom, which I did not really notice before. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, please come down to the dungeon. I have something you need to take care of.” 
 
    A minute later, I came down the stairs to find Mistress holding her riding crop in one hand, an arm binder in the other and the gentleman standing, spread eagled and naked in the center of the space. And his cock was wrapped in twine and almost 9 inches in length. 
 
    I walked up to Mistress and curtsied. 
 
    “Put your arms behind your back” I did so and I could feel that the arm binder was indeed for me as she bound my arms tightly behind my back. Once she had it snug, she chuckled a little. “We will have to work on this a little more, as I want you to be able to suffer with your elbows touching behind your back. Only need to get you about another two inches of stretch.” With that, she tightened it a little more and I could feel the strain as I whimpered a little. 
 
    “Are you okay, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. It’s just a little tighter than last time.” I took a deep breath and tried to relax a little. “Well slave, we will get you used to this in no time then. Maybe an hour or it being tighter will help you learn that discomfort is not MY problem.” I realized that I was going to be in a little trouble unless I learned my place properly and NOT complain. “Yes, Mistress. Thank You, Mistress!” 
 
    Mistress looked at me. “Bend over, slave!” I bent over and then felt my petticoat and the skirt of my uniform moving out of the way and then my panties being pulled down. 
 
    “I am going to discipline you in front of this MAN. 50 lashes should remind you NOT to complain about discomfort, slave. And I want you to COUNT them out for me and thank me for each lash I deliver to your little sissy ass!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    When the first blow was delivered, I did NOT expect it to be so harsh! But I did as I was told. “One, Mistress! Thank You Mistress!” and by the time I got that out, the next one was delivered. Bent over like I was, I could also see the cock on the man start to jerk up and down to the sound of the riding crop hitting my backside.  
 
    By the time Mistress had delivered the 50th lash, I had tears rolling down my face and I could see that the man’s cock was REALLY swollen in the twine wrapped around it. I could even see a little pre-cum oozing out of his cock. 
 
    I felt Mistress pull my panties back in place and I stood up again. 
 
    “Kneel before the MAN!” I knelt immediately. 
 
    “Now, I want you to KISS the tip of his cock!” 
 
    I leaned in and kissed the tip of his cock. It jerked and I could hear him moan. It was then that I noticed that he was gagged and blindfolded. 
 
    “Now, I want you to lick his cock tip, and then lick his ball sack” 
 
    I licked the tip of his cock and could taste the saltiness of his pre-cum. And when I licked his balls, I could taste his sweat there. While it was not quite disgusting, it wasn’t exactly what I was expecting. 
 
    I then watched as Mistress started undoing the twine wrapped around his cock and watched as what had been 9 inches long started to grow LONGER and noticeably thicker as well. And as she unwrapped the twine, he was moaning louder and louder. 
 
    I could also see more pre-cum oozing. Mistress noticed it too. 
 
    “Does the little boy want to cum?” He moaned loudly and started to nod his head enthusiastically! 
 
    “Well my little slut, I think that you should help him have his orgasm. Go ahead and show him how a good little sissy slut like YOU worships a MAN’S cock!” 
 
    Without hesitation, I wrapped my lips around the tip of his cock and started to bring his entire length into my mouth and down my throat. Part of me was asking if I knew what the hell I was getting into and if I even knew what I was doing. But I managed to get his length down my throat after gagging maybe three times and started to slowly take him in until his balls hit my chin. I looked up, partly because it helped me to do this but also because Mistress had told me to do so before. I noticed that while he still had his gag in place, he was now staring down at me as I looked up at him. At first he seemed surprised to see me there but then the situation got ahold of his brain and I could tell he was actually ENJOYING it. 
 
    Part of me was also enjoying it, as I could tell he was really getting ready to blow his load inside my mouth. I didn’t know if I really WANTED his cum inside my mouth but then I heard a voice in my ear. “Yes, slut, I want to see all his cum in your mouth before you swallow it! And don’t you dare lose a drop!” 
 
    It took only another minute before I could feel him start to shoot his load inside my mouth. And he had quite the load. I had to actually swallow a small amount so I could hold it all in my mouth. And when he finally finished, I pulled back and turned to face Mistress with my mouth open. I saw that she had her camera in hand and she took a picture of my mouth filled with cum. 
 
    “Now you can swallow it, slut!” I swallowed the cum, which did NOT taste as good as the first time, but I did so and smiled. “Now, clean his shaft and make sure you got all of his yummy cum, slut. A MAN really likes to have his cock sucked dry.” 
 
    I licked and then wrapped my lips around his cock and with my lips, coaxed what remaining cum might be in his cock out, giving me a little more of it. But now his cock was clean. 
 
    “Good slut. Open wide.” I opened my mouth and Mistress put in a fairly large penis gag in my mouth and buckled it. Then she walked behind be and then tightened the arm binder a little more, causing a little more pain. “We will leave you like that for an hour” 
 
    Mistress then turned her attention to her client and for the next 20 or so minutes, they talked and relaxed. He finally got dressed and Mistress escorted him to the door and after a few minutes came back down the stairs. 
 
    She then helped me to my feet but did not release my binds. Instead, she walked me over to the spot where the man had been and then raised my arms behind my back, lifted the skirt and petticoat out of the way and pulled down my panties. 
 
    “You did very well, slave. Actually better than I expected. So I am going to give you a little reward.” She walked out of the way and then, when I saw her again, she was wearing a strap on dildo, about nine inches long. She also had her cane in her hand. 
 
    “It took you about 250 times to have him cum in your mouth. So, I will give you 250 lashes followed by 250 thrusts into your little sissy cunt! If you cum without my permission, I will have to punish you. If, however, you make it through this, we will see about MAYBE letting you cum later.” 
 
    Mistress took her time delivering the 250 lashes with the cane, for which I was thankful. My arms were sore, as were my shoulders. We will not even get into the strain my back, legs and feet were taking. And, of course, my ass was getting it all. But I also realized that the pain and the strain were not unpleasant but were starting to affect me in a pleasurable way. 
 
    When she started to thrust the dildo into my ass, I moaned at first, then screamed and then moaned in pleasure. I realized that I might just be in trouble because I could feel that dildo start to hit that place that was making my cock want to get hard. That too hurt since it was bent down towards my ass rather than out front. And I did what I could to NOT unload. When she finally pulled out, I was panting and breathing hard. 
 
    “Just a little pre-cum, slut! Very good. I could tell you were having a difficult time with that. I’m happy that I don’t have to punish you already.” Mistress then released the bindings and I was at first able to stand up, then my arms were released and I could feel a little sigh of relief come over me and Mistress saw that. 
 
    “I know, it was tight. We WILL work on that with you. And I want you to know that I am serious about what I do. Part of it is the theater of the session and bringing you into it without you knowing what had already happened let you be just like you were. I will be stern with you as I was. But I also want you to be yourself. It works better that way. But you WILL always obey.” 
 
    With that, she removed the gag. I swallowed hard and then, “Thank You, Mistress!” 
 
    “Let’s get some lunch!” 
 
    After lunch, I finished the almost all of them before the next client came. This one, surprising me, was a very beautiful woman. I greeted her, brought her to Mistress and left. By the time she had left, I had completed my chores and was walking into the kitchen to find Mistress sitting there. 
 
    “All done, Christy?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good, let’s look and see how you did.” 
 
    Part of me was afraid of this. Another part of me KNEW that I did well. As Mistress and I walked from room to room, she would look at something, run a finger along an edge or window sill to see if I had cleaned or dusted something. After about 45 minutes of inspection, she turned to me and smiled. 
 
    “Well now, aren’t you the smart little girl? I hope that you realize that I will now EXPECT you to keep my… Our home like this at all times! You even dusted and cleaned the window sills and almost everyone forgets that! I am proud of you, Christy!” She then reached out her hand and caressed my face as I blushed. 
 
    We walked back to the kitchen and together, we proceeded to cook a nice diner. It seemed that there was an abundance of food and when I realized that there would be another person there, I realized that would be why there was so much food. 
 
    I saw Mistress glance at the clock. “Christy, you will get to have some of this food later. For now, I want you to come with me.” 
 
    I followed Mistress back to her bedroom. She then opened a closet and pulled out this strange looking table. Well, a one legged upside down table. Once I got a really GOOD look at it, the “leg” was somewhat in the center of the table, as well as some bindings. 
 
    What this REALLY was is a “display stand” of sorts. 
 
    “Take off your uniform and put it away in the maid’s room. Then come back and we will finish up.” I didn’t know what that meant but… “Yes, Mistress” and off I went. A minute later I returned and I could see that it would be ME on display. 
 
    “Put your arms behind your back again, Christy!” I did so and could feel the binder get nice and tight, though NOT as tight as it was before. “Open your mouth” I did and she put the penis gag in my mouth and put it snug. 
 
    Mistress then had me kneel on the stand and locked my ankles in place. When I felt my panties getting pulled down, I KNEW what the “leg” was for. When she told me to sit myself down on the dildo, that just confirmed it. Damn, did it NOT feel all that good. And it was NOT just a thin little dildo but two inches thick and I wasn’t sure how long. But I managed to get my ass down over it and sit on my heels. 
 
    “Can you go down any further, Christy?” I tried but I could also feel that there was no way I could as it felt like it was hitting at the turn in my colon. I shook my head. 
 
    Mistress then leaned down to look. She then whispered in my ear “10 inches, you little slut!” and I realized that I had 10 inches of dildo in my ass. But I didn’t. I had 10 inches of VIBRATING dildo inside me as I felt it start to work on me, causing me to moan. 
 
    Then Mistress did something else that I didn’t expect or know about. She reached down between my legs and connected two leads to my chastity. I didn’t know what she was doing until I felt the first jolt to my cock as the electric shock hit me. It wasn’t much of a shock but it did hurt a little, as well as a little bit of a surprise. 
 
    “That, Christy, is so that you don’t have a little sissy-gasm while you are on there. By the time I let you have any relief from that, you will be so damned horny that you will just about do anything for release. But right now, I am going to freshen up and await my guest for dinner.” Then she put a blindfold over my eyes and I could hear her walking out of the room. 
 
    That vibrator was hitting all the right spots. And it was not like a constant speed either but getting faster and slower at some random pace. And the jolt to my cock didn’t come at a regular time either. Worse still was that the length of the shock would vary from a brief shock to maybe as long as 3-5 seconds. It was nerve wracking as well as painful. And as I had no idea of how long I would be there, it was driving me to the point of I would do just about anything to get some relief or release. 
 
    Sometime later, as I didn’t know how long it had been, I heard two voices getting closer to the room. I could hear the voice of Mistress and a deep, booming voice I had not heard before. 
 
    “Oh my God, you weren’t kidding Rachael! Is that your new sissy?” 
 
    “Yes, she is. Isn’t she just so pretty, waiting for someone to stick their cock in her mouth?” 
 
    “You mean I can have her suck my cock? Before…” 
 
    “Have her get you all nice and hard for me. She is just the most wonderful cock sucking slut!” 
 
    I felt the gag come out of my mouth and as I opened my mouth, I felt the cock start to enter my mouth. It was indeed a wide cock and I worked really hard to get it into my mouth and to take it all the way down my throat. After a couple of tries, I FINALLY managed to get it down my throat and started to suck it like the little slut that Mistress said I was. Okay, like the little slut that I was becoming, no matter WHAT Mistress said. 
 
    “Don’t you dare fill her mouth with cum or else you won’t be able to give it to me, Stud!” I felt him pull out of my mouth and the gag go back in. A minute later, I could hear the bed take first her weight and then his as they began their bedroom gymnastics while I continued to get jolted and fucked by the vibrator inside my ass, making me even hornier as I heard their moans and cries of ecstasy!  
 
    Eventually, the noises and such stop and I hear movement coming off the bed. I figure it was the man getting off the bed to head to the bathroom or something but he made a stop at my head first. 
 
    I feel the gag come out of my mouth and his cock enter my mouth. 
 
    ‘Clean my cock, sissy!” and I lick and suck it clean. As I do this, I could feel him actually start to get hard in my mouth and soon he grabs the side of my head with his two hands and starts to fuck my mouth and throat. I can’t see him but I can certainly hear him as he moans out and starts to call me a little sissy bitch, or a fucking slut or several other names as he fucks me. When he gets ready to shoot his load into my mouth, he growls that I better not spill a drop as he fills my mouth with his cum! 
 
    I have to swallow fast as he had quite the load shooting into my mouth. But I manage to get it all and while not as bad as that one load from this morning, it was not as nice as Sarah’s cum. When I finish, he leaves the gag out and I can hear him head to the bathroom. A few minutes later, I can hear him come back into the room, say good night to Mistress and then pats me on the head. “You do suck cocks well, slut!” 
 
    A couple minutes later, I hear Mistress come to me. She removed the gag and looks down at me. 
 
    “You have one last chore for tonight, Christy. While the ‘stud’ has a very nice and filling cock, sometimes, well, he doesn’t manage to bring me to where I want to be. So…” 
 
    “I understand Mistress!” as Mistress moves right up to me and I plant my lips at her mound and I can taste a little bit of his cum there as well as Mistress’ juices as I lick and worship her sex, causing her to grab my head as she writhe's in her first of three orgasms brought on with my mouth and tongue. 
 
    An hour later, Mistress releases me from the stand and I get up, feeling very sore. She then brings me into the bed and wraps her arm around me and soon we fall asleep.  
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    After that, I became Mistress Rachael’s slave permanently. By Friday, I was at the doctor’s office getting my implants, a pair of “DD” implants. I was also, the following day, fitted and placed into the permanent chastity. This was done by piercing my cock in three places, two behind the head and once at the base of my shaft. Once it was pierced, three bars were pushed through the piercing and then the new sheath was placed around my cock, turning my cock towards my ass. And the design of the chastity sheath made it look like I had a woman’s “camel toe” rather than a cock. My balls were tucked inside me and a metal “shield” was placed behind my chastity to hold them in place. 
 
    What I did NOT expect was that I would also ALWAYS wear a vibrating dildo inside my “cunt” though certainly not as large as the one on the display stand, which I experienced about one a month. This one was only about 8 inches long but was two inches thick which kept me stretched out for, well, you can guess. 
 
    Usually, One of Mistress’ clients would need to be “drained” and like a proper slut, I took care of them. Mistress did not see clients every day but usually 3 each day she did have them. The rest of the time, it would be just us. Reginald, the “butler” had been ready to retire and did so about a month later. He had been off that first day but when he came in the next day, we got to talking and he was the one who taught me to cook. And while it was not gourmet in portion sizes and all, I felt proud of my cooking and even Reginald told me that I was learning well. 
 
    “Stud” was just one of Mistress’ “bulls” that she enjoyed when she felt that need. And for each one, I would be on the stand to prep them. I grew to enjoy it and one of them, while I was cleaning Mistress, this time while still bound but NOT on the stand, decided to take my ass with his cock, bareback! When he shot his third load of the night inside me, I realized that, well; I guess you could say that I truly enjoyed it. And I had not been taken by any man before that other than Sam, that first night. But Mistress told me that she had not expected that to happen and that particular “stud” was dropped from her farm, as they say. 
 
    It was almost six months before Mistress brought me to the club again. And when I got there, I was then displaying my collar, which was also permanent. The weight of the collar was minimal physically but psychologically, it was tremendous. I also wore a wedding band on my finger with engraved handcuffs on the entire surface. You had to look closely but they were there. 
 
    The other girls saw me, hugged me and, oddly enough, Mistress told me that this visit was for ME! What I realized was that she was showing me off to everyone, from the subbies to the Domme’s and Dom’s that were there. I didn’t have to “work” the club and since I was owned, no one would be allowed to play with me without Mistress’ permission. What surprised me was that she allowed only THREE people to play with me. One was Sam, and I had a great time being spanked and then sucking his cock. But he waited to cum inside my sissy cunt, making me happy as I loved every minute of his fucking me! 
 
    The second person to play with me was Patricia, her sister. Oh, she had a ball with me, putting me through my paces and was surprised at how well I took it all. Mistress knew I would because she had put me through my paces already in the six months we had been together. When she was finished with the various forms of discipline and torture she could devise, she pulled down her panties and had be bring her to an orgasm, which she seemed to enjoy, telling me that my ability to take all that had made HER horny! I didn’t tell her that I was feeling it too though Mistress knew I was feeling it. 
 
    Lastly, Mistress let Sarah play with me. I did not realize that Sarah played the Dominant role as I had always thought her to be submissive. But when she told me that she had been learning about her dominant side, she wanted to play with me a little. 
 
    But she was not going to spank or whip me. Nope, she had something a little more devious in mind, and Mistress knew all about it. 
 
    I was bound, gagged and plugged with a LARGER plug that also vibrated in my ass. I was put into a hogtie position and with my head pulled back towards my elbows, and my elbows TOUCHING behind my back, I was truly bound and gagged, unable to get free. Okay, I didn’t WANT to get free really but I did twist and turn, trying to get some release. The release I got, about 90 minutes later, went into my panties and made quite the mess. 
 
      
 
    Now, after that, we did go back to the club more often. I would work at the club usually every other weekend when there were parties. I was considered to be off limits to everyone. I was just a working girl there. Mistress watched over me and played with many of the other subs there. I was there to work. Besides, those others that she played with didn’t get to serve her as I loved doing. I had found my calling, to be her slave. 
 
      
 
    And all because I had bumped into this woman and ruined her stockings by accident…  
 
      
 
    I would like to thank you for taking the time to read my book. If you have not read the others, I am sure that you will enjoy them as well. You can find them here on Amazon, just look for my name. 
 
    I welcome all emails and you can email me at: 
 
    christylynnny@gmail.com 
 
    You can visit my website at: 
 
    www.christylynnny.wixsit.com/website 
 
    Yes, I will EVENTUALLY get a website without all that crap on it. Sorry but right now, writing doesn’t pay the bills. 
 
      
 
    Christy Lynn Rose 
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