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    It isn’t every week that your world changes in the manner in which mine did. I mean, to lose two people in your life, though they didn’t pass away or anything, but losing them did cause me a little consternation. But maybe I should tell you about these two people first. 
 
    The first one I lost, though I knew it was coming for a while was my doctor. But he was getting older and while I met him as a part of a larger practice, he finally cut back on the number pf patients he would see and I was lucky to keep him as my doctor. Part of that was I didn’t see him so much, maybe 2-3 times a year. But for my part, he didn’t judge me when he discovered one of my other personality quirks. And the only reason that he DID learn it was because I had honestly forgotten that my visit to him was the annual physical and not just the usual follow up. That would not have been so bad but it was the same day where I had spent the day with, well, my Mistress. 
 
    Now, keep in mind that I am not married so, for those unsure of what I mean, my Mistress was a woman who I did some cleaning for, all dressed up in a frilly satin uniform and all the added frills and silkiness. I had been seeing her for quite some time, and that day, after cleaning her home like a good maid, she gave me a reward. My reward, since I kind of liked it, was to be spanked, sometimes by hand, other times with various implements that would generate red marks on my ass and upper thighs. Luckily, she did not, on that day, have to remind me of my proper place, thus avoiding a smack to a certain area that would have been much more painful. 
 
    But I had forgotten about the doctor’s appointment, until the reminder went off on my phone just as I had finished changing into my male clothes. And I could not miss this appointment, as I had rescheduled it twice. So, when I had to go, I thought it would be just him telling me that I had to lose some weight, that my numbers were okay but could be better, IF I would lose the weight I needed to lose. 
 
    But that afternoon, I got there and sat there waiting. And if you have ever sat on HARD chairs in a doctor’s office, imagine, if you can, having been given almost 250 lashes with a riding crop and such and sitting on that hard surface. It wasn’t so ban in the car, with the padding. But I did and waited for only a couple of minutes before his nurse, receptionist and all-around helper brought me back. 
 
    I got weighed and had my vitals taken and then she asked the usual questions. Then she left and certainly not five minutes later, in came the doctor. He had just moved into his own office space, basically his own home, though it didn’t look like I would have expected. But he sat down for a minute and looked at me. I didn’t think much until he asked me a couple of questions and then hit me with the really surprising one. He asked me about the mascara I had on my eyelashes. I looked at him and he just smiled. 
 
    “Casey noticed it and I figured you MIGHT want to get it off before you get noticed.” Then he handed me a wipe and I took a minute to remove it. Then he looked at me again. “Is there anything I should KNOW before we start your exam?” 
 
    “Oh shit!” I muttered. But it must have been out loud because he heard it and cocked his head. 
 
    “Well doc,” I said, “How open minded are you? Because, well, this could be either bad or just plain awkward, for both of us.” 
 
    He just nodded. 
 
    “Okay doc, well, since you saw the mascara, I guess you should know…” I was turning bright red and slowed talking, as all he did was nod. “I am wearing a pair of panties and, well, I was just… disciplined? Spanked in other words, before coming here. I thought, honestly, that my appointment was tomorrow afternoon or else…” 
 
    He just nodded. “Okay, well go ahead and strip. You are NOT my first guy wearing panties and though I am retiring, you MIGHT be my last that has to admit to it, as I am not taking any more patients.” 
 
    I stripped and then he saw the red marks on my ass and upper thighs. “Well, she did a remarkable job there, that’s for sure Francis. But you might want to make sure you put some lotion on them. She didn’t break the skin but there seems to be a little bruising.” 
 
    Without thinking about what I was saying, I blurted out, “I usually heal up by the next day, doc. But sure, I can put some lotion there if you think that would be a good idea.” 
 
    He just shook his head and laughed. But he did all the checks, including the hernia and the prostate exam. Not always fun but even more when you feel a little bit embarrassed being found out. But I got through it and got dressed. He left and Casey came back, carrying a small tube of ointment. 
 
    “Doc says to apply this tonight and maybe again tomorrow if the problem persists. And I see you got rid of the mascara. I didn’t want to say anything but, well, since it wasn’t any of my business but I figured letting Doc tell you.” She blushed a little. 
 
    “Thanks. But maybe I would have been more embarrassed if you had said anything, so thanks.” 
 
    She left and I then left and took off for home. All was good, though now, Samantha, my Mistress, was asking me to spend full days with her, rather than a couple of hours. I kind of knew why, as she did not have the greatest of health, but since I found happiness there, I took the opportunity. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    I met Samantha about a year before I started seeing my doctor. I found her completely by accident. I literally bumped into her one day at the store. It would not have been too bad but I was at a department store where I had finally got the nerve to pick out and purchase some panties and other underwear for my alter ego. 
 
    Usually I would go on line, which for some purchases I still did. I mean, where am I going to walk into a store and pick up a black satin French Maid uniform with white lace trim and white apron. Or a pair of stiletto heels in MY size? Now, I could find sneakers and flats in my size but stiletto heels, not so much. 
 
    But I had with me a couple pairs of panties, in basic colors, with their matching bra. I also had a couple of full slips since I also liked to wear a dress or skirt/blouse combo. If I wanted to wear pants, I could just wear my own, though I did have ONE pair of women’s jeans. I had the underwear in my bag when I turned, not really looking where I had gone and literally bumped right into her. 
 
    I spilled my bag, which split, dumping my purchase on the floor and when I said sorry and knelt to pick them up, I felt a little slap on my ass, just as she tugged the tail of my shirt down. When I got up, she leaned into me and, smiling, “cute panties you have on there. But the question is, should I punish you for bumping into me like that, or are you NOT like that? 
 
    I stood there, shocked to hear something like that. But before I knew what I was saying, I whispered back, “I probably deserve to be punished for my lack of manners and attention, Mistress!” 
 
    “Good girl!” then she reached into her bag and took out a card. As she handed it to me, she said, “I want you to come to this address. I want you there TONIGHT! And I want you to wear something that will tell me all about you, girlie. Dress to impress, as they say!” Then she gave me a peck on the cheek, which surprised me and left. 
 
    I stood there, something running through my mind, telling me that this was unreal. But the card sure seemed real in my hand. And as I looked back at her, I could see her turn her head and look at me, smiling. Then she winked at me and poof, I was done. 
 
    I ran home quickly and showered. While I was in the shower, I made sure I was completely shaven, from head to toes. I had decently long hair, but I figured I should wear one of my three wigs. But before I put that on, I figured I should make sure I “dressed to impress” so I went and picked out my best undies. I figured my pretty white panties, with a matching garter belt and bra. I found my forms and glued them into place and picked up a pair of seamed stockings, nude with a black seam. I rolled them up my legs, then attached them to my garter belt. 
 
    Once that was on, I picked up my waist cincher. It wasn’t quite a corset but it did help with my waist line. I laced it loosely so I could get everything else taken care of, especially make up. That usually took me the longest, partly because I never really had the ability to be shown how to do it plus, of course, there is only so much a You-Tube video can do. 
 
    But then I stood there, trying to figure out what I should wear. I swear I was acting all “girlie” trying to decide what to wear. But I remember her saying I should dress to impress. So, I reached in and decided to impress her wearing my maid uniform. I took it out and the petticoat. I then reached into my dresser and took out my white panties with the black ruffles on them. I pulled them up over my other panties, then cinched myself a little tighter, pulled on the petticoat and finally, the black satin uniform. Lastly, I reached up on the shelf and took out my black patent pumps. I took out my five-inch heels, since I could fairly decently walk in them without breaking my ankles, but only after having practiced. 
 
    Once I was done, I picked up the wig and placed it on my head. After securing it, I looked at myself and while I certainly wasn’t going to pass to well as a female, I did look, from a distance, somewhat presentable. I looked outside and as it was getting darker, I figured I could get to my car and still get to my destination in time. 
 
    I got into the car and drove out to the address on the card. When I pulled up, it seemed like a fenced in yard and a fair-sized home. There were lights on and only one car. I pulled up and then got out of the car. When I walked up to the door, before I hit the bell, I saw the little note in the door. 
 
    “If you made it here, sissy, then walk around to the back where servants enter and ring that bell, then open the door and kneel there on the pad. I will come and get you from there.” 
 
    I felt so warm, though it certainly was pleasant outside. But it seemed that it was private and secluded. So, I walked around to the back and found the door. I did as I was instructed, rang the bell and then opened the door. I got in and on the floor was a pad, as well as a couple of other things, including another little note. 
 
    “I am sure you can figure out where these things all go. You have maybe three minutes to be ready for me.” 
 
    On the floor I found a gag, though the fact that it had a penis head on it worried me. But I figured I was expected to wear it so I did. It tasted a little weird, rubbery I guess, and I buckled it in back. Then I picked up the two smaller cuffs and looking at them, I figured they were for my wrists. Then I saw the other pair of cuffs and these were a little different. 
 
    First, they had an added strap on them. I figured out that these were designed to go under my foot, to hold the shoes on. And then, there was a short, 10-inch chain connecting them. So, I put the cuffs on, ran the strap under my heel and connected them. Then I saw the locks. They were open and small. I put one on my wrist cuffs, one on each of my ankle cuffs but there were still three remaining. All three of THOSE were a little smaller. I reached back and found the hole in the gag and put the first small lock through it, doing the same for the straps holding my heels in place. 
 
    Then I knelt there, waiting. I did not have to wait all that long. 
 
    I heard her first, walking on the hardwood floor, in her heels. I made sure I was looking at the floor as I heard her approach. When she got in front of me, I heard her laugh. 
 
    “How did I KNOW that you would come here like that? I wasn’t SURE but I thought it would be something like this. Look up at me now, little sissy!” 
 
    I slowly looked up. As I did, I noticed that this woman, whose name I only knew to be Mistress Samantha, as it said on her card, was dressed to impress as well. I saw that she had these stiletto heels attached not to a pair of shoes but to a pair of patent leather books that came right up to her knees. Above that I could see the stockings, also black, running up to her garter tabs. I saw that she had on a pair of black satin panties but I couldn’t tell what kind at that time, as it was covered by the black satin corset she had on. And the corset did cover the lower half of her breasts, putting them up on a shelf, sort of. Then I saw her face and her make up was more “severe” than it had been in the store. 
 
    I also noticed that she was wearing gloves and in her hand was a riding crop, black with a red tab at the end. As I was now facing her, I could see a smile on her face. 
 
    “So, little one, you were indeed brave enough to accept your punishment like a good little sissy. But you are wearing a maid uniform, so does that mean that you are a good maid, or are you one that needs to be trained to be a proper maid? Oh, I know you can’t answer that right now, since I want you quiet for now. But first I want to give you a taste of punishment BEFORE we get into the events for this evening.” 
 
    With that, she held out her hand and I reached out for it. Something inside told me to NOT grab it and have her help me to get up off the floor but rather kiss her leather covered hand. As I did, she nodded. 
 
    “Good girl. Now get up and follow me.” I got up and slowly walked, as I had only 10 inches of movement with the chains. Samantha, on the other hand, moved quickly and when she got to the door, she turned and had to wait for me. This apparently did not sit well. 
 
    “Keeping me waiting, sissy? Well, I will just have to add a little MORE to your punishment then, won’t I?” and I could see that she was smiling at me as she said it. 
 
    I got to the door and walked through to opening and stopped cold dead. It was almost like the dungeons that I had heard of in some of those kinky magazines and books that I had read. Samantha walked into the room and pointed to a small bench in the middle of the room. I walked up to her and she smiled. 
 
    “Please put your arms behind your back.” As I did, she locked my wrists together and then walked over and picked up some sort of glove, which she then proceeded to slide up my arms, connecting a pair of straps around my shoulders and then proceeded to lace the binder up, pulling my arms in like a corset. She did it slowly but after a little bit, it started to hurt and I moaned a little. 
 
    “Okay, sissy. But I should warn you that I will certainly get you to the point that your elbows touch behind your back. Now bend forward!” 
 
    I did and then I felt my arms being raised behind my back, forcing me to stay bent forward. That was when I noticed that the bench was just a little shorter than where I was bent. Then I felt her push my dress up off my ass as well as the petticoat. 
 
    “Oh, ruffled panties, my little sissy. I believe that you really ARE a sissy, but we will see just how much of one you REALLY are, in time. But first I am going to give you a little taste of punishment, first. Then we will see what follows next.” 
 
    Then I felt my panties being pulled down. “My dear, you are indeed full of surprises. You even shaved your little cute ass and in between as well. You are really starting to impress me, sissy. But that won’t get you out of the punishment.” 
 
    With that, I felt the first sting of her riding crop. Now, when I was younger, my father had believed in corporal punishment, but that was usually with a leather belt looped around against itself. That was painful, especially when you are a young boy. This was a little better… And, a little worse. 
 
    Some of the time, all I felt was the little leather tab at the end. Sometimes, well, I would feel the covered part of the shaft as well as the tab at the end. And she alternated the speed, how long it would sit on my flesh and, well, where each lash hit. 
 
    And something strange was taking ahold of me. I felt myself actually pushing my ass back up to meet each lash delivered. And something else was happening that I DIDN’T understand. I felt my cock start to get hard. I was actually getting AROUSED by this??? And not only did I notice this little new wrinkle, but Samantha did as well. 
 
    “Well sissy, are you actually ENJOYING this?” I tried to answer but wasn’t sure I could, with the gag in my mouth. But when she leaned down next to my ear, she whispered, “You are into a little pain, sissy?” I nodded. “Well, lets kick this up a notch then, sissy!” 
 
    I heard her walk over someplace and return. I heard a whistle through the air a couple of times but didn’t know what it was until I felt the first sting on my ass! 
 
    “This is a rattan cane, sissy! I am sure that the pain is a little more intense!” Then another sting, causing me to whimper and cry out into my gag. She administered these slowly, and after the first couple, I was still aroused and sticking my ass up for more. I would buckle at the knees every now and then but still raised myself up for more. 
 
    “Well dear, you are something of a pain slut. But are you a REAL slut? Would you like to find out, sissy, if you are a real slut?” 
 
    I don’t know why but I nodded yes and she laughed. “Too bad I don’t have some guy here for you to show you but I can use my little friend to at least start you on your way!” 
 
    She walked away again but then returned and around her hip was a harness with a long pink dildo attached to it. I was surprised at my reaction, because now I WANTED that inside me. When she got in front of me, she reached behind my head and unlocked the gag and removed it. By then I was slobbering, though I was certain that it was from not being able to swallow more than wanting that dildo inside me. 
 
    “Tell me where you want this, sissy” 
 
    I looked up at her and with a small voice, shyly told her I wanted it inside me. That caused her to laugh. 
 
    “No sissy, I want you to BEG me for it, telling me where you want it INSIDE you!” 
 
    “Mistress,” I said, louder, “I want to have it everywhere inside me, because I am a slut!” 
 
    “Well, I am sure I can make that happen. But first you have to get it all wet, and I mean ALL wet. All ten inches of it are going to go inside your mouth. I am sure you know that means part of it is going to have to go down your throat! This is your deep throat lesson!” 
 
    With that, she took my head in her hand and pushed it back. Then she started to put the tip in my mouth. “When you get a REAL cock in there, you will have to do some more slutty things but first you need to know that you CAN and WILL take a cock inside your mouth and down your throat, when I have you suck them!” with that she started to slowly push it into my mouth and as I gagged, she would pull it back a little and then push in again. 
 
    It took a couple times, but she decided that I needed a little incentive so she took the cane and whacked my ass as she pushed it in. This caused me to scream out, as the lash she delivered was going up and down across my ass cheek rather than across, and as I creamed, I was silenced by the dildo going into my mouth and start to go down my throat. I gagged a little and tried swallowing at the same time and that helped. 
 
    I felt so ashamed and slutty at the same time as that dildo slowly slipped deeper and deeper inside me. And when she started to pull out, I felt even more urge to gag, though I could swallow that. When she got out of my throat but not out of my mouth, she started going back in can I gagged a little more and she swatted my ass again. 
 
    She continued doing this until I could, without gagging, take that nine-inch dildo down my throat. And then she started pumping into my mouth, and I started to actually get into it. I was actually starting to fantasize about it being an actual man’s cock entering my mouth. And the more she pumped into me, the more I started to moan even more. 
 
    And my own cock was still hard and I wanted to touch it so much so I could get that massive urge out of my system. 
 
    Eventually, she pulled that dildo out of my mouth and she looked down. “Well, you got it nice and wet AND all covered in lipstick.” Then she swatted my ass a couple times quickly. “Now, beg me to fuck your sweet little sissy cunt, sissy!” 
 
    She landed another lash onto my ass. I cried out in ecstasy, “Please, Mistress, fuck my sissy cunt and let me feel like a real slut!” 
 
    “You are a slutty sissy, aren’t you, sissy?” 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, I am a slutty sissy!” 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “You aren’t a man, are you sissy?” 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “No Mistress! I am a slutty sissy!” 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! 
 
    “I am not a man, Mistress! I am a slutty sissy!” 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Good girl! We will work on your sissy mantra but first…” 
 
    I felt her start to press the dildo against my opening and with the caning I had received, I had almost no resistance to her entry. And what little resistance I had was out the window the minute she thrust in the first inch. She slowly entered the entire nine-inch dildo, a little at a time, pulling out and then pushing further each time. But soon, the entire length was inside me and she was thrusting slowly, with me moaning like a slut! 
 
    “Doesn’t it feel so good to feel like the little slutty sissy you are, sissy?” she purred as she started to speed up her thrusts. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I moaned as she kept pounding into me, deeper and faster, as I started to thrust back as she was going in. And to make matters a little worse, she could tell I was about to explode as I was begging her to please let me cum!  
 
    “If I let you cum, I will have to punish you, though you are a pain slut as well, I may have to be creative. But, if you want to cum, I will let you, if you allow me to put you into chastity. If not, you will not be allowed to cum!” 
 
    I was so torn but the need to release was stronger than the urge to not be in a chastity. Yes, I knew what that was and what it would mean. But I wanted to explode so badly now and I said it. 
 
    “Please, Mistress, chastise me like a sissy should. I so need to cum!” 
 
    She started thrusting faster and harder and in less than 10 seconds, I was shooting my cum all over the floor! It felt like the biggest orgasm I had ever had and I had not touched myself the entire time. And she kept on thrusting inside me until I heard HER actually moan and achieve an orgasm fucking my ass! 
 
    When she finally pulled out of me, she leaned down and kissed my cheek. “You did well, sissy. But a deal is a deal. You will be chastised in a couple of minutes. Then we will sit down and discuss your training. 
 
    When she locked the metal device on my cock, it felt weird. And she told me that if I tried to get hard inside it, it would become very uncomfortable. And once she snapped the lock in place, she showed me the key as she put it around her neck on a chain. 
 
    Then she released my arms, allowed me to stand up and work my arms a little. Then, with a wicked smile on her face, she pointed down to the floor. 
 
    I looked and saw where she was pointing. I knelt on the floor and then brought my face down to the puddle of cum I had shot on the floor. I looked up at her and all she did was nod her head. I lowered my head again and licked up my cum, tasting it for the first time. It would not be my last time in the years I was with her. 
 
    Once I was done, I looked up and she smiled. She then turned and left and I followed her, crawling on the floor as she had not told me to get up off the floor. And once I get to the living room of her home, she finally allowed me to get up. 
 
    “Come sit with me on the sofa, sissy. We need to talk about things.” 
 
    I got up and sat next to her. She sat right next to me and rested her hand on my knee. Then we talked. We spoke about everything under the sun and NOT just about what had happened. We did talk about that and the things that I felt, from wanting that to have been a real cock in my mouth, though I had never felt that way before, to how I liked the spanking, the riding crop and even the cane. 
 
    We also talked about what it was that I wanted and what she was looking for. I knew that she wanted a servant as well as a submissive. She had plenty of the latter but the former, a GOOD servant, was harder to find. All the little sissy maids that she had over the years all seemed to need discipline and punishments because they either didn’t know how to do the job properly or made the mistakes on purpose in order to be “punished” 
 
    What Samantha wanted was someone who wanted to do a good job, when a mistake happened to be punished and trained to do the job the right way and not mess up all the time, on purpose. And she certainly didn’t want a NEEDY servant either. 
 
    It was also explained that she would, occasionally, allow me to take the chastity off, but only if I earned the right. And I would have to wait for the key to come in the mail. And there would also be a NEW lock, open and waiting to be placed on it again. I would have to bring, the next time I came, the key and old lock. And I would have to have the chastity back in place before coming out. 
 
    Over the next couple of years, I worked my way from maybe once a month for a few hours to once a week for the entire day. And when I was allowed that honor, I found something I liked MORE than my job. I actually LOVED being her maid. Cleaning her house, doing the laundry and all the other little things that went with it. I didn’t need the play time, as we both called it, though usually I would get some once a month or more often. 
 
    But she was older than me by many years. And as those couple of years went by, while I was cleaning the house and occasionally, now that I had been permitted to do so, answer the door to greet her other clients. I didn’t care since I was, it seemed, in my element. But I also watched as she actually slowed down seeing clients and, eventually, she told me that she was getting a little long in the tooth to do this any longer and that she had been feeling poorly. 
 
    She told me also that she had gotten all of her other clients handed off to some of the other Dominatrix’s in the area, as well as a couple of Male Dom’s. But she was having a hard time finding me a new home. But she smiled at me. 
 
    “I wanted to make sure that whomever I sent you to would find you to be the same as I found you, Christy, my love. You have been a great sissy maid for me and if I had ever looked for someone to go down the long road as my slave, you certainly were the one. I just wish we had bumped into each other years ago, though you would have been a little TOO young for me at that time. 
 
    “But I found you someone. She is about a year or so younger than you and is willing to at least talk to you, see if you fit what she wants. But she did tell me that you would have to be chastised full time, as she does not allow her sissies to have erections at any time and only allowed to cum when they earn it. You may not like serving her but it was the best I could do for you, since most of the others are really not looking for another sissy maid.” 
 
    We hugged each other as I left her service. I was certainly going to miss seeing and serving her. It was like losing a friend, as well as a mentor. I really did love being her servant and now, I was going to face the great unknown. First, I lose her, then I lose my doctor all in the same week. 
 
    Of course, Doc also sent my files to another doctor, one that was accepting SOME new patients, and only took me on as a favor to her mentor. I had an appointment with her, I learned, in three weeks. Samantha told me that the woman who was willing to at least THINK about taking me on as her submissive, would see me in a month. Oh, and I would have to KEEP the chastity on as she had already sent this other Domme the key. I would have to spend the next month locked away. And I was worried that since I was going to see the new doctor first, I would become embarrassed yet again, having to explain why I was wearing the things I was. 
 
    Oh, and with my luck, I would also hear about my needing to lose weight! 
 
    What I got, though, was nothing like what I would have expected. If I had known what would happen was going to happen, I would have run away screaming. As it was, I didn’t know quite how to take it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    Now, by this time, I had only worn panties under my boy clothes. I was still dressing up, wearing my maids’ uniform when I cleaned my own place. But when I went to work, I was all business (with my panties and maybe a camisole or a short chemise under my clothes) and worked in my little cubicle. But I had the two dates circled on my calendar eagerly awaiting one while dreading the other. 
 
    I just wasn’t sure if I was dreading meeting the new, female doctor or if I was excited. Where Doc was an MD, this new doctor was a DO. I wasn’t quite sure what that meant, though I did look it up and realized that maybe it was a good thing. But I could not find out anything about the woman that was possibly taking over my services as her servant or whatever. I even thought that I would have to prove to her everything all over again and that kind of depressed me some. 
 
    But as I got closer to the doctor visit, I realized that I should make the best of everything and even I noticed that I seemed a little happier. Hell, I even started paying attention, though it was a little late in the game, really, to what I was eating. Not that I was going to lose weight in the week before meeting the doctor but maybe this new one will make me WANT to lose the weight. I just hoped that she wasn’t going to do a complete physical since I still had the chastity locked on and wouldn’t get it off until I met with the new Domme. But I accepted my fate and went about my business. 
 
    Finally, the day arrived! I was off for the day, partly because it was my normal day off if I had to work a weekend shift, but it also allowed me to gather myself before going to meet the new doctor. 
 
    What got to me a little was that the address seemed to be a home address rather than a business address. Of course, my old doctor was working out of his home so maybe this doctor was working from… But if she was supposed to be a somewhat new doctor, wouldn’t she be seeing patients in an office like setting and usually with a larger practice? But whatever. Who was I to know anything. 
 
    I drove myself out there, figuring that I might as well feel comfortable so I was wearing a pair of silky nylon panties under my slacks. If she asked, then I would just tell her the truth about why I was wearing what I was wearing, even down to the chastity. And for some reason, I wasn’t nervous as I got there. 
 
    I hopped out of the car and walked up to the door. I noticed as I walked up that it was a nice-looking house, and certainly had some size to it. But it also looked like “old money” as it seemed to be just that kind of place. I no sooner got to the door when a woman wearing scrubs opened the door for me. 
 
    “Christopher?” she inquired. 
 
    “That’s me.” 
 
    “Welcome. Won’t you please follow me. The doctor will be with you shortly but first we have to do a couple of things.” 
 
    We walked down a short hallway and entered a small room. In there were the usual doctor things you see in an exam room, from a table/bench, a chair and some other simple equipment. She checked my height and then my weight, which I was happy to see was actually DOWN a couple of pounds from the last time I had seen doc. While it wasn’t what I probably should have lost in that time frame, at least it was down. 
 
    Then I got my first shock! 
 
    “Go ahead and strip down, Christy. Put on that robe there and then sit up on the table. You can keep your panties on if you want though.” As I looked at her, she smiled at me with a somewhat evil smile. “Mistress will be here in a couple of minutes!” 
 
    WHAT THE HELL!!! Did I have my appointments all mixed up??? What the hell was happening to me now? But I started to strip and then the nurse left the room, leaving the door open as I did what I was told. Then I put the gown around me, leaving the back open as I figured that I was certainly going to get an examination. Then I sat down on the table. 
 
    A couple of minutes later, in walked my new… Doctor? Mistress? All I know is that this woman walked in, wearing the usual doctor outfit, though certainly with a pair of heels on her feet, which exposed her nylon clad feet. And she certainly was tall, at least with the heels on. And she did address me by my MALE name, at first anyway. 
 
    “So, Christopher, it seems that Doctor Jamison has been treating you for the last couple of years. He tells me that other than a lamentable lack of losing the weight that he keeps telling you to lose, you are usually a good patient otherwise, as you have been keeping your numbers, other than your weight, where they kind of should be. 
 
    “But Mistress Samantha tells me that her little sissy, Christy, needs some guidance and discipline in order to become the little sissy that she felt Christy would become. Now I found that funny that her Christy and Doctor Jamison’s Christopher were the same person. Of course, Doctor Jamison, Christy, got to me AFTER Mistress Samantha talked to me. While I don’t usually take someone else’s submissive and rarely take on a sissy, while she didn’t beg me to take you in under my wing, she did say that I would be pleasantly surprised at how you were. And she also mentioned that you could stand to lose a few pounds though you were not exceedingly overweight. 
 
    “So, I decided that I could at least talk to you and then when Doctor Jamison talked to me and gave me your name, I decided that I was willing to take you as a patient because, well, I could actually kill two birds with one stone. I could, in one visit, decide if I would take you as a patient, or send you to another doctor that I know that would not have a problem taking a new patient. And I could decide if I would take you in to be trained as I like my submissive’s to be trained or, I could send you over to a new Domme that would like to at least have someone not quite so raw, as it were. 
 
    “Now, Christy, I want you to tell me EVERYTHING, and I do not care how embarrassed you might become, that has to do with you. And I do mean EVERYTHING!” 
 
    I looked at her and she was smiling. So, I told her about myself, from the life as a child, where I discovered dressing up in my mom’s underwear and eventually clothes. I told her how I met Mistress Samantha and what the first session was like and how I had actually achieved an orgasm from the whipping and being pegged that first night. How I had been with her for the first year, coming for a couple of hours every three weeks or so to being there the whole day every week. 
 
    I even told her how I would greet guests that came to see Mistress, knowing that they were there for their fix, as it were. And I explained that I was not jealous of them since Mistress Samantha would usually give me a little taste every day but serious play time maybe happened once every three weeks, usually followed by being allowed out of my chastity for a day or two before having to lock it back on. 
 
    I explained that I enjoyed being her maid as that was something that, surprising me at the time, something that I was not only good at but wanted to make sure that Mistress Samantha was always pleased with me. I also talked about my personal life outside of Mistress Samantha and my work life. She did shake her head when I explained that I was a cubicle worker, that I seemed to be good at my job and usually liked working there, though it may have been a part of the reason that my weight was harder to take off, since I sat around all day. And since I would usually be a little brain dead at the end of my long day, I usually didn’t want to do anything other than sit at home and do almost nothing but eat, maybe watch some TV and go to bed. 
 
    Even on the weekends, I explained, I didn’t go and do anything. And as I was talking, she was actually writing things down. Like she was paying attention to me and what I was saying. I didn’t even think Doc paid a whole lot of attention but then again, maybe he took mental notes and then transcribed them to my chart. I never asked. 
 
    Once I was finished, she smiled. 
 
    “Okay Christy, right now, I will not be calling you Christopher ever again. That is because I will take you as a learning submissive. But I am going to make you lose the weight that you not only needed to lose for Doctor Jamison but also for me to allow you to become a sissy for me. 
 
    “Right now, you are 5 feet, ten inches tall and weigh a poor 215 pounds. As a male, you should be down to about 180 pounds. BUT, you want to be feminine looking in appearance and so, you need to actually get down to about 140 pounds. That, sweetie, would put you at the very lower end of the male ideal weight and into the ideal weight for a female. And, we are going to make this a very important task for you to complete. Are you willing to do as I tell you, both as my patient AND as my sissy in training?” 
 
    I looked up at her and smiled. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Okay. I was wondering how you would address me, and right now, as I am NOT your Mistress, that will work. But better would have been ‘doctor’ but ma’am is good too. When you get to the place you need to be, then we will change it up. Now, let me tell you what I will require of and from you from now until you see me again, in four weeks.” 
 
    “Four weeks, ma’am? I thought…” 
 
    “Yes, four weeks. Do not bother seeing me next week, as I want to give you FOUR weeks to see what kind of progress you make. Here is what you are going to do. First, every day, you will work on your make-up skills. Mistress Samantha said you tried and it started to look better but you need to pay attention and do a good job. I want, every day, a picture of you made up, full make up. 
 
    “Second, also every day, I want you in a corset or cincher, getting the waist tighter and smaller. Do NOT try to get it all at once but gradually. But I want it measured daily, even if it is the same number, daily. Once without the corset and again WITH the corset. 
 
    “Third, you will drink this drink, we will call it your ‘Sissy Drink” twice a day, as your breakfast and your lunch. For your dinner, you will follow this plan.” She handed me the outline of what I was allowed to eat each day for dinner, as well as a single 8-ounce bottle of “sissy drink”. “You can grab some more on your way out, as you will need about three cases to start. These drinks are my own creation and I guarantee results as long as you follow the plan I will finish laying out for you. 
 
    “Fourth, you will start walking every day. During the day, when you are on your lunch break, walk while you are drinking the drink. But you are going to get your body moving at lunch. When you get home, however, you will have to figure out a way to put on high heels and walk a mile a day in them. That is going to be over 2000 steps each day in heels. The first is to get your body moving more. The wearing of the heels is to get your body toned in the proper places. 
 
    “Lastly, at the end of the first month, you will come here and I will weigh you as well as measure you. You will arrive for your appointment wearing women’s clothing but NOT a maid uniform. And you will make sure that your make-up is done so that I am pleased with it. If I am not pleased, you will be punished. If I am pleased with your performance over the next month, then we will talk about the next step. 
 
    “Oh, and so that you know and understand, that chastity that Mistress Samantha placed on you will remain until I decide you are either worthy of being placed in MY chastity or I decide you are not worth my time and I dismiss you. If I do that, I will hand you the key and you will never be allowed to see me, as I will also send your medical files to some other doctor. Is all of this understood by you, Christy?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I will try my best.” As soon as I said that, I felt the slap across my face. 
 
    “I did not say I wanted YOUR best. I told you that you will do this, there is no trying to do your best. If you do not follow my plan TO THE LETTER, then you might as well forget it and leave me. Now, are we absolutely clear on what I DEMAND from you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I apologize for being so stupid. I will follow your plan, to the letter.” 
 
    “Good girl. Now, go ahead and get dressed. Then my aid, who KNOWS as you guessed, what you are here for and what you are in for, will help you get those things you need. Make sure you tell her what you have and what you need. Good day, Christy and I sincerely hope that you do NOT disappoint me. It would be a shame for me to have to tell Mistress Samantha what kind of a disappointment you were.” 
 
    That last line felt like a punch in the gut to me. But I sucked it up and thanked her. As I was getting dressed, the other woman came in. When she started asking me questions, I realized that I really was in for something. Because what she wanted to know was such things as, “did I have at least seven different corsets or cinchers” and I only had two. “What colors?” and I told her I had a white and a black. Asking me about make-up and all the other things, at least I had some but sure enough, she wrote down what I needed to have. Wig colors, bras, panty styles, stockings or pantyhose? I was getting confused but I answered every question. 
 
    When it was all done, I was allowed to leave that room and as I got to the foyer, there were the three cases of the drink on the table. I picked up one and discovered that it was pretty heavy so I figured I would take it safe and bring one case to my car. 
 
    When I got back the woman wasn’t there but there was one small box. I looked in it and found the kind of make up she wanted me to use and wear. I carried that as well as one more case of the drink to the car and came back to find her standing there with another box. 
 
    “This is the additional corsets you need to have. They are brand new and NOT seasoned so you will be working on seasoning them every day. Wear one, then a different one, at least 8 hours each day. Follow the seasoning instructions that I have provided in the package.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” I replied. 
 
    When you get those out to your car, return and I will give you the last things you need.” 
 
    I left, carrying the last case of the drink as well as the box of corsets. When I got back, there was one last box in her hands. 
 
    “Okay Christy, inside this box is not only the outline of your plan, plus everything that Mistress… Doctor K outlined for you. Also, there are the panties that she wants you to be wearing, as well as stockings. Since you don’t have any pantyhose, you won’t have to throw any of those out. As we talked about shoes, anything lower than a four-inch heel needs to go away. As you have four, five and a couple of six-inch heels, you should be good to go there, though you may want to get a couple more six-inch stiletto heels, in red and pink.” 
 
    I nodded, knowing that I was going to be spending more money on things, as usual. 
 
    “Also, be prepared to spend money on appropriate uniforms, in the right size, when you get to your goal weight. You will need to have enough to wear about 1 ½ uniform changes per day, in various colors. As you get the proper shape, you will need to purchase new corsets, as the ones you are going to be wearing will be too large for your new shape. 
 
    “Lastly, if Mistress… Mistress decides that she is going to dismiss you, you will be required to pay for those things that you have received, as they will no longer be available for anyone else. The price for that will be a paltry $950.00 for the corsets, drink and the other things. And trust me, she will make sure you pay for it, as she will send it to a collection agency if necessary. The last little sissy boy who didn’t follow her training plan, after three months, was billed for a quite larger amount and went to court. Of course, he signed, as you will right now, a form outlining the plan as a weight loss plan with supplements as well as equipment necessary to follow the diet plan.” 
 
    She then held out the form and without even reading it, I signed it, accepted the last box and then made my way out to the car. I was shaking my head the entire time, trying to figure out what I had gotten myself into but also realized that maybe this was what I needed to get my act totally together. And damned if this woman wasn’t a pretty woman. Hell, her assistant was damned good looking too. 
 
    I drove home in a bit of a daze but I managed to get home. I then brought everything into the house and then unpacked the boxes. 
 
    As I did, I saw that there was a number printed on a paper that told me where I was supposed to send the pictures I was supposed to send. There was even a tape measure and an outline telling me all the numbers I was supposed to send, from waist to chest to neck and even my thighs. I started to work on putting things away and then I found, with the make-up, a listing of the colors and such that I was supposed to use each day. And there were a couple of DVD’s and a couple of additional links that I could go to for tutorials. When I popped in one of the disc’s, I saw her assistant on the video show me how to do some of the make up techniques that were required I do each day. 
 
    I finished putting everything away and then decided that I should probably get something to eat. I was about to go out and get something bad to eat when I remembered that I was supposed to follow the diet plan. So, I went over and looked at it. A small salad with an egg, with oil & vinegar dressing. So, I made a grocery list and drove to the market and spent twenty minutes looking for everything on the list. I had to ask for help a couple of times because some of the ingredients were hard to find. But I found them all and got them home, putting everything away. 
 
    Then I looked down, ate my salad and then decided to bite the bullet and start working on the rest of my day’s work. I first took all the measurements, sighing as I did at the numbers. Around my chest, across the pecs, another one at my waist. My hips and around my neck. 
 
    Then I took out the first corset. It was a mesh, under bust corset, almost like my cinchers, though a little longer in the body. I placed it around my waist and started to tighten it, doing what I was instructed on the paper. I took a measurement and saw that I got it two inches smaller around my waist and let it stay like that, taking a picture like I was told. 
 
    I then went to my little desk and started working on my make-up. I had the video up and listened and watched, trying to match that which was playing. It took me a good hour to get it right, having to take it off a couple of times and start completely over again. But I got it done and took a picture, sending it to the number. I wasn’t expecting a reply but I got one. 
 
    “Good job. Now do it again but with the earth tones pallet and send a picture.” 
 
    So, I had to completely take off the make up and start over again. Once I got that done, I took another picture and “PING” I got another reply. 
 
    “Now, take the pinkish pallet and do this again. Once you have done that, you will start over again and do all three again, sending pictures of each one. If you do this good enough, you will be allowed to clean up and not do your make up again until tomorrow. If you do a poor job, you will do it again until I am satisfied.” 
 
    I shook my head. I sent a “yes, ma’am” and cleaned up again. Over the next two hours, I did the make up two complete times around before she was satisfied. I left the last make up on my face and went to get dressed. I still had to walk a mile in heels before finishing the plan for the day so I put on my wig, a summer dress and heels and went outside. 
 
    It was darker then so I figured I should be in good shape. I had my phone and planned out a one mile walk around my neighborhood. Boy, that was a tough walk, as it was on the sidewalks and there had been some people out, though dressed as I was, they couldn’t recognize me, though with four-inch heels, I was certainly tall. And by the time I had walked that mile, walking into my house, I couldn’t wait to take off those heels. I realized that my ass felt weird and my legs were really sore. Oh, and my feet. And I had to do this every day! 
 
    I wasn’t really sure I could do this every day at that moment. But I went into the shower and cleaned up, getting all the make up off and went to my dresser and pulled out my silky pajama set of camisole and tap pants. I slipped them on my freshly shaved body and fell into a deep sleep. 
 
    I dreamt that I was more feminine than ever, even to the point of having breasts and a feminine figure, though I still had my cock locked away in chastity. But even the chastity seemed different. And the dream felt, for some reason, right. Like all was right with my world, though I couldn’t figure out where I was in the dream. I mean, I could not see where I was and rather than seeing myself, I could FEEL myself and I had curves where they felt like they should be. 
 
    When I woke up, I just felt good. I got up, washed up a little, picked out my clothes for the day and picked up the “sissy drink” I had to drink. At first, it tasted rather odd. But I drank it slowly and as I did, the flavor, though a little weird, wasn’t too bad. And I made sure to bring one for my lunch. 
 
    I got to work, a little early, and got to my cubicle. I started working and found I had a little more energy and got through the morning. At lunch time, I got up, grabbed my drink and took off my shoes, as I could not wear sneakers at work (go figure, since I sit in a cubicle!) and then started taking a walk along the path around the office. I had a 45-minute lunch break and I took the entire time to walk that path. I managed to finish my drink AND get to my desk on time and was able to power through the day on nothing but those two drinks. 
 
    When the day was done, I went home, fixed my assigned dinner, which was a little more filling than the salad, though just as small. A small baked chicken breast with a small amount of green beans, cooked without butter or salt. And I was able to have a glass of either milk or water with apple cider vinegar. I went with the milk at first until I realized that I would have to drink the water mixture at least every other day anyway. So, I did the water that night and saved the milk for the next day. 
 
    I went and took all my measurements again, then put on my corset, this time a red one, and did the same thing as before. Then I remembered that I had to wear it for 8 hours so I made sure I slept with it this time. I opened the make up tutorial and again worked on copying the techniques and then sending the photos to the number. Each time I had to try a different pallet of colors and redo them a couple of times until she was satisfied with the results. Then out for another one-mile walk. 
 
    I didn’t weigh myself one single time during that month. But my measurements, though a little confusing, did make me curious as to what was happening with my body on this diet. I also seemed to be going to the bathroom a whole lot, though that might because of my daily water intake which was getting higher and higher. 
 
    At the end of the first month, I got myself all done up as she had told me to. First the make-up, in pink hue’s, followed by pink lingerie and the pink corset, cinched in now a total of three inches without effort and if I tried, I could get it to four inches, which made me happy. I was now, of course, wearing them for more than 8 hours a day, since I wore them in my sleep. But the last week before seeing Doctor K, or Mistress K as I was hoping I would be soon allowed to call her, told me that I would need to start wearing them longer, like while I was at work! 
 
    I wanted to argue but realized that I didn’t have a choice if I wanted to stay working with her. And I would have to take a picture of me wearing it, some time during the day. Sometimes, I could just unbutton my shirt and show her while I was in my cubicle, but sometimes, since I didn’t know when I would have to send the picture, I would be out for my walk and have to show her, as I did not have a whole lot of time to send the picture. 
 
    But once I was dressed, made up and wearing my five-inch pink patent pumps with an ankle strap, I grabbed my handbag and hopped into the car and drove. An hour later I arrived at the office, got out and locked the door. As I walked up to the door, the assistant, wearing a different color scrubs this time, again opened the door for me. 
 
    “Well, aren’t you looking pretty, Christy. Mistress will see you right off. But, of course, we have to get your numbers.” 
 
    We went back to the same exam room and I was told to undress down to my underwear. I took off the dress and my heels and then stood on the scale. I did not see the number but I thought I saw a smile. Then I had my other vitals, from blood pressure to pulse and even my temp. Then she pulled out a couple of vials. 
 
    “Have to do your blood work up, just so that Mistress can see how your body is taking the diet.” With that, she took three vials of blood, put a little band-aid on my arm and told me to wait. I did not have to wait very long. 
 
    “So, my little Christy, you seem to be following my orders, and you did a very nice job on your make up. In fact, I believe you are getting quite a bit better at it, so keep it up. And I want you to know that you are making progress on your weight. I will not be telling you what you weigh but know that you are progressing at a good rate. 
 
    “Now, as for your next month, I want you to continue your corset and waist training. You will, of course, wear them at all times. And in the evenings, I want you to now walk 1 ½ miles each night, still in your heels. Eventually, you will be walking upwards of 3 miles a day in heels so this will build you up. 
 
    “As for your corsets, you still have a little more to go before we may need to think about changing them out. But I want you to start to tight lace them after work. Eventually, you will be required to tight lace all the time but for now, just for about four or five hours before bed. 
 
    “Now, since you seem to be moving along well enough, I want to learn a little bit about your limits, specifically in terms of pain. So, first, take off your corset so it doesn’t et ruined, then follow me.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” I replied but I got a frown. “Yes, Mistress?” 
 
    “Much better. Because, for now, that is how I want you to address me. Ma’am will be reserved now for my assistant. Understood?” 
 
    With a smile on my face, I replied “Yes Mistress!” as I removed my corset. I could see a slight smile on her face and, like an overly eager puppy, I followed Mistress K down another hallway and, as she opened the door, I saw a much more elaborate dungeon space that Mistress Sabrina had. 
 
    She brought me to the middle of the room and then pulled out a pair of wrist cuffs, which she put on my wrists, locking them on and then placing them into hooks on the end of a pair of chains, which she then hit a button and they pulled me up, though not quite off my feet. Then I saw her bend down and lock my ankles, with my heels still in place, to the floor. Then I was lifted a little more until I was stretched quite tight. 
 
    “Open your mouth.” And I did. Mistress K then placed a penis gag in my mouth and I knew this was going to be an interesting experience for sure. Because I wasn’t bent over at the waist, I wasn’t sure what to expect. 
 
    When she walked in front of me and then carefully removed my breast forms. Then she twisted my nipple and I squirmed. I hadn’t really paid too much attention but it looked, at least to me, that my nipple had gotten a little swollen. And then I gasped when she put the first clamp on my nipple, the left one. Then I saw the chain dangling down to the clamp and then as she pulled on the other end, it caused the clamped nipple to be pulled up until she was able to put the clamp on my right nipple. I was squirming and moaning a little. 
 
    “Does my little sissy LIKE how that feels?” I nodded, because I did enjoy it, though part of my body wasn’t, as it was making my cock want to get hard, though I had no idea why, really. And when she twisted them both at the same time, while still clamped, I moaned, to my surprise, like a little whore! 
 
    “I see that sissy Christy DOES like that. Well, let me see just how much of a pain slut you are. Mistress Samantha said you were a rare one!” 
 
    With that, I felt my panties pulled down out of the way. Then the whistle of the riding crop and WHACK! She went slow, at first. I was glad that she was because it had been a while since my last spanking. But soon, she was working it a little faster, then she would stop and as I caught my breath, she would change the implement she was using. 
 
    I had never experienced a real whip before then, but she made that experience something to savor. Every now and then, it would wrap around me and hit my stomach, or wrap around my leg. And with every lash from the whip, just like with the riding crop, I would contort my body and when I did that, I would pull and twist my nipples in the clamps, bringing an added twinge to the whipping or whatever one called it. 
 
    And with each one, I was finding myself falling deeper and deeper into the pleasure zone. And even when she lowered my arms and while I could not remember hearing her tell me to, I put my arms behind my back as she bound them. Then, I woke up a little sudden like as she took the clamps off my nipples. I felt like I was going to have an orgasm right then and there. Luckily, I didn’t, but it was driving me there. And when she put the clamps back on my already tortured nipples, I nearly swooned as my knees got a little weak. 
 
    “Is my little sissy okay?” She looked at me, making sure I was, indeed, okay. I nodded yes, since I couldn’t talk. “You sure you don’t want to rest or stop. We can if you think you need to.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Okay sissy. We are about half way through your test. It will get a little more intense now. I am going to remove your gag. You can scream if you want. And with the added intensity I want you to feel absolutely free to say red if you need to stop, yellow if I need to tone it down. If I ask if you are okay, if you are to say green, NOT a yes or no. If I ask and you say yellow, we will slow down. You say red, we stop. And so you know, there is nothing to be ashamed of if you go red, okay?” 
 
    I nodded and as she removed the gag, I said, “I understand Mistress!” 
 
    Then she walked around to behind me and started with the whip again. With my ass now bent over, the pain was different. And now, on occasion, I could feel the tip hit in other places, though it wasn’t very often that it hit the chastity. But when it did, I certainly felt it but I cried out but didn’t feel the need to call out safe colors. 
 
    When she swapped to a leather flogger, I realized that it was something of a cool down time, though it did hit a couple of spots that caused a little tender sensation. But I was moaning by this time, not in pain but in ecstasy more than anything. It also allowed my twisted and tortured nipples a little bit of a break. Then I heard the old, familiar whistle through the air as the first lash of the cane fell on my ass! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    I moaned a little and it was followed by another, and another. I was moaning a little louder and then after about another ten or so, I screamed out, “FUCK ME MISTRESS!” not just once but with the next fifteen lashes of the cane. 
 
    “Sissy wants to get fucked, does she?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “Well, if you can beg me over the next 25 additional lashes and make me actually BELIEVE you want it, I will take it under consideration! 
 
    And with each of the next 25 lashes, I begged, pleaded and essentially told Mistress that I was such a slut that I wanted cocks in both ends of me. In the end, I begged Mistress not to just fuck me, but I actually begged for her to rape me, though I knew that was not what I really wanted, but I just wanted to have myself filled with either cocks or at least a dildo or two, making me feel like a little slutty sissy once again. 
 
    “Sissy wants to get raped? What does sissy mean by that?” 
 
    “Mistress, I want to be fucked in my little sissy cunt and even with a cock in my mouth, using me like the slut I know I am. Please, Mistress?” 
 
    “Well Christy, I believe we can help you out a little, but not as much as you might desire. But are you SURE you want a real cock in your mouth, meaning that when that cock cums in your mouth, you will have to swallow that cum! And while that is happening, maybe we can use a dildo on your tight little sissy cunt, stretching you so a cock can get in. Is that what you want, sissy? To be fucked like a sissy whore?” 
 
    She then landed another lash from the cane on my ass as I cried out, “YES, MISTRESS! PLEASE MISTRESS!” 
 
    Then I screamed again as I felt ice being placed on my ass. But the ice felt wonderful as well. And as she did this, she leaned down and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Well Christy, I believe that I can give you that reward. But there will be a price to pay for that. I will now require you to go the next step in terms of your chastity, meaning that you will be placed in a new chastity. This one has no lock, as it will never, EVER come off of your little sissy cock. It will mean that you are going to, eventually, become my sissy slave, when I am finished with your training and transformation. Are you willing to take that next step, or would you rather WAIT a little longer?” 
 
    I felt like she was giving me an offer I couldn’t refuse. I didn’t want her to think I was into making rash decisions or anything. “What happens if I want to wait before taking that next step, Mistress?” 
 
    I felt a soft hand on my cheek. Then I felt a caress on my ass and along my leg. “Well, you won’t get cock tonight for one. But other than that, nothing will change. You will continue with your plan and training until next month and we will take your next step. But let me tell you what will happen if you DO take that next step, other than getting a cock in your mouth for you to suck and swallow and a dildo fucking you for a while making you into a bigger slut than you ever knew you were. 
 
    “You will then be taking an accelerated program of training. You will still work you other job, for a while longer, but you will have to, well, start going to work dressed as a woman and live like one while at work. And you will still take your walks at lunch time, in heels rather than the sneakers you have been using. And when you get home, your new home will NOT be your home but MY home. Because, when you get home, you will become my servant and maid. And you will be that until it is time for you to go to bed for the night. That, eventually, will be your new place, whether you take that step now or later.” 
 
    She continued to caress my ass and legs, right above my stocking tops. And I heard another pair of foot falls as her assistant came into the room. And I could see that she was indeed dressed for something, because instead of the scrubs she had on earlier, she was now dressed in a corset, stockings and heels. Her corset did nothing to hide her breasts which were ample and her nipples were large and pierced. But as I looked down, there was something else. Something that in her scrubs I never noticed before. 
 
    There was a bulge in her panties and it was NOT a small one. And as she walked towards me, she pulled the panties aside and out flopped her almost erect cock. And it was by far larger than mine. I didn’t know for sure but it looked almost bigger than the dildo that Mistress Samantha used on me, and that was nine inches long. 
 
    “So, what do you think, sissy? Are you ready to take that step? I should tell you, though, that you have lost the weight and are now down to 180 pounds, just 40 more to go. I am sure that you will get there in time. And maybe, by then, you will have some more to show for your efforts. So…” 
 
    Her assistant was now right in front of my face and I could feel her heat radiating off her cock. There was no denying it, I could feel that I wanted… No, NEEDED that cock inside my mouth. And I didn’t think that I would wait another minute, let alone another month before this opportunity came again. 
 
    “Please Mistress, can I please suck that beautiful cock? Can I please become your sissy?” 
 
    “But Christy, you ARE my sissy. But you want more. You want to be my little sissy bitch? My sissy Slut? My obedient sissy slave, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I want to be your obedient sissy slave!” 
 
    “Well then, open wide and let Cassandra feel your tongue and lips as she finally gives you the first step of your new training!” 
 
    I opened my mouth and as Cassandra put her cock in my waiting mouth, I licked the tip and started to roll my tongue along the bottom of her beautiful shaft. And as she went deeper into my mouth, I moaned as she got past my gag reflex and started going down my throat. I used my tongue as much as I could as she went deeper and deeper, until her balls were slapping against my chin. And I stuck my tongue out a little and licked at her balls, causing her to moan a little. 
 
    Then I felt it. I felt the beginning of the penetration of my sissy cunt, a feeling that I hadn’t felt in so long, and as she went deeper into my now warm and very willing ass, I moaned even louder as I felt her hit that sweet spot inside me. And then it began, as they started to thrust into me in tandem, and with each thrust and pull out, I moaned with sissy pleasure. And as I heard each of them start to feel their own pleasure building and their moans, I could feel myself starting to get closer to an orgasm. And no matter what, there didn’t seem to be any way I could control it as they started to each pick up their intensity and within a couple of minutes, I could feel the onslaught of cum entering my mouth as my own chastised cock was oozing cum out through the hole. And I could actually hear Mistress K screaming through her own orgasm, telling me that there was more to that dildo, as there had been with Mistress Samantha’s dildo back then. 
 
    I was released and actually taken out of the space between the two of them and brought to a lovely space with a couch, a chair and a small pad on the floor. But I was brought to the couch and placed into the center of it, with each of them by my side, bringing me down slowly from the euphoric high that I was in. And it took a long time for me to come down. Because not only was I happy with what had happened, but these two women were holding me and telling me that I was a very good girl. I eventually fell asleep on that couch, but I don’t know for how long. But when I woke up, the two of them were still there, watching over me. And when I looked down, I saw that the chastity was gone from my cock. 
 
    “Good evening, Christy. Are you ready now to have your new chastity put on. I should warn you that it might hurt a little as I pierce your cock, three times. Then I will place the chastity sheath on your little cock and the bars will hold it in place. Then, in about another month, it will be made permanent, which will also be a little painful for you. When we get to that point, there will definitely be no turning back. So, are you ready to become my sissy slave now, Christy?” 
 
    “Please, Mistress. I want to become your sissy slave!” I looked into her eyes as I said it, longing for her to make me her slave. 
 
    “I know that Cassandra is pleased to have you here as well. But, I want you to know that Mistress Samantha, as I spoke to her just a little while ago, is pleased with you. And, so you also know, I am pleased with you. I think that she is right about you, and now I feel it too. You are definitely going to be a welcome addition to my very small stable of slaves. And tomorrow, you will be moving in here and out of that place you call your old home. Because NOW, this is your home.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    I felt the prick of the piercing gun three times and in a couple of minutes, I was in my slave chastity. Then she helped me up and I was given a tour of the house. The house I would be living in. The house I would be working in. The house where I was meant to be. 
 
    The next morning, Mistress and I went to see the HR department at work. Mistress was also my attending physician so it was nice. I looked almost perfect in my pretty yellow dress, with yellow pumps and even yellow stockings. Under that, of course, I was also wearing yellow lingerie. When HR finally let us into the office, I was permitted to inform them that I was now, officially, in transition. The woman behind the desk looked at me and had to ask. “Okay but just WHO are you so I can make the appropriate marks in your file, young lady?” 
 
    I smiled. “My name used to be Christopher King. But now, as soon as I get the paperwork completed, I will be going by Christy Rose.” 
 
    “You’re Christopher King? That guy down in… Well damn Christy, I must tell you that you look damned good. None of them will believe it. But I will have you all set, paperwork wise, as soon as you get the medical forms and new ID to me. But who might this woman be?” 
 
    “This is my doctor, Katherine Rose. She has the first set of paperwork for you.” 
 
    It took a minute for the woman behind that desk to catch the names. “Okay doctor. As soon as the new identification is set up, we will be good to go. And if you think it would be better, should I change your cubicle, Christy?” 
 
    “No, I think I should be fine. But thanks for asking. How long will I have to get the ID papers to you?” 
 
    “No more than a week, so that the payroll can be processed properly. But other than that, stop over at the desk and let them get you a new work ID, with your proper name on it.” 
 
    We shook hands and left the office.  As we did, I stopped at the desk and they took a new photo of me, as Christy, and gave me my new badge. Then the woman at that desk leaned in and said, “I’m pulling for you, Christy. I thought there was something going on with you and now at least I know. You did good, new girl!” 
 
    I smiled and we took care of all the other things needing to be done. It took the rest of the day, but I got before a judge, presented the paperwork necessary, got the name changed and went to the DMV. Once I got that done, we went to the government building and got my social security information changed. With that, I was good to go. 
 
    We finished all of that and went to my old place. It didn’t take long to pack up the last of my male clothing and send that to Goodwill. All my female clothing, that which still fit, was brought with me. But since most of it was now too big, that too went to good will. About the only things that I was able to keep was the lingerie and my heels. Some of the dresses were kind of okay but many were now a little too big. And my maid uniforms were a little too big as well, though still wearable, at least for now. 
 
    It was fun, though, as we went on line to the place I ordered my old uniforms and looked at new ones. But I still had to wait to order them but it was nice to see that not only would they be substantially cheaper to buy them as they would now be much smaller in size, but that in another month, because I was on their mailing list, would be on sale for 20% off. 
 
    For the next month, every morning I would get up, do my new morning exercises then get ready for work. I was still taking the drink every day, and doing my walking, now doing upwards of four miles a day. And that was not just walking at work but also walking around the house while performing my maid duties. 
 
    Of course, now I had some added things to deal with. So, every morning, my exercises included having to stretch my cunt opening. Of course, this was done with the insertion and locking in of a nine-inch vibrating dildo, that would remain inside me from the beginning of my morning thru the time I would finally be allowed to go to bed. It wasn’t too bad, though it did get me going usually while I sat at my desk. And when I took my walk, now during lunch in my five-inch heels, it would REALLY drive me mad. But with it locked in place, with the help of the chastity sheath, there was no getting it out until it was unlocked. 
 
    While I was at work, I found the job more enjoyable, being the little girl I wanted to be. And there was more time to get things done and the other ladies working there all seemed to have no issue with me being there. A couple of the guys there, when they looked at me, had a hard time believing that I was the old Christopher. I was getting suggestive looks and at times, I found them a little creepy. Other times, well, when that vibrator had hit me in a certain spot, well, I wondered what it would be like to take one of them inside me. Luckily, that didn’t happen too often. 
 
    But when I got home in the evening, I spent very little time changing into my proper uniform. And it was off to the races, working to make sure the house was cleaned up, the dungeon clean and even the doctor’s office portion was cleaned and ready for patients, if it was a day where Mistress was seeing them. She did that two days a week. The other days, instead of being a doctor, she was Mistress K to her clients. If they were coming on one of my days off, it would be me greeting them, dressed in my Satin Maids Uniform, along with my ankle cuffs, just like the ones that Mistress Samantha had me wearing, as well as something new and exciting. I was given a collar to wear around my neck. It was removable for when I went to work, as I was still doing that, but I had to put it in place when I got home. 
 
    Cassandra also was there and she saw clients on the same days that Mistress K did. I was not to call her Mistress but many others did, using the name Mistress C. While I wasn’t permitted to call her Mistress C or Mistress Cassandra, I was actually allowed to call her Cassandra but ONLY when there were not clients around. Then it was ma’am. But when we were alone, just Mistress K, Cassandra and myself, it was Cassandra. 
 
    I learned, as I went along, that she had been at one time kind of like me, in that she was a male. But she started developing breasts at an early age and they kept on developing, even as her own cock grew. And as that happened, she had SOME submissive tendencies but more Dominant ones. Mistress K met her and took her under her wing, training her, just as she was training me, though not in the same manner of course. 
 
    When I hit the second month, I didn’t know everything but I noticed that my body had been changing, not only loosing weight but also developing things. I found I had small, perky breasts instead of fatty pecs. And between the corseting and such, I had a narrower waist and I seemed to be getting a fuller hip and ass! But, more importantly, I hit a number that even surprised Mistress. Two months before, I was at 210 pounds. I had actually lost 28 pounds the first month and I was not expecting such a good number. But as I was attached to the whipping post for my weekly disciplinary reward, I was told that I had actually hit 171 pounds, two months earlier than expected. And to celebrate, I would be given a nice, long, sensual whipping. I had no idea what to expect but as the evening progressed, I found myself moaning in ecstasy as each lash was delivered. Then I was put into my arm binder and knelt on the floor in front of Mistress K. 
 
    “Okay Christy, I am going to give you your true reward.” I looked at Mistress as she first slipped off her skirt and then pulled her panties down, revealing her smooth feminine mound. I looked up at Mistress and she smiled. “I want you to use your lips and tongue and show me how much you adore your Mistress and how much you love being my sissy slave!” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    I crawled a little closer and kissed her lips, then began to kiss her all around her mound, along her thighs and up around and above her opening. I teased her for almost 20 minutes before I concentrated on her slit, finding and then playing with her clitoris. In time, I had her grabbing my head as she moaned from my ministrations to her sex. And every second of it, as she moaned, it aroused me in ways that I didn’t understand but also didn’t care, because I was making Mistress happy! That, in turn, made me happy. 
 
    After another fifteen minutes, I sped up my kissing and licking and flicking and she grabbed my head like a vise and started to deliver her orgasmic fluid right into my eager and waiting mouth. And she didn’t stop for what felt like forever. But when she finally released my face, my make up was certainly shot but Mistress was happy! 
 
    “Young lady, I can only hope that you will ALWAYS be that good. And if it takes you getting a prolonged whipping like I gave you, you can certainly count on more. But now, well, you need to fix your make up because, Well, I think that Cassandra needs your mouth as well!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress!” I got up, allowing Mistress an easier time to remove the arm binder, then walked as quickly as I could to the bathroom in my quarters to fix my make-up. I looked like a train wreck but in no time, I had my make up fixed. Then I went to Cassandra’s room to find her waiting for me, wearing nothing but a pair of stockings and high heels. I was starting to feel jealous of her breasts, since they were heavy and full. But I walked up to her and told her that Mistress had sent me to pleasure her. She smiled as she pulled out her handcuffs and I turned around and put my hands behind my back. 
 
    When I was secured, I turned and knelt and then kissed her hard cock, right on the tip. Then I started to lick along the bottom of her shaft and worked my way down to her ball sack, licking and kissing my way along. Then I started to kiss and lick her balls, eventually taking them into my mouth and sucking gently on them, making her moan with pleasure, which made my own locked up cock stir. 
 
    I eventually worked my way back up her long and smooth cock and took her tip into my mouth. I flicked my tongue, teasing her some before I took her all the way down my throat and began to deep throat suck her wonderful cock. And she didn’t have to control my speed because now I could figure out what to do, having had a little practice on her cock these last couple weeks. And I also wanted to tease her a little more. 
 
    But I was also enjoying myself as I worshipped that marvelous cock of hers, and as she got to the point of no return, I stopped cold dead at her tip, flicked my tongue around her tip one last time and she released everything right into my eager mouth, filling me with her warm and delicious cum. I savored every drop, not swallowing it until I looked up at her with my cum filled mouth. She leaned down and kissed my lips and she took some of her own cum into her mouth. I swallowed the rest and looked up at her. 
 
    “Oh Christy, I am SOOOO glad that Mistress decided to make you her slave. None of my sissy boys know how to suck a cock like that. Hell, some of the girls I have had can’t suck one that good! And I could hear Mistress down the hall so I am glad for her too. So please, don’t slip up. I know you can finish your training and transformation. Who knows, maybe you’ll get nice heavy breasts in time.” 
 
    I smiled, kissed her one last time and then went to take care of a few other chores I needed to complete before the day ended, one of which was make sure the office was ready for patients, since it was doctor day tomorrow. 
 
    I finished everything and went to bid Mistress a good night. She called me over to her and sat me down. 
 
    “Okay Christy, tomorrow is my doctor day. Tomorrow is your day off. But, as you know, I see patients all day so you will be working in the house during the day. But since tomorrow we are having a party, that it what you will be working on. 
 
    “The play spaces need to be completely cleaned, with all the various toys taken care of. That will certainly take you most of the morning and even into the afternoon. I will come by later and inspect your work. But for now, I want you to know how proud I am with your progress. And maybe, if you do well, I will let Cassandra complete your sissification by taking your last bit of virginity.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress. I would certainly like that.” 
 
    “Okay, but before she takes you down that last road, you will have to suffer for me. I think a long caning before she fucks your tight little cunt would be appropriate, don’t you, my slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! Thank you!” 
 
    “Good girl. Off you go.” She gave me a little kiss, this time on my lips and I felt like I was in heaven. Mistress had never given me a kiss like that. I went to bed feeling very good. 
 
    The next morning, I spent the entire morning cleaning the dungeon spaces. There was a small one, which I had experienced several times but there was also a larger one, inside the basement of the house, where larger scenes, or in this case, a party, was held. There was a good amount of cleaning needing to be done as it didn’t get a whole lot of use. I got through about half of it by the time lunch time hit. But I worked through it, drinking my drink like a good girl, and by 3pm it was spotless. 
 
    It was about then that Mistress K came in to look around and she smiled. That was all I needed to see to know I had pleased her. 
 
    “Christy, Samantha was right. You are, indeed, a good maid. I may have to give you a reward before I give you the OTHER reward. But first I have another patient to see. So, go ahead and go up and change. I want you waiting for me in your prettiest lingerie. I will see you up there in 30 minutes. 
 
    I smiled. “Yes, Mistress!” and went to my room, placing everything as I should and stripped naked. I opened the drawer and pulled out my nicest looking corset, in deep red. Then I got my panties on and lastly, my black stockings with red seams. I fixed my face, made sure I looked pretty and pulled on my new, seven-inch-high stiletto pumps, black patent with a red heel! 
 
    I went to Mistress’ chamber and knelt, waiting with baited breath. I did not have to wait long. 
 
    Mistress arrived and took off her doctor clothes. I watched as she then removed everything else and stood before me naked and beautiful. She then walked up to me and smiled. 
 
    “Slutty red, Christy! Good choice! Not only do I like it but Cassandra will love it as well. But first, I want you to worship your Mistress. Take as long as you think it should take you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    I started at her toes, which made Mistress smile. I knew that I could take as long as I want since I did belong to Mistress, heart and soul. And I did, indeed, take all the time I wanted, working along her legs, slowly moving up, then around her stomach, skipping past her mound. Then I felt her tug me over to the bed and I knew that I was going to be there quite some time as I worked around her chest, kissing and licking her breasts and teasing her nipples. 
 
    I listened as she moaned in pleasure as I took my sweet time, savoring every inch of the woman who had made me her sissy slave. And when I finally decided to worship her mound, she was so wet the bed was soaked below her. And when I lightly kissed her, she was moaning louder. 
 
    As I brought my tongue to her clitoris, I felt something. A hand caressed my ass. Then I felt the familiar sting of the cane as it struck my ass, just as I had wrapped my mouth around Mistress’ vaginal lips. I ended up screaming a little into her and Mistress moaned a little louder. And with every slap of the cane to my ass, I licked a little harder and moaned into her mound, making Mistress even wetter than she was. 
 
    It did not take too much longer to bring her to her first orgasm of that evening, but I wasn’t told to stop. So, I continued to tease and worship her sex, then worked my way to her breasts, then down to her feet and then back. And with every lash delivered to my ass, I moaned more and kissed and licked harder. And when I got back to her sex, the caning intensified! 
 
    Then the caning stopped and I felt Cassandra start to push her cock into my waiting cunt! And as she thrust inside me, I was moaning into Mistress so loud that I drowned out her moaning. And it didn’t take long for Mistress to fill me with more of her erotic nectar as she came for the second time that night. But still I wasn’t done. 
 
    It didn’t take long for me to bring Mistress to her third orgasm, because I could hear her moaning about as loud as Cassandra was. And just as Cassandra filled my cunt with her cum, taking my last vestige of virginity, Mistress came for the third time that night, finally pushing me away from between her legs. 
 
    And it was about at that time when I had my own orgasm as Cassandra finished filling my cunt and pulled out. I was still on my hands and knees as I felt her cum start to ooze out of my cunt and onto the bed, along with my own spillage. Without even being told, I moved down and cleaned up the mess we had made. 
 
    “I guess, sissy, that you are going to have to change the sheets before going to bed. But for now…” she patted the bed beside her and I slid into place. Then I felt Cassandra slid into place on the other side of me. 
 
    We remained that way, basking in the afterglow of our evening adventure. And as we all fell asleep, I dreamt that EVERYTHING was just like it was, though now I could see myself in the mirror with nice, squeezable breasts. And I felt content. 
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    I did, eventually lose all the weight. It took me another two months to get there, though. And after that, it was a little more difficult to keep it there. But I did keep it within 2-3 pounds each month. Where Mistress wanted me at 140, I actually got down to 137, so even the 2-3 pounds I might gain kept me there. 
 
    It was then that we ordered the uniforms. There were a total of twelve different uniforms, plus the associated petticoats, corsets and the like. All new lingerie as I needed to be able to wear things that fit. I also got some new clothes, though not as much in that regard since by the time I was down to my ideal weight, well, Mistress did not want me working away from home. My new home! 
 
    I finally did get breasts! The hormones did a good job filling me out in some places but, since I had not been taking them since before puberty, well, I was going to need a little help. So, while I was still working at the office, and their fairly decent health care, we managed to get implants for little ole me. Now mind you, I was not a big girl but I had big girl dreams. Okay, I wanted people to salivate, be them men or women. We decided that I would get “D” cup breasts and since my little perky ones would probably develop a little more, we figured that maybe it would get up to a “DD” cup at worst. Not that I was complaining too much. But it DID make things a little more interesting, in terms of needing support. Bra’s did a good job but I still liked my corsets. If I was not going to be going anywhere, well, an under bust corset was always fun to wear, as it did give a little support, but also exposed my now pierced nipples to the touch of my uniforms. If I had to go out in public, well, covered was more preferable than exposed. 
 
    When I finally left the cubicle for good, they did throw a party at my old office. That was nice, seeing as I had been there for quite some time. I did get a couple of hugs from people and even a couple of kisses from the folks. A couple guys actually groped me, which was a little awkward but also felt kind of nice. But when the lady in HR not only groped me but gave me a strong kiss with tongue, I was shocked. Pleased but shocked. But it was the party to celebrate my slave status that gave me chills. 
 
    Now, normally, Mistress held a party once a month or so. It had people coming in from all over, all of them Dom/sub couples. It was fairly balanced between male and female dominants. But there were also some singles, on both sides. There was a lot of just mingling but at times, there were things to celebrate. And, of course, there was “play”! But the party where I was introduced as being Mistress’ slave was one I enjoyed. Because I got the final piece to my life, my collar! 
 
    It was not some simple leather thing but rather a polished metal collar. There was no padlock on it, but rather a simple tab on the collar. In front of some thirty people, there I was in my red corset, panties stockings and high heels. I knelt before Mistress as she told everyone that it was time for me to receive my collar. 
 
    When she placed it around my neck, she told everyone that it was now time for ME to make my decision. She then pointed to the tab that I would have to pull out of the collar to lock it into place. Once it was pulled, it would not come off. I touched the collar, feeling the engraving on the front, knowing what it said as Mistress had shown me before. Taking a deep breath, I put my hand on the tab, closed my fingers and pulled! 
 
    So, it was an interesting journey. Of course, I also managed to lose the weight that my doctor wanted me to. I guess I just needed the right incentives in order to actually do it. So, while I can not recommend the plan to most people, trust me when I say that the final results, though unconventional, are indeed worth it! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I would like to thank you for taking the time to read my book. If you have not read the others, I am sure that you will enjoy them as well. You can find them here on Amazon, just look for my name. 
 
    I welcome all emails and you can email me at: 
 
    christylynnny@gmail.com 
 
      
 
    Christy Lynn Rose 
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