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About my Adventures

Hello there and welcome to my story.

I am one of the very few lucky ones, because I have found my happy ending and am enjoying the life I always dreamt of as a woman and a submissive slave owned by my wife, my Mistress, and my oldest friend.

Jenn, my Mistress, and wife knows me better than I do myself and we have been on all kinds of sexual adventures that are always designed to push me further, test me more than before and bring out more of the submissive in me.

Mistress knows that every time she exposes me to a new experience whether it’s a new kind of bondage, a new humiliation or a new restriction, the result is always the same – I fall more in love with Mistress and beg her to impose more on me.

She wanted me to share our story with the world so you can see for yourself how much I love her and how completely I am controlled by her and others.

Names and places have been changed to protect the innocent and the not so innocent.

I hope you enjoy and please check in for regular new episodes in our story which only get steamier and more intense as our relationship develops.

Lots of love

Cindy XX


Episode 1 – Locked up in Lockdown.




Jenn and I had been close friends since secondary school. She was the class posh girl and speccy geek and I was the gangly sissy boy who’d been caught wearing panties at school. We were the two freaks who sought solace and comfort in each other becoming close enough that we had no secrets.

I left school at 16 to follow my dreams of becoming a girl and a dancer, while she stayed on before going to university. We kept in touch and saw each other often, sharing our adventures and becoming more like sisters as we grew.

I struggled with my life, living as a woman full time, working as a dancer when I could, and finding ways to get the supplies of hormones and feminising drugs I needed to feminise my body. Jenn on the other hand became a successful lawyer, before starting her own legal practice focused on property.

By the time we hit our mid to late twenties, we had both changed so much. She was no longer the speccy geek, Jenn was a stunning blonde beauty, with a slim hourglass figure and impeccable taste. I on the other hand was living month to month but my figure had developed to be a passable 38B, 28, 38 after more than a decade on hormones. I passed easily having never really had the chance to go through full puberty.

We had always flirted and talked about the idea of being together, but it would never have worked as we were both submissive, so we stopped talking about and just stayed friends until one Sunday during the pandemic lockdowns.

We met for a walk in a park that lay between our homes. It was a beautiful sunny day in mid-summer and Jenn looked wonderful in a floaty floral sundress, while I was wearing an old gypsy skirt with a tee that was far too tight and showed off my nipples.

Having become infatuated with chastity porn during the initial lockdown, I had just bought and was wearing a chastity cage out for the first time. I felt very aroused and uncomfortable as my shrunken little cocklette was in a battle with the cage to get an erection. I was leaking precum constantly, and my panty crotch was soaking wet.

We walked and talked together, enjoying each other’s company for the first time in a couple of months and the peace of the lockdown world. We talked about life, work, lockdown, partners or lack of them, dreams for the world after lockdown and eventually found a little coffee van where we stopped and bought coffee before finding a bench to sit at.

In her usual forthright manner, Jenn asked me why I was walking and sitting like I had ants in my pants.

My face coloured up bright red, I looked away and I said it was nothing. However, knowing me as she did, she said what she always did when I was hiding something, “You are such a fibber Cindy Schiava, why are you embarrassed, you know you can trust me.”

I squirmed but knew she wouldn’t let it go, so I confessed that I had spent lockdown immersed in online stories about forced chastity, so I had bought a cage and was wearing it.

“Is it locked?” She asked with an arched eyebrow.

“Yes” I responded meekly, even more red in the face and unable to look her in the eye

“Show me.” Her tone was friendly but commanding.

“I can’t, not here, people will see.” I replied nervously.

“Do you have the key with you?” Her tone was more commanding, and I felt helpless.

“Yes”

“Do you trust me, Cindy?” She had on her serious face, the one she uses when she wants me to do something.

“Of course, Jenn, I always trust you.”

“Give me the key then.” She held out her hand.

“But..”

“Just give me the key Cindy Schiava. You know you want to. I can see it in your face.” Her tone meant this was an instruction and I was unable to refuse.

Meekly, I fumbled in my handbag, found the keys and put them in her hand, not daring to look her in the eyes. I felt so small, but my traitorous little cocklette was more aroused and fighting against its restraint.

She took them and put them in her handbag.

When we finished our coffee, she took me by the hand and we continued our walk and she casually said, “I think you secretly wanted to be caught in chastity Cindy. I know all about those feelings and the lust for being dominated and controlled. How it feels to be denied and what it does to the mind.

I don’t know if she was right, but I felt about one foot tall and very, very embarrassed at the situation, but completely turned on.

She moved on quickly asking about how I felt about giving her the keys, how it felt to lose control and more. It was like an interrogation while we walked hand in hand enjoying the sunshine.

Her questions made me feel more aroused and brought out the deeply submissive side of my nature and I confessed in a whisper, “You know me Jenn, you know I like to be controlled, its my thing.” She squeezed my hand reassuringly with hers when I said that.

After an hour or so more, we arrived at her house, and she took me inside. It was definitely not an invitation.

As soon as the front door was closed, she rounded on me and said, “Show me!”

I hesitated briefly, but she repeated her instruction, and I lifted my skirt, pulled down my panties and stood red faced with my tiny pink chastity cage on show glistening with my arousal juices and throbbing as my cocklette and the cage continued their battle.

Smiling wickedly, she reached out and touched it, feeling its weight and how tightly it controlled me, even though I was tiny after years on hormones. Her touch was confident, possessive and I felt helpless to do anything other than stand meekly while she inspected me.

“Very pretty Cindy. It suits you but it's not very comfortable looking, is it?” She asked with an intense look on her face.

“No, but I’m getting used to it,” I replied meekly in a whisper.

“How long have you been wearing it?” Her commanding tone was making me feel very possessed and I secretly liked it.

“Since just before I came out to meet you. I have never worn it for more than a few hours.”

“That is nothing sweetheart. Nowhere near long enough to find out how hard chastity is on a girl.”

“How do you know that Jenn?”

“That is for tomorrow, Cindy. Let’s meet up and I’ll share some secrets I kept even from you but in the meantime, I’ll just keep the keys to your cage so you can start to find out what real chastity does to the mind. Would you like that Cindy, would you like me to keep the keys till tomorrow?”

Her final question was asked so suggestively that there was only one answer, “Yes.” I didn’t even think, it just came out and I sealed my fate.

As soon as I said it, she pushed me against the wall and kissed me aggressively and passionately, grinding her body into mine, forcing her tongue into my mouth. After the initial shock, I found myself melting into the kiss and responding. I felt so possessed and weak in her arms, but so right, so content.

She finished, pulled back and with a final flick of my cage with her finger, pulled up my panties before opening the door, turning me round and with a sharp spank on my bottom whispered in my ear, “Sweet dreams Cindy Schiava and wait for my message about tomorrow.”

I walked home in a daze. My oldest friend had completely surprised me. What was happening? was this just a little game she was playing or was there something else going on?

I knew we had found each other attractive before and Jenn always loved hearing about my adventures with men and women. Come to think of it, the adventures she always enjoyed most were the ones where I was dominated and used. Or was I just imagining that?

Her kiss had been possessive and aggressive. I loved how it felt to be possessed like that and how dominant she was. Not the fake dominance so many ‘doms and dommes’ exhibit which is just bullying for sexual gratification. No Jenn’s was different, it was more like a deeper inner confidence and desire to control that was compelling for a sub like me. But this was Jenn, my oldest friend and the other freak from school.

By the time I got home, I was so turned on and confused I could barely think. I tried to cum by fucking my favourite dildo but that just made me hornier and more desperate, so I tried phoning Jenn to beg her for my keys, but she didn’t answer or respond to texts. I tried to pick the lock but got too scared of hurting myself with sharp objects that close to my bits and pieces.

I tried watching a favourite film, but I just finished up thinking about the kiss and her holding my keys. Both plucked the strings of my submissive heart making me feel even more horny.

All the while my cocklette was oozing precum making my panties wet, but the fight with the cage was over and the cage had won. My cocklette was still leaking its constant stream of precum and my arousal was stronger than ever. All I could think of was release and being allowed to cum.

I went to bed early and tried to sleep, but my desire and need for orgasm wouldn’t let me, so I read but even that was futile because all I could see was Jenn in my mind’s eye.

Eventually I must have drifted off, because the next thing I was aware of was my phone ringing and it was Jenn.

“Did you sleep well Cindy?” She said brightly and clearly with a smile on her face.

“No, I didn’t, and you know why. I need out of this thing before I go mad Jenn,” I said with a tone of frustration in my voice.

“That is no way to speak to the woman holding the keys to your freedom is it, Cindy Schiava?” She said this in a calm honeyed tone that held the unspoken threat that she had control, not me and she would exert that control.

“I just want out and you know why. You are so cruel!”

“Really Cindy?” That was said sarcastically

“No, I’m sorry Jenn, this is just such a strange feeling.” I grovelled realising that petulance was not going to work.

“Apology accepted Cindy. This strange feeling, is it a bad feeling?”

“I don’t know, it’s good, I think. I can’t get that kiss out of my mind or how it feels to be locked up with you holding the keys.”

“Are you aroused just now Cindy?” She sounded aroused and excited asking this.

“Yes, yes, I am, and you know it Jenn.” I said meekly.

“If I told you that I want you to be more than just my oldest friend how would that make you feel?”

I sat in silence for a moment composing my addled thoughts.

“Excited I think Jenn, but would that risk our friendship? I would hate to be without you in my life, I don’t think I could take that.”

“I think we are more compatible than you think sweetheart. Would you like me to prove it?” She sounded confident, and I could hear her excitement.

“Yes.” I said.

“I’ll meet you in the park again today at the same time and place so I can prove it to you. Wear something pretty for me with a nice tight top – I loved the sight of your perky nipples yesterday.” I reddened and felt a rush of pleasure when she said she liked my nipples.

For the next hour I rushed around bathing, making myself up, doing my hair and trying to choose a pretty outfit for Jenn. My wardrobe was meagre and full of cheap tat, but I eventually managed to put together an outfit with a tight pink tee that had Barbie Babe emblazoned on it in white and a flouncy white mini skirt that I wore with tight white panties to keep my chastity bulge in check.

I was standing at the park gates at the appointed time and Jenn appeared looking radiant in another beautiful floral sundress, this time in blue. She looked fabulous.

As she came closer, I could see that my keys were on a silver chain around her neck. I felt a surge of arousal seeing her wearing them. I knew being locked up was arousing, but the rush of seeing the keys to my cage so openly displayed for me and anyone else to see was a huge rush and I felt my heart race, my face redden and my cocklette twitch.

“Well don’t you look like a picture Cindy” she said as she kissed me on the lips, took my hand and we walked into the park for our walk.

We walked in silence for a while before I tried to speak, but she just kissed me gently and told me to be quiet and enjoy the sunshine and being we with her.

We carried on our walk although my heart was pounding and my head full of questions until, we found a quiet little glade in a corner of the park, where Jenn grabbed me and gave me another passionate, aggressive kiss. I melted into her and and responded taking her probing tongue into my mouth and moaning as she possessed me with her kiss.

Her aggression was having an effect on me, and I could feel myself becoming more aroused as her hands started to roam my body, stroking my back, feeling my bottom and squeezing my cheeks while I simply clung on to her and let her have her way with me.

Was this really happening, was my oldest friend becoming new newest lover? My mind was in turmoil, but my body and heart were screaming their desire.

After we kissed, Jenn pulled back and with a nervous smile on her face, said, “I have wanted to do that for years Cindy. I think I always knew I wanted you my sweet and after you confessed about your chastity, I couldn’t stop myself. I hope you are okay with that?”

“Yes, yes, yes, I am Jenn. I’m still scared and nervous, but this feels so right”

“Do you like me controlling things Cindy, because its how I am now, I want to be in control and to dominate you completely. I want to make you mine. Does that scare you, Cindy?”

“No. Yes. I mean, it scares me, but you know I am a submissive and love being dominated, but it's you Jenn. It's you and me, the two freaks from school.”

“That was a long time ago sweetheart. Can you just trust me, and we’ll see where this goes?”

I looked at her for the first time, I mean really looked and saw how beautiful she really is. A beautiful heart shaped face with high cheekbones, full pink lips, an elegant nose and blue eyes, with green flecks. She looked so concerned in that moment, so nervous, she even nibbled her lower lip with perfect teeth, and I knew that she loved me, really loved me.

My fears fled in that moment because I knew she loved me so much, everything would be fine.

“Yes,” was my simple response at which point she mashed me to her in a fierce hug and started kissing me again. This kiss was much more aggressive and felt like she was trying to get her tongue all the way down my throat while groping me all over. I responded moaning and becoming more excited and aroused with every moment. She was possessing me, controlling everything about the kiss and I was getting aroused with my bits and pieces throbbing with lust in their cage, my nipples sensitive to every movement of her body on mine and my heart beating like a drum. I never wanted it to end.

We kissed some more then, holding me close she whispered in my ear, “Are you ready for me to take control Cindy, will you let me do unspeakable things to you that give us both pleasure?”

“Yes” I whispered back.

She held me at arm’s length and with a bright smile said, “Good girl.”

“Then let’s start with something I know you love because you’ve told me before, a butt plug.” She produced a long, flexible ribbed plug from her handbag that would not stretch me severely, but I would know it was there all the time.

She waggled it and the whole thing wobbled and wiggled in an obscene way. It was maybe 8 inches long with ridges all the way along and I knew what it would do to me.

I must have looked shocked because she leant forward kissed me hard on the mouth and said, “Don’t look shocked sweetheart, I know you want it inside you, and we are in a private little spot so bend over and pull those panties down.”

Driven by my lust and her commanding tone, I did as I was told, nervously looking around as I did to make sure no one was looking. I could feel Jenn’s finger at my anus probing before I heard her spit and felt it drop onto my anus. She started to probe with her finger telling me how pretty my little rosebud was and how she was going to enjoy making it cum for her. I was biting my lip to avoid moaning out loud, as I felt her slowly work her long finger in and out of me, opening me up and preparing my entrance for what was to come.

After a few delicious strokes, her finger was replaced by the plug which she worked into me. She was using this moment to control and tease me. Pushing the thing inside me then pulling it back a little gently fucking me with it while telling me what a good girl I was but also what a nasty slut I was for letting her do this to me.

The intense feelings in my anus and her words were having a powerful effect on me and I was trying not to moan out loud as she fucked me deeper and deeper with the plug. I could feel the beginnings of something building and I think she knew, because she slowed and steadily pushed the plug home will it was buried all the way inside my twitching hole.

She tweaked it a few times to make sure it was in properly, which made the tip of it all the way inside of me wobble. It was like a snake inside me and it moved with my every movement causing little spasms of pleasure.

With a sharp smack to my bottom she said, “There we go, all safe and secure, so pull up those panties and let's continue our walk while I share a few secrets that I kept from even you sweetheart.”

Pulling up the panties and standing made me realise how tight the cage was on me as my bits and pieces tried to get excited but were kept in check, which only made things worse, especially with the wiggly invader buried in my anus doing its best to keep me on the edge all the time.

She put her arm around me possessively and we walked while she told me about her life at university where she was pulled into the orbit of a group of lesbians who dominated, trained and shared girls around the group. She told me how the group had brought out first her submissive side in full and then slowly but surely brought out her need to dominate and control as she went through her course till by the time she left, she was a dominant lesbian and a member of the group and still in regular contact with them.

I was silent throughout, but her story was a huge turn on amplified by the constant wiggling in my anus and pressure from the cage on me.

She told me that throughout all of it, she had thought of me and how much she secretly held onto her dream of being with me.

That melted my heart, and I pulled her into a passionate kiss that we shared for a few moments.

After our walk she took me back to hers again telling me that she wanted to show me something from her time at university.

She took me up to her bedroom, which was a luxurious feminine sanctuary in purple and mauve with a beautiful view over the city. Sitting me on her bed, she went into one of her wardrobes and produced what I instantly recognised as a female chastity belt.

She handed it to me and told me that this is what she wore for the entire first year of university unless she was being cleaned or used for the pleasure of one of the dominant lesbians. She told me that after a week in the belt, she was putty in the hands of a dominant, in the vain hope that she might get released and be allowed to cum.

She handed me the belt, sat next to me and continued to tell me how wearing it had changed her, made her more submissive, more alert to the needs of others and a kinder more compliant person.

I was fascinated and feeling the cold steel in my hands was breathtakingly erotic. It was a thing of beauty and although the steel was flexible, it was not that flexible. Lined with soft silicon it would not chafe. Secured with two padlocks at the waist there would be no escape, but the piece that got my pulse racing was the chastity shield that was also lined with silicon and shaped in such a way that It could completely hide the wearer’s vulva and prevent them from getting any sensation from being touched this tapered into a wide curved piece that went between the buttocks with a small hole to allow the wearer to go to the bathroom.

It was one of the most beautiful things I had ever seen and one of the most intimidating as well. I loved it and I wanted it on me.

Jenn leant over and kissed me passionately again and reaching under my skirt felt my caged cocklette causing me to moan as she ran her hands over me.

“Would you like to try it on sweetie, just for me to see what it feels like?” She said as she kissed me gently while feeling me up.

“Yes, oh God yes,” I responded breathlessly.

I was naked soon enough and both the plug and the cage had been removed. Despite my extreme arousal, my cocklette was barely erect after 24 hours in the cage. but it was leaking copious amounts of precum.

Jenn told me to stand with my legs apart and my hands on my head and before long the rubber lined belt was around my waist. Tight enough that I would not get it off, but not uncomfortably tight. She then pulled the chastity shield part between my legs and told me to push my testes into the recess in my body where they came from, which I did. Then tucking my cocklette back between my legs pulled the shield up and I felt everything pushed hard against my body while the rear part of the shield parted my cheeks displaying my anus lewdly.

Jenn made a few adjustments, putting her fingers between the belt and my waist or trying to get her fingers underneath the chastity shield which she could not. Then she locked the belt with 2 padlocks and put the keys on a chain around her neck.

Telling me to move around and get used to it, she asked, “How does that feel Cindy?”

“It's more comfortable than the other one,” I said as I tried to get behind the metal and touch myself but failed. It felt strange and disconnected as I could feel nothing between my legs other than the pressure of the rubber liner pressing my bits and pieces tight to my body. It was almost like they weren’t there, even though I felt the intense arousal of being locked up.

She started kissing me again, fondling my body and the next thing I knew, I was on my back on her bed with her kissing and fondling me aggressively, her hands were between my legs on the hard steel, but I could feel little or nothing, she was kissing and nibbling on my nipples making me cry out with lust and passion as I felt my arousal rise.

I felt so passive in the belt and under her passionate assault, she was like a wild animal, biting my nipples which caused little spasms of pure pleasure that I went straight to my trapped cocklette, the same when she nibbled my ear or roughly mauled or spanked my bottom. The chastity belt was turning my whole body into an erogenous zone. I was in seventh heaven as she had her way with me, even fucking my anus with her finger causing me to spasm with pleasure. But no orgasm. Over stimulated as I was, I could not cum, and it was driving me wild with lust.

Before long she straddled me and pulled off her dress. Her body was beautiful broad hips, a narrow flat waist, and generous firm breasts with large prominent rose nipples. Her skin was milky smooth, and I wanted to kiss her all over.

“Do you like what you see Cindy Schiava?” She asked with a smile.

“Yes, oh my god yes” I whispered.

“Then pleasure me,” and with that she shuffled up the bed and sat her beautiful naked pussy on my face.

She smelled of perfume and she tasted like salty honey. I just wanted to lick and suck and pleasure her till she was spent. I hoped she might let me have pleasure too but I kind of knew I needed to earn that from her by being obedient and pleasing her.

(Looking back, that realisation, was the moment I became her slave. I might not have known it at the time, but ever since I have been hers to command in everything.)

She was telling me where to lick, how to nibble, how hard to suck and where and I was simply obeying, after a while she became incoherent, and I felt her thigh muscles tense as she started to cum. Her orgasm was explosive with a gush of her nectar, and she ground herself down on my face using it to keep her orgasm going before she finally collapsed beside me. I lay beside her feeling completely at ease and so gratefully happy that she had taken control.

After she caught her breath, she rolled over and propped herself up on one elbow and kissed me tenderly thanking me for such a wonderful orgasm. I was elated that I had pleased her but still aroused more than ever having had no orgasm myself. I wondered if she would allow me pleasure.

She played with my nipples, pulling and tweaking them, which as always sent little electric shocks to my cocklette and keeping me at a peak of lustful desire. More kissing and pillow talk followed mostly about how good I was at pleasuring her and what a good girl I was. I loved it when she called me a good girl and I still do.

I was so happy, but so frustrated sexually, I asked about release and even begged but Jenn was firm. Until I had walked a mile in her shoes, I would not get release.

We bathed together, washing each other with heavenly scented oils and then Jenn gave me a pink satin nightie to wear while she wore a a satin robe.

We ate cheese and drank red wine. We lay on her couch bathed in the afternoon sun and she told me more of her adventures with the lesbians while she fondled my body and tweaked my nipples which kept me aroused and constantly aware that I was trapped in a chastity belt, which made me more aroused.

Later on, she had me worship her again with my mouth and I brought her to a shuddering orgasm nibbling on her clitoris. I was beside myself with lust by then but had never been more content. I felt completely at ease, emotionally fulfilled, and wanted to do nothing but be with Jenn, but she told me I needed to go home, or we would never sleep, and she needed to bright and alert for an important set of calls the next day.

I asked to be released from the belt, but she looked at me , tweaked my nipples and asked, “Do you really Cindy, or do you want to know that I am controlling you and thinking about you while we are not together?”




Epilogue




I walked home to my dingy little flat that evening, in my tight pink tee and white skirt, but no panties, because Jenn said they were dirty and besides I was decent in my new steel underwear.

When I got home, I looked at myself in the belt and took great masochistic pride in what I saw, this was my body, but it was locked away from me. I felt my lust rising again not that it was ever far from the surface and began to explore the belt fully, I still couldn’t feel anything between my legs, although tweaking and pulling my nipples sent those delicious little shocks straight to my trapped cocklette.




Later on, I found that peeing was erotic especially when I watched it run out of a series of holes in the chastity shield. `

I barely slept and tried everything to get some kind of sensation through the belt, even using my vibrator, but nothing other than a dull throbbing that only made me realise that Jenn now completely controlled my ability to cum. As you can imagine that just made me more horny.

I finally woke in the late morning to a missed call from Jenn and a text message.

[image: “Morning Cindy my sweet. Thank you for last night, which was bliss. Can’t see you for the rest of the week,  now away on business...]

There was another message after that.

[image: P.S. I hope you are falling for me as fast as I am falling for you sweetheart.]

The second message came with a photograph of keys to my imprisonment with the words, “I love having you locked up and hope you do too XXX.”

All that popped into my head was the memory of Jenn telling me that after a week in the belt, she had been putty in the hands of a dominant and I wondered what I would be like.


Episode 2 – I Beg for Release and Pay the Price

Preview

All that week while Jenn was away, I spent my time aimlessly. 

Being locked up was driving me mad and I was getting desperate for release. I couldn’t spend time reading the erotic stories, I loved because they just made things worse, and I couldn’t use anything in my anus for pleasure as the hole that let me defecate was too small for my dildo – even the smallest one.

I tried phoning Jenn to talk, but she wouldn’t answer and sent me a text..

[image: ]

I waited and fretted and realised that I was becoming a love sick little puppy desperate for attention from Jenn, so my life became focused on my text relationship with Jenn, it was the centre of my world.

[image: ‘Good morning, Cindy my sweet, did you dream of me? Today, I’d like you to go for a walk past my house and take a photo and send it.]

[image: “Send me a picture of you in my chastity belt sweetie.”]

And so it continued with messages and instructions from Jenn that I found I wanted to follow.

[image: “Are you going for a proper walk each day Cindy, you need to stay healthy for me?”]

[image: “Has anyone ever made you cum without touching your cock Cindy?”]

Or questions that made me desperate to get out of the belt and cum.

[image: “Do you miss me as much as I miss you sweetie?”]

Often her messages would come with a picture of the keys on a café table, or around her neck in a selfie and once in a selfie of her lying naked in bed with the keys resting on her breasts with the caption, “You are always close to me heart.”

[image: Go for a walk past my house again,  I hate leaving it empty]

I did as I was told and all the time my sole thought was on how much I wanted to please her.

[image: “Thank you for the photograph, Cindy, I feel so much better knowing you are keeping an eye on my home.]

And so, it went making me hornier and more aroused with a regular stream of lewd, romantic or commanding messages that had me jumping to obey until the Friday morning.

[image: “Home tonight late sweetheart and will need sleep, meet me at the usual place and time for a walk and some more fun tomorrow.]




The end of the beginning.


About The Author

Cindy Schiava

[image: ]

A life long submissive and transgender woman, Cindy has been a sexual advenuress, enjoying sexual escapades around the world.

She was lucky enough to find her 'happily every after' with her wife Jenn,  who is also her Mistress and oldest friend in the world.

Together they continue to enjoy sexual adventures that test Cindy and push her boundaries to the limit. 

Cindy and Jenn also love cooking, skiing and lounging around on the beach in each other's arms.
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=z
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Do you miss me as much as | miss you sweetie?
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Send me a picture of you in my chastity belt sweetie. |
love seeing you all locked up.
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Home tonight late sweetheart and will need sleep, meet
me at the usual place and time for a walk and some

more fun tomorrow. Can’t wait to see you, we have
some much to talk about. J. £ "¢ **
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OEBPS/image_rsrcM6.jpg
Thank you for the photograph, Cindy, | feel so much
better knowing you are keeping an eye on my home. |
was thinking how lovely it would be if you were always

there. | was thinking about your nipples today too, do
you think they would look pretty with piercings?
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Are you going for a proper walk each day Cindy, you
need to stay healthy for me.
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