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Part 4 - Prologue


I had moved in with Miss Jenn and my flat was gone as were the vast majority of my possessions with the exception of some clothes, my heels, a couple of corsets and some old keepsakes that I was allowed to keep.


Miss Jenn had also overseen me writing to my agent, officially retiring from show business so that I could focus all my time and energy on her. 




She had ensured that my whole life was focused on her.


I loved my life as her slave and domestic servant, looking after everything in her wonderful home, serving her intimately as her lady’s maid and the unbridled joy of being able to worship her with my tongue every morning and usually more often.


I was still locked in chastity and only released weekly when Miss Chantelle oversaw the process of my electrolysis and making sure everything was healthy down below. As a result, I was constantly on edge and horny, desperate for the orgasm that I was never allowed to have. 


I was also seeing some changes to my body physically as the new hormone regimen that Miss Chantelle had prescribed took effect. My bottom was noticeably larger, my skin much softer and had a glow, my hair was thicker but most wonderfully of all my breasts were larger and extremely sensitive. My nipples were also benefitting and had developed into firm, prominent nubs on the end of large dark pink areolae. With my now healed piercings, my nipple rings looked wonderful. 



Miss P


It was around Mid September when Miss P was introduced to help Miss Jenn with my training and get me to an acceptable standard before I was presented to the wider circle as Miss Jenn’s property.


It was Miss P who had trained and broken Miss Jenn when she was at university, so I was under no illusions that this would be a kindly old lady. She was the opposite, a domineering matriarch with extremely high standards who would accept nothing less from those she was training.


My first meeting with her was when she visited for afternoon tea and as was expected, I was on duty to serve. 


I opened the door, to a moderately tall lady, dressed in a beautiful and clearly expensive outfit of a royal purple tea dress with a dark blue jacket and accessories. I had been told that she was in her sixties, but she looked much younger with pale grey green eyes, a narrow chin, full lips and high cheekbones all framed with an attractive and very expensively coiffed do of blond curls.


Miss P might have given the impression that she was a guest, but she was definitely in charge and made it clear throughout the afternoon that we were expected to defer to her in every respect. I thought I was doing well under Miss Jenn’s constant supervision, but Miss P had other views as she pointed out all afternoon:


“Stand up girl. Pull your shoulders back, your posture is appalling!”


“Ts Ts, does your girl have no understanding of how to pour tea properly yet Jennifer?”


“If she is to serve, she should be in uniform Jennifer, not prancing around in a party dress.”


“I take it from her service that she has not been on a maid’s course yet?”


It was exhausting and I felt thoroughly deflated both for Miss Jenn and also because I was clearly not good enough for Miss P who I knew Miss Jenn saw as a role model. I had tried my best and was nearly in tears by the time they had finished tea and had retired to sit by the fire, while I cleared up.


“When you have cleared up, come back in here and stand by the door, in silence, until told to do otherwise. Much of the conversation will concern you and rather than Jennifer relay it to you, I prefer you hear it first hand.” Instructed Miss P.


I curtseyed. “Yes Madame”.




∞∞∞


A little while later, I was standing as instructed listening to Miss P and Miss Jenn talking and deciding my fate for the next few weeks and months.


“There is potential in your girl Jennifer, but it will require a lot of training for her to meet my standards.” Stated Miss P.


“I agree Penelope and I knew before you even arrived that despite my efforts so far, Cindy has a very long way to go before she is everything she can be. That is really why I asked you here. As I explained on the telephone, I am about to take on a very important client overseas and I will not have the time needed to train my slave properly, so I would deem it a very great favour, and an honour, if you would take her and train her for at least the next three months.” Asked Miss Jenn.


I held my breath. I was so happy for Miss Jenn and her business, but would that mean us being separated for weeks and months or just long hours in the office for Miss Jenn?


 I hoped it was just the latter or I would miss her too much.


“Now that I have seen her first hand, I will help you, but only on my terms Jennifer.” Confirmed Miss P with steel in her tone.


“Please go on.” Invited Miss Jenn deferentially.


“She will move into my apartment for the duration of her training and be under my direct and complete control. If you have not signed your contracts with her, I suggest you do so before hand as I will expect a formal transfer of ownership to me for a period of not more than six months.” Miss P demanded.


I gasped. 


Formal transfer of ownership? 


Contracts? 


Six months?


“I accept.” Acceded Miss Jenn, looking across at me standing silently. 


I must have looked terrified because she smiled to reassure me.


“There will be no limits to how I train her and what methods I use. However, when I give her back to you, she will be the obedient, docile and extremely feminine slave you have told me you want so often.” Promised Miss P.


I stood silently becoming both aroused and frightened as they sat and discussed me and my future without including me or even considering my feelings or desires. I was simply a piece of property being discussed. I had never realised how erotic it could feel to be treated like this and I found that I loved it.


“I accept your terms Penelope, with only one caveat. Any significant physical or other changes that are to be made to my slave, must be discussed and agreed with me in advance. Can you accept that?” Asked Miss Jenn.


“I can, although I suggest we define ‘significant physical or other changes’ in the terms of the transfer of ownership papers.” Replied Miss P


“Wonderful. Then we are agreed. I will have the paperwork for you to sign the day after tomorrow and she will be transferred to you on Monday next at nine am.” Confirmed Miss Jenn with a smile.


I stood, aghast. I was simply being transferred to another owner for up to six months because my Miss, the woman I loved with all my heart was going to be too busy to train me. At the same time, I could feel my nipples were hard and my penis leaking its juices into my chastity belt.


“Girl.” Miss P’s demand startled me.


I curtseyed. “Yes Madame?”


“You will address me as Mistress now that you are going to be mine. I am leaving shortly, so call me a cab and fetch my jacket.” She commanded.


“Yes Mistress.” I replied with a curtsey and scuttled off to do my tasks.




∞∞∞


“Miss P scares me Miss.” I said later when Miss sat me down to tell me what was happening and why.


“You mean Mistress don’t you Cindy?” Replied Miss, correcting me.


“Yes Miss.”


“Cindy my love, my slave. You must be the best maid and slave for me. I want all the other ladies in my circle to be jealous of me and for the other slaves to look up to you as the standard they should aspire to. I will accept nothing less from you. Is that clear slave?” She asked, knowing that there was only one possible answer.


“Yes Miss, I will always try to be the perfect slave for you Miss. I want nothing else other than to please you and earn your praise.”


“Good girl. I know you will make me proud.” She replied, reaching out to hold my hand.


“Now let me explain something else to you and then we can sign some papers before you put your tongue to work on my very wet pussy.” She continued.


“If you are going to join the circle as my slave, which you are my love, then there are certain legal requirements that we require to see to. You see while it is illegal, and rightly so, to own slaves against their will, there are ways that you can legally surrender yourself and your affairs to my control. In effect, you legally empower me to take control of you. Would you like that Cindy, would you like me to have legal control over you and your affairs?” She asked this looking at me in the eye and holding my hand. 


She looked nervous but the needn’t have, as we had discussed this kind of thing so many times in the last few weeks and my answer was always the same.


“You know I do Miss. I love being your slave and always want to be more controlled.” I responded eagerly. Excited at the thought of even more control being exerted over me.


She pointed to some documents on the table by the window. 


“There are three sets of contracts on the table for you to sign if you truly are ready to become my slave but be warned this is a one-way street. Once signed you cannot back out. You will be my property until such time as I release you, which will never happen.”


I looked into her eyes and saw nothing but love. 


I smiled. 


I stood up and curtseyed before silently letting go of her hand and walking over to the table, where I sat and picked up the expensive pen that lay beside the contracts.


They were marked with those little coloured pointers with ‘Cindy’ where I was to sign the documents. The first was a contract of slavery between Miss Jenn and I, which I signed without reading it. The second and third were binding powers of attorney for both my legal affairs and my medical needs. I signed them and did not read them. 


I trusted my owner.


“You have made me the happiest woman in the world Cindy my slave.” She exclaimed joyfully, from behind me before leaning over and kissing the back of my head. She sat next to me and signed the contracts where she was required to and gave me a copy of each to keep.


“I suggest you read these when you have a moment slave, as from now on, every aspect of your life will be controlled by your owners under the terms of these contracts. Your financial affairs, your social life, your body, literally everything that can be controlled will be controlled. How does that make you feel slave?” The excitement in her voice was palpable.


“Truthfully Miss. I feel safe. I feel sort of complete. I don’t quite know why, but this feels like it is how it should be for me.” I almost sobbed, feeling emotionally overcome with a sense of jubilation at surrendering myself.


“I think my slave deserves a good fucking after giving herself up to me forever.” Smiled Miss grabbing my hand and dragging me off to bed.




∞∞∞


We made love several times that night with Miss using her wonderful double dildo on me after I had brought her to orgasm three times with my tongue in her gloriously wet pussy.


The first time she fucked me was urgent, hard and fast wringing an equally hard and fast orgasm out of me as I cried out my love for her, lying on my back with my legs over my shoulders. 


The second was slower, more languorous with her taking her time to stroke her rod in and out of me while telling me how much she loved having me as her slave and how she was going to turn me into her perfect, big breasted, tiny waisted, empty headed, sex slave. Her words were enough to make me come as she fucked me, the feeling of her inside both my body and my head pressing all the right buttons.


The third started slowly again, almost too slowly with her kneeling up pushing her thing inside me slowly all the way till her body was pressed against mine before withdrawing it completely.


“I wish you had a pussy so I could take your virginity and fuck you every night.” She moaned, looking down at me with hungry eyes as she pushed her dildo home inside me.


“Oh yes. Oh God yes.” I groaned lustfully as she used her dildo to create waves of pleasure in me.


“Do you mean that slave? Do you wish you had a pussy?” She asked, suddenly serious as she stoped mid thrust and looked down at me with her dildo still half way inside me.


“Of course, Miss, I am a girl inside and have always needed to be one on the outside too.” I confirmed, my throat tight with the emotion of the moment.


“I knew, but I needed to hear it from you.” She said, ramming her dildo home hard and deep with a cry of triumph.


Her fucking became frenzied, and I came whimpering and moaning while she grunted and snarled, sawing her rod in and out of me till I thought I could not take anymore and then with a gasp she came. Her whole body shook with ecstasy, and she collapsed on top of me trapping me under her perspiring body as she quivered and gasped for breath. Her twitching cock inside me was creating waves of post orgasmic bliss in me and I held onto her tightly telling her I loved her over and over again.


“Did you mean what you said about needing to be a woman?” She asked after she had her breath back.


“Yes Miss, I want to be complete.” I whispered in her ear.


“I do not think you could make me happier slave and I will help you.” She said hugging me tightly and twitching her cock still stuck deep inside me.



Change of Ownership


“Stand still girl while I take a look at you.” Commanded Mistress P.


I had been dropped off at nine am with a small suitcase by Miss Jenn and was ushered up to Mistress P’s apartment by a concierge. 




On arrival, I presented Miss P with the signed transfer papers which made me her property for a period of up to six months. I did not know whether to feel elated or terrified.


Once inside her home, I had been instructed to strip by Mistress leaving on my heels and to stand straight so she could inspect me. I stood still and fought back my tears as I realised that I would not see Miss Jenn for some time. I was bereft.


“I understand that you have asked Jennifer to help you become complete as a woman. Is that correct slave?” Asked Mistress P matter of factly.


“Yes Mistress. It is what I have always wanted.” I confirmed.


“Very good. I confess I was slightly nervous about introducing a 'halfway' to the circle, so this is much easier.” She commented sounding slightly relieved.


She released me from my chastity belt which she set on the hall table and walked around me, making occasional tutting noises to herself as she did. 


She stroked my bottom and parted my buttocks running her finger along the crack and pressing her finger gently against my anus. I stood still and did not gasp even though her touch was both wonderfully firm and yet gentle.


She held my breasts to weigh them in her hands and pulled gently on my nipples which did make me gasp earning me a gentle slap and a warning.


She reached down and gingerly touched my tiny penis rubbing it between thumb and forefinger, which was exquisite after to many weeks in chastity. I did not erect, but I could feel that I was dribbling my arousal juices. She felt my tiny testicles and then holding them firmly said, “You really are no male anymore are you girl? How long have you been taking hormones slave?”


“Since I was a teenager Mistress. I used to steal them until I was old enough to get them on prescription.” I replied, wondering where this was going.


“I can see why you are so feminine and petite slave.” She replied before indicating that I should follow her.


She showed me to a small but comfortable looking bedroom beside the kitchen with simple furniture and an iron bedstead with attached bondage cuffs. There was plenty of storage, a vanity, a full length mirror and a small bathroom with a shower just off the bedroom itself. 


“These are your quarters while you are with me. You will notice there are no doors. That is because, slaves have no privacy. You will keep these rooms spotless as you will the rest of my home.” She instructed.


Next there was the kitchen where she showed me where everything was including cleaning supplies, before showing me around the rest of her large and beautiful apartment. We finished up in what she called her snug, which was a small room by the standards of the rest of the apartment. It had a desk beside the large panoramic windows, two couches and a large coffee table beside a fireplace but most startling were the two items of bondage furniture in the room. I had only seen them on the web, but I recognised the steel slave cage and the bondage bench. Both of which were equipped with locking restraints.


“Make me a cup of coffee, black with a single lump of sugar and serve it in here. You may also bring a clean dish towel to sit on as I have no desire for your juices to stain my beautiful furniture.” She instructed me, having finished the tour of her domain.


I did as I was bid and was shortly sitting on the couch opposite her with the aforementioned dish towel protecting her couch.


“Today is a busy day slave. There are people coming to measure you for clothes, corsets and uniforms. You will then prepare and serve my lunch before we visit my hairdresser where your hair will be cut in a manner suitable for a maid. After that we will be visiting a special shoemaker who has some shoes for you and then finally, you have an appointment with Chantelle who has a couple of procedures planned, now that you have confirmed your need to become a woman.” She looked at me quizzically as if expecting a response.


“Yes Mistress, of course Mistress.” I replied.


“Very good. You are learning. Now while you are here and until such time as we have clothes for you, you will remain naked in this house with the exception of your heels which you will wear at all times. You will not hide or shy away from strangers if they visit or enter this house. Nudity will be your first uniform.” She instructed me.


“Yes Mistress, of course Mistress.” I replied again.


“Next week you are being sent on a two week residential course for professional lady’s maid training. At the end of it you will have a certificate of qualification and I expect it to be a pass with merit, or there will be punishment. The school you are being sent to is the best and trains staff for royalty, so there will be no shenanigans or silly behaviour!”


“I promise Mistress and thank you.” I replied feeling somewhat overwhelmed that I was going to be formally trained as a lady’s maid. 


“One last thing. To ensure that we can develop your movement to be as feminine as possible and remind you that you are property, you will always be plugged. Go and bend over the flogging bench while I decide what size to start you on.” She said pointing at the bondage bench.


“Yes Mistress.” I confirmed standing and then walking over to bend over the bench.


I felt instantly exposed with my most private orifice exposed and open for her to insert a butt plug. I felt her return and stroke my bottom catching me by surprise and causing me to flinch automatically before relaxing. That earned a sharp spank.


I felt the coolness of something, presumably lubricant, being dripped onto my sphincter before I felt the cold, hard tip of a butt plug being slowly, relentlessly inserted into my anus. 


I held my breath and did not make a sound as she worked it into me. It was not the biggest, but it felt good as it opened me and then closed again as the widest part of the plug slid inside me.


Once inside my and nestled fully inside, Mistress wiggled it around a little and then with a final spank told me to get up and clear up the coffee and put my clothes and chastity belt away as the corsetiere would be arriving shortly.




∞∞∞


The morning was spent being measured, commented on and listening to various recommendations being made about corset types, skirt lengths, styles of stocking and so on while I stood in my heels, naked as the day I was born with my tiny penis and increasingly large breasts on show.  


It was wonderfully humiliating to be on show like that and I know that Mistress had seen how much it was turning me on. Eventually, they were finished, and I made Mistress a small bowl of soup as she requested and hoped I would be able to enjoy the same. However, I was to stand beside her in silence while she enjoyed her lunch and my tummy grumbled with hunger.


In the afternoon, my long hair was trimmed and cut into a severe bob with a fringe that would be easy to keep, cute and feminine. I really didn’t like my hair this short, but Mistress was right, it would be easy to keep ensuring I had more time to attend to my duties.


By the time we reached Miss Chantelle’s surgery, my feet were killing me in my four-inch heels, but I was excited to find out what these procedures were going to be. 

∞∞∞


Naked and on her examination couch again, Miss Chantelle looked at me through my splayed legs and explained what she had agreed with Miss Jenn prior to my transfer of ownership.


“We we are going to castrate you, Cindy. This will prevent any damage to your liver as a result of anti androgens which always concerns me as your doctor, but more importantly it will speed up the secondary feminisation processes of of breast growth and the general redistribution of fat.” She said matter of factly.


I must have looked terrified.


“Don’t worry girl it will not happen today. 


In the meantime, I am going to inject you with a powerful anti androgen that will castrate you chemically almost immediately. You will start to feel it overnight I would think.” She said just as matter of factly as if this was nothing.


After she had injected me, she examined my scrotum carefully and offered comment to Mistress while doing so.


“I’ll drop Jennifer a note this evening, but there is enough skin to create a very satisfactory vulva, both sets of labia and her clitoris when the time comes. In the meantime, once castrated her scrotal skin will slowly shrink back and her penis will almost certainly do the same, though it will remain sensitive.” 


“I am sure that Jennifer will be very happy to hear that Chantelle. Will this new drug have a deleterious effect on her excitement to serve and submit?” Queried Mistress.


“Possibly, but I will do some tests on her over the next couple of weeks and change her hormone regimen appropriately if needed. However, my personal feeling is that this particular slave is highly motivated anyway, so it is merely an exercise in keeping her libido on a higher level.” Mused Miss Chantelle.




∞∞∞


The next day, I was once again naked, other than my heels carrying out my maid’s duties under Mistress critical eye and receiving regular chides and instructions as I did.


“Stand straight girl with your shoulders back and show off those pretty breasts”


“Bend from the waist girl and show off your bottom. You are not just working; you are an object of desire to enflame your owner’s sensual needs.”


“Never cross your hands in front of you when you stand at attention.”


“Stop fiddling with your hair girl, that hair cut is designed to make it unnecessary.”


The hardest lesson was deportment, with her using a long whippy cane to correct my mistakes. It seemed that for hours she had me walking up and down her long hallway while she chided me constantly, often flicking my bottom with her cane if she thought I was not listening to her. Finally, she called a halt to the lesson.


“You are improving slave, but there is still much to do if we are going to get your deportment perfected. There will be more lessons daily, but in the meantime, there are other lessons to see to.” She stated in her usual commanding tone.




∞∞∞


It turned out that the other lessons were in pleasuring women and the first was using my tongue and mouth to clean a woman after she has had a pee. 


I thought this would be disgusting, but the truth was the complete opposite. It is a very intimate act of submission carried out with great care and gentleness.


I quickly learned to lap the last few drops of urine from a woman’s pussy with the flat of my tongue, ensuring there is nothing left, while restraining myself from doing what I desperately want to do, which is arouse her and taste the nectar I crave so much as a slave. The ritual was always finished by me patting her dry with a soft perfumed cloth before helping her to straighten her clothing.


It is a ritual I love to this day and always feel privileged to service a lady in such an intimate way. 


Mistress’ other favourite was to install me under her desk in the morning with my head held in a harness that kept it at exactly the right height and position for me to worship her pussy. I would be on my knees with my wrists cuffed behind me and she would sit in her chair usually still in her night dress and have me worship her orally while she read her morning correspondence.


Mistress Penelope’s pussy was quite different to Miss Jenn’s. She kept it smooth with no pubic hair and had several piercings to her lips and her clit hood. Her vulva was puffy and pronounced with inner lips that were the deepest pink and peaked out until they were engorged when they blossomed like a rose. Her clit was enormous, and I even wondered if it was bigger than my ever-tinier penis, now that I was chemically castrated. Her clit was also extremely sensitive, and it took very little effort on my part to have her gushing her delicious musky juices into my greedy mouth.


Her orgasm was different too Miss Jenn’s as well. When she came it was just as powerful but instead of clenching her pussy muscles tightly, she opened up more and her juices flowed freely even with a small orgasm. It was beautiful to feel her open like that and I often pushed my tongue as far inside her as I could to catch as much of her nectar as possible while she came. 




Mistress seemed to enjoy having my tongue swirling around inside her as she came as well telling me to always do that when she came and keep my tongue inside her swirling around her channel until she told me to remove it.




∞∞∞


I earned my first punishment on my third day with Mistress. I earned it for false modesty.


There was a visit from a tradesman to carry out the annual service on the boiler.


Mistress had warned me this would be happening and that I was to remain naked and not to cover myself or hide away. I was to be proud of my body which was for the pleasure of others.


I was terrified as the large and rather sweaty man with his tools entered when I opened the door. All my resolve to be proud of my body vanished like mist in sunshine. I became nervous and fidgety. My hands rushed to cover my breasts and penis and I went bright red.


I think I made the man’s day because he had a broad grin and made lascivious and inappropriate remarks all through the service which embarrassed me even more.


“WHAT DID I TELL YOU?” Screamed Mistress as soon as I had closed the door on the tradesman after he left.


“To be proud of my body Mistress.” I replied, feeling both ashamed of myself and scared witless. Mistress was furious. She looked like she was going to hit me.


“YET, you chose to hide and be falsely modest despite my warnings and instruction not to. You have let my home down slave and embarrassed me. Into the snug and bend over the flogging bench. I will see to you shortly.” She commanded with a dismissive wave of her hand.


I waited bent over the bench for an age, feeling absolutely terrified. Too terrified to even tear up as I awaited my fate.


When she came into the snug, Mistress had changed into a corset, thigh high heels, elbow length gloves and a face mask all in purple leather. She looked magnificent and I felt both fear and arousal as she buckled my ankles and wrists to the bench so that I was immobile and unable to defend myself. This was followed by a small penis gag which was forced into my mouth and strapped tightly so I could not remove it.


“With your equipment now no larger than a real girl’s clit, I think we’ll use the punishment clit sucker on you.” She said as I felt her push my penis into a small tube. I soon felt it being sucked in till it was painfully extended into the tube and left to hang down.


“That will stay on for the rest of the day and I promise you it will feel very uncomfortable as your tiny little nubbin is stretched and pulled into the narrow tube relentlessly.” She said in a gleefully cruel tone.  




"Girls are normally begging for release when their clit reaches about an inch long, so it will be interesting to see what happens with you." she said flicking the tube with her finger.


I simply lay still feeling my penis being tortured and wondering how I would last.


“That will teach you to obey me and now I will teach you the price of embarrassing me in front of a tradesman. Imagine, how much more severe this would be if you embarrass me in front of a friend?” She snarled.


I felt myself beginning to tremble as her words sunk in. 


“30 strokes of my tawse on each buttock. I will not expect you to count them out, but I will permit you to scream as loudly as you like through your gag.” She informed me coldly.


I did not even last two strikes before I was in tears. The tawse felt like a fiery brand that curved around me with each strike. 




There was the horrible whistling noise as she swung the tawse down, the initial shock of the impact, then heat and finally sharp pain where the leather had landed on my sensitive buttocks.


Each strike wrung a scream of agony out of me as my whole body tensed in agony and the tube with my distended and imprisoned penis wobbled agonisingly. 


When strikes overlapped on a previous strike, the agony was doubled as my already tortured flesh suffered again.


I was in tears by the fifth strike and begging for mercy by the tenth, trying desperately to make myself understood through the gag. 




For the rest of my punishment, I hung like a rag doll in agony as Mistress taught me that embarrassing her was a serious error on my part.


She released me after my beating and dragged me over to the couch where she opened her legs and demanded that I thank her for my punishment with my tongue. 


Through my tears and sobbing, I went to work on her pussy, finding that concentrating on her, helped to take my mind of the throbbing, fiery agony of my bottom and the increasing pain in my penis from the suction it was undergoing.


Mistress was sopping wet and clearly punishing me brutally turned her on as much as it agonised me. Her clit was even more prominent and her lips puffy and engorged with lust. 


Gradually, my lust for her body along with my need for approval from her overtook my pain although it was ever present. I concentrated on my wonderful task of pleasuring her and sucked her clit into my mouth hard, nibbling gently on it as I did.


“Oh, fuck yes, suck my clit you little bitch,” she cried out as her first orgasm hit and I slid my tongue into her wide open channel and churned my tongue around inside her. 


Desperate to earn her forgiveness I was working her pussy with my tongue like my very life depended on it and she was happy to lie back and enjoy my attention as she came and came, till finally she pushed me away and lay on the couch breathing heavily with her legs splayed, her pussy gaping open and glistening beautifully with her nectar. 


I stayed where I was not knowing what to do and ran my hands over my tortured bottom, it was agony and every touch had me almost in tears again.


My punishment was not over. Once Mistress recovered I was put in the cage and secured on all fours with a bar under my stomach that forced me to stay on all fours.


“You will remain in this cage until I am satisfied that you have learned your lesson slave and to make sure you are not distracted you will be placed in this isolation hood and left to contemplate your mistake and the price of disobeying me.” She said before putting my head in the hood and securing it round my neck.


I was cut off from everything and left only with my remorse, the pain of my bottom and the increasing discomfort of my penis as it was pulled further and further into the narrow tube as the vacuum exerted its power.


I have no idea how long I was in the cage, but the experience was enough to change my attitude and realise that disobedience carried a very heavy toll. 




A toll that I was not prepared to pay or equipped to cope with. 




I promised myself, no I swore to myself, that regardless of the situation I would never disobey Mistress or anyone else ever again. I would be a model slave.


Mistress released me late in the evening and sent me to bed, allowing me to bathe beforehand. When she removed the clit sucker tube, my penis hung like a hyper sensitive little pinky finger not even remotely erect. It looked odd and I didn’t like it but the lack of erection made me realise just how effective my chemical castration was. I did like that very, very much.




∞∞∞


By the end of the week, Mistress was comfortable that I was ready for the professional lady’s maid course and my uniforms had all arrived.


There were some beautiful satin and silk french maid’s uniforms which I could not help falling in love with instantly, but the majority were plain dresses and pinafores that were designed for work, as opposed to being shown off as an object.


I was told that from the Friday morning, I would be expected to wear what was described as my day uniform at all times unless otherwise instructed. 

∞∞∞

Waking even earlier to prepare myself and get dressed, I took nearly three quarters of an hour to get bathed and into my uniform for the first time, leaving me just enough time to prepare Mistress’ morning tea and serve it to her in bed as normal.


My day uniform looked simple, but there was a lot to it.


First was my new butt plug. It was comfortable but large enough that I always knew it was there, however, that was not what made it special. It was a remote-control plug that could be vibrated or even deliver a quite painful electric shock. Mistress controlled it with an app on her phone and we had practiced with it for a couple of days.


“Much easier than calling out or ringing a bell to attract your attention slave. One short buzz for report to me. Two for bring me a cup of tea. Three for coffee, and I am sure we’ll add more as time goes by.” She had told me looking very pleased, as she buzzed my anus.


Secondly there was the satin corset liner followed by the corset, which was fan laced, making it much easier for me to put in. However, it was severe with quarter cups that supported my growing cleavage and took one or two adjustments before it was fully closed. It needed to be fully closed to ensure I could zip up my uniform dress.


After the first pull, before bending became uncomfortable, I rolled on seamed black nylons which were attached to six suspender clips attached to the corset. I usually put on my four-and-a-half-inch black patent heels at this point and locked the ankle straps that prevented me from removing them..


My makeup was next which was kept to a minimum during the day with just some foundation, blush, pale grey eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara and pale pink lipstick, all of which was sealed with setting spray. This was accompanied by perfume which was an inexpensive but strongly floral scent suitable for a serving girl.


With the final tightening of my corset, I locked the closure to prevent me from loosening my corset before the end of the day. It usually took me a minute or two to get used to the severe restriction to my breathing and mobility once laced in tightly, but I also adored the feeling. 


I loved how I was locking myself into bondage with every padlock. I loved knowing that I would not be able to remove any of my clothes without the ring of keys that I put on Mistress morning tray when I served her at eight thirty. I loved surrendering control.


Over my corset went a crisp white satin slip that ensured there were no lumps and bumps in my uniform and would also swish erotically with every movement.


With a final inspection of my underwear, especially my stocking seams, on went my dress. It was a plain black, fitted cotton dress with an A line skirt accented with a white Peter Pan collar and white trim on the three quarter length sleeves. Once zipped up, I secured it with the padlock, locking myself into my uniform. And last, be probably the most obvious signal of my status was a stiffly starched white cotton pinafore that had to be tightly knotted and perfectly behind me with a large, decorative bow.


My day uniform was a control fetishists dream, but it was a working maid’s uniform that could stand up to the daily demands of keeping Mistress and her home the way she expected it.


Once dressed and ready to start my day, my routine was fairly repetitive up till lunchtime after which Mistress would either train me further, use me for her pleasure, take me out somewhere, or there might be guests to serve.


At eight thirty am, Mistress was to be served her cup of morning tea in bed and presented the keys to my uniform.


At around nine, I would attend her in the bathroom to clean her after her morning pee.


I would then typically be required to install myself under Mistress desk having placed a fresh cup of coffee and her morning correspondence on the surface. 


The hour or more of oral worship of her glorious pussy was an hour I looked forward to with great anticipation. I had grown to love her strong, musky scent and her stronger, saltier taste. She always came copiously, and I loved swirling my tongue around inside her as she came, feeling her muscles spasm and quiver as her orgasm rolled over her eliciting lewdly worded moans of pleasure and some humiliating insults aimed at me which I was growing to love.


She quickly added some new commands and uses for the plug while I was busy with my tongue inside her. She would shock me often quite hard. That always made me gasp or cry out and she told me loved the feeling of that on her sensitive pussy as well as the effect of the shocks which always drove to work my tongue harder inside her, giving her even more pleasure.


Once sated, I would be released and Mistress would continue to see to her correspondence while I was sent off to run her bath, tidy her bedroom and lay out the outfit she had told me she wanted to wear that day including her lingerie. 


While Mistress soaked in her bath, I would usually be tidying up her study or preparing lunch ready to serve once Mistress was dressed. A buzz in my anus would call me through to her so that I could sponge my Mistress and then pat her dry with one of her luxuriously soft bath towels. 


This was followed by massaging perfumed body lotion into her skin, applying talc where she liked it and then dressing her. This was always a difficult time for me as her body and her smell always turned me on and it was incredibly hard for me not to kiss her, lick her or behave in an inappropriately sexual way. That might sound strange, but as her maid, I was expected to be a professional maid at all times, but sexually intimate when she desired it. If I’d had my way, she would never have made it out the bedroom.


Mornings for Mistress were a relaxed affair in the main, with little or no need to rise early and be about her day before lunch. It was the kind of life I imagined ladies of old enjoyed when they had large households to look after them.


I was given no sexual release during that week but the plug and the increased sensitivity of my nipples rubbing against the smooth satin of my slip kept me in a state of arousal, but it was my place in Mistress’ house that actually turned me on the most. 


Being her servant and her slave, bossed around, punished and rarely rewarded was a dream for a submissive girl like me. I revelled in the feeling of being reduced from free woman to owned, subservient slave in a way that I could never have imagined. It gave me energy that I poured into being the best and most obedient slave I could be. 


I look back on those days with great fondness as the days when I realised that my true calling was to be a slave and to be owned with no responsibilities other than to serve and submit. 




I was truly happy and fulfilled.



Maid Training School


This was an extraordinary experience. The school was famous. It trained household staff for royalty among others. Set in a large country house where I would be staying for the duration of the course, it was a very hard working two weeks from dawn till dusk.


I learned everything from how to curtsey properly to the intricacies of caring for delicate garments as well as silver service, housekeeping and even how to make and serve tea properly, which is an art in itself.




However, what I will always remember most about the course was the formal seperation between the maid and her Mistress - yes they actually still refer the to the relationship as one between Mistress and maid. I will never really know, but the tutors' description was almost fetishistic, as they set out the expected rules that most of us girls would work under and how to resist the temptations of over familiarity with our Mistresses and the dangers that being too familiar with our Mistresses presented. 




Although, I imagine my relationhip with my Mistress is very different from the one the school expected, I have never forgotten that lesson and I tend to live by that rule when serving.


I worked hard and at the end, I was awarded a pass with distinction and a report for Mistress stating that I had been an excellent and attentive student. I was so proud of my mark and the very nice certificate that was given to me along with a standard reference on the college’s headed paper.


Mistress very kindly had my certificate framed for me and it hangs in my room to this day, along with my other servant’s qualifications, as something that I am very proud of.


Changes to my medicines


On my return from the training course, I was taken to Miss Chantelle who reviewed my medications in light of some blood tests and decided to make a small change to the regimen, ensuring my libido remained high and secondly to recommend that I be castrated to cut down on the number of feminising drugs I needed and increase the positive effects of the ones I would continue to take.


I was a little scared by her recommendation, but at the same time, I wanted to lose my testes, the two small objects that were alien to a body and mind that yearned to be entirely feminine.


In the meantime, the chemical castration would be administered while Mistress and Miss Jenn discussed my prognosis and what to do.



Miss Jenn Visits for the weekend.


A couple of months into my service with Mistress, she informed me that Miss Jenn would be visiting for the weekend while she was back for a fortnight from her overseas client. I hoped that this would mean me being returned to Miss Jenn, but I was told she was very busy and only had time for a brief weekend visit to stay with Mistress.


By then, I was used to living entirely as a maid and sex slave. My every thought from waking till I drifted off to sleep was focused on pleasing others. I found it very satisfying as a way of life. 


∞∞∞

The revised hormone regimen and chemical castration were having a dramatic effect on both my body and my mind. I was up to a very full C cup and on the way to a D cup and my bottom was so full it wobbled and jiggled with every movement which Mistress loved when she spanked me for her pleasure. 




My penis was now definitely smaller than Mistress’ clit, which she took great pleasure in taunting me about on a daily basis as she enjoyed bringing me close to orgasm with her vibrator but never quite enough to give me the relief I desperately needed. 


However, it was my emotions that had been changed most. 




The new hormone regimen had changed me into an exceptionally emotional girl. I would cry at the drop of a hat, be laughing and overjoyed a few minutes later. My libido was like a teenager’s. I was constantly thinking of sex. I needed it and would have done just about anything to get sexual gratification. Mistress was even beginning to describe me as a ‘wanton nymphomaniac’ as I used every opportunity to display myself sexually to her or others. 


∞∞∞

When Miss Jenn arrived, I answered the door and ushered her into Mistress’ snug as instructed and went to make the tea that Mistress wanted served along with the fruit scones I had made earlier that day. (Cooking was another new skill I was learning so that I could fulfil my duties as a maid and servant more completely – YouTube is a wonderful resource for recipes.)


I was overjoyed at seeing Miss Jenn and prayed that she was equally pleased to see me. Though my role as Mistress' maid prevented me from overstepping the boundaries I had learned at maid school.


After serving the tea and scones, I stood beside the wall in my now accustomed place and ready to serve.


“Has my property been behaving Penelope?” Asked Miss Jenn, appraising me over her cup of tea.


“She is coming along nicely, and I think she will be a credit to us both once I have finished with her.” Observed Mistress with a hint of self satisfaction in her voice.


“Assuming there is no padding being used, her body has certainly changed and for the better. Has she been castrated yet?”  Asked Miss Jenn.


“Not yet. Chantelle has her chemically castrated for the moment. Under the terms of our transfer agreement, the decision to castrate her physically is a decision we decided was your alone to make.” Replied Mistress.


“May I speak to her? She is yours at the moment after all?” Asked Miss Jenn deferentially.


“Thank you for observing the niceties Jennifer my dear and of course you may speak to my slave. Would you like me to give you both some privacy?” Asked Mistress.


“Please Penelope, for the moment she is yours and I could not possibly exclude you from any discussion that includes your property, temporary though that is.”  Smiled Miss Jenn in reply.


“I trained you well Jennifer and have always been so very proud of what you have become.” Replied Mistress as she reached out to pat the back of Miss Jenn’s hand affectionately.


“Come here slave.” Commanded Miss Jenn 


“Yes Madame.” I said, curtseying properly as I had been taught on my training course.


“Have you behaved as I would expect and been diligent in your service to your Mistress?”  She asked with a raised eyebrow, which always meant – ‘tell me the truth because I will know if you are lying Cindy Schiava.’


“I do my very best to learn and be a good slave Madame.” I replied with a little dip curtsey as I had been taught.


“And are you happy as Mistress slave for now?” She questioned.


“I am Madame. I have learned a great deal from Mistress and very much enjoy being in her service, but if I may Madame, I am looking forward to returning to You.” I said, wondering if my boldness would land me in hot water.


“She does miss you very much Jennifer and is always asking me for any news.” Mistress informed Miss Jenn.


“Well, as we discussed, your slave will have to wait until her extended stay under your ownership has expired. I assume you are still happy to have her for another two months beyond our original six-month transfer agreement?” Said Miss Jenn.


“Of course, Jennifer. The signed extension is waiting for you  on my desk. I must say that I am enjoying her service, and you are absolutely right when you describe her tongue as a wonder. My morning routine has been enriched a great deal since you transferred her to me.” Said my Mistress, with satisfied smile.


“Thank you, Penelope. Those extra couple of months will give me time to have my household set up in Arabia now that I have decided that my practice will relocate.” Shared Miss Jenn.


She was moving us to Arabia? This was a very important piece of news and I had been excluded. I was I suspect the very last person to know. Or, perhaps, I was being let down slowly and would remain Mistress’ property indefinitely? 


“Madame, may I ask a question?” I asked with a deep curtsey and a little nervous tremor in my voice.


“Always so bold Cindy Schiava, but yes, you may ask me a question.” Scolded Miss Jenn lightly, although I noticed Mistress was perhaps less impressed. I would probably earn a punishment for speaking out of turn.


“Will you be taking me to Arabia Madame?” I asked nervously.


“Weren’t you listening girl? Of course, I am taking you to Arabia but before I do, we will be married so that you are mine in every legal respect both here and in our new Arabian home country. With Penelope’s permission I will explain that tomorrow when I take you out for the day, but till then, I suggest you make your Mistress proud by remembering your place.” There was no mistaking her irritation. I had spoilt a surprise and spoken out of turn.


“Why do you always let me down like this slave?” Asked Mistress in frustration with me.


“Go and strip down to your corset and heels then prostrate yourself over the flogging bench for punishment.” She ordered. With a curtsey, I fled to do as she bid.




∞∞∞

“Her arse is beautiful. I had hoped it would fill out, but this just begs to be spanked hard and often.” Observed Miss Jenn stroking her hand across my round buttocks once I had been secured to the flogging bench.


“Her breasts are the same dear Jennifer, but I have resisted flogging them yet.” Said Mistress lustfully.


“And her penis and testicles, are barely there now. What a pleasant surprise.” I could hear the happiness in Miss Jenn’s voice as she fondled what was left of my male equipment lasciviously. It felt wonderful and I moaned as my arousal began to peak and I could feel myself beginning to leak my juices.


“And she is extremely sensitive too. I haven’t allowed it, but I am sure she can be forced to orgasm with a vibrator on what is left of her penis.” Said Mistress.


“This must be the control plug you have told me so much about.” Observed Miss Jenn, tapping the end of my butt plug sending shivers of pleasure through me.


“You have just given me a wonderful idea for her punishment. Why don’t we see if she can be forced to orgasm using the harness and vibrator?” Exclaimed Mistress with a clap of her hands.


Shortly afterwards, I found myself with a harness that held the head of a wand vibrator tight to my tiny penis. It had been switched on and I was learning what being mechanically forced to orgasm was like, while Mistress and Miss Jenn continued their conversation.


The feeling of having the vibrator on me was always erotically arousing, and the constant vibration pulled me rapidly towards an orgasm as my whole body became focused on the highly sensitive nerve endings on the head of my penis. It was like a million tiny little kisses and bee stings all at once. I could feel my body start to tighten and clench as my orgasm built. Until with a moan, I came for the first time dribbling my cum weakly and clenching my anus on my butt plug.


I felt drained and so, so sensitive, but there was no rest as the vibrator kept me on a peak of arousal. It was relentless in its erotic torment forcing me to cum for the second time. I cried out in pleasure, but I couldn’t relax as the vibrations continued teasing and testing every nerve in my penis.


It was becoming uncomfortable as I became hypersensitive, but I could not escape it and I started to beg for release from this torture. I was ignored.


My discomfort slowly became arousal again as the inescapable vibrations did what they were designed to do and dragged me towards a third orgasm while I whimpered in discomfort and arousal. However, it was very uncomfortable, and I wasn’t sure if I could come again when I felt a hand stroking my fat bottom gently.


“I think she needs a little encouragement Jennifer and I have discovered that she is a bit of a pain slut.” Opined Mistress.


“Perhaps a little flogging on that beautiful ripe arse she has been developing would help her?” Suggested Miss Jenn throatily, her voiced filled with lust.


“A very good idea. The soft suede floggers ought to be just perfect to motivate her to that last, all-important orgasm.” Suggested Mistress and I could hear the arousal in her voice.


The flogging started with each of them working one cheek with care. It wasn’t hard, but it was erotic, and I knew it would heat my bottom and every impact would send an erotic jolt straight to my penis and nipples. 


I was whimpering still but with growing lust as my nipples hardened fully and if felt the familiar tightness and sharp tingles as my nipples filled with blood and my breasts swayed back and forth with my every movement. My clit was hypersensitive but felt almost numb, though I could feel the pressure building in me as my bottom convulsed on the plug inside me and the flogging started to really warm my bottom.


I was mewling with lust, incoherently babbling as my mind was overtaken by my animal need to orgasm. 


I heard giggling and then a series of strong pulses of electricity deep in my anus as Mistress activated the plug. Combined with the vibrations to my penis and the flogging my body went into sensory overload, and I came, screaming with pleasure. My whole body tensed. I felt my whole being focused on the tip of my penis as the ecstasy and pain overwhelmed me. I slumped forward and hung limp in my bonds, my body unable to take anymore.





The Castration Question


The same evening, after I had recovered from my forced orgasm punishment, I served a dinner of pasta marinara, a recipe I had been perfecting for a couple of weeks and was I knew a favourite of Miss Jenn’s.


I was still wearing only my corset, stockings and heels having been told that it was more enjoyable for Mistress and Miss Jenn to see me half dressed, with my assets on show. Both ladies were very handsy, especially Miss Jenn who was particularly taken with my much larger bottom which she stroked, lightly spanked and pinched whenever I was in reach. 


I made sure I was in reach often.


While they were enjoying their after dinner coffee, Miss Jenn beckoned me over and gently taking the last, shrivelled vestiges of my male body, in hand gently, looked up at me.


“I don’t think anyone could really call this a penis anymore could they slave? Its far too small to be called anything other than a clitoris.” Observed Miss Jenn, rolling my tiny penis between thumb and forefinger gently.


“I agree and how appropriate.” Exclaimed Mistress. 


“Cindy Schiava, I am speaking as your future wife and owner with your current Mistress’ permission. I am going to ask you a question and you must answer me twice. Once immediately and once tomorrow so that I can be sure, you mean what you say. Is that understood slave?” She asked seriously.


With her still caressing me, I could not curtsey, so I simply nodded. “Yes Madame, I understand. Please ask your question and I hope you know I will always answer honestly.”


“Good girl. I understand from your doctor, Chantelle, that she remains concerned about the long term effects of anti androgens on your body and has recommended that you undergo a radical inguinal orchiectomy to remove your testes but leave the scrotal skin intact so it can be used to fashion a pretty little vulva in the future.” She informed me.


I could feel my heart beginning to race with excitement and nerves. I nodded my understanding.


“This is a life altering decision Cindy and while I have the right to make it for you under my legal responsibilities for your health, this is one decision that I want you to make, but before you do, I want to make a couple of things clear.” She said, continuing to gently hold me in between thumb and forefinger.


“Thank you Madame.” I replied feeling nervous and excited.


“First and most important. In order to become the woman you told me you want to become, they will have to go at some point and your GP has recommended that they go to minimise any potential risks to the health of organs like your liver. Secondly, no matter what you decide my love, it will not change our relationship. I love you and will continue to be your Owner and I will still marry you whatever you decide. Now you must tell me what you have decided and I will ask again tomorrow.” She said with the nervous look she always gets when she is not sure what I will do.


I composed my thoughts and replied.


“I have been thinking about this a lot Madame since Miss Chantelle chemically castrated me.” I explained feeling confident in my decision.


“I also understand why you want me to make this decision myself Madame and I have made it. I would like to undergo the procedure, but please Madame, I am no longer comfortable making decisions for myself and prefer them to be made by you or Mistress. It feels more natural to me now.” I said with what I hoped was the same amount of conviction as I felt.


“Thank you, slave. In the morning, I will ask Chantelle to schedule your procedure, but I will only confirm it if you have not changed your mind tomorrow.”  Said Miss Jenn letting go of my newly christened clit.


“Yes Madame, thank you Madame.” I replied with a curtsey and a happy smile plastered all over my face.




I had asked to be castrated as part of my journey and now it was agreed, I felt relieved and excited as well as a little nervous.




∞∞∞


After I had cleared up and put the dishes in the machine to wash, I received a buzz from the plug and returned to the snug where the two Ladies were still enjoying their coffee.


“It is time for some fun slave. Go through to my bedroom and turn down the bed. We will be through shortly for you to undress. Neither of us will need nightgowns.” Instructed Mistress looking up from her conversation with Miss Jenn.


I curtseyed and rushed off to obey. Once turned down as Mistress liked, I stood in my accustomed place and waited for the Ladies.


They came through arm in arm giggling together at some private joke and Mistress sat on the bed.


“Guests first slave, please undress Jennifer.” Mistress commanded with a gesture.


“Yes Mistress.” I replied with a courtesy stepping forward and kneeling at Miss Jenn’s feet to remove her shoes. A few minutes later, I was pulling down her glorious pale pink silk panties inhaling the scent of her pussy remembering how much I loved her taste and smell. It was wonderful and so sweetly aromatic.


Once, naked Miss Jenn sat on the bed and with her legs slightly parted, played idly with her pussy while I undressed Mistress.


I was not sure what would happen next, but I hoped I would be included as the sight and smell of these two beautiful women was enough to have me almost panting with desire for them both.


I did not have to wait long as Mistress pulled me onto the bed between them and for the first time, I enjoyed the two ladies caressing and fondling me all over, kissing my body, gently raking their nails over my sensitive skin and teasing me with gentle slaps and pinches. It was heavenly.


Miss Jenn seemed most fascinated with my breasts which she fondled while sucking on my nipples. The sensation was exquisite and sent a powerful current of ecstasy to my clit with every suck, while Mistress kissed me in the mouth and rubbed my clit between her thumb and forefinger, massaging it until I was leaking my juices all over her hand and feeling her spreading it all over my clit and soon to be gone testes.


I couldn’t help but moan and whimper with lust as these two beautiful dommes had their way with me, till Mistress reached between my legs and pulled out the plug that was normally buried deeply inside me. I felt empty without it inside me.


“I think we can replace this with something much more interesting.” She said with a wicked smile on her face, while Miss Jenn continued to suck my nipples until they were painfully engorged and so sensitive even her breath was enough to make me catch my breath.


Shortly thereafter, Miss Jenn shuffled up the bed and spreading her legs wide, pulled my face into her glorious pussy where I joyfully licked and suckled on her, remembering her sweet and salty taste as I licked her folds and pushed my tongue inside her as I did for Mistress.


Meanwhile Mistress climbed onto the bed behind me and pulled me up onto my knees so she could have her fun. I felt something soft being fed into my open anus and moaned into Miss Jenn’s pussy feeling the object inside me go deeper and deeper. It was a slink, but this one felt different, knobbly and a little firmer. Mistress kept feeding it inside me and I could feel it going deeper than anything had before and stretching my anus in ways that felt glorious. 


I could feel myself building slowly towards an orgasm as I felt Mistress’ body connect with mine as she pushed the last of her great long slink inside me. 


“Make my guest cum slave or you’ll feel my crop,” snarled Mistress wiggling her hips and sending shivers down the rod buried deeply inside me.


I needed no encouragement and ran my tongue all the way up Miss Jenn’s pussy before pushing it as deep as I could inside her heavenly channel. 


“You have been teaching her new tricks Penelope. Oooh, they are very good.” Murmured Miss Jenn with a moan as I swirled my tongue around inside her. 


Mistress merely grunted as she concentrated on fucking me slowly and deeply with the slink she had slid so deeply inside my hungry anus. The sensation of being so deeply penetrated was blissful and every thrust of her hips triggered a whimper from me that Miss Jenn seemed to find deeply erotic if her moans of pleasure.


“Fuck her harder Penny, her tongue vibrates every time to pump the bitch,” gasped Miss Jenn breathlessly as I fucked her with my tongue and she pulled my head in tighter to her pussy. 


Soon the three of us were lost in our search for the orgasm we needed. All I remember was a flood of nectar from Miss Jenn as she squirted into my mouth when she came loudly, clasping her thighs tightly around my head and thrusting her hips upwards as her pussy muscles spasmed around my tongue as it lashed around inside her.


I think Mistress had a little cum after that as I felt her quiver and hold onto my hips hard letting out a keening sigh before she went back to fucking me, but with more urgency while I continued to lap at Miss Jenn’s swollen pussy and sucking on her clit.


“Cum for me slave, cum on my massive tentacle as I fuck you,” snarled Mistress thrusting home hard, mashing her hips into my ass and spanking me hard with one hand. 


Miss Jenn pushed me away with a moan, whispering, “no more, I can’t take any more of that tongue.” 


She turned around and grasping my face in her hands kissed me passionately before she started encouraging me to find my orgasm.


“Cum for your Mistress slave, cum for me you little whore,” she whispered sexily, looking in my eyes and pulling on my nipple rings with gentle tweaks that created little waves of sharp but delicious pain.


Mistress was slamming her tentacle into me now and spanking me hard on my right buttock every time she bottomed out inside me. 


“Cum for me slave girl. Make me proud of you.” Demanded Miss Jenn.


I came suddenly. There was no warning, no build up, just a huge rush of pleasure as my whole body released the emotional tension and pressure that had been building up since Miss Jenn arrived. I floated on my cloud of bliss as I felt my body responding to the stimulus of the deep fucking, my nipples were on fire and my clit felt like no orgasm had before. It throbbed and pulsed with pleasure but not the old explosive male orgasm, this was different, softer but more intense and longer lasting. 


I collapsed onto the bed, feeling the tentacle inside me slipping out of me as I did, sending shivers of ecstasy through me as I lay quivering and whimpering in satisfaction, enjoying the afterglow of my orgasm.


I was not really aware for a while and just lay until Mistress pulled me into a sitting position and gave me a sip of water. 


“Thank you.” I whispered as I slowly came back to my senses.


“That was quite a performance my slave. I don’t think I have seen anyone cum that hard on my tentacle before.” Said Mistress with a smile and a kiss to my forehead.


“Thank you Mistress, it was wonderful.” I replied in q quiet, tired voice.


“But now, its time for my guest and I to have some more fun, but you are not being sent to your room, you are going to spend the night in the cage, where you can sleep, if we don’t keep you awake of course.” Laughed Mistress.


Soon, I found myself lying on the padded base of the cage at the food of Mistress’ Bed, where my hands and ankles were secured to the corners of the cage so I could not touch myself. Miss Jenn covered me with a soft blanket, leaned down and kissed me passionately, then the lid was closed, and the padlock shut.


“Goodnight slave.” Said Mistress blowing me a kiss before draping the cover back over the cage leaving me in darkness.


I lay, listening to the two Ladies talking quietly, giggling and playing, until Mistress put Miss Jenn over her knee and thrashed her. The sound of Miss Jenn’s cries turned me on in ways I had not ever imagined was possible though I was jealous of her receiving such a sound thrashing from Mistress and then being allowed to pleasure Mistress with her tongue will she came. I wanted to be in Miss Jenn’s position.


I eventually drifted to sleep as Mistress finished with Miss Jenn to the sound of Miss Jenn enjoying on last orgasm.




A return to our park


The next morning was surprisingly cold for the time of year, but the sun shone brightly and Miss Jenn decided that we should go back to where it all began and go for a walk around the park where I had first given her the keys to my chastity cage.


As all that I had to wear were my maid’s uniforms, Miss Jenn, took me to a well-known high-street store and purchased me a warm coat. It felt very odd to be out wearing my maid’s uniform in public including my pinafore, but Miss Jenn would not allow me to remove it and told me to proud of my status as a lady’s maid - not that I felt anything other than pride.


Once wrapped up warm in my coat, we visited the park and for the first time since she had come back, she took me by the hand, and we walked slowly around the park enjoying the sunshine and the sound of nature along with the clicking of our heels on the path.


“I am so proud of you, my love. You are blossoming under your Mistress guidance and I am very much looking forward to the day you are returned to me.” She said squeezing me hand comfortingly.


“Thank you, Madame.” I replied formally, not sure if I should revert to a less formal way of addressing Miss Jenn while we were alone.


“Such an obedient maid and slave, staying with the formal, but Cindy, my love, while we are alone, you can call me Miss as we used to.” She smiled.


“Thank you, Miss.” I replied happily.


“Now, before we have some fun together, have you changed your mind on the procedure?” She asked stopping and turning to look at me.


“No Miss. My mind is made up but I hope it is the decision you would have made for me?” I asked, concerned that I was making a decision that Miss Jenn approved of.


“Oh Cindy, my sweet, perfect little slave. Of course, it is a decision I approve of. Just look how you have blossomed since Chantelle chemically castrated you. You are becoming a beautiful rose, and I am so proud that you are mine.” She said joyfully before leaning in and kissing me passionately.  


We stood in the middle of the path, kissing passionately for an age, rediscovering our love for each other and the joy of being together in a moment of intimacy. Our tongues mingling and swirling as we kissed, I felt myself melting into her wishing she would take me to her bed and ravish me.


“Your Mistress gave me app for controlling your plug Cindy and I plan to have some fun while we have our time together today.” She whispered in my ear.


We continued our walk, and I listened as Miss Jenn told me about the work she had been doing and her plans to move us both to Arabia where we would live. She told me that we would be married before we moved to Arabia: there was no romantic proposal, just a statement that I would become her wife.


All the while, I could feel the plug gently pulsing deep inside me. It was slowly, very slowly, raising my level of arousal until all I could think about was sex. I was clinging on to her and quietly moaning with desire while she talked. I wanted to concentrate and take in what she was saying about our future life in Arabia together, but it all washed over me in a blur as the plug continued its delightful, dastardly work on my libido and my mind.


Eventually, we found ourselves at a little café beside the park and Miss Jenn guided me inside where she ordered coffee and a piece of cake for us to share, while she continued to tell me about our future as we sat at a table by the window. 


I heard words like harem, niqab, guardian, slave, honeymoon and wedding as she spoke, but I really couldn’t take it all in, especially as once we sat down the vibrations in my anus became a little more intense and were interspersed with tiny little electric shocks that sent little jolts of pleasure straight to my clit, as I had been told the night before to call my penis.


I was so close to orgasm, sitting constantly on the verge of a huge climax, that just wouldn’t cum. Any possibility of me thinking rationally or coherently was lost to the desperate need for orgasm as my anus quivered and spasmed on the plug embedded deep inside me. 


I do remember her asking me if I was happy with everything she was proposing and that I would go along with her plan to move to Arabia, because she asked me twice and the second time quite forcefully. As desperate as I was to cum at that point, I would have agreed to walk naked down Oxford Street on Christmas Eve for her, if I thought it would earn me an orgasm.


However, I was denied. Miss Jenn changed the programme back to being a gentle pulsing vibration, bringing me back from the edge although, I was left just as desperate for release the pleasure I craved. 


“I am so happy that you agree with me about how we’ll live together in Arabia,” said Miss Jenn joyfully holding my hand after I returned to reality. 


Surely, she must have known I had been insensible while she was using the plug on me. 


Had she done it deliberately to get me to agree to her wishes without any resistance?


Did I care so long as I was with her?


“Of course Miss. You know how much I love you and even more when you are completely in control.” I replied, knowing that I had sealed my fate without even knowing what my fate was, or at least very little of it other than the words I had heard and had got through the fog of lust and been retained in my consciousness - harem, niqab, guardian, slave, honeymoon and wedding.


∞∞∞

The rest our time together that day was spent as lovers spend time together, holding hands, staring happily into each others’ eyes and whispering sweet nothings while we held hands and just enjoyed each other.


When we returned to Mistress’ home, I went back to my duties and Miss became Madame again while she was a guest in Mistress’ home.


While I was preparing dinner, I was summoned through to the snug, with the normal buzz in my anus.


“Your procedure is scheduled and confirmed for tomorrow at 11am, Cindy.” Said Mistress.


“Yes Mistress,” I replied with my normal curtesy.


“As this is an outpatient procedure, it should take less than an hour, after which you will be allowed to return here to recover.” She continued.


I nodded and felt a little nervousness, but mostly, I was looking forward to the removal of the last vestiges of my maleness which I had hated for so long.


“Unfortunately, this clashes with my guest’s departure, so I will not be accompanying you to St Anne’s as I will be taking Jennifer to the airport for her flight. On the advice of your doctor, you will be given a week off your full duties to recover and one of Chantelle’s nurses will visit daily to check on you and make sure you are recovering as planned. Chantelle will tell you what to do to recover tomorrow when she carries out the procedure. Is everything clear?” She asked.


“Yes Mistress, but may I ask how I will get to and from the hospital?” I asked in return.


“The bus to get there I would think but I will allow you to use a taxi to return as I would imagine you will have dressings to look after and I will not be accused of not looking after my property by your doctor.” Replied Mistress and I was dismissed to continue preparing dinner.


‘So that’s it. I just go to the hospital by bus, get my balls removed and then get a taxi back without any support from my Mistress or Miss Jenn.’ I thought to myself as I made boeuf encroute for the Miss Jenn’s last meal before she returned to the Middle East and abandoning me again. 


I felt sorry for myself all evening, although I refused to show my feelings to the two ladies, choosing instead to stew in my juices.


After dinner, the two ladies, retired to the snug where I served coffee and brandy, while they made out together, which made me feel even more down.


They were lying on the couch entwined, with Mistress’ hand kneading Miss Jenn’s pussy through her panties while they kissed, and Miss Jenn whimpered in pleasure as she was taken by her former dominant from university days. 


The sight of the two of them made me feel extremely aroused and left out as I stood mutely in the corner of the room, holding the tray with coffee, while their sex play became more intense. 


Miss Jenn was on her back, her pretty floral panties pulled to the side as Mistress finger fucked her with three fingers while Miss Jenn humped her hips backwards and forwards to get Mistress’ fingers as deep inside her as she could.


“You were always an easy one to dominate Jennifer my filthy little slut.” Growled Mistress as she pushed her fingers deep and swirled them around inside Miss Jenn.


“Fuck, that feels so fucking good Penny.” Moaned Miss Jenn opening her legs wider.


“That’s Mistress tonight you dirty little bitch. Tonight, you are mine to dominate again.” Stated Mistress imperiously as she pushed another finger inside Miss Jenn, making her moan loudly as her pussy was stretched open wider.


“Yes Mistress, please fuck me, please make me cum.” Wailed Miss Jenn submissively.


I coughed, hoping it would catch their attention.


“Put it on the table slave.” Barked Mistress as she noticed me but continued to push more of her fingers inside my Miss Jenn. The woman I truly loved who lay on her back, legs open with four of Mistress’s fingers probing the depths of her pussy.


I put the tray on the table and for reasons, I still can’t fathom asked, “Would you like me to pour Mistress?”


“Oh fuck, I want all of your hand in me Mistress,” mewled Miss Jenn lustfully as she lay with her eyes closed breathing heavily.


“Yes, pour slave and then stand by the flogging bench in case I need you.” Snarled Mistress.


I poured and then stood by the flogging bench unable to take my eyes of the scene in front of my as Mistress got her thumb inside Miss Jenn’s pussy and with a sudden surrender of Miss Jenn’s opening, Mistress had her whole hand inside up to the wrist as Miss Jenn had her first screaming orgasm. She was writhing in ecstasy on Mistress hand, oblivious to everything around her as her orgasm took her to paradise.


“You are dismissed girl. Tidy up before you go to hospital in the morning.” Commanded Mistress without looking up as she pushed her hand deeper inside Miss Jenn, causing her to gasp with lust.


I left them to it, for the first time, realising that in this world, I was a slave and could just as easily be ignored as I could be included in the play of my superiors. I simply existed for their pleasure, whether it was domestic service or giving them orgasm after orgasm with my tongue. 


I truly felt like a slave in that moment. A piece of property. An object. I was deliriously happy and aroused.




∞∞∞

I cleaned up in the kitchen a little, but the sound of Miss Jenn mewling her pleasures as Mistress brought her to orgasm after orgasm was too much and I decided to just go to bed and clean up in the morning.


On my pillow was a box wrapped in a pretty baby pink satin bow. I sat on my bed and opened the box to the sounds of Miss Jenn’s latest orgasm. 


Inside, was a beautiful white satin nightgown and a set of matching panties all trimmed with white lace. It was beautiful. With the present, was an envelope which had, Read me in bed once you are wearing me. 


I undressed, hanging my uniform carefully, putting my stockings in the linen basket and tidying everything else away before cleansing my face and putting on my night cream before I was finally able to put on my present.


The panties were perfection. They fitted like a glove, though I could hardly feel them they were so soft and light, but they looked wonderful framing my big round buttocks wonderfully. The nightgown was enormous. A voluminous confection of soft white satin that floated around me, caressing my body all the way down to the floor, where the satin pooled around my feet. The high ruffled collar suited my long neck and the long sleeves with ruffles matching the collar looked and felt delightful, but what I loved most was the way the material draped over my breasts and nipples making both stand out to the eye. I had to lift the gown to move and felt very special as the material slithered sensually across my skin making my nipples hard in the process.


Hopping into bed under my simple white duvet, I noticed that Miss Jenn’s screaming had been replaced by the quieter moans of Mistress. It must have been Miss Jenn’s turn to pleasure Mistress.


I carefully opened the envelope and pulled out a brief note from Miss Jenn. My heart skipped a beat as I started to read it.


My dearest and most beautiful slave Cindy.


I hope you enjoy this little gift from Arabia. It was all made specially for you by a very talented seamstress you will become familiar with in time.


I cannot tell you how much I have missed you and how excited I am that in a few short months we will be married and embarking on an exciting new adventure together in Arabia. I promise it will be wonderful and I cannot wait.


I am so proud of you. You have come so far as a submissive and a slave under the tutelage of my former Mistress. She will not tell you, but Penelope thinks you might be one of the most responsive bottoms she has ever trained to be a slave. 


I will not be able to return to see you again for the remainder of your time with Penelope so please remember that I am in love with you and always will be. I had always hoped for a way to create a dream lifestyle for us if I enslaved you and it seems my slave, that my business in Arabia will enable me to do that, so please, please, be patient and continue to serve Penelope as if she were me.


I will not be able to bid you the farewell I want in the morning as decorum dictates that I am simply the guest of your current Mistress, so treat the gift you are wearing as my loving caress and kisses until we see each other again at the altar.


Your loving owner and fiancée.


Jennifer XXX


I read the letter again and again, feeling such a deep sense of love and happiness tinged with the sadness of losing my most wonderful Miss Jenn for another six months.


I cried myself to sleep with the sound of Mistress orgasming as Miss Jenn, my fiancé, pleasured her with her busy tongue.


Finis – for now.




































Episode 5 Excerpt




“Tonight, you will be serving in public for the first time my slave. This is an honour for me to have the circle trust me to present a novice for public service, but it is a greater honour for you but one that you must live up to.” Said Mistress as she inspected me in my most formal and frivolous uniform. 




It was every submissive’s dream French maid uniform. I was tightly corseted with an extra two inches taken off my waist with this uniform. My large D cup breasts pushed up and out with my large bottom similarly so. The dress itself was a plain black satin fitted dress with a tightly fitted bodice and a scandalously low neckline that exposed my cleavage almost to my nipples. With a tiny skirt that was pushed out by layers of frothy petticoats, the dress uniform left almost nothing to the imagination, especially as there were no uniform panties and my normal seamed stocking were replaced by sheer black hold ups with a frilly garter at the top. Locked into the uniform and my five inch patent heels, I was a prisoner in the most erotic fantasy bondage outfit I had ever dreamt of. 




“I understand Mistress,” I replied with a curtesy, enjoying the sound of my petticoats rustling with my movement. 

“I think you do on one level slave, but this will be the severest test yet for you. All the ladies and the few men attending tonight, are aware that you are a ‘halfway’ and will be fascinated by you. There will be more gropes, fingers and indecent propositions than I think you can imagine.” Cautioned Mistress. 




“Yes, Mistress and thank you for the warning.” I replied with a dip. 




“You will allow groping, fondling and fingering without any limit or resistance.” She said reaching under my skirts and sliding a long finger into my anus before wiggling it around. 

I gasped, but tried not to move or spill the glass of water I was balancing on the tray Mistress had me holding. 




“Good girl, not a drop spilled. This is exactly what to expect from guests and while all of the other maids will be similarly used. As the new girl, you will get more attention.” She said, continuing to wiggle her finger around inside me. 




“Yes Mistress.” I replied, trying not to whimper with lust as her finger worked its magic on me. 




“As for the indecent propositions my girl. If a guest is wearing a pink rose, then you are to accept their indecent proposal and allow them to use you for their sexual pleasure. That includes the men Cindy, and I can think of one who is very eager to fill this with his meat.” Said Mistress hooking her finger inside me to signal where I would expect to take a man later. 




For the rest of this episode, read Sissy Maid Training, part 2.
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Locked up in Lockdown

The ongoing erotic adventures of Cindy Schiava, a submissive trans girl who submits to her oldest friend Jenn during lockdown and beyond.

In this first episode, Cindy discovers that her friend has more than just friendship in mind when they meet for a walk during the lockdown summer of 2020. After taking the key of her chastity cage, Jenn starts to exert control over Cindy’s body and mind.

Excerpt

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?” 


The Collar

After a week in strict chastity Cindy is reunited with Jenn and the continue their adventures as Jenn takes more control over Cindy.

Exert below.

I had not been put over someone’s knee since I was a child but with trepidation and a frisson of excitement, I bent over her knee, and she helped to position me so that my bottom was at just the right angle, and she moved my dress out the way, holding me firmly with one hand in the small of my back.

“This Cindy Schiava is what you get for being a bad girl and it is just a little taste of what I am prepared to do to ensure you behave the way I want you to. Do you understand?” She asked this sternly and I could hear real frustration in her voice.

“Yes Miss, I understand Miss and I am sorry,” I replied meekly.

“Now do not move or I will add more to the total.” She pressed her hand down to keep me still and with the other rubbed my bottom before raising her hand and with a sharp crack spanked me hard, very hard on my left cheek.

I jumped and cried out.

“Two more added girl. You may cry out but do not move.”

The second landed just as harshly and I cried out but tried not to move.

“One more added girl, you must try harder to relax and take your punishment.”

She stroked my bottom gently relaxing me before landing another fearsome spank to my buttocks, but I was still, relaxing my body and just accepting the punishment. By the last spank, my bottom was burning hot, painful and I assume bright red, but what surprised me is that I was in tears and felt so contrite for letting Jenn down.

“I’m so sorry Miss, I’ll be a good girl, I promise,” I gushed through my tears, meaning every word.

She held me in place over her knee and gently stroked my bottom to soothe away the pain while saying, “There there Cindy, it's all over now.”

The Makeover

After a week in strict chastity and controlled from afar, Cindy is reunited with her Mistress and taken further and further down the path to complete slavery.

Introduced to the mysterious Chantelle, Cindy is pierced and has her anal responses tested before serving afternoon tea.

Excerpt

Innately, I knew that meant I was to serve her coffee in the sitting room which I did, bringing through a mug of hot, strong coffee, just the way she liked it with one sugar and a little milk.

“Thank you Cindy, cup and saucer next time, but thank you. Now go, get naked and wait for me in the bathroom so you can wash the travel off me and help me relax”

I did as I was instructed and was standing in the bathroom having made sure the bath was topped up with hot water and the bath oils were mixed through properly, when Jenn called me through to the bedroom.

“Help me undress darling and then you can bathe me.”

I was in heaven, like so many sissy subs, I had dreamt of being a lady’s maid and looking after their every need.

Throaty with arousal, I purred, “Yes Miss,” and knelt to take off her heels.

As I undressed her and carefully put each item of clothing on her bed, her smell intoxicated me and touching her soft, silken skin was electric. It was enthralling me and by the time, I was kneeling before her to remove her beautiful black lace panties, my nipples were stiff and tight. My own arousal under the belt was alight and I felt desperate for sexual pleasure. I couldn’t help it and leaned forward to plant a loving kiss on Jenn’s mound, smelling her sweat, her arousal and even a little pee. I didn’t care, it was the most heavenly aroma I had ever smelt and I wanted to taste her.

“Very familiar for a slave girl, aren’t you Cindy Schiava, kissing me without permission. Would you like to give me my morning orgasm girl?”

“Please yes Miss, I have missed this all week. Please let me worship you.”

Inflight Entertainment 

Great sex can happen anywhere, anytime and with anyone, or sometimes, anything. Some even say their most memorable and intensely satisfying sexual encounters are with strangers.

Brief encounters is a series of short, erotic stories about brief sexual encounters between strangers in unusual places.

Excerpt from Inflight Entertainment.
“Tell me Elizabeth, are you going all the way?” She asked with a gleam in her eye.

It was a non stop flight.

What did she mean?

Was she coming on to me?

Was I being asked to join the mile high club with a beautiful older woman?

I could feel the moisture between my legs and nipples beginning to harden and feel tight at the thought of XXXX fingered to XXXXXX by her in the loo, as she kissed me hard with her tongue down my throat to stop me moaning as I came.

“Of course. 12 hours in the air and nothing to do.” I replied hoping that she would take the hint and seduce me.

She looked me directly in the eye, held my gaze and smiled that knowing smile again, before reaching over and pushing a lock of my hair away from my eye. I didn’t flinch and leaned forward to allow her to caress my cheek as she pulled her hand away.

“I am sure we’ll find something to amuse you my dear,” she said before settling back to read her magazine.

Once in the air and after my second glass of fizz, I needed to visit the loo and on my return, found a note on my seat held down by a small black satin bag with a gold drawstring.

Read on to find out what is in the satin bag and what happens to Elizabeth for the next 12 hours.

Layover Love

Great sex can happen anywhere, anytime and with anyone, or sometimes, anything. Some even say their most memorable and intensely satisfying sexual encounters are with strangers.

Brief encounters is a series of short, erotic stories about brief sexual encounters between strangers in unusual places.

Excerpt from Layover Love
“At least allow me the pleasure of your company, and buying your meal as a way of showing that I am sorry for causing you such embarrassment?” He asked with genuine contrition.

On the spur of the moment I decided to see if there was more to him, so thanked him and allowed him to move across to share my table.

As he sat down, the first thing I noticed was his scent. I had never smelt anything like it. Earthy, powerful and musky, masked by a woody aftershave that complemented rather than hid his natural scent. It was a very pleasant smell, a little like the scent of a spring day in the woods when nature is awakening after the winter. I found myself a little aroused by it.

We talked and he was very pleasant company. An engineer by profession he was en route to work on a project in Turkey to build a road and taking a break on the way. It turned out that we both liked the classics and the finer things in life.

At the end of our meal her persuaded me to enjoy a glass of rare malt with him in the bar and while sitting opposite him and into our second malt, I caught myself looking at the bulge next to his leg again.

“Is it really that big?” I blurted out, surprised and embarrassed that I did, but also very curious.

Like most lesbians, I had played with dildos of all shaped and sizes, but the outline of his cock looked bigger than anything I had ever tried. I was curious and two whiskies in, so my inhibitions were disappearing and fast.

“It is.” He responded

“Isn’t it difficult to find partners that can, well, accommodate something that size?” I questioned still looking fixatedly at his leg.

“Would it surprise you to hear that with a little patience and care, any woman can take all of me if they are aroused enough?” He replied sincerely with a tone of reassuring confidence.

The Greengrocer

Great sex can happen anywhere, anytime and with anyone, or sometimes, anything. Some even say their most memorable and intensely satisfying sexual encounters are with strangers.

Brief encounters is a series of short, erotic stories about brief sexual encounters between strangers in unusual places.

Excerpt from the Greengrocer

“It’s huge.” I replied handling and immediately realising that I was caressing it like it was a phallic object.

Iris moved in quickly and kissed me. It was rushed, impetuous and wonderfully soft as her full lips pushed against mine.

I pulled back, but she was not to be thwarted and pressed home her advances, kissing me harder and pulling me into an embrace. I knew I should fight back and resist, but my body wouldn’t obey me and I felt myself kissing her back as fervently as she kissed me. 

What kind of a wife allows herself to be seduced by the greengrocer? I thought to myself, trying to recover some decorum, but losing.

Before long we were kissing and fondling each other like teenagers. I could feel my nipples harden and push against the unforgiving cups of my corsellete and the gusset of my knickers dampen as my nectar began to flow.

“I have wanted to do that for so long.” Whispered Iris in my ear between kisses.

“But its so wrong Iris, I am a married woman.” I protested weakly holding her tightly.

“I don’t care, I want to do wicked things to you Mrs Gray. Things that you will still dream of when you are old.” She said wishfully.

With one hand round my waist holding my tight, she pulled my skirts and petticoats up and pushed her hand into the crotch of my knickers, rubbing me expertly and turning me weak with desire.
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