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About my Adventures

Hello there and welcome to my story.

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

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

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

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

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

Lots of love

Cindy XX




Prologue




In Episode one – Locked up in Lockdown – Cindy catches up with her oldest friend Jenn in a park during Lockdown.

Jenn finds out that Cindy was wearing a chastity cage for the first time and takes control of Cindy’s keys, trapping her in chastity overnight.

The next day, Jenn confesses about her secret past as a lesbian submissive and shows Cindy her old steel chastity belt.

Cindy soon finds herself locked up in real chastity and under the control of Jenn who has to go away on business for a week.

Read on to find out what happens next.




Episode 2 – The Collar

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

I couldn’t even go out and do anything to take my mind off the situation because of Lockdown.

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

[image:  “Can’t talk while I am away Cindy, but will text later on. Love you XXX.”]

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

‘Good morning, Cindy my sweet, did you dream of me? Today, I’d like you to go for a walk past my house and take a photo and send it to me. I miss you so much and can’t wait to see you.”

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




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

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

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

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

[image: “Go for a walk past my house again and take a photo please sweetie, I hate leaving it empty.”]

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

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

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




[image: Home tonight late sweetheart and will need sleep, meet me at the usual place and time for a walk and some more fun tomorrow. Can’t wait to]

I could barely sleep and was desperate to see Jenn and hopefully be released from the infernal chastity belt so I could touch myself.

First thing in the morning, I got another text from Jenn.

[image: Morning sleepyhead can’t wait to see you. Bring a toothbrush but nothing else, you are staying over. XXX]

After a morning bathing myself and making sure the belt was spotless and shiny – this was important in my head, I cobbled together what I hoped was a pretty outfit of a sundress and a pair of pretty white tennis shoes with fluffy white ankle socks and set out to meet Jenn.

I had grown so used to the belt, that I hardly noticed it, but today, I could really feel how it pushed my bits and pieces inside my body, splayed my buttocks making them wobble more and held everything in its rigid, unforgiving grasp. I liked what it symbolised, but I wanted out of it.

Jenn was waiting when I arrived, radiant in a beautiful mini dress that showed off her figure perfectly and the keys to my chastity hung on a chain, nestled between be beautiful breasts. With a look of joy on her face, smiled widely and pulled me into a passionate kiss. 

“Miss me sweetie?” She asked looking me up and down with a greedy smile on her face.

“So much Jenn and not just because I want out of this thing, I missed being with you and how good it felt,” I answered happily and earnestly, just so pleased to be with her.

“I missed you too my love. So much that I just wanted to fly home and take you in my arms. I am truly falling for you Cindy Schiava.” She said with a look of  nervous concern on her face at the end.

“Me too Jenn. I can’t remember missing anyone so much or just wanting to be near them. I am falling for you and more than I thought I could."

She grabbed me and planted a fiercely passionate kiss on my lips then pulled back and took me by the hand and we set of on our walk.

We talked about her week and how much work it was even during lockdown then she asked me about mine. How I felt being locked up. I told her I hated it but also liked feeling so controlled. How I felt about the text instructions. I told her it felt good to be given instructions and tasks. How I felt about her taking control of me and I told her that I loved it because she understood me and my needs. She asked if I had enjoyed the previous weekend’s fun with her and I told her it was never out of my thoughts.

We had found our way to a sunny spot in the park with a few people sitting on benches enjoying the sun and chatting. Jenn stopped and turning me to face her said, “Cindy, if this relationship is going to go anywhere, I need you to understand and agree that I will be in control and I expect you to be an obedient and submissive girlfriend. If you can agree to that we will be very happy, and I will help you experience things you could only have imagined. Those are my terms, take them or leave them before we go any further and for the avoidance of any doubt, I really, really want to go a lot further in this relationship with you.”

“I accept Jenn. I’ll be your submissive girlfriend, you know I will.” I blurted out in a rush before I could change my mind. My heart was racing, and my mouth was dry, but I truly meant it.

“Good girl and here is your first test of obedience. Show me my chastity belt” She commanded.

“Here, now?” I stuttered in surprise, “but people might see.”

“Show me.” She repeated.

Looking round nervously to make sure no one was looking; I quickly raised the front of my sundress to expose the chastity belt and then dropped it again.

“Again, Cindy Schiava and long enough for me to get a picture,” she commanded as she took out her phone.

I looked around again and lifted the front of my skirt up and posed a little so she could see and take her photo. No one was looking but the rush from exposing myself and letting the world see me in a chastity belt was intensely erotic, a new kind of intoxication, especially as I was doing it to be obedient to Jenn.

“Good girl and I see you have been looking after my belt, it's so lovely and shiny.”

She put her phone back and grabbed my hand, practically marching me out the park and back to her home.

Once inside, she mashed herself to me and kissed me possessively, aggressively and passionately. Her tongue was probing and writhing in my mouth as I responded just as passionately. Her hands were everywhere and soon I found myself naked as she played with me. Pushing me against the wall and holding me there, she started to nibble and suck on my breasts while pushing my legs apart. I moaned and whimpered with each touch as my lust grew to boiling point. When she started to gently bite my nipples which were now hard and erect, my legs nearly gave way as each bite sent an electric jolt of pure pleasure through me.

Reaching between my legs, I could feel the dull disconnected pressure as her hands pushed and pressed on my chastity belt, making her moan with pleasure.

“I love having you locked up like this Cindy, it makes me so horny to feel you like this.” She whispered throatily in my ear.

She pushed me to my knees and lifting her skirt, said simply, “Please me Cindy my love, I need to feel your tongue.”

She was already soaking wet, and I joyfully buried my tongue in her folds to taste her, pleasure her and give her what she needed. It felt so erotic kneeling at her feet in a chastity belt while I worshipped her beautiful pussy with my tongue. It felt like it was where I belonged as I nibbled and suckled on her clit. She pulled my head into her closer rubbing her pussy on my face as she came closer to orgasm. Her legs muscles tensed and spasmed as she came, gushing her nectar and crying out in pleasure. Then she collapsed to her knees and kissed me hard on the lips pulling me into a tight embrace.

‘I’ve needed that all week Cindy! You have no idea how stimulated and distracted I’ve been thinking about you locked up in my belt.”

‘Me too Jenn, but I really need to cum before I go mad.’ I said, nervously.

“Make me a coffee sweetie and then I’ll make you cum till you beg me to stop.”

Both naked, we sat in contented silence over a coffee at her kitchen table enjoying the feel of the morning sun through her windows and holding hands. It was a moment of blissful peace.

Afterwards she took me up to her bathroom and presented me with a douche kit telling me to clean myself thoroughly before we started. She left me to it and said she would be in her bedroom when I had finished.

When I went into the bedroom feeling very clean inside and out, she told me to sit on the end of the bed while she told me what was going to happen.

“I am going to train you, just as I was at University. You will do as I say at all times and obey every instruction I give without hesitation. If you do, then you will only feel pleasure and joy serving me as my girlfriend. If you disobey, I will punish you and you will change your behaviour because punishment will be painful, more than you can imagine.” She said, her voice commanding, insistent and as unyielding as the chastity belt imprisoning me.

“Do you understand and agree to my terms Cindy Schiava.”

I nodded and quietly whispered, “Yes Jenn.”

“Louder and look me in the eye when you say it Cindy so I know you mean it.”

I looked up into her beautiful eyes and said calmly and with absolute sincerity, “I understand and agree Jenn.”

“Good girl.”

She leaned over and kissed me briefly but passionately and then pushed me back onto the bed.

In short order I found myself wearing a collar and cuffs all connected by a short chain so I had no use of my hands at all.

Then she removed my belt, but the blessed relief was short lived as she put me back in my little cage, telling me that I would not be allowed to get any kind of erection for a while. Now I was naked and bound, she lay next to me and gently playing with my body asked if I wanted to cum. I nodded and begged her, while she gently raked her long nails over my skin causing me to tremble and wriggle under her hand, which she obviously liked.

She asked me what I would do to cum and in my passion, I moaned in reply, “Anything, anything you want Jenn, I just need to cum, I’m desperate.”

She said, “Good girl and I’ll hold you to that.” Quickly kissing me she got off the bed and started putting on a strap on harness – yes, I had been around the block and knew what it was. But the dildo she had on it was like nothing I’d ever seen before. It was about 2 feet long and soft, hanging down like a long fat orange tentacle.

She must have seen the look on my face, because she smiled and holding the obscene tentacle up in front of me said, “This will give you more pleasure than you can imagine Cindy and open you up nicely so I can start to train that beautiful rosebud to be just like a girl’s pussy. So just relax and let’s have some fun.”

She applied some sweet-smelling lubricant to her hand and rubbed it along the length of the tentacle and then pulled me forward so my bottom was at the edge of her bed. She told me to raise and spread me legs which I did, and she knelt and planted a kiss on my rosebud. I had never been kissed there before, and the feeling was nothing short of euphoric, especially as she started to work her tongue into me slowly, opening me for what was coming. I could only moan in unadulterated bliss as I felt myself relax and open for her, wanting her tongue inside me.

She pulled back after a while and stood, before she began to feed the tentacle into me. It slid easily and comfortably inside me, opening me, stretching my sphincter. It was not uncomfortable, and it was soft and squishy but insistent. She fucked me gently with the first few inches making me writhe on the of the tentacle in rapture, gasping with each thrust.

Then she started to feed more of it inside me, opening me wider, filling me deeper as I felt the tentacle twist and turn, work its way deep inside my colon. Nothing had ever been so far inside me and there was still more to go but Jenn rested and fucked me gently again causing me to squirm and cry out in joy with every little thrust.

“Not much to go now sweetie and you look so good all open and stretched around my toy” cooed Jenn lustfully as she ran a finger round my widely stretched anus which pulsed and twitched in response to her touch.

With a final push, she was all the way in, and I was bathed in sweat as my body adjusted to having two feet of wobbly tentacle inside it. I had never felt so full or open, even though the thing was soft, it kept me open, widely, lewdly stretched around its enormous girth.

Jenn rested a few moments, looking down at me with a look of pure pleasure on her face, she had me where she wanted and I knew she loved it, but then so did I and I simply smiled back.

Slowly at first, she started to fuck me, long deep thrusts that I felt all the way up inside me as well as my anus being opened and stretched. It was heavenly and all I could think of was how it felt as my anus opened and relaxed to welcome this enormous monster that felt, so, so good inside me. There were feelings of pressure and utter fulfilment, but all I could do was moan and whimper in bliss.

Jenn, took hold of my legs and pushing them up and open, started to saw into me harder and faster a look of deep concentration on her face while I was transported to a new plane of euphoria as she ground her tentacle into my welcoming, open anus. I was having to bite me lip to stop me screaming out in pleasure.

“Is that good Cindy?” She grunted aggressively.

“Ooooh, yes, I love it, don’t stop. Oooh yes.’

“Do you want it harder girl?”

‘Yes, fuck me harder Jenn.”

Her movements became harder as she slammed into me our bodies slapping as she did and the tentacle making sucking squishing noises as she sawed it in and out of me.

I felt something building, a pressure inside me that suddenly exploded into the most intense orgasm of my life. I screamed out in joy as my whole body tensed, spasmed and relaxed, but Jenn wasn’t finished and she forced another and then another out of me till I was a mewling, whimpering, boneless bundle of nerves impaled on her massive tentacle. She slowed down and fucked me with long slow, gentle strokes again. Every stroke caused me to twitch and have a mini pleasure spasm until she stopped with the thing embedded deep inside me.

“Did you like that sweetheart?” She asked confidently smiling down at me knowing she had just rocked my world and changed me forever.

‘You can do that to me anytime,” I replied lamely, still basking in the most wonderful post orgasmic daze I had ever experienced.

“I will darling girl, and often if you are good,” she replied lovingly, looking like the cat that had got all the cream.

Then she started to pull out me which caused me to twitch and spasm in pleasure as she pulled it out, leaving me feeling empty but more sated than ever before. I could barely move, my legs flopped down and I just lay there, my body and senses overwhelmed by the experience.

After a while, Jenn flicked my chastity cage and said, “you didn’t even get a little hard while I did that to you Cindy, but you are sooo wet. You need to clean up.”

With that she helped me to my feet and taking off my cuffs and collar took me through to her bathroom where we bathed and relaxed in her bath, enjoying each other and listening to the sounds of birds out in her back garden. It was heavenly.

As we were drying off afterwards, she inspected my crotch and told me that she would not accept pubic hair on me, and we would do something about it the following weekend, along with my nipples. I didn’t know what to think, but I was excited and when I asked, was told to be patient and not spoil the surprise.

In her bedroom she sat me on her bed again, handing me the belt and some perfumed intimate wipes telling me to clean the inside of the chastity shield ensuring it was squeaky clean. In the meantime, she opened her toybox and retrieved something.

“Sit up and look straight ahead,” she commanded, and I obeyed.

I felt her put something cold and metallic round my neck which she fiddled with for a while before allowing it to settle round my neck and telling me to go look in the mirror.

It was a beautiful shiny steel collar with a ring hanging from the front. It looked so good around my neck, and it made me feel so kept, so owned. I reached up and felt around expecting to find a padlock, but no, it was one continuous ring barring a small hole.

Jenn held up a tool in her hand, “It won’t come off without the right tool and I have the only one, so you my sweet little Cindy are my collared slave until I say otherwise. What do you say to that Cindy Schiava?” She was smiling her Cheshire Cat grin, but I could hear the lust and enjoyment she was taking in her power over me.

I curtsied and said, “Thank you Miss. I love it.” It seemed like the right thing to say in my heart.

“I like that, Cindy. Miss it is from now on unless I say otherwise. That way you’ll always know your place.”

“Yes Miss.” It felt exciting to say that. I felt free.

Twice more that day she used the tentacle on me and each time I found myself orgasming faster, more intensely and more often as she softened and opened me up training my anus to become sensitive and orgasmic. Several more times I worshipped her with my mouth getting better at giving her more powerful orgasms as I learned her pussy and how she liked me to worship it.

We were both entirely sated and ready for bed that night, but first, I was put back in the chastity belt, which I was told, I would wear always when we were not playing.

I was given a pretty pink satin chemise to wear, while she wore a black silk pyjama top. We snuggled in together under her duvet and with a final kiss slept.

The next morning, I woke to feel Jenn’s fingers working my nipples, which was just about the loveliest way to wake up that I can imagine.

“Good morning slave girl.” She said, making my heart sing with joy.

“Good morning, Miss,” I responded looking into her eyes and seeing love, real, deep love in them.

“I need my morning orgasm Cindy.” She commanded and lay back opening her legs so I could give her what she wanted. She tasted different in the morning, muskier, saltier, but wonderful. I knew I loved her, and I wanted to spend every morning just where I was between my Miss’ legs giving her the pleasure she needed.

Left alone again.

The rest of Sunday was spent lazily together talking, laughing, cuddling and going for a walk in the afternoon sunshine together. Jenn even leant me a pink organza dress that was so outrageously puffed out it looked like it was for a little girl. It barely covered my bottom, but we went for our walk, and I felt like I was on display while she held my hand possessively. While crossing the road, she patted my bottom in front of a couple of people which was both humiliating and exciting. I realised that she was doing this to make sure I knew that she could do what she wanted to me. I loved it because it made me feel owned and I was really beginning to like that feeling, it was like a drug, and I always wanted my next fix.

When we got back to her home, she sat me down and with a serious look on her face told me that she would have to go away again that week but that she didn’t want to leave her home unattended. Would I mind terribly staying at hers and keeping an eye on it for her?

I didn’t know what to think, but she was using her slightly nervous, biting lower lip look that always got me and still does.

Of course, I would, but I would need to go home and get a few things.

Not so, said she, as she had some outfits set aside that I could wear while she was away, and she so wanted me to be the pretty girl she knew I was in pretty dresses like the one I was wearing for her.

I didn’t know how to react, so she grabbed my hand and took me to a bedroom I hadn’t been in before which was a girlie confection of pink and white satins with a beautiful double bed, a vanity and a big wardrobe which she opened. There were all sorts of dresses just like the one I was wearing in range of colours with a row of matching high heels at the bottom of the wardrobe.

“Do you like Cindy. They are all dresses I bought to wear but they really didn’t suit me, but you my beautiful girlfriend look amazing in them. The matching shoes should fit as well unless your feet have grown?” She was excited telling me this and I did like the dress I was wearing it felt like I was wearing a cloud and it made wonderful swishing noises with every move.

“So, you want me to stay in your home, wear your clothes and look after them while you are away on business this week?” I asked, sounding a little surprised.

“Why not Cindy, its not like you have anything else to do and I’d be worried all the time asking you to pop round and check?”

Then with an arched eyebrow, “Or do you want me to take off the collar Cindy?”

“No Miss, no, I definitely don’t want that,” I insisted.

“Then the discussion is over Cindy, and you have learned a valuable lesson. If you want pleasure, you do as I tell you or face the consequences, which in this case will be twelve, over my knee. But first go and get your flat keys and give them to me as I think removing temptation will serve to teach you who is in control.” This was an order, and it was said in a tone that brooked no debate or disobedience.

I scurried off to get my bag, with my dress swishing and floating as I went. I returned to find her sitting on the chair by the vanity. She took my handbag from me before pointing to her knee.

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.”

After I stopped crying, she helped me up and embraced me tightly, and whispered sorrowfully in my ear, “You’ll try to be good Cindy my slave, but I know girls like you and before you know it, you’ll be over my knee again for another spanking or worse,” and with a final sigh, “It’s in the nature of submissive girls Cindy, you just can’t help but be naughty.”

She spanked my bottom playfully, reminding me how tender it was and told me that while she was away this second bedroom would be mine to sleep in and I was to treat it as mine. She told me that her bedroom would be locked as it is where all the toys are kept and she didn’t want me trying to play with myself while she was away in case, I hurt myself, I would be expected to follow any instructions she sent me while away and finally, if I met any of her neighbours or someone rang her landline, I was to introduce myself and explain that I was looking after the house while Jenn was away.

Dinner was an omelette and salad before we went to bed, and I brought Jenn to another shuddering orgasm with my tongue before we cuddled together and went to sleep with her spooning me possessively.

The following morning after I had given Jenn her morning orgasm and made her a light breakfast, she had to leave. I was still in my chemise and she in her power suit, when she crushed me in a tight embrace, kissed me passionately and told me to be a good girl and look out for her messages.

So, I was left alone for the second week, locked up in chastity, instantly aware that I was desperate for sex and now a collared slave to a woman I had known since childhood and was rapidly falling completely, totally and head over heels in love with.




The end of episode 2




Episode 3 – The Makeover

Preview

I was tied on my back with arms tied to legs held open by a spreader bar and unable to do anything other than mewl pitifully through my gag, while Chantelle trimmed my pubic hair down to stubble and then used her IPL machine to stop it growing.

“If you want this permanent Jennifer then it would need electrolysis to be absolutely sure, or we could just repeat this every few weeks once her follicles are weak enough.”
Chantelle said to Jenn as the worked away on me.

“Permanent please, Chantelle. I have no desire to have my slave developing a fuzzy mound, especially if she is in chastity for long periods.” Answered Jenn casually.

They had been talking about me as an object since Chantelle had arrived and been brought into my bedroom where I had been tied into this display position so she could remove my pubic hair. I had also been gagged by Jenn to make sure that I would be quiet so the ‘grown ups’ as she put it could talk and decide what was best for me.

I found it to be so shameful I was red with embarrassment, but my body betrayed me again as my soft little penis dribbled is constant stream of arousal which Chantelle had to wipe away with a tissue periodically, commenting to Jenn, “She certainly seems to like being dominated like this Jennifer, I assume she is worth the effort?”

“Her tongue is a wondrous thing Chantelle, and she is coming along nicely. Another few weeks and she’ll be a competent personal maid. Besides, I love her and always have, so it’s lovely to finally own her.” Answered Jenn casually telling her friend that she loved me and owned me.

It was like a bolt of lightning straight to my heart and I tried to tell Jenn that I loved her too, but all that I could manage was a series of mmphs.

Chantelle finished using her IPL machine on me and pointing at my genitals asked Jenn, “Do you mind?”

“Please, I’d like your opinion and medical advice.” She said smiling at Chantelle.

Chantelle put a little lubrication on her latex gloved finger and pushed it into my anus firmly but slowly causing me to moan and throw my head back in pleasure and humiliation at being so casually inspected like a pet dog at the vets.

“Good response, Jennifer, she is softening nicely. Are you using the slink or something else?”

“The slink”

Chantelle nodded and started to fuck me with her finger slowly at first and then with more vigour while I moaned with lust.

“You have a natural here Jennifer, she is relaxing and opening so quickly. You’ll have the ladies fighting over her if you are not careful.” Warned Chantelle with a wicked glint in her eye.

You can continue reading this in Episode 3, the Makeover
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Lifelong submissive and transgender woman, Cindy is a sexual adventuress, enjoying sexual escapades around the world.

She was lucky enough to find her ‘Happily ever after’ with her wife Jenn, who is also her dominant Mistress and oldest friend in the world.

Together they continue to enjoy their sexual adventures with each other and with those that Jenn decides to share Cindy with. Jenn is always pushing Cindy to her limits and beyond knowing that Cindy will always beg for more.
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Books By This Author

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?” 
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me at the usual place and time for a walk and some

more fun tomorrow. Can't wait to see you, we have
some much to talk about. J. £7 "7y **
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Thank you for the photograph, Cindy, | feel so much
better knowing you are keeping an eye on my home. |
was thinking how lovely it would be if you were always

there. | was thinking about your nipples today too, do
you think they would look pretty with piercings?
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Morning sleepyhead can’t wait to see you. Bring a
toothbrush but nothing else, you are staying over.
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Can't talk while | am away Cindy, but will text later on.
Love you XXX.
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Are you going for a proper walk each day Cindy, you
need to stay healthy for me.
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Send me a picture of you in my chastity belt sweetie. |
love seeing you all locked up.
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Do you miss me as much as | miss you sweetie?
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Has anyone ever made you cum without touching your
cock Cindy?
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| please sweetie, | hate leaving it empty.





