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    I should have known that something like this would happen to my vacation. Every single time that I come to a wonderful point in time and can do something that I want to, something like WORK has to intrude!!! 
 
      
 
    Of course, it was not like I had not been expecting this, as one could expect from my tirade there. But it was true. Each time I had been planning to take a vacation, the boss would call and tell me that the world was going to explode and life as I knew it would come to an end unless I did this... Or that... Or the other thing... And this time, it was no different. 
 
      
 
    She had called me, on a Saturday morning, to polite beg me to stop by the office and then fly out to Vegas, seeing as it WAS on my way, and drop off a package for one of our clients and then head on off to Reno so I could enjoy my vacation. It bothered me a little, except that at least she was willing to give me a first class plane ticket to Vegas, Reno and then home. I had my own ticket to Reno but this sounded like a much better offer. Plus I had refundable tickets so I could get some of that money back and spend it on something more desirable. 
 
      
 
    So off I went, stopping by the office to get a rather large envelope and a smaller one containing the tickets and even a hotel reservation in Vegas at a very nice place just outside the strip. One night in a fairly nice place and I was surprised to see that I had not just an ordinary room but a small suite. And a quick note saying thanks and that she hoped I liked the room. 
 
      
 
    So I hopped back into my little car and drove out to the airport. I had my two bags packed and with my round trip first class tickets, sailed through the check in process and hoped that the TSA didn't decide to check my bag as there were things in the one bag that I would be somewhat hard pressed to explain. 
 
      
 
    As I got to the gate, I was checking to make sure that I had everything with me that I was going to need for the flight. Mostly thought, I was making sure that my secret didn't show. I felt confident and relaxed as the attendant called the flight and I got onto the plane, sitting in the comfortable seat, getting a drink of wine as we waited and feeling rather silly as I had never really experienced this before. 
 
    After a few minutes, I did have to get up as my seat mate arrived and I noticed that she was rather smartly dressed in a short but very fashionable skirt, high heels and a beautiful silk blouse. And her legs were encased in stockings as I noticed the hint of lace trim as she casually stretched, taking off her jacket and giving it to the flight attendant to be hung up. As she sat down, she adjusted the hem of her skirt and I sat down. She ordered her drink and she smiled at me. We introduced ourselves and talked a little as we waited, then the captain started his little talk and the safety announcements were started. I stuffed my case under the seat and got finished getting ready for take-off. A short while later, I pulled my case out and started to go over some things I had, including checking the location of the hotel I was going to be staying at in Vegas and then started reading the book I brought with me. 
 
      
 
    She had started working on something and I never really paid too much attention to her as I figured that she didn't really want to be bothered. I had glanced over to see what she had been doing, mostly out of curiosity and noticed that she actually worked for the same company as I did. And one of her business cards was visible stating that she was one of the VP's of the company and that worried me a little. Not so much because of who she was but more for the fact that I was sitting next to her, I was actually thinking that she was “hot” but also kind of jealous, too. 
 
    I went back to my book and basically got lost in it until I felt her hand on my leg and I  realized that something was happening I wasn't expecting because though her hand was touching something, it had not moved but rather I could feel her finger trace a shape on my thigh. Then I felt her lean over. 
 
      
 
    “Ooh, I wondered if that was a garter-belt holding those stockings up or if you had on thigh highs. I'm kind of glad that you DID wear a garter-belt, Paul. But I have to ask... Over or under?” 
 
      
 
    Needless to say, I was a little shocked, not only because my secret had been discovered but that this woman, who worked at the same company I do, could either find it interesting or could ruin my career with one little word placed in the right ear. I felt a little squeeze on my leg as I replied, “over.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled at me. I smiled back. “Now, do you have more than just lingerie with you on this trip or were you just expecting to parade in your underwear all week, sweetie? Not that it would be a problem or nothing but...” 
 
      
 
    Now I was a little confused. She was asking me if I had clothes? I told her that I did and that got me a bigger smile. I was starting to “melt” as it were, looking at her smile. But what came next kind of caught me off guard. 
 
      
 
    “So, do you like to play a little? Maybe a little of that 'damsel in distress' kind of thing or are you just into dressing up?” 
 
      
 
    All I could do was GULP and nod... I was afraid to say anything, afraid that everyone in the plane would hear me answer her... And then I got that little smile and a gleam in her eyes told me that maybe I should not have said anything... Until I realized that I really hadn't said anything. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Susan did tell me that her assistant would be an interesting seat companion as well as be willing to help me out a little tonight. And if you help me out maybe I can help you out a little, as it were. Do you think you would like that?” When I nodded at her, I felt the beginning of a smile come across my own face, thinking that maybe I could have a little vacation before my vacation in Reno. 
 
      
 
      
 
    We finally landed at the airport and I went to the luggage carousel and found my two bags and even grabbed her bag. Then a quick ride to the rental car agency to pick up a rental, a Lincoln Town Car, which was nice but really unexpected. But when I asked her where she was staying, that was my big shock. 
 
      
 
    “Why Paul, I am staying in your suite tonight, of course. I will be taking it over tomorrow afternoon anyway but tonight, I will share it with you. Not that you are going to be getting into my panties or anything... Though they might just fit you...” this did cause me to laugh a little bit as she smiled at me. “But I happen to know that there are 2 bedrooms in the suite. So relax and let us get there. I need a shower and, well you need to change anyway. Because I know just the place we can go for dinner, two girls on the prowl...”  
 
      
 
    We got to the hotel, which was indeed a little way off the strip but it was a very nice place and the suite was HUGE! I took the small bedroom and opened up my bag, expecting a little privacy as I checked my bags but she came in and looked. When she saw that the two bags contained mostly female clothing and underwear except for two changes of male clothes, she smiled and started going through things. 
 
      
 
    “Just sit down, Paul. I want to see what I have here to... Well, I have a feeling that you are going to be an interesting evening diversion to be sure. A little French Maid Uniform, Paul, complete with petticoat, apron and ruffled panties. And these stiletto heels. Tell me you can walk in these?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I can walk in those, as well as those six inch heels in the other bag.” 
 
      
 
    “You do mean WALK as opposed to take a few steps and then fall, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I can walk in them for a while.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. Now, I want you to get into the shower and clean up. I see that you are very clean shaven but still, shave a little more. By the time you get out, I will have an outfit picked out for you to wear to dinner. Then we can eat, talk and if you are good, or not, we can see about taking care of your other, more SPECIAL, need... Though we may have to stop along the way to pick up something... Seeing as I may not have everything I may need for you...” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her for a second then headed off to the shower, spending quite a while making sure that my legs were clean and smooth shaven, as well as the rest of my body. Then I got out of the shower and dried off. When I walked into the room, I was surprised to see that my maid uniform was hanging up on a hanger in the room, as well as all the other clothes. On top of the dresser was all my panties, bras, slips and stockings. On the bed I saw a complete outfit, which I had to admit was kind of classy looking, with just a hint of, well, slut, if you looked at the skirt length. 
 
    When I picked up the bra and my forms, I found the garter-belt and stockings, along with a pair of my panties. So I started getting dressed, taking a look and not finding the gaff I used under my panties to hide my bulge. I figured that I had forgotten that but checked my bags none the less just to be sure. I then pulled on the skirt and put my arms through my own silk blouse and finished dressing. Then I realized that my make up kit was nowhere in sight. Nor was my wig. 
 
      
 
    In minutes, however, she came into the room holding several things, including my wig and make up case. She was also holding onto something else. It LOOKED like my gaff but it seemed like it might be a little more sinister as she brought it closer. When I looked at her face and the strange glean in her eyes, I knew that it was going to be something a little more than a little something to hide my male parts... 
 
      
 
    “Okay sweetie. I can tell that you have some idea what this little beauty is. It works along the same line as that awful gaff of yours. It does the job, I am sure, but I think that since time is short AND I am feeling not only a little hungry but also a little mischievous right now, I think that these times call for something a little, shall we say, EXTRA. 
 
    “This is a very special gaff, if you want to use that term for this. Oddly enough, this is one of the many little odd-ball things that we manufacture and sell and, well, it just seemed appropriate that maybe you wear one as well. So, first of all, you will need to take off your cute little panties and even the garter belt. Then I can help you get this on.” 
 
      
 
    I took a few seconds to take care of what she wanted done and I was starting to feel a little nervous as well as, as I felt and watched my manhood start to show it's rather untimely manifestation of what I was feeling. Of course, it certainly didn't help that she had come out of her shower wearing, well, ALMOST nothing at all... And the scent of her bath gel or whatever was rather intoxicating as well. But she really didn't seem to be bothered by my growing erection and actually smiled and chuckled a little under her breath, saying something about how men always think with their peckers but soon I would learn better. Then I felt something sharp and painful and instantly, I was brought out of my little daydream and the reality of the pain in my testicles and penis brought me to the here and now. 
 
      
 
    To my horror, I felt a cage being locked around my penis as it got smaller and smaller. Before I could even think of stopping anything, I felt my penis being pulled between my legs and a strap being locked in place. When I looked down, I couldn't see... ANYTHING!!! 
 
      
 
    “No sweetie, it isn't cut off, though I bet that little jolt made you think something had happened. Not to worry. If you are a good little gurl, I promise that you will have full use of your little pecker there in no time at all. However, if you are NOT a good little and OBEDIENT sissy, well, let me just say that there is one other little chastity device that we market that is far worse than that one...” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her with fear mixed with anger. She saw that look and just smiled at me. She shook her head, laughed and said, “you DO want to get promoted sometime or another, don't you Paul? Trust me when I tell you that promotions within the company are not based on whose ass you kiss... Well, maybe it is, but there is a great deal more that you have yet to learn. And this, if you haven't realized it yet, is the start of that learning process.” 
 
    I looked at her now with a great deal of confusion on my face, trying to figure out just what it was that she was talking about. She saw that and continued. 
 
    “Yes, Paul, this is the start of the process we use to promote our assistants. And that means that Ms Tress, your supervisor, has decided that you can handle more responsibility. With that comes learning the company culture and the process begins with this. 
 
    “As you know, her number one assistant, Sheryl, decided that is was time for her to move along and requested to be reassigned. Of course, she is not a First Assistant any longer but did find a position as a fourth assistant with one of the other VP's. She then asked me if my one assistant would like to come over to take the open slot as her other three assistants are not up for the job. 
 
    “My ONLY assistant really does seem interested in transferring over to Ms Tress, seeing as it would be a big jump for her. But she, in taking the position, is going to find out that it is not QUITE what she thought she was getting herself in for. And with that transfer, she can not leave that position for two years. 
 
    “That leaves me needing someone to fill in as MY assistant. Ms Tress, in her kindness, told me that I would find some things about you very interesting, things that you probably didn't know we knew about you. And trust me when I tell you, Paul, we know a great deal about you.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and was starting to feel REALLY frightened, wondering what it was that I may have gotten myself into, coming to work for this company and, everything else. 
 
    Of course, I also realized that a small part of my mind was actually thinking that this might be a good thing, seeing as I was standing there, pretty much about to be... When it dawned on me that I had NO IDEA what I was about to be, actually... I was having my position with the company changed??? I was not going to work for Ms Tress but now this woman as her ONLY assistant??? 
 
      
 
    “Okay Paul, I think you can put on the garter-belt and panties, then we can see just how good you are at making yourself appear feminine.” I got redressed, pulled down my hem and went to the bathroom and pulled out my make up. I went through it all, then proceeded to clean my face yet again, using something to clean the pores and then the wonderful thought of covering up any possible beard shadow, even though I had shaved a few minutes prior. Then I worked on the foundation and started working hard on my face, neck and ears. 
 
    Before I could even start to add any colors, she turned me around and scrutinized every inch of my face, pointing out things that she wanted corrected, adding a little light there and some darkness there. Then she looked at my eyes and told me to work on them first. 
 
      
 
    I pulled out my eye liner and decided that I wanted to make the eyes a little wider, so I darkened and lines my eyes. I looked at my lashes and decided rather than putting false eyelashes on I would just use some mascara and lengthen them. I took my time as it was not the greatest mascara but it does the trick as long as I am patient and cautious. Then I applied the shadow, working to make my eyes appear bluer than they were as well as larger than they were. 
 
    All that time, I could see her in the mirror, watching and nodding. When I was finished, she had me turn around and she began to pluck out eyebrow hair, causing me to jump a little and mutter the occasional “ow!” She really didn't care about it and soon she was finished, turned me towards the mirror and I noticed that there was going to be no doubt that I had feminine brow shape and size. It didn't even look close to be androgynous but definitely super model thin... And the brow change mixed with the colors I used definitely said something. I looked down and saw the lip pencil and started to put that on, followed by using a brush for my lip color. In minutes, I was all done and pulled out the setting power so that it all stayed in place, as it were. 
 
      
 
    I then noticed the time on the clock again and realized that I had just spent an hour working on my make up. Normally I didn't worry THAT much about it, seeing as I rarely went out in full dress, while the sun was still out, as it were. Oh, I had no problem spending that much time and I had on those occasions, like Halloween, when I could go out dressed up and get away with it. 
 
    Then I stood up and picked up my wig. Since I had long hair to begin with, it was nice to fill out the hair I had. But since I also had a little thinning problem on top, I had to use a wig rather than just extensions. But the wig color was very close to my natural hair so I usually didn't have to worry about covering it all up. I would just brush my own hair into the wig and use a few bobbie pins to hold it in place up top. I did this and then turned into the mirror to look at the final product. 
 
      
 
    As I looked, I saw the reflections of two women looking back at me. I was dressed fully where as she was only wearing her panties, stockings and a beautiful satin corset, all in black with some red accents. When I looked at her feet I saw that she did have on heels, almost as high as the ones I had on. And I realized that she was not all that short, as even with the slightly shorter heels, she was still very close to looking me in the eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Well Paul, I certainly hope that you can get that face on faster than that. But I have to admit, if you can make yourself look this good, I may allow you that little extra time for putting your face on. Now, help me with my dress and we can go and get something to eat. 
 
    “Oh, and realize, Paul, sweetie, that I am going to be paying CLOSE attention to you and how you comport yourself while we are out there. If you are good, maybe I won't have to discipline you too much. However, I am quite prepared to make sure that you know what you are doing.” She laughed a little before saying, “by the way, that trip to Reno and the little cross-dressing ranch thing you were going to... Well, I guess you should know now that, although it is indeed real and is indeed going on this coming week, you will NOT be going there. Since we are the ones who run it, we figure that you might rather spend time with me, learning how to be a BETTER and OBEDIENT little sissy rather than what those people are there for, just to learn proper make up, manners and mannerisms, oh and of course, spend the week dressing up like girls.  
 
    “Besides, you are going to learn to BE a girl, not just dress up like one. And not just be one occasionally but rather, dress and live like one... Permanently” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    Permanently???? What the hell was she talking about??? Why would she think that I would want to LIVE like a girl, dress like a girl and... 
 
      
 
    Well, okay, which of us hadn't THOUGHT about what that would be like? But now, I was beginning to think that maybe this was going a little further than I wanted to go. I admit that right now, as I was standing there in a very nice little outfit and silky undies and stiletto heels that I was feeling pretty good. That was until I felt the little cage thing locking my penis between my legs and constricting my balls so that nothing showed. But still, it only bothered me when I was feeling, well, horny... And right now, as I watched her turn her back and walk into her separate bedroom, watching her legs and ass move I was starting to feel a little something TRY to grow down there. But it hurt and I was not sure if I could figure out how to get the thing off. 
 
      
 
    “Paul, sweetie, I did say OBEDIENT! So, come and help me get my dress on.” Then I felt something sting me down below and I reached as the pain subsided. “If you don't want it to hurt worse, I suggest you come along!” 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, there WAS something sinister about that thing and I was just beginning to find out what that was. But since I really didn't want to hurt any more, I rushed to catch up and helped her into a beautiful dress of red silk. Zipping up the back I noticed how it hugged her shape and definitely every man who saw this would be feeling stirring in their shorts. And I was certain that several women would either be looking daggers at her or else wondering how to do the same thing that the guys would be thinking. That thought was interrupted by a strange little comment. 
 
      
 
    “Paul, sweetie, you might as well get those kinds of thoughts out of your head. I will tell you though that, I kind of like going both ways. But for right now, I have to worry about you and training you to work MY way. And the first thing I have to do is change that name. Paul is certainly NOT going to work when you are dressed and looking like that.” She pointed at me and ran her finger up and down, indicating the feminine attire and appearance. 
 
    “In fact, I think that I will call you something very nice, at least in my opinion. I am going to call you Christy Christine Jamison. The Christy is from my own middle name. And since you are going to be MY creation, that works quite well. As for the Christine part, well, I just like the name. As for the last name, well, it IS your last name... Or will be once I am completely finished with you. And the best thing is that if I train you as I want you to be, well, I won't have to give you up, since I won't LET you leave.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and realized that she was giving me HER last name... Did that mean that I was going to be... MARRIED to her??? I didn't think THAT was what she meant, but I couldn't help but think that it might be something LIKE that... 
 
      
 
    “Okay Christy, sweetie, it is now time to go off and seek some delicious food. But before we leave, one more LITTLE thing to take care of.” She then produced a satin object and walked around my back and placed it around my neck. I then realized that it was satin covering... METAL! And before I could say anything, I felt something snap four times behind my back. I reached my hand up and felt the collar around my neck and realized that it looked like a satin choker but was really a very PERMANENT collar around my neck. When I looked in the mirror I saw that it was black with white ruffles at the top and bottom. But was frightened me the most was that it said, in bright pink scripted letters the word “sissy” on the front! 
 
      
 
    “Oh Christy, I didn't say that we were going to some FANCY place where you could be my equal and eat with me. You are going to be allowed to eat and it will be at my table. But this is Vegas and, well, there is a nice little private club that we are going to be going to that serves really good food and you will be able to eat as well. You will even get to eat at my table, though you won't be sitting in a chair with me. That chair is reserved for the client we are meeting tonight. He is the reason for the papers you brought with you. And, well, you will be given your first REAL assignment. And from now on, you will call me “Mistress” in public and in private. Do you understand, Christy?” 
 
      
 
    I stood there, not comprehending what was happening. I was... Being trained??? This was sounding more like a very thought out fantasy but I was experiencing it as a definite reality. And I comprehended that if I didn't listen to her, I would suffer. When I realized this, I bowed my head a little and replied, “yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    This pleased her as she smiled at me and she lead me out of the suite. Off we went to the car and opening the door for her, she sat in the back of the car as I drove off. Our first stop, however, was to another hotel where there was a gentleman waiting at the curb. I looked in the mirror as he waived and I realized that he was flagging us down. She nodded and I drive up to him. As I put the car in park, I saw that he was waiting for something and I realized that I had to get out of the car already and open the door for him. So I unbuckled the belt and got out, walked around the front of the car, letting everyone see me and opened the door for him. As he got in, he remarked to the woman, “Nice little sissy you have there, Nicole. Nice legs and definitely a nice little ass!” She laughed as I closed the door, feeling a little heat come to my face as I heard people laugh and even one or two wolf whistles as I got back into the car. Then I was told where to go and after about 20 minutes of driving we arrived at some out of the way place and I parked the car. 
 
      
 
    Of course, now I knew that I was supposed to open to door for them so I hurried up and opened her door as it was closer to the door. They both got out of the car and I followed them through the door and noticed that she was greeted by someone there as if they knew her. She pointed out the client and then pointed to me and we were led to a table that was set for two and a pillow on the floor. In an instant I knew right where I was supposed to be and knelt there on the pillow. The two of them started talking business and placed their orders for dinner. I knelt there, waiting, wondering what I was going to be eating when I felt a pat on the head and a bread stick was handed to me to eat. 
 
      
 
    This went on for a while, watching as she worked the client, talking about this and that. I also noticed that his trousers were getting a little tight between the legs and that twice he had to reach down and adjust his pants. Since I had kind of tuned out the conversation, since I was just there as the “pet” as it were, I didn't think that it was all that important that I pay too close attention. 
 
    I did hear my name, “Christy” mentioned a couple of times, as I felt another little pat on the back or my head. I even heard the word sissy and a scarey word, “slave” once or twice. But I did start looking at some of the other tables around this place and noticed that I was by far NOT the only one kneeling someplace in this establishment. In fact, there seemed to be a great many others kneeling at tables. Both beside and UNDER some of the tables. And when I saw that and WHY they were under the tables, I realized that there was definitely something happening here that I was not too sure that I was going to like all that much. A little shock to my crotch brought me out of my little wanderings and had me looking up. “Yes, Mistress?” 
 
      
 
    “It seems that you have had your mind wandering, Christy. I am not happy with that. But of course, looking around and seeing so many others like yourself, kneeling on the floor with their Masters and Mistress' and some of them even worshiping them intimately must have made you wander. Or were you getting nasty little sissy thoughts in your head, maybe? 
 
    “Like taking care of Mr Perkins here, who right now has a nasty little boner that just seems to need some devoted and delicious attention. And seeing as you are right here, just waiting for your Mistress to reward you and I find you actually being a bad little girl, I guess that maybe you need to learn proper manners. So I think that instead of worshiping your Mistress to thank her for the lovely time and dinner, I think that you should apologize to Mr Perkins so that he doesn't think that all of our employee's are as stupid and ignorant as you are!” 
 
      
 
    I noticed that she had something in her hand and I realized that it was the button to the device that she had been using to punish me or gain my attention, as it were. And I also noticed that, as I looked over to Mr Perkins, his pants were now unzipped AND he had this wide grin on his face. I knelt there, wondering if maybe this was some sort of nightmare but realized that there were a couple of things here that made me realize that it was reality. 
 
      
 
    One was the beginning of a little current flowing into my groin area that was starting to hurt a little. Another was the collar around my neck that was adding a little weight to the situation, to say the least. But my own mind was ALSO involved in this, telling me that not only had I fantasized about being forced to suck off some guy by my Mistress, had even wrote about it somewhat in an online site, it was all becoming the embodiment of this fantasy I had. And before I really thought about it, I crawled under the table and wrapped my red painted lips around this strange mans cock and started to pay close attention to it with my tongue and lips. 
 
    I closed my eyes and thought about all the things that I would have liked done to my own cock as I sucked and licked him. I could hear him moan lightly and could even feel some energy emanating from him as I brought him closer and closer to orgasm. Just when I thought he was about ready, I felt two hands grab my head and pull me closer to his sweaty and stinky crotch. Then I felt and tasted his hot cum spewing into my mouth and I knew that I had to swallow it, though part of me was fighting that. 
 
      
 
    I finally swallowed it and like a good little girl, I milked his cock dry. When I was done, part of me was disgusted at what I had done and yet, there was another part of me who had just realized that I had fulfilled a fantasy. My Mistress had ordered me to suck off some guy and I obeyed. I would have preferred to maybe pleasure my Mistress instead, but I realized that if I had been paying attention as I was supposed to have, I would have had that opportunity. 
 
    I also realized that this chastity thing I had on would not be coming off any time soon since I was not as attentive as I should have been. I just hoped that whatever was supposed to be worse was not in my future. 
 
      
 
    “My goodness, Nicole, that little sissy of yours seems to be a natural! Not even some of those high priced sluts working some of the brothels and cat houses do it THAT well. And I should know, since I have been to all of them at one point in time. Of course, maybe I should go out to that one that you just opened up over just north of here. The one I think called 'the sissy farm' or something like that!” 
 
      
 
    “Frank, it is called 'The Sissy Dude Ranch' and the people out there, the girls and the gurls, are NOT out there to suck off some guy just because he flashes some money in their face. Well, I can't say that they WOULDN'T suck you off for some cash but that is not what they are there for. 
 
    “Hell, Christy here was actually going to be going there this week, playing at being a girl for a week, learning things that we try and teach up there. But she made a decision... Well, we made it for her I guess, that she would instead become one of our corporate girls. And seeing as you actually hijacked Sheryl from Ms Tress, you should be quite happy with yourself. So you can go ahead and take that little contract of hers and enjoy her as you will. Hell, maybe she can suck your cock just as well as Christy here did.” 
 
      
 
    “Nicole, it wasn't I who stole Sheryl from you. You know it was Jennifer, my, well, my senior VP that took her from you. Of course, imagine her surprise when she found that she couldn't get her out of her little chastity harness without killing her. So when I called and found out what it was going to cost, Ms Tress told me what we had to do and now, we can do it. Of course, a five year exclusivity contract that we will only use your products in our firm at slightly elevated prices was going a little far. But since Jennifer wanted Sheryl as her, umm... Anyway, you have the contract and we can conclude our business.” 
 
    “Yes, I realize that it wasn't you who stole her. But it was you who she went to see and it seems that maybe you were trying to serve two Mistress'??? Either way, she is now yours, or Nicole's, to do with as she pleases. Our business is now complete and from now on, you will have to deal directly with Ms Tress. And I am sure you know what that will entail, Frank. Just make sure that you behave properly or else that contract for five years could turn into, well, something longer... And unless Nicole has THAT control, which I know she doesn't have right now, well...” 
 
    “Thanks, Nicole. For the contract, and the, umm, well... You know what I mean. Have a good evening.” 
 
      
 
    With that, the gentleman left the table and I was left there with a bunch more questions than I had answers. And the biggest question was...  
 
      
 
    What had I gotten myself in for this time??? 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Nicole looked down at me and smiled. “Get up, head over to the bathroom. And yes, you are to use the one marked for “sissy's”, as they do have one for you. When you get back, sit down on the chair and eat something food related. Then we can have a little chat” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I got up and walked over to the restrooms. I found that there indeed was one marked “sissy” and went in. It was bright pink (YUCK) but it definitely had everything a sissy would want, including small individual bottles of mouthwash (YEAH!) and other little things to help you clean up. I opened my pocket book and pulled out my lipstick and touched it up. That was the only part that was really bad. That and I had to use the facilities. 
 
      
 
    Once I was finished, I came back out and walked over to our table. I sat down and the waiter brought me over a wonderful salad and a glass of wine. I looked over at Nicole who smiled and pointed to the food. “Eat while I explain some things that you now need to understand.” I started eating as she started talking. I ate slowly so I didn't miss anything. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Christy. In case you were wondering, Sheryl was, or is, like you. She came to work for us as a man and worked for three years, as a man. It took us that long to discover her hidden feminine needs. That was when we offered her a different position and she worked her way to First Assistant to Ms Tress. It was because she also had a dominant side to her rather than a submissive side that she ended up as First Assistant to Ms Tress. 
 
    “Her other assistants are ALSO like you in that they were men. Since they were trained and feminized, they live their lives as females, since you really can't say women. They have their chastity harness on 24/7 and in their cases, they are permanently attached to their penis, keeping them under control at all times. Sheryl is different in that she has one like you are wearing but it cannot be removed without the key locking the device to her penis. 
 
    “She went to visit Frank, Mr Jenkins, to, well, dominate him as he had requested. She has done that for him several times and seemed to have enjoyed it greatly. However, his VP, Jennifer, caught them and, well, took matters into her own hands.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Nicole and showed I had a question. “Go ahead, Christy, you can ask? 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Mistress,” I smiled... “What I am wondering is I thought we sold products, not, well, domination and discipline... Though you did mention that this chastity is something that our company makes, I don't recall seeing something mentioning this or anything like it, in the past year I have been here. So???” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I know you haven't seen anything like that. Part of that is because it is handled by Ms Tress' three other assistants. Your job was to take care of the little things as well as occasionally monitor the vanilla side of the business. We have several others that handle that as well and they were all sending their information to you so that you could give it to Ms Tress. 
 
    “But the think that you need to understand is that Sheryl had a contract with us as a First Assistant. That was a long term contract and there were three years remaining on that contract. Mr Jenkins company buys many of our products to resell in his stores. He has just given us a 5 year exclusivity for many of those items at a slightly increased margin, making us back some of the money we lost from Sheryl leaving us. 
 
    “What I understand is that this Jennifer gal wants to remove the chastity on Sheryl or use her to gain control of the company from Frank. I am not sure but it will be interesting to see if when Frank meets with Ms Tress next month who is wearing the chastity harness. I have a feeling that Jennifer will have it on him by then and both Sheryl and Jennifer will be the ones running that company.” 
 
      
 
    I realized at this point that I was being told things that maybe would not have been my business. But I also realized that all of this was leading up to something. I wasn't sure what it might be but I knew it was going to be either climatic or anticlimactic. 
 
      
 
    “Now, seeing as you are finished with your salad, I am sure that you would like to complete the last part of the little deal I made with you on the plane. Since you seem to like that 'damsel in distress' idea, I think it is time that we let you know what that feels like, don't you?” I could see an evil glean in her eyes as she said it but the smile on her face made me realize that either I was smiling too or else I was just thinking that it would be kind of cool being tied up. Little did I know what I was walking into as we left the little club and arrived back at the hotel suite. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Christy, you have a choice. We can either do a little with you dressed as you are or we can have you change into something a little more or less lingerie like. And I think a few pictures would be a nice thing to have so you can have a reminder of this little time. What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Pictures would be nice. And maybe we can start with this and go further later???” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like a good idea, Christy. Take care of anything that you need to and then come into the parlor where we have a little more room.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” I then walked into my bathroom and cleaned up. I realized that my panties were a little damp and realized that I had some pre-cum seep onto them. So I went to the dresser and found another pair and pulled them on. I touched up some of my makeup and went into the parlor room. I walked up to Nicole and knelt at her feet. 
 
      
 
    She was standing there in her corset and stockings, wearing higher heels and holding several long ropes. I also saw some other things laying on a rolling room service cart and realized that this could be interesting. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Christy, that was good. I want you to kiss my shoes and thank me for taking you in for training.” I kissed her red patent leather stilettos, saying “thank you, Mistress, for taking the time to make me a better and more obedient servant.” I heard a chuckle from her as I continued to kiss her feet. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Christy, you need to understand something. You are not my servant. No sweetie, when I put that collar around your neck you went from servant to slave. You are my property now. That collar is permanently attached around your neck. That lovely little satin cover around it comes off.” I felt her hands around my neck as she removed the cover. Then she showed me what the collar looked like and I gasped. 
 
    “Yes sweetie. That is a stainless steel collar covered with black patent leather. Of course, this time you really can't miss the word “SISSY” in pink patent leather right on the front of it. Any time we are NOT in the public eye, that is the collar that you will be showing to everyone. When out in the public eye, the satin cover will be placed on it so that they would have to REALLY look to see it say sissy. 
 
    “The chastity harness you have on is not the permanent variety. If you behave improperly, you will find yourself wearing one of those. I would highly suggest you behave because, quite honestly, once you have that permanent one on, you might just as well plan on being bent over quite a bit. I know that Ms Tress three other assistants are whipped on average of three times a day and, well, Ms Tress does seem to like her strap on quite a bit. I think her assistants are coming to love it as it is the only sexual satisfaction that they get now.” I saw the glean in her eyes as I realized that was nothing that she would like better than to put me into THAT chastity and that scared me! 
 
      
 
    I looked down at the floor as I realized that I had definitely gotten myself into something that was starting to frighten me. And it just kept going... 
 
      
 
    “Now, the first thing I want you to do is stand up and spread your legs a little bit. Not like you are going to be frisked by the police but just to steady yourself.. Now put your hands behind your back.” 
 
      
 
    I did as I was told and felt leather cuffs being wrapped around my wrists and above my elbows. Then I felt the same cuffs going around my ankles but these had a chain between them. Then I heard a click and noticed that not only were the cuffs on my body locked in place but that my ankles also had a strap that help my shoes on. I was not going to be taking them off any time soon. 
 
      
 
    “Okay now. Let me see. I think that I want to make sure that you wig doesn't move so instead of just a blindfold and gag maybe I will use this harness. Yes, I think that will work. Christy, open your mouth so I can put this ring in there!” 
 
      
 
    I opened my mouth and this huge ring gag was placed in my mouth. As she fastened the first strap around the back of my head, she placed other parts of this harness around and over my head. Soon my head was cased with leather and then the blindfold was placed on and snapped into place. Then I felt another gag being placed in my mouth and I heard her voice, laughing, “you should be used to this shape, Christy, seeing as you sucked one this evening!” and then snap, it was locked in place. 
 
      
 
    Before I could do anything, I felt my wrists being pulled tight and locked behind my back. Then I felt something being placed near my elbows and suddenly I felt them being pulled back. I moaned and pleaded as I felt them being pulled night and tight together. It felt like my arm was going to pull out of my socket as she pulled the strap tighter. Then I heard something else. I felt a tug on my neck and I realized that I was being led on a leash and was forced to take small, apprehensive steps, as I could not see anything and could only move my feet in small steps. 
 
      
 
    “Good little slave. Trusts his Mistress correctly. So I guess I won't have to discipline you too much. But I think you will need a little discipline as well as some punishment for not doing what I said quickly enough. Not that I need a reason for punishing my little slave now, do I? I could just be having a bad day and I could punish you just because, right slave?” 
 
      
 
    I tried to say yes but with this huge penis gag in my mouth, I couldn't say anything. I felt a lash hit my exposed thigh, “Well, answer me, slave!” I nodded yes VERY enthusiastically and was rewarded with another lash across my other thigh. “Figured it out, did you? I guess that tonight and tomorrow it will be time for you to learn and experience where your place is.” With that, I felt myself being led to someplace and we stopped. I then felt myself being pushed into a bent over position and felt a table of some sort, realizing that it was the rolling cart that I was bending over. Then I heard a click, another and finally a third. I tried to figure out what had clicked when I was told. 
 
      
 
    “Now slave, you have been essentially locked to the rolling cart. Your feet are locked spread open and your collar is now locked so you can't get up.” Then I felt my head being pulled back, forcing the gag deeper into my mouth. Then I felt a tug as my arms were pulled up and back towards my stretched head and another pair of clicks. “Now your arms are hooked to your head, putting you into a modified strapiddo. A little uncomfortable, isn't it?” I could not even nod really, though I tried really hard. “Hmm, not tight enough, I guess.” and I felt her tighten the straps at the side of my face a little more. 
 
      
 
    “Now, this should keep you quiet for a little while. Besides, I have to take care of something that needs to be done.” I then felt my skirt being hiked up a little and my fresh clean panties being pulled down. “Interesting, slave. I see that you changed your panties. Did we make a little mess in them with your little pee-pee??? Well, something more to punish you for. Good slave!” Then I felt the strap holding my chastity loosen up and I thought that I was going to have it removed. That was just wishful thinking. 
 
      
 
    I then felt the sharp and very painful sting of something going across my stretched ass cheeks. It was followed immediately by another and then, another. I tried to count them as they fell but I was soon crying and moaning like a little baby as each powerful stroke placed another lash across my ass and upper thighs. I tried to move but if I moved the cart the lash just struck somewhere else and then I would get yet another one more vicious than the one before. “Don't move and make Mistress REALLY upset with her slave!” and then another lash would hit me, reminding me that this could indeed hurt worse. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, I found that the lashes weren't hurting me so much as they were making me feel really, well, relaxed might be a strange word for it. All I knew is that I was starting to really ENJOY the whipping and would actually try to raise my ass more, in essence begging for more. This would, of course, bring a more vicious lash to my ass, though it was usually accompanied by a little laugh. “Does my little sissy enjoy this? I guess I may have to add a little something then” and then she stopped. 
 
      
 
    By then I was sweat soaked and feeling something between horny and sleepy. I was actually feeling sexually excited but I was feeling tired. That feeling soon came to a screeching halt as I felt her start to penetrate my ass with a dildo that felt as if it were going to tear me in half. I moaned and screamed into my gag, begging her NOT to do this as she kept pushing it in, little by little until she got past my resistance and slowly started to thrust it in and out of me, causing me to cry anew and beg for... I didn't know what I wanted... Did I want her to stop or NOT to stop. All I know is that she was fucking me and I was starting to really enjoy it and this frightened me even more. 
 
      
 
    “Does my little sissy like being fucked by her Mistress? I can see that you are enjoying it so you can't tell me you don't, slave! In fact, I think that you want the real thing buried deep inside you here instead. But I think that this will work for now. Because I can see that your little pee-pee is starting to ooze cum, you little slut! You like being fucked like a little slut, don't you??? Yes, you do... I can see it as you are trying to get it deeper into your little sissy cunt!!! Oh, I guess I got myself a real slut!!!” 
 
      
 
    And it was true. I was so enjoying her rhythmic thrusts into me and I was so starting to enjoy it as she would go slow and then speed up and then slow down again, changing the rhythm every so often and I would try to get it deeper. I was hurting but I was also loving it. And then she thrust one more time and I felt my cock just start to hurt as I started to feel an orgasm causing me pain and yet pleasure as the pressure relieved itself. But then I felt something else as I felt a tug on the chastity and then I realized that the huge dildo was being locked inside me! And then I felt something else as it turned out it was a vibrator and it was locked into place hitting me in a place that caused me to buck and moan like a whore! 
 
      
 
    “Ooh, it seems that sissy REALLY loved this!!!” Then I felt a lash applied to my ass! “I think that this will be...” Another lash struck me! “A great deal of fun tonight...” Another lash, this time going up and down, as if she had moved and was striking be from directly behind. “And I can not wait until tomorrow, slave! Just imagine your humiliation when housekeeping comes in tomorrow to clean the suite and here you are, bound, gagged and with a sign begging to be punished. That should be priceless...” Then I felt more lashes strike my ass, causing me intense pain as well as pleasure as the vibrator would occasionally be moved just a little and make me buck like a little slut, begging for more. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, she stopped whipping me but the vibrator stayed in place, running. I hoped that the battery would eventually die but then I heard, “By the way, slave. That lovely vibrator you have fucking your sissy cunt is there with a power cord. So the wonderful little torture device will be fucking you until it is unplugged. Maybe you will get one of the housekeeping staff to release you from your torment but, well, I know some of these lovely little ladies and they might just enjoy seeing a little sissy begging for more whipping. And some of them may actually whip you, just because they can. And they know you can't see them. 
 
    “Oh yeah, and just so that you know. The vibrator inside you is something you need to keep in the back of your mind. Because the one that you are going to be wearing permanently with your chastity, well, let us just say that it is a little larger than this one and does run on a rechargeable battery, which can last up to 3 days without recharge! Unless, of course, you want to volunteer for the OTHER chastity. Not that it would be any better. 
 
    “I will see you tomorrow evening. I am going to leave you here to contemplate your future...” With one last vicious lash across my ass and a soft caress on my cheek to wipe away a tear she saw, I heard, “Don't cry, slave, because this is what you wanted, isn't it? To become the little sissy slave to a demanding and occasionally sadistic Mistress who would make you do all sorts of things that you wouldn't normally do yourself? I know that is what you wanted and fantasized about, seeing as Ms Tress and I have all the writings you have done on your little fantasy blog. Now, of course, you have to learn that fantasy and reality sometimes are not best when put together. Not that you will be escaping your new reality anyway... 
 
    “And yes, slave, I am seriously going to let you suffer humiliation when housekeeping comes in. Maybe, if you are lucky, they will try to release you, though with the locks it might be difficult. But then, they will find the collar and the chastity something that will tell them much more. 
 
    “Or maybe you will get one of the other ladies who even enjoy finding sissy slaves bound for whatever reason in the rooms and become excited when there is a little sign actually asking that they whip you with the riding crop and invite other like minded people to do the same. 
 
    “Maybe, if you are good, I will even let you thank me properly for training you...” 
 
      
 
    With that, I felt the floor move just a little as I heard her walk away, the heels of her stilettos clicking on the floor. I never heard another thing as I was bent over, feeling the vibrator do it's thing and the thought that this was just the beginning swirling in my head. My arms were aching and my neck was straining, as they were both connected. And the taste of the penis gag in my mouth was burning my mouth as all I could taste was latex. And I was learning that latex does NOT taste very nice for extended periods of time. 
 
      
 
    I heard a laugh, the door open and “sweet dreams, slave!” and then, the door closed. I was trapped, bent over a cart that I could try rolling around. That is until I realized that the wheels seemed locked now, dressed up in a skirt and blouse, fuck me pumps and tied in such a manner that anyone would think that I either wanted fucking or whipping, or, with my luck, both! And there I waited for how long, I did not know... 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Housekeeping” 
 
      
 
    Oh shit! I must have fallen asleep! And now, what she had promised had happened. Housekeeping has arrived and is going to find me all bound here and either will scream and get me some help or will shriek and run away. Or even worse, she will come in, find me here and whip me or something. No matter what, the second that door opens, I am going to be found out and suffer... 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, I heard “housekeeping” again, along with another knock on the door and then the door opening. It wasn't much of a shriek but I could tell that there was indeed someone walking in and a little chuckle from someone with a Hispanic accent. 
 
      
 
    “Well, what have we got here? A little sissy boy all tied up, it seems. And what does this little note say? Do you know? I bet you don't, seeing as you have been tied up here for a little while. Plus the note says that all you know is that you are being punished for being a bad sissy and need to learn you place. 
 
    “Gee, I know a couple of boys who could probably do with this kind of punishment, though I don't think they would be too thrilled having a big vibrator fucking their little ass like you seem to have. You Mistress even asks me to NOT unplug that monster inside you. 
 
    “But I have to wonder if you made a little mess in your panties like she seems to think you will. And from that wet spot on your panties I would guess that you are enjoying yourself, even though it seems you are straining to either get out or not to enjoy this. 
 
    “Unfortunately for you, I seem to like little boys all dressed up like sissy's. And I see that your Mistress left behind this wonderful riding crop to let us punish you. And I am going to enjoy punishing you with this, since you really can't stop me. And I also know some of my friends would love to come in here to whip you. But maybe you want something a little more than just a whipping??? 
 
    “Like maybe a real cock to suck and some man-cum to swallow, maybe??? I can help you there as I know a couple of cute, well hung guys who would love to get a good blow-job from a cute little sissy like you! Would you like that? I bet you would!!!” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I felt the sting of the riding crop on my ass and all I could do was suffer as she seemed to know just how to wield that crop to inflict the most pain in a split second. And as each lash struck bare flesh I knew that this was not going to be the end but it would be just the beginning of a very long and painful day! 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I just LOVE red sissy butts! And it seems that you really ARE a sissy, seeing as I can see all this cute lingerie sitting on your bed and all the cute little slutty outfits you have. But best of all, I saw that cute little satin french maid uniform hanging up. And no heels shorter than 5 inches tells me that you may be here for longer than a day or two. 
 
    “I wonder if maybe, just maybe, we can make arrangements for you to work here for a day as a special little maid. If your Mistress has plans for you this week. Because I know a couple of the guests here would just love the opportunity to play with a sissy maid! Besides, why work hard if I can find someone else who I can punish if they don't work. I may just have to stop by later on and maybe talk to her. 
 
    “Now, don't go anywhere, sissy. I am going to bring a few friends over during our lunch break and maybe even when we clock out for the day. Since there seems to be a room key sitting here, I will just borrow it. See you in a little while, sweetie” 
 
      
 
    She patted my sore ass, pushed her cart through the door and left. I could feel the tears rolling down the side of my face and I was sure that there was a load of drool sitting there on the floor beneath my head as all I could do was drool. And I could tell that my ass was hurting even more than it had been. 
 
      
 
    I don't know how much longer I was there, and I probably had fallen asleep somehow but I heard the knock on the door without anyone announcing that they were housekeeping, so I was HOPING that maybe it could be Nicole and that she would release me. I was so sore. But that was not to be. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my! Maria was right. And this sissy is so cute, what with the short skirt and the fuck me pumps on! And I just bet you give good head too, don't you sissy? You had better give good head or else I will just have to whip that cute little panty clad ass of yours. All I have to do is get this gag off you and... There we go!” I heard a snap pop and the gag came out of my mouth. 
 
    “Oh my, you have had a little practice sucking, haven't you sissy! Well...” I heard a zipper and suddenly I felt a cock enter my mouth. Before I could say or do anything I felt a sharp sting on my ass as I was told to suck the cock in my mouth. It took a couple of additional lashes before it sunk in that he was going to whip me if I didn't suck him off, so I started to work and it didn't take long before he was grabbing my head and forcing himself deeper into my mouth and down my throat. When he grabbed my head and shot his load into my mouth, I swallowed it and started to gag a little. 
 
    I was expecting the gag to go back into my mouth but instead I heard something scary! “Your turn, James. And sweetie, he can suck good once he realizes  that it is suck or whip! But I wonder how good he will be if you whip him WHILE sucking!” 
 
      
 
    Well, needless to say, I was sucking this James guy and the first guy started to whip my ass. At first it was slow and spaced out, sort of like how James was fucking my mouth. As he sped up, the lashes sped up and soon I was crying and screaming from the whipping as well as sucking as well as I could. Within minutes, I had yet another load of cum shooting into my mouth and my ass was so red and inflamed from the whipping that I was trying to beg them to stop. 
 
      
 
    The gag was replaced in my mouth and I head them leave the room. I was starting to realize that this was not anywhere near the fantasy that I had created in my head about being forced to serve and service. This reality was far more harsh, as I was starting to realize as my cock was screaming for release from it's prison and I was needing to move body parts. 
 
      
 
    I heard the door open and the stiletto heels of Nicole entering the suite. Then I heard her voice and part of me just smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Well slave, I can see that you have had a couple of whippings today. I also see that you sucked at least one guy's cock and that is a good start for you. I also know that one of the maids wants to use you as a real maid in that little outfit of yours in the room. I may just honor that request, seeing as you might like to learn how to be a GOOD little sissy maid as well.” 
 
      
 
    I felt the cords binding my head and arms release and I could move my head down. It hit a pillow and I could feel the pain and strain start to fade away. Then I felt my arms get released and the harness come off my head. Lastly, I felt the ankle cuffs come off and I was able to kick off my heels. I was tired and I could smell myself and it was not a pleasant smell to say the least. I could also taste the latex from the gag and the cum from those two guys who I sucked off in my mouth and I NEEDED to clean myself up. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I want you to jump into a nice bubble bath and clean up. You will then put on your SLUTTIEST outfit in your wardrobe, not counting the maid uniform. Six inch heels and seamed stockings. Whatever undies you wear, they must be slutty. Maybe the red set. And I want your face to look like you NEED someone to fuck you, repeatedly. Be ready in 90 minutes. Every minute you keep me waiting will mean an additional punishment. Now, get moving, slave!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I ran as best as I could into the room and stripped off everything. I put it all into the duffel bag I used for dirty clothes and hopped into the bath, running the water and adding bubble bath into the water. Then I hopped in and stared to relax a little and washed up. I was feeling pretty good and didn't realize that I had been in there a while when I noticed that the water was cold and the bubbles were pretty much gone. 
 
      
 
    I rushed out of the tub, getting dried off and went and started to do my make up. I noticed that the clock was NOT in the room so I had no idea how long I might have fallen asleep in there and was worried that I was in DEEP trouble. I hurried but made sure that I didn't mess up my make up. Then I went into the bedroom and put on my red bra. Dug out my red garter-belt and some black seamed stockings I got from Frederick's of Hollywood. These were beautiful black stockings with a red lace band at the top and a red seam down the leg. Then I put on my red patent pumps with the ankle strap and my red panties. I was starting to feel cramps and knew that I needed to use the bathroom. But with the vibrator inside me there was no way I could, well... 
 
    I looked at my clothes and saw the sexy little red dress that I had found at Frederick's and put that on. It barely covered my stocking tops and if I moved in any way I was sure that they would see my panties. I put on the wig and stepped out into the parlor of the suite to find my Mistress sitting there with a glass of wine in one hand and her riding crop in the other. I went to her and knelt on the floor, scared that I was late. 
 
      
 
    “Not too bad, Christy. You managed to get in here with one minute to spare. I was so looking forward to punishing you for being late, especially after I put that bubble bath in your room. It is designed to relax you and I was sure that you would fall asleep. You did but you managed to wake yourself up in time. Now stand up and let me see what you think a proper slut should dress like!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I stood up and twirled around a couple of times, slowly, so that she could look and inspect me. Then she told me to hike up my hem and bend over. I did so and she pulled down my panties and I felt a tug and the strap holding the dildo was released. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I am sure that you need to use the facilities. So go ahead and take care of that and clean that dildo while you are at it. When you are done, leave the dildo there. But I want you to give yourself an enema so that you are clean before you come back in here. You need to hurry or else I may have to do something to you that you may not be ready for...” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I said, walking kind of funny as I tried to make sure I didn't drop this thing on the floor. I reached under and pulled out the dildo, dropping it into the sink and sat on the toilet. It didn't take long, seeing as I had been stretched quite a but from that plus inside my ass. When I was done, I found the enema and used it, doing as best as I could to hold it in while at the same time cleaning the vibrator that had been inside me for almost an entire day. Finally I was finished and went back into the parlor. Sitting there now was not only Nicole but several other people who I didn't know but who seemed to know who I was. This told me that at least one of them was the maid who came into the room that morning and one of the men there was James, maybe. I came into the room and knelt at Nicole's feet, waiting. 
 
      
 
    “Good sissy, Christy. Now, before we continue with tonight's activities, we need to take care of one little thing.” She opened a box and pulled out another dildo and motioned for me to turn around. I crawled around, reached behind and pulled down my panties, prepared for the pain of that dildo going in. And it did, indeed, hurt. I knew it would as this one was, it appeared, not only a little longer but also a little wider. I moaned as it went in and started to feel that now familiar sensation of the thrust and retreat of being fucked by it. And it took far less time this time to start to enjoy the sensation as I started to buck and moan like a bitch in heat as she fucked me for almost 20 minutes, making me cock sore from the constant desire to reach an erection as well as the pressure of the orgasm that wanted to be released. 
 
      
 
    All that time, however, the guests in the room were laughing and pointing out such wonderful things as how slutty I was, how I seemed to NEED to be fucked and, best of all, that they wanted to stick their own cock inside me and show me how it REALLY feels to be fucked by a big monster. That shamed me a little, as they kept it up the entire 20 minutes I was being tormented like that. Then I felt the final push in and the locking of the strap, signaling that the dildo was in for however long I was going to have this one in. Then I felt the vibrator start up and I started to buck a little as Nicole pulled up my panties. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Christy. I want you to stand up and walk around for the next hour. I want you to get used to that lovely vibrator fuck you while you walk around. Seeing as you are going to be wearing that 24/7 from now on. Oh, and at the end of the hour, you will be whipped 100 times plus, if you stumble at all, an additional 100 for each time you do. You will do this for several hours as you will be walking around tomorrow, working with Catherine and her crew. Oh, and these nice young men are expecting wonderful little blow-jobs from you tonight so you can plan on that. 
 
    “In fact, I think you met James here. So go ahead and give him a much better blow-job than you did this afternoon. I want to hear him moan and scream from the pleasure you give him. And if he cum's without enjoying his blow-job, you will be punished even harsher than you have been so far. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I knelt back on the floor in front of James and reached up to undo his zipper. I opened his button and pulled out his cock, realizing that his cock was fairly large and was already hard. I closed my eyes and said a silent prayer as I bent over, wrapping my lips around his cock and started to lick and suck his cock as if my life depended on it. 
 
      
 
    Within minutes, I had James moaning lightly and I started to work a little faster and longer. Soon I had him sounding almost louder than the first man I had sucked off the day before. And in almost no time at all I had his cum shooting into my mouth and I swallowed it all. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, Nicole, your sissy is fantastic! Guys, you are going to LOVE the way she sucks dick!” 
 
      
 
    “What do you say, Christy?” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, sir. I am glad you liked it. I liked it too!” 
 
      
 
    “Such a good little slut, don't you think, James?” 
 
      
 
    “Indeed. Well, I have to be going anyway. Thanks for the interesting evening. I look forward to tomorrow more than ever. Christy, it's too bad you are Nicole's property. I would have loved to buy you for my own slave. Still, I guess that it could have been worse. You could have been a BAD cock sucker and then I would have been paying for crap.” 
 
      
 
    “Buy me?” I thought! HOLY SHIT!!! I was going to be sold??? No, wait a second. He said I was Nicole's property... But I am not... Or am I... She said that the collar is permanent. She even said that the chastity was permanently attached! And that my male self, Paul, was no longer. I am now Christy Christine... And... 
 
      
 
    WHACK!!! 
 
      
 
    “Slave, what are you doing, kneeling there? Get up off your knees and start your walking. And right now, it will be 500 lashes just because you knelt there for so long, knowing you had things to do!” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry Mistress. I promise not to be so stupid!” I got up and started walking around the parlor room, feeling the vibrator do it's thing and as I walked I could feel it start to cause more and more erotic feelings and making me NEED to cum even more! And as I was walking around the room, I knew that this was just the first day of this vacation that I had been planning for years. Not that it was turning out to be the vacation I had originally planned. And I was not too sure what was going to happen to me as the week went by. 
 
      
 
    Then I realized that not only was I going to be here for the rest of the week's vacation that I was on but I had to go BACK to the office. And I had a collar around my neck that was not going to come off any time soon, plus the chastity! Flying home now seemed like a non-option. Hell, I didn't even think I was going to be going to the home that I knew. I was going to be... Somewhere, though I didn't really know where that was. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, slave. Come over here and bend over the chair!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” I came over and bent over. I felt my panties pulled down and the first lash struck my ass. I soon lost count as I realized that I was going to be punished for being an idiot and it was going to be 500 lashes! And as each one fell I cried out, begging for mercy. 
 
      
 
    “Silly slave. It is time that you understand that there is no such thing as mercy for a slave. You must come to accept any and ALL pain and punishment handed out. So I think I am going to have to add an additional 100 lashes for your begging for mercy. But, to be kind, I will add those 100 to the next stop!” 
 
      
 
    I could barely udder the “thank you, Mistress” as she continued to redden my ass. Eventually I made it through the 500 lashes and started to straighten up. I felt a hand hold my head down and saw a cock in front of my face. Without thinking, I opened my mouth and felt the cock enter my mouth and I started to give yet another blow-job while my ass was stinging. Then I felt the strap loosen up and the dildo start to move out. 
 
    I was expecting it to start some sort of thrusting motion but soon I felt it come completely out and something different and entirely frightening enter my ass as I felt hands grip my hips! I tried to get up but the hands holding my head and more holding my hips down kept me there as I started to feel the fear of being taken. 
 
      
 
    Part of my brain was screaming that this could not be happening and yet another part of it was telling me that this is what I REALLY wanted. To be used and abused like a whore! 
 
      
 
    “Yes, my little sissy slave. You are now a little whore who wants to be fucked all the time, don't you! You want cock or dildo all the time, taking and making you all horny and slutty! And just wait until you feel a man shoot his load deep into your little sissy cunt, you little sissy whore! And this is just the beginning. Wait until my boyfriend gets his shot at your ass! He just loved my former assistant. Hell, he would come to the office every once in a while, usually when I couldn't satisfy him so he could fuck her ass or get a fantastic blow-job in the middle of the day! It was so much fun to watch as that little sissy would just bend over and let him fuck her for an hour all the while having to dictate a memo for me or some other little thing that I needed her to do. 
 
    “Oh, and by the way, you are going to be going home with me via our company jet. Can't quite take you commercial any more, what with the collar and such. Besides, we will be flying with several male guests who you can entertain by giving them a little taste of fucking a sissy while in the air. Sort of an intense initiation into the mile high club, you could say! 
 
    “Oh, and tomorrow, make sure you do a good job of cleaning or else Catherine and her co-workers will have to punish you. And I think you can count on some customers desiring some additional services from their maid tomorrow. Actually, maybe for a couple of days, seeing as I have to take care of some other matters. All of them involving you and something about a legal name change, as well as some other matters. 
 
    “And I think that on Friday, we can go see your plastic surgeon so that you can get the right sized breast implants. I was originally thinking that maybe just an average “C” cup would do but I seriously think that maybe some DD cups would be better... Or maybe even F cups! I think I can find you some bra's that will hold that size cup...” 
 
      
 
    I heard her laugh as I started to buck from all the sensations I was feeling and in moments I felt the flow of cum shoot into my mouth and I was fearing the same was going to happen into my sore ass. Then I felt whatever it was in my ass pull out and the vibrator get shoved back in and strapped even tighter into my ass! Then I watched as Nicole walked around from behind me with her huge strap on dildo harness and I realized that it had been her fucking me! I was so thankful at that moment until I realized that I would soon be really fucked by someone. 
 
      
 
    BREASTS??? Oh God... And I felt my cock start to ooze cum as I realized that I was actually turned on by having breasts and being fucked!!! All I could think of was the fact that she was turning me into a horny little sissy slut with all that she was doing to me. And it was only Monday!!! I was fearing the rest of the week while at the same time looking forward to what might happen!!! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Of course, the problem was that I still had to survive this first night and already I was sore and wanting rest and true sleep. But after having sucked and dildo fucked, I still had to get back up and walk more in the heels. But now, I was being followed and corrected as I walked, being told how to walk like a lady and not like some guy in a dress. I had never had problems walking in heels but apparently I had been doing that wrong for as long as I have been able to stand and walk in them. 
 
    And realize that I am walking with a short length of chain connected to my ankles so my problem was not so much taking shorter steps but more along the lines of my posture. I was slouching a little and after all this time, feeling tired and the like, I slouched. But that was improper and Nicole and Catherine, along with the others, decided that maybe I  needed a little help with my posture. 
 
      
 
    “Poor sissy, must be tired. But I think that maybe sissy needs to remember to be proud of her sissy-hood. And of course, be proud to have something up top sticking out for people to comment about and play with. What do you think, Catherine? Maybe a little tight bondage of the arms, pulling them back so that sissy stands up straight and shows how proud she is of her little, well, not so little, titties?” 
 
      
 
    I heard Catherine laugh and without another word, I felt my wrists pulled behind my back and then my elbows being pulled together. In no time at all, I was sticking out my chest, showing off my titties and back to walking around the room. But now they decided that I needed to move a little faster so would occasionally use the riding crop on my ass to make me move a little quicker. But before I knew it, this hour was finished and I was again told to come over to the sofa. But this time, the women whom I did not know were sitting there, on the edge of the couch, with their skirts hiked up and panties pulled off and each of them was looking like they were ready for something. 
 
    I watched as they flipped a coin and one of them smiled and pulled out a huge, double ended dildo and rolled a condom on the larger of the two ends. Then she stepped into the harness and positioned it inside her. I saw a little cord and then heard a small hum. Then I felt a tug on my leash and I was pulled down to the other woman's moist and glistening sex and knew that I was going to be licking it. Then I felt the removal of the dildo from my ass yet again and felt the new invader start to penetrate me as I was using my tongue to satisfy the first woman. 
 
    It did not take all that long before I was crying again and bucking the dildo. But I was enjoying it and felt this urgent need to satisfy her. And when I felt her start to buck as well and tasted her juices as they flowed into my mouth, I thought that I was done. But she held my head there, forcing me to continue as I was still being fucked. And as this was happening, I lost myself and just started to enjoy this humiliation. I was being treated like a little whore and I was relishing it. But the sensation was short lived as she pulled out of me, sweating and seemingly satisfied as I felt the first lash strike my ass. 
 
    I had forgotten that I was going to be punished each hour and this was no exception. And this time, it was not coming from a riding crop as the lashes striking me seemed more spread out across my backside and thighs. What was even stranger was that I was screaming and moaning into the vagina of the woman I had been licking and she was starting to have her second orgasm as the whipping intensified. 
 
      
 
    Finally the lashes stopped and I was replugged yet again. And this time the strap was tightened even more and forced it deeper into me. It was becoming both uncomfortable as well as delightful, as it hummed against my prostate, making me feel a little hornier as I walked and pranced. But my make up was starting to look REALLY bad and the women were saying good night to everyone, even walking up to me and thanking me for allowing them to abuse me. Moments later they were gone and there was only Catherine and Nicole in the room. I completed my hour in silence as they just watched me walk back and forth, drinking wine and whispering between themselves. My hour finished and they called me back to them and had me bend over the rolling cart again. 
 
      
 
    “Familiar little spot, huh, slave? Being bent over this thing all night last night, barely really sleeping and then suffering like you did all day. I will just bet that you would LOVE to lie down on your bed and sleep a little, knowing that you have such a rough day ahead, being a maid and all. 
 
    “But, I think, before you get to sleep, and I will allow you to sleep, slave, that you need to have a final little reminder of who owns you. Because as much as you have been permitted to satisfy these other people, the one person you need to remember to please and pleasure is your Mistress. And you still have not done that. At least not in the manner in which I want you to. But your progress in improving and I may just let you pleasure me soon. Because I want you to be thinking of how I want you to pleasure me that I am going to leave that vibrator inside you all night tonight and leave it there all day tomorrow. 
 
    “Tomorrow, you will dress in the slutty little french maid uniform and be ready to actually WORK as a maid by 9am. Oddly enough, that will actually give you a whole 10 hours to sleep and prepare yourself. And tomorrow evening, after you have completed your work for Catherine, your work will be critiqued and your performance will be judged. If you have done a good job, you will be rewarded as a sissy should be rewarded, as my boyfriend will be here tomorrow and I am sure that you will be happy to meet him. If you are judged to be a poor excuse for a maid, then you will find yourself bent over this cart and, well, you can guess...” 
 
      
 
    I was getting sleepier as she spoke to me but I was paying attention to every word she spoke. I realized that if I did a good job I would be sucking off her boyfriend and if I did a poor job, I would get fucked by her boyfriend. And thus a dilema started as I really did not know which one it was that I wanted to have happen to me. The vibrator running inside me was making me confused and horny as hell. I was starting to enjoy the sensation of having a man inside my mouth, though the cum part was still bothering me. But I had felt so utterly alive when I was bent over having a guy fuck my mouth and thinking that I was getting fucked by another guy behind me! And as each minute passed, I was feeling more and more like a wonton slut begging for more. And this being bent over wasn't helping as it was putting pressure on the dildo and making it even more urgent that I have some sort of release! 
 
      
 
    Then I felt the first lash hit me and I felt my panties get soaked as my cock just started oozing cum into them. I moaned and screamed as it happened and as each lash landed on my rather sore and red ass, I realized that the orgasm itself was not as satisfying as I would have hoped as all I did was relieve pressure. The desire for sexual release was still building and I realized that this was even more torturous than the whipping. I was still elevated and horny but I was not getting satisfaction from the experience. I was, actually, getting hornier and craving more of everything and it was then that I realized that I was in deep trouble. I felt my panties pulled down and in moments they were in my mouth, full of my own cum, and they were taped in place. I was then picked up and allowed to walk to the bed. My arms were not released but rather, I was bound further, with my ankles and knees tied together. I could do nothing as I felt my ankles being brought to my wrists and tied off, putting me into a hogtie. I realized that I might sleep but I might not be resting too well with the panties in my mouth and being bound even further. 
 
      
 
    “Well slave, I never said I was going to untie you. Besides, this will allow you to contemplate how you will be pleasing me. Because sexually my boyfriend can do that. He may not always like to lick me, and I really don't like the taste of cum. How wonderful it will be to have a little sissy slave to take care of those little needs. But I also have other needs and tonight, Catherine is going to help me take care of those. And to make you even hornier and frustrated, you will be able to hear every bit of it as we take care of some mutual desires.” 
 
      
 
    With that, I was blindfolded and a set of headphones were placed on my ears. I heard  something which sounded like foot falls entering a room and realized that it was the two of them entering the other bedroom. I could hear something but I was unsure of what it was until I realized that it was soft music in the background and that I was hearing zippers, laces and other things falling to the floor. But it wasn't long before I heard the sound of two women doing things to each other that were the fantasies of many a man. And the sounds were indeed driving me into a further state of arousal and torment. And I could not tell how long it went on but I knew it was not just a quick little fling as I fell asleep, wanting to be there and licking them and begging for something more... 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I did not realize that I had been untied and released overnight I had been so tired. All I knew is that I heard the alarm go off and I was able to reach over and turn it off. I saw that I was naked except for the collar on my neck and the chastity that was still connected to me. And then I realized that I was supposed to be getting up and ready to work. Part of me screamed that I was supposed to be on vacation but another part of me was telling me that this was indeed my vacation, my vacation away from my otherwise normal and boring life. But I also realized that I didn't want to go back to that boring life but I was unsure if this life I was experiencing was the life I wanted to live. And I was going to be getting breast implants this week... I peeked down and looked where the fake ones were and realized that they were still there. I thought, “damn, this glue is good” as I didn't give it another thought, other that how heavy the felt without a bra. 
 
      
 
    I realized that no matter what, I still had to get up and cleaned up. So I got up and cleaned up. I noticed that all my clothes from the night before were thrown into the duffel bag and that the uniform was the only thing hanging up in the room. I looked and saw one set of red lingerie but nothing else was in the room. I noticed the time and was shocked that it was 8am and I had to be ready by 9am. So I ran into the shower and cleaned up, got out, dried off and set to putting on my face. I noticed that the breast forms were still glued to my chest and that they really didn't seem to want to come off. Then I brushed the nipple and felt my entire body explode... 
 
      
 
    I looked down and noticed I had no real abrasions on my arms, wrists, legs or anywhere else. I should have had SOMETHING there from being bound so tightly. But there was nothing. I brushed the nipple again and actually felt it... I was not imagining it. I looked under these things and noticed the little scar that was there. It was indeed small and really not all that easily seen. And the breasts that I now sported were indeed huge. The nipples were hard and I noticed that there were little rings through them. 
 
      
 
    I looked around, taking in everything and started to notice that this was NOT the same room, exactly, as I had been in the night before. And I was also realizing, this was NOT the next morning but rather several... Days??? WEEKS??? I reached up and touched the nipple again and felt the shock of ecstasy run through my body and I moaned appreciatively. I realized that I needed to get dressed and looked around the room a little more. 
 
      
 
    I found the maid uniform hanging up, along with several others, along with their petticoats. I also saw the few articles of “normal” clothing hanging in the closet but I knew, for some reason, that my wearing those would be a long way off. And sitting there, on a clothes tree, was a red satin uniform with black trim. The black petticoat was next to it along with black undies. So I picked up first the garter belt and put that on. I picked up the seamed black stockings and noticed that the welt and the seam were in red. I ran the first one up my leg, delighting in the silky feel of them as they caressed my freshly smooth shaven legs. I looked down at my toes and noticed that the nails were painted red. 
 
    I then reached out for the ruffled panties, since no decadent sissy french maid would wear plain old red panties. I was starting to feel really slutty by this time and noticed the red patent leather pumps. As I put the first one on my foot, I pulled the strap around my ankle and noticed the little lock there. I put the lock onto the strap after threading it through the buckle and did the same thing for the other shoe. Then I picked up the corset and placed it around my waist and breasts. As it lifted the breasts a little, it touched my overly sensative nipples and I moaned again. “Oh God,” I thought, “this is going to be so difficult with these breasts as sensative as they are!” 
 
      
 
    I managed to get the corset in place and started working the laces. I knew it was not going to be as tight as it probably should be but I worked on it and managed to get it pretty tight, even by myself. I then picked up the petticoat and marveled at the silky texture of the fabric as it caressed my stocking clad legs, sending another shiver up my spine. Then I picked up the maid uniform and put that on, zipping up the back and felt the little lock at the back, which I locked in place. The black lace collar covered the lock, but I knew it was there. The sleeves were, oddly enough, long enough to cover my arms to my wrists and with enough room to actually move them comfortably. I looked down to see if there was anything else and I saw the leg cuffs. 
 
    “Of course,” I thought. So I reached down and placed them on, fastening the strap going under my heel as an added lock on the shoes. I closed the two hasps and was now in light but rather effective bondage. I was wearing a collar that I could not remove, a chastity that was driving me nuts, six inch stiletto heels that were doubly locked on my feet AND the maid uniform was locked on me. All in all, I was feeling kind of, well, HAPPY! 
 
      
 
    I looked at the clock and saw that it was just a couple of minutes before 9 and I stepped out into the next room. But there was no one in there. But the curtain was wide open and I could see out into the, well, real world, and noticed that I was indeed not in Kasnas any longer, nor Las Vegas for that matter. I was trying to think about where I could be, seeing the snow capped mountains off in the distance and trying to figure out where our company had offices. The mountains made me thing that I might be somewhere not too far from Vegas, as I knew that Utah had some pretty mountains surrounding Salt Lake City, but I figured that there was no way on earth that I would be deep in the heart of Mormon country. But I felt a little pang of hunger and decided to look around. I noticed the kitchen and went there. 
 
      
 
    In the refrigerator I found some food and a little note saying that I could indeed eat the contents. So I had a little light breakfast and walked around the place. I noticed right away that it had not been cleaned up in a little while and seeing as I seemed to be dressed for it, I went in search of cleaning supplies. Soon, I found the cleaning supplies as well as a vacuum cleaner and proceeded to work my way around the apartment or whatever it was, dusting, cleaning and in a few hours, I realized that I was hungry again. I went back to the 'fridge, found some more food that looked good and had a light lunch. Then I continued on my way through the place, cleaning the kitchen, a pair of bathrooms, three bedrooms and finally, the place where I had woken up from. I looked around and realized that I had, at least I felt like I had, done a good job in cleaning up the place. It now looked presentable.  
 
      
 
    Then the doorbell rang! 
 
      
 
    “OH MY GOD!!!” I thought. What the hell was I going to do. I may look much more feminine than I did whenever it was, especially with these huge breasts and this corset nipping my waist. And when I looked in the mirror I did see femininity facing me back but that could just be wishful thinking. What frightened me more was the fact that there was no way my voice was going to be feminine! Not at my age and as deep as it had been. 
 
    Fear was overtaking my mind as the bell rang again. I went to the door but before I could even get close enough to look through the spyhole in the door, I heard keys in the lock and watched as the door handle turned! 
 
      
 
    I stood there, riveted to the spot I was standing as I first noticed a briefcase coming through the door. Then I saw... A very shapely leg attached to a medium height heel in black. Then I noticed the skirt the woman was wearing. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I'm sorry. I didn't realize that there...” I was shocked when I heard the voice. It was Ms Tress. But I was thinking that she was no longer my... Supervisor? Hell, I was so confused it wasn't funny any longer. I noticed that she was looking at me, appraising me and it seemed she was trying to decide what she wanted to say to me. 
 
    But something inside me snapped and I fell to the floor on my knees. I looked down at the floor and waited. I didn't have to wait long as I heard a little laugh and what sounded like pleasure in her voice! 
 
      
 
    “Oh my, I can not believe that you look this good, Paul. Oh, that's right, she was calling you Christy now, wasn't she? And this is where she hid you. She wouldn't tell me where you were, even after, well, she found out how extremely pissed off I was that she actually thought that I was going to let her have you. But she is good at some things, except lying to me. 
 
    “You see, her assistant, the one that she was telling you came to work for me, well, she told me what Nicole was planning to do and I could not do anything about it as she had already left. I called the hotel and the only person who had checked in was you. But I called back and got ahold of my little spy there, who, when I talked to her, told me that not only was Nicole there, working her magic on you but that you were actually leaving the next day. Then she mentioned what had been told to you, including the breast implants that you were to receive. Unfortunately, I could not get there in time to stop that from happening to you. 
 
    “Unfortunately, she did not take you where I had thought she would, as the clinic that we DO use did not have a record of you being there, but they did have a cancellation for your appointment. Yes, Paul, you WERE scheduled to go there, because I knew that If I made the offer to you, which I was going to pose to you in Reno that week, you would jump at it. Because it was me who spent all that time and effort to learn all about you and your secret.” 
 
      
 
    I knelt there, stunned that something was happening to me that I had no control over. Not that it was coming as a surprise to me, seeing as this whole thing was still a shock to me and part of me wasn't really feeling like complaining. I did feel bad that it seemed that I was being used as a pawn in some really weird chess game between these two women but I had to admit that it was kind of nice to have two dominant women actually kind of fighting over little old sissy me. Then I thought about the chastity on me and was starting to hope that maybe it would be coming off. 
 
      
 
    “And before you ask, no, the chastity will not be coming off. It actually CAN'T come off, as she has used one of our more diabolical chastity's on you. That one, which is not the same as the first one you had on, is actually fastened to your penis and, well, has been soldered or welded in place. The only way to take it off is to, well, cut off your penis. And in order to even fabricate a functional vagina, well, the surgeons would need to have it attached to you. So I can not even give you that as compensation for this whole thing.” 
 
      
 
    I was stunned! This chastity that I was wearing was completely permanent! Oh God!!! 
 
      
 
    “Now Paul, I should also tell you that you are now, legally, Christy Christine Jenkins. She managed to get your name changed, legally, to that while you were having your surgeries. And yes, you had several surgeries. The breast implants were just one of the proceedures that you had done. But I think that maybe you would like to get up off the floor and maybe sit on the couch. And I think a glass of wine would be in order.” 
 
      
 
    She helped me get up, a shock not only because she was being pleasant to me and all but that she was indeed quite strong and managed to get me, feeling a little dizzy, up and onto the couch. Then she walked to the little bar and pulled out two wine glasses and filled each of them rather full. When she handed me mine, I was so tempted to drink the whole glass down in one shot but realized that would be not only bad form, as it were, but it would not help me out any other than making a bigger mess. 
 
      
 
    “Now Pa... Christy. Damn, that is going to be difficult to get used to calling you but since that is indeed your name, well, I guess we both had better get used to it. 
 
    “Anyway, Christy, I guess that you can tell that you had breast augmentation. Those are a size DD cup, based on your size. That was your first proceedure. Then, I do not know how on earth she managed to get someone to do this, but somehow, then managed to reduce your rib cage so that an off the shelf corset would fit you properly. And then they did something to your throat, so that your voice is, well, if not high pitched it is defintely softer and more feminine, or so he claims.” 
 
      
 
    I sat there, even more shocked. I gulped another bit of wine and coughed. Then I actually spoke and the voice that came out was soft and very feminine. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry Ms Tress... Oh my God!” 
 
      
 
    “I see that he wasn't lying to me. That is good, for his sake, though I don't think that he is all to happy that I found him. I think that both him and Nicole are a little upset that I found them at this point. Though, to be honest, I really didn't expect to find YOU here. I really kind of expected to find that slut of a maid she was fucking here, Catherine, since she seems to have fallen off the face of the earth as well.” 
 
      
 
    That explained why she was ringing the doorbell before she walked in. But now I was feeling a little curious as to what had happened to Nicole and this Dr Jeckyl that had worked on me. And I remembered that I only say the two little scars under my breasts. So how on earth did they do the rib thing??? Did I have more scars? And just how long had I been here??? 
 
      
 
    “Uhh, Ms Tress, just how long have I been, well, where ever I am right now? 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and saw the sympathy in her eyes, as I knew that I was probably NOT going to like this answer. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, you have been 'missing' for almost a year! But I think that I should warn you that I do not think you are going to like this next part, as it is the worst thing that you might imagine. 
 
    “You see, they have also been hypnotising you so that, well, you don't remember a great deal of things. You have been here for maybe six months. I only caught them last month and they would not tell me where you were. But they did tell me that you would be fine for a little while longer as, well, they did have someone bringing in food and the like. But that the hypnosis would cause you to wake up each day, clean and wait. Sometimes someone would come to the door, bringing you food. If they did, of course, you would thank them, well, you can guess. 
 
    “Sometimes they would come in and check on you. Of course, when they did that, you would have things reinforced and would continue to, well, serve as their little playmate, as it were. Goodness knows that they seeemed to have it all thought out. And it isn't like Nicole was working for the company any longer. She knew that she would be fired and had apparently made sure that she had certain things lined up, like a place to stash you. She even fired the company that would normally come in here to clean this place up. 
 
    “Of course, since you have been here cleaning the place, why would we need someone to come in. And the company bringing in the food, it wasn't like the guy was complaining when you offered him a blowjob or, well, let him take you elsewhere, willingly. In fact, the young man who came almost every week was a little disappointed when he didn't have an order this week.” 
 
      
 
    I just didn't know what to think. I felt below me and felt the invading dildo inside my ass and knew that somehow, I didn't remember one single thing that she was talking about. All I remembered was waking up and initially thinking that today was the next day. Now I was finding out that it was a whole lot longer than that! And that I had been... What do you call it when you are fucking and sucking and apparently enjoying it so much that you can't remember it??? 
 
      
 
    “Christy, I should tell you that, as of now, you will be starting a new life. But some of the programming that has been done to you can not be undone. I don't know if, well, you wanted this to happen to you or not. I am sure that somewhere, deep inside you, or maybe not too deep, you wanted this to happen to you in some manifestation. Hypnosis can only work so much before the subconcious stops things from happening. Especially since you can not really remember any of this. I am almost certain, in fact, based on what I did learn about your secret, that some of this would actually be something that you would like. Just as all my other assistants have. Because all the other assistants that I have, well, are just as you were. Not a one of them was born a woman.” 
 
      
 
    I was shocked to hear that all those very beautiful assistants that Ms Tress had were all... GUYS! And I had even wondered what they would have been like in bed! Of course, another part of me was jealous of them and what they wore, for they definitely wore some very sexy clothes at work. Not slutty but they definitely tended to be more sexy than conservative. And all of them were guys... Or former guys... 
 
      
 
    “Ms Tress, does that mean that they are women now or, uhh... Like me now?” 
 
      
 
    A slight laugh. “Christy, each of them still have their male anatomy. Each of them wear a chastity, though their's do come off, unlike your's. They do have breast implants, though definitely not as large as yours are. But they are all submissive. But at the end of the day, they go off and live their feminine life and two of them now have girlfriends who, well, for a better description, are well versed in keeping them in line. The other two, well, goodness knows that they would like to find a girlfriend or maybe a boyfriend, who will help keep them in line as well. Though I am certain that Robin may have found a cute little girl that will keep her. I think that Jessica in accounting has decided to stake a claim on her. Cassy, on the other hand, seems to be looking for a well hung stud and I may just need to help her on her way. 
 
    “Yes, Christy, I take care of my girls. Just as I am going to be taking care of you from now on. But I think that you should know that I am going to allow you an escape from all of this. You are going to have a choice in this, though I am not certain if I WANT to give you a choice. But since you have been through a little more than I would have put you through, I will give you this choice. 
 
    “I want you to continue working for me. You will not only work for me but you will, well, become my property. Yes, that means that I am going to keep you as my SOLE assistant. I am letting the others go off with their, well, Mistress', as it were. I was kind of getting to the point where having all of them was getting to be, well, tiring. Besides, the only one that was doing any of the real work was you. That was by design. It was also why I hired you. When I learned of your other little secrets, I was thinking about what I could do with you.” 
 
      
 
    I was now wondering where this was going. Oh, I knew that I was going to stay with her, not only because I was falling for her but also because, well, I wanted to become her property. Okay, I NEEDED to become her slave. But I was being offered an out? This seemed like I was being given a choice between my need to be a slave and being free to live my life as... What??? 
 
      
 
    “But I think, Christy, that you already feel the need to be with me. Or at least someone like me. But since you have been through some rather imaginative programming as it were, I feel compelled to not only give you a choice but to help you make an informed decision. 
 
    “I know that you are feeling this need to become my slave. I can see it not only in your eyes but also this seemingly unbelievable urge to kneel at my feet. So sit back on the couch and relax. That's good, because you also have this need to please and obey. But I want you doing those things because you WANT to, not because you have been programmed. And, if they are telling me the truth, your programming should release you in just a little while. But until then, as long as you are not given the code word they had been using to reinforce your servility and obedience, you will remember what I say AND be able to make a decision later.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, as I knew she was right. A deep part of me wanted to be kneeling at her feet, kissing the shoes to show my respect and desire to be her servant. But she was telling me to relax and sit on the couch and this too was somethng I wanted to do because I was obeying. It was so confusing to me but at the same time, it all felt so right. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Now, you can either go off and become the woman that, well, you certainly look like. Goodness knows that many guys would definitely want to, well... And I am sure that we can find someone who can, thought it might be somewhat painful, remove that chastity from you. But I can be certain that, well, it will probably never be functional again, given what was done to it. Between that and the scar tissue, it might be better if you did have it surgically transformed into a vagina. Seeing as your chest has been augmented and you are missing that one pair of ribs. And we can remove that collar around your neck as well. It would take a little work but it can be done. 
 
    “Yes, there is a minor scar on your back, they told me. How they managed to do this is only the work of a very skilled surgeon. It turns out that he used to do reconstructive surgery on accident victims so, well, he did have the skills. And you are living proof that he can work wonders. 
 
    “Now, I said that you could live your life as a woman and I am even willing to make sure that you have employment and not just some menial job, either. You have wonderful skills and I am sure that I could put you anywhere within the company. I even have a couple of places where you could make a difference, no matter what. And you would even be able to have your own assistant. I even think I know where I could find you a couple of knowledgible ones. 
 
    “Or, as I said, you could become my sole assistant. That would also mean that you would become my slave. Yes, that means that you would live like this, working I the office at the desk, working like a 'normal' person. But you would also be required to perform certain other duties. I am sure that you would like these other duties and you would not have to ALWAYS wear those cute little maid uniforms, except, of course, when we got home. Then, of course, you would have to change into one and be my little maid. And trust me, I have a small little place that always needs to be cleaned up. Including a little space just for you to enjoy. 
 
      
 
    “I should warn you that I occasionally like to, well, take out my frustration. And in this kind of work, let me warn you that I tend to get really frustrated at times. All my other assistants have learned to feel my frustration in my office. You never heard them, partly because they were gagged at the time but also since I have a little private room off to the side where I would, well, discipline them when they were bad or, as I mentioned, wanted to vent on someone. Since you would be the only one I have, you would get all that they sometimes received. But you would also get rewarded as they occasionally were and this too was enjoyable for me. 
 
    “So, I want you to feel free to ask me anything. I know that there are a great deal of questions running around inside your brain. I know that you are a little confused as well. I want to help you get rid of that confusion and figure out just what it is that you are facing, either with me as my... Slave or as one of my employee's.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and felt something really odd. I was thinking that I was looking through rose colored glasses because I could see no down side to becoming her slave. In fact, a part of me was still feeling the need to become just that. As for questions, I really didn't feel the need to wonder what would happen to me. I actually wondered what had happened to Nicole, the woman who had arranged this all to happen to me. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress... Sorry... Ms Tress...” 
 
      
 
    “Christy, you may call me Mistress. It seems that you feel more comfortable that way.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress... Thank You... I was kind of wondering what happened to Nicole.” 
 
      
 
    I watched as Ms Tress smiled, the laugh in her voice matched the myrth in her eyes. “Well Christy, I can honestly say that she is not too happy with her situation. For you see, she is being punished for what she has done, not only to you but to the company as a whole. If you think that being forced to wear women's clothes... Well, try to imagine being forced to wear that slutty little french maid uniform all the time, unwillingly, and having to perform sexual acts with men, when you have a very strong dislike for men. It seems that, well, she is coming to find out just what it really is like to be forced to do things that she doesn't want to do. And she is quite cute, wearing the ballet shoes, being hobbled with only being able to take six inch steps everywhere, wearing only the briefest of uniforms, which shows pretty much everything, a collar around her neck very similar to your's and pierced nipples chained to her collar. And since, well, she doesn't LIKE her new position, well, she wears a ring gag to keep her from biting the gentlemen who feed her. But I am kind of surprised that you even care about what happened to her. Not that I should be. And as for the surgeon who did all of this work on you, well... I can honestly say that he is suffering greatly for his work, both professionally and personally. His wife is, to put it mildly, not too pleased with him, nor are the other doctors within his practice. But just as you have that chastity on you and as uncomfortable as it may feel, he too is suffering with one. And his wife is really taking to being a Dominatrix. And the other surgeons have even helped him to come to know what you feel like as they have, well, given him a little but of help like he did for you. 
 
    “Oh, he is still able to perform surgery but, well, he won't be doing as many as he might have liked. Seeing as a good part of the time he is on his knees under one of the other doctor's desks taking dictation, as it were. When, of course, he is not being whipped by his wife at home. 
 
    “Now Christy, it is time that you rested and think about what...” I looked at my Mistress and before she could even finish her sentence, I was on the floor, kneeling in front of her and praying that she would understand me. I didn't have to wait long before I felt the hand on the back of my head, gently stoking my hair as she pulled my face to look at her. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, I am glad that you want to become my slave. I am certain that the programming is not making you do this as it should have worn off two days ago. I did not want to say anything because I wanted you to act based on what YOU were thinking. And I know that you were thinking the whole time I spoke. So this means that you desire to become my slave, to obey me at all times, suffer when I feel like making you suffer and pleasuring me when I desire to be pleasured. 
 
    “In return for that, I will discipline you on a daily basis, not so much to punish you but to remind you of your bond to me. I will make you my own and I will be your's as well. I can see that this pleases you and this, though it should not matter one bit, it pleases me greatly. I am sure that you will be a wonderful little slave for me. And now, I want you to show me how thankful you are!” 
 
      
 
    I looked as Mistress stood up, attached a leash to me and led me into a bedroom. Then I watched as she removed her skirt and blouse, showing off her beautiful body encased in sexy lingerie. I could see the black lace bra and how it help up her breasts and I could see her nipples were as hard as mine were under this uniform. I looked and as I gazed down her body, the garterbelt and stockings that she had on and then the sexy little pair of panties she had on. It wasn't a thong, which I would have thought was her style, as beautiful and sexy as she was to me but rather a very small bikini panty that would barely be allowed on a beach as skimpy as it was. And as I watched, she pulled it down off her hips and pulled me towards her as she sat on the edge of the bed. 
 
      
 
    In no time, I was between her legs and I could tell that she was really wet, as she seemed to be waiting for me. I instantly brought my tongue to her clitoral lips and started to bring her to her first orgasm, as if she had been hungry for it. She did not release me after that but kept me there between her legs, making me take my time and lick and suck her slowly and lovingly until she had her second orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Of course, by this time, I really was starting to become excited from her moans of pleasure. It seems that this was turning me on but I could not get any release from this arousal. And Mistress could see it in my face. 
 
      
 
    “Sweet Christy, I am sure that I know just how to make you happy right now.” 
 
      
 
    She pulled me away from her legs and took a wet wipe from a table by her bed. She wiped my face and told me to go and fix up my face. I left and went to my bedroom and fixed my make up. I was really looking dreadful. After about ten minutes of work, I was back to looking okay and I walked back into the other bedroom. 
 
      
 
    There I saaw Mistress, standing in a corset, high heel stiletto's and holding some leather cuffs. She smiled at me and I went and knelt at her feet. 
 
      
 
    “That's a good sissy. Now, I want you to stand up, turn around and place you hands behind your back.” 
 
      
 
    Instantly I obeyed. I felt the first set of cuffs go around my wrists and get locked in place. Then I felt another set being placed around my elbows and these were pulled together. I moaned a little but it didn't really bother me. I heard a little chuckle come out of Mistress. “Get used to this, sissy. It will get even tighter in time!” and with that, I felt a little tug as they were pulled even tighter together. 
 
      
 
    Then I felt her bring a gag to my mouth and instictively I opened my mouth as she placed a ratehr large penis gag in my mouth. I noticed, however, that this one did not cause the burnig sensation or bad taste in my mouth as the last one did. 
 
      
 
    “This one is made of a gel compound. It is designed for prolonged use. So you can be assured that you are in that for a while. I figure that you need to have maybe three orgasms before I am finished with you!” 
 
      
 
    THREE??? Oh God!!! And suddenly, I felt my arms being pulled up behind my back as I was placed into a strappado position once again, though this time without anything under my chest. And this was starting to actually turn me on, sexually. But when I felt my panties being pulled down and the strap between my legs get loosened, I knew what was coming next... And seeing as I had been rather professionally stretched out, thre was no trouble as Mistress took a long, fat strap-on and slowly and methodically fucked my ass until I moaned through the first orgasm, spurting cum onto the floor as she pounded me. 
 
      
 
    “Oh dear, it looks like my little sissy maid made a little mess here.” Then I could just barely see her as she took her hand and picked up a little tube, putting it into the gag in my mouth. Then she took the other end and put it down on the mat I was standing on and into the cum that was there. “Now, sissy, we can't have you making a mess like this. Suck it all up so that we can recycle it.” And obediently, I started to suck on the dildo in my mouth and I ended up sucking up my own cum. Then I looked down as she took something and attached it to my caged cock, placed the tube in there and laughed. 
 
      
 
    “I should have thought of that sooner. Then it wouldn't have been so messy. So, I guess you need to be punished for cumming on my mat here!” Suddenly, I realized that she had a mean looking crop in her hand as it fell against my exposed butt cheeks. In no time at all, I was whimpering and moaning, not so much from the pain that it was inflicting but rather from the desire that was overcoming me from that pain. I was actually ENJOYING the whipping that she was giving me. And I was starting to want MORE! 
 
      
 
    After a while my ass was bright red and, without warning, Mistress took her strap-on and entered me again. The combination of the two feelings, the pain on my ass cheeks and the sudden, violent entry, caused me to scream through the gag as I felt my cock spurt more cum, which needless to say worked it's way up the tube and into my eagerly awaiting mouth. After another hour or so, I felt completely used as she brought me to a third, not completely cum filled but still sexually enjoyable orgasm. Mistress then pulled out of me, grabbed another dildo and placed it inside me and strapped it into place. Then she left the room, leaving me in this position. I heard the bathroom door close and realized that she might be taking a shower,. 
 
      
 
    I soon drifted off to sleep, feeling like I had made the right decision and I was actually looking forward to what the rest of my life would be like. I didn't have to wait long as I felt the lash of Mistress' riding crop fall on my ass, waking me up and reminding me of just what I was... 
 
      
 
    Her slave... 
 
      
 
    And in the back of my mind, that little voice of reason was telling me one little thing... 
 
      
 
    What a way to end my vacation!!! 
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