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Prologue




Cindy is taken further down the path of submission by her oldest friend Jenn who introduces her to bondage, deep anal penetration and the joys of anal orgasm under the control of an experienced and dominant lesbian Mistress.

Having accepted her Mistress' collar, Cindy becomes a slave and learns that even small errors lead to painful punishments over her Mistress knee.

After a weekend she will never forget, Cindy is left on her own to look after Jenn's home for a week. 


Another week alone on a tight leash.

After Jenn had left, I was alone again, but in her beautiful home with lots to explore including my new bedroom away from home, so I skipped off to explore and decide what kind of outfit I could put together from the clothes Jenn had put in my wardrobe.

To put a long story short, there were seven dresses all in the same little girl style with big puffed up sleeves, a tight bodice with an empire neckline that flared out into layers of fluffy baby doll length skirts that barely covered my bottom. There were matching courts with a four and half inch heel for each dress – black, baby pink, baby blue, cream, bright pink, an orange floral design and a cute pink floral design.

I checked the drawer at the bottom of the wardrobe and found only white and pink ankle socks with a lace top but absolutely no bras, panties or knickers whatsoever. In the chest of drawers there were only chemises for wearing in bed and the vanity drawers only had the minimum of makeup including what I had rescued from my handbag along with my medications, also from my handbag.

My own clothes and my handbag, with flat keys had all been put in Jenn’s room which was locked, so if I wanted to wear any clothes, it was what the wardrobe contained.

I went for a bath, sort of annoyed that my personal choices were all being removed systematically, while at the same time, I loved it. This is what I had wanted for my whole life, and it was wonderful that it was Jenn, but still…

My train of thought was interrupted with a text from Jenn.

In the bathroom cabinet on the top shelf, there is a douche bulb and intimate feminine wash, make sure you clean yourself out fully each day, I want you lovely and healthy sweetie. I’ll miss you so much this week, but I feel so much better with you looking after my home and all locked up so you can’t be a bad girl. 

There was no point in arguing so I did as I was asked and cleaned myself out thoroughly, enjoying how it made me feel softer and more open, then went for a long soak in the bath using some of Jenn’s heavenly scented bath oils.

After drying my hair and putting on my face, I chose the pink babydoll dress and matching shoes for the day and went in search of a cup of coffee in the kitchen. There was just enough milk for one coffee, so I was going to have to go out.

More texts from Jenn awaited when I opened my phone.

I hope you love those dresses, sweetie, I bet they will look really good on you. 




Which colour are you wearing Cindy?

You’ll need to get some groceries in sweetie, be healthy for me and eat lots of fruit and veg, its so good for you.  I’ve left some money in an envelope in the hall – I couldn’t have you look after my home and not feed you. 




I’m so excited thinking about my slave at home waiting for me, dressed up all pretty and locked up. 

After my coffee, I plucked up the courage, found a face mask so I could get into the shops, picked up a shopping basket and went out to get the groceries. It was another beautiful summer day and wearing a pair of Jenn’s designer sunglasses ventured out into the world for the first time, wearing a slave collar, a chastity belt and a tiny little dress with matching four and half inch stiletto heels.

Walking in high heels and a pretty dress while the rest of the lock down world was slobbing out in shorts and flip flops made me stand out and I felt very self conscious, especially with a gentle breeze fluttering the bottom of my dress and the forced sway of my hips that I get walking in heels, along with the click clack of my heels as I walked along the pavement. I confess that I became a bit of an exhibitionist and started to wiggle my hips more noticing how my buttocks were spread by the rear shield of the chastity belt as it bisected me. My nipples were hard just from the jiggling of my boobs and being constantly rubbed against the soft, slippery fabric of the dress.

At the local supermarket, I bought some basic groceries, very conscious that Jenn wanted me to eat lots of fruit and veg, so the only meat I bought was fish. I also bought some makeup as I had nowhere near enough of my own with me and a few other little bits and pieces.

Walking home with a couple of days food, I felt like such a good girl doing just what Jenn wanted and hoping she would be pleased.

What did you buy? 

I listed my purchases. All of them.

You are such a good girl Cindy, I am so pleased with you. 

Flush of pride and warmth that made me feel so happy.

Take a selfie, I want to see you in your dress. 

I did and sent it

You look so gorgeous sweetheart and I can see your perky nipples. I could eat you up my beautiful slave girl. 

Flush of pride, warmth and arousal that made me feel even happier.

Sweetie, I want you to download an app for me and it lets me keep an eye on you while we are apart. I’ll send you the link just now. 

‘Yes Miss’, was I ready for this, well, I could always uninstall it I suppose?

Good girl. 

A link appeared in my messages and I clicked on it and installed the app.

Good girl now log in using this user and password. You won’t have to do anything. I’ll take care of everything sweetie. You just concentrate on being a good girl for me. 

I logged in.

As soon as I did, the screen refreshed, and she asked me to open my dating app. I couldn’t, it just wouldn’t let me.

You’ll find a few things gone sweetie and a few new things have been added all of which help me protect and guide you, while making sure you are completely focused on serving me. How does that make you feel slave girl? 

I had to think, but only briefly before answering, “Sort of violated Miss, but I also feel excited about it and very nervous. Mostly excited and very submissive.”

“Good girl. You’ll notice a button in the app that takes you to your daily task list which I have set up for you, so you know what to do. Start checking it everyday, doing what it tells you and pleasing me.”

Yes Miss

Good girl. There are rewards for good girls  but punishments for bad girls. I just know you want to be a good girl 

So, the pattern for my week was set, between, my bathing routine, housework, taking long walks to take selfies in specifically chosen places and sharing them with Jenn, reading specific erotic texts and telling Jenn how they made me feel (usually hornier then ever), keeping a journal of my feelings in the app, buying groceries every day and more.

All week I missed Jenn, but felt content and safe in her home, doing as she instructed. I also loved how sexually charged I was all the time, wearing the chastity belt and slave collar. I felt owned and that felt right, it felt like its what I was made for – to be someone’s slave and sex toy.

As the week progressed, the insatiable need for sexual gratification and touch grew and turned my head to mush. Concentration for any length of time was more difficult and I found myself needing to refer to my task list more with each day to ensure I remembered the very small number of tasks I had to complete. On more than one occasion if found myself unconsciously trying to stroke my pubis through the belt in desperation. I felt more submissive and knew in my heart that release depended on being obedient and a good girl, though even the memory of the spanking was erotic now and I tried to spank myself, but other than a sore bottom it did nothing.

I was becoming a slave to my unrequited and voracious appetite for sex and it was exquisite torture.

As the week drew to an end this had taken root, I was desperate to see Jenn and thank her in person for collaring me and to beg her for take more control in the hope it would lead to a release and sex. Even on text, every 'good girl' filled me with submissive joy and an overwhelming desire to give more of myself away for one more ‘Good girl’ from her and the hope of sex.

On Thursday night Jenn sent me a text.

Back early tomorrow morning about 7. Would like you in the white outfit with ankle socks and will need a hot bath waiting for me and fresh coffee. Missed you so much and can’t wait to see you.




Jenn returns and I find out about my makeover.




As instructed, I was waiting for Jenn as she arrived home, even opening the front door and greeting her with “Welcome home Miss” just after seven, when she arrived and helping her in with her travel bag.

Once inside, she mashed me up against the wall and with her hands everywhere on me, she kissed me forcefully and I melted into her arms, I was limbless in her arms and overjoyed to see her as well as smouldering with pent up need and arousal.

‘Coffee first then bath” she said and went into the sitting room.

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?” She said it with a self satisfied smile on her face, but her need was clearly as strong as mine.

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

Without saying anything further, she opened her legs just enough and moved forward so that I could bury my face in her vulva and probe her with my tongue, tasting her and washing away the taste of travel from her lips.

I loved the taste of her like this and eagerly sucked and nibbled on her lips and clit, or probing her with my eager tongue, worming it into her passage to lick more of her nectar out of her. Pleasuring her with my mouth became all that was important for that moment and the vicarious joy of seeing and feeling her convulse with the orgasmic pleasure I was so desperate to experience myself.

Her thighs clamped around my head, and she pulled me into her with her hands, moaning loudly as I felt her leg muscles tense, flutter and then she gushed her juices into my mouth, before she sat down on the bed in her post orgasmic bliss.

When she recovered and with my face still covered in her nectar, I bathed Jenn, sponging the journey off before leaving her to soak, while I dressed again and organised towels and a robe for her. I enjoyed bustling around being the lady’s maid for my Miss, it gave me a real sense of purpose and satisfaction to do something for her and make her happy. After her bath, I helped dry Jenn and at her instruction turned down the bed so she could sleep for a while after travelling all night.

Before giving me some tasks to do, she told me that one of her university friends, who I was to address as Miss Chantelle would be coming over the following day to remove my pubic pair and pierce my nipples, so I was to have the place spotless and while she slept, unpack her case, wash her clothes and then wake her at two with a cup of freshly brewed coffee. With a final lingering Kiss, she sent me off to do my chores while she slept.




Miss Chantelle




The following day around noon, I was dressed in the Barbie pink dress with matching shoes and lace topped ankle socks, when the door rang and as instructed, I answered it to a statuesque ebony woman carrying a small case. I curtseyed and said, “Welcome, my I ask who is calling?”

“Chantelle and I am expected,” she said with a slight hint of an East African accent.

“Of course, Miss Chantelle, please follow me.”

I took her through to Jenn who was waiting in the sitting room and with a curtsy introduced Chantelle. With a wave Jenn asked Chantelle to take a seat and sent me off to make coffee for them both, while they chatted.

I loved being the maid, it felt so right, and it was fun to be just a servant under the control of her Mistress. I was living my fantasy and it was better than I dreamt. I felt like I was floating on air.

After serving coffee – in cups and saucers – I stood silently waiting to provide top ups or fetch anything else Jenn wanted from me and listened to them talking about me as if I were not there.

“She is a pretty thing, although her figure is still quite boyish,” observed Chantelle.

“Other than implants which I don’t think are needed yet, is there a way we can improve it?” Queried Jenn with an obvious desire to make me curvier in her voice.

“The obvious thing would be to review her medication and see if there are any changes that could be made there, then of course there is castration which would certainly help her feminisation and reduce the risk of damage to her liver if she is taking anti androgens, but the downside of that is the risk of complete loss of libido, which I am assuming you do not want.”

I was aghast. Would they, could they?

“No to castration Chantelle unless it's needed for her health, or she and I decide that its time to complete her transformation.” Stated Jenn to my reassurance.

“Of course Jennifer. I’m very happy to review her medications for you and provide an updated prescription that will help her develop her curves, but I’d like to have her move to my practice so I can be her GP. That will make it much easier on her and enable me to keep a much closer eye on her as she progresses. I can have a member of the staff arrange it so long as I have her consent in writing”

“Cindy.”

“Yes Miss?” I responded with a curtsy.

“I’d like you to switch to Miss Chantelle’s GP practice. Go and write down the details of your current doctor on the notepad in the kitchen and give your consent for the change to be made. Do it now and come back with the signed note.”

“Yes Miss.” Another quick curtsy and then I scurried off to do as I was instructed.

I was surrendering more of my freedom and personal choices to Jenn daily it seemed and truthfully, while it terrified me a little, it also filled me with such joy and love that I didn’t care, in fact, I wanted more of it. 

I was becoming, slowly but surely, addicted to surrendering more and more of myself to Jenn.

When I returned and with a curtsy gave Chantelle the note with my signature, she glanced at it, nodded and put it in her bag saying to Jenn, “Once we have finished with her today, I’ll take some bloods and give her an examination so I can have everything checked on Monday. I would imagine that I will be in a position to make some recommendations to you by Wednesday at the latest Jennifer.”

“Excellent. I do love an efficient doctor.” Exclaimed Jenn joyfully with a smile and a glint in her eye.

Shortly afterwards I was sent my bedroom and told to spread a towel on the edge of the bed, strip and wait for them. I did as was instructed.

They came through and I sat naked and very nervous while the two Misses came in. Jenn with a spreader bar and cuffs, Chantelle with her bag.

First, I was gagged with the now familiar black ball gag, after which my chastity belt was removed by Jenn and they told me to lie back with my legs open. I was dribbling a steady stream of arousal juices but I was not erect. I was simply small and wet.

From her bag, Chantelle retrieved two nipple suction bulbs and after wetting my nipples with saliva, applied them, pulling my nipples erect painfully causing me to yelp through my gag.

I was tied on my back with arms cuffed to ankles held lewdly 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 to keep her smooth.” 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 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 could also feel my nipples becoming painfully engorged as the suction cups did their dastardly work and pulled at my flesh mercilessly.

I found it to be so shameful, I was red with embarrassment, but my body betrayed me again as my soft little penis dribbled a constant stream of arousal which Chantelle had to wipe away with a tissue periodically, commenting to Jenn, “She is a leaky one isn’t she and 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 wonderful to finally own her.” Answered Jenn with obvious emotion 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 and mewls.

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 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 an evil glint in her eye.”

By now I was slowly bucking my hips in response to her finger as she opened me and fucked me in the anus.

“Would you mind if I test her responses to release?” Asked Chantelle curling her finger, which cause me to whimper with lust.

“Please do.”

Chantelle continued to finger me while she reached into her bag and fetching something. She held it up in front of me so I could see it and it was a long, thick dildo with a huge spherical head and ridges all the way down the shaft to a handle. From the handle came an electrical lead which she plugged into her phone and pressed a few keys.

With a lot of lubrication and some effort, which had me mewling and squealing, the head popped inside me, and Chantelle started to push it all the way in. It was completely rigid which made it more uncomfortable, but it also meant I felt each ridge as it was pushing into my anus past my tightly stretched sphincter.

By the time, she had it all the way inside me, I thought I had a telephone pole inside me. I had never experienced anything like it, and I wasn’t sure I liked it.

Slowly she pulled it out of me till I could feel the head pulling against my sphincter before equally slowly thrusting it all the way inside me. She repeated this and as I got used to the hard ridged rod inside me, it started to feel good, and I relaxed into the fucking.

“Good, she is really relaxing now and opening up.” Observed Chantelle dispassionately as if carrying out a minor medical procedure.

She sped up her fucking and I started to feel the pressure build, as the sensation of both the ridges on my sphincter and the spherical head as it found its way deep inside me were exquisite now and I was moaning and mewling with my head back and my eyes half closed as she fucked me.

Faster and faster, she reamed me, ramming it inside me and pulling it out creating a constant vibration in my sphincter as it stretched open and then closed on the ridges. The sensation was too much, and I felt my orgasm build, but more intensely than I had experienced before. I could feel my toes curl and everything tighten up before I screamed and orgasmed clamping down on the thing inside me as every nerve in my body sparked with pleasure.

“A very strong response Jennifer, not many are this orgasmic.” Grunted Chantelle as she continued to plough her tool into me.

I never really came down from the first orgasm when she took me to a second, stronger and longer orgasm that had me squealing with pleasure. Then a third and a fourth by which time I was a limbless and a moaning wreck.

She stopped and left the thing inside me and fiddled with her phone as I lay barely conscious having a constant stream of post orgasmic twitches and spasms on it.

“As you can see from the manometry data, she is already very sensitive and can be brought to multiple anal orgasms quite quickly, which is a great start. However, looking at the data, I think with the right training we could improve the muscle reaction from her sphincter and her endurance, both of which are beneficial especially if you choose to use a double end on her.”

“Good, I presume you’ll provide the relevant training?”

“Of course. I’ll do it personally.”

Chantelle pulled the thing out of me much more easily than it had gone in although the huge spherical head was still uncomfortable. They released me from the bondage and helped me to sit before linking my wrist cuffs behind me back.

“Just the nipples to go.” Said Chantelle.

She put on a fresh pair of rubber gloves and reaching into her bag took out a packet which she opened to reveal a pair thick, needles which glinted coldly in the light. She laid this in a dish along with a pair of long, thick nipple barbells and a pair of forceps.

Taking the first suction cup off my swollen and throbbing left nipple she quickly snared it with the forceps and pulling it out taught, thrust one of the needles through the base of my nipple, puncturing me all the way through in one swift move. I felt a sharp pain briefly, followed by heat and then a dull ache. She did the same with my other nipple and I sat with my nipples skewered through while she applied anti-septic cream to the barbells.

The feeling as my nipples tried to return to their normal shape and size after being released from the suction cups was a deep throbbing ache mixed with sharp little spasms as my flesh  tried to adjust to the needles which made me shiver and gasp.

The feeling of the barbell rods being inserted after the needles were removed was different and I could really feel the flesh of my nipples being opened as the metal was pushed through. It was painfully hot, but it also felt special, a moment when I was being physically marked as a slave with piercings I would not otherwise have had. I was proud and excited by the moment.

When she finished, Chantelle screwed the ends of the barbells on, wiped me down with something and told me to look after them carefully and not play about with them for at least a fortnight, although the second part was said more to Jenn than me.

“What do you say to Miss Chantelle Cindy?”

“Thank you, Miss Chantelle, I love my new piercings and my naked mound.” It seemed the right thing to say.

“Go and have a bath Cindy, you are a mess,” ordered Jennifer, before continuing, “You have had enough attention for today and I have plenty for you to do, but no touching yourself. Is that understood slave?”

“Yes Miss” I said as I stood on wobbly, post orgasmic legs and went through to the bathroom, acutely aware of the new jewellery embedded in my nipples causing them to stand out more proud than usual.




Afternoon tea




After bathing and dressed again in one of the babydoll dresses, I presented myself to Jenn who quickly had me back in my chastity belt, tightly locked away and unable to play with myself.

I was told that a delivery would be coming soon, and I was to serve afternoon tea once it arrived, in the meantime, I was to tidy up.

I tidied the bedrooms and did a little bathroom cleaning before the doorbell rang and I answered to find a food delivery from a local delicatessen which I accepted and rather enjoyed the admiring look of the spotty youth who delivered.

It contained some sandwiches, cakes and scones which I organised onto plates along with raspberry jam and clotted cream which were also included in the delivery. With tea made and the table in Jenn’s window set, I curtsied and informed Jenn that afternoon tea was served.

They sat and I served while ignoring me completely, they continued to catch up talking about old friends and adventures, new adventures and discussing me. I secretly loved the last part knowing that Jenn was sharing her dreams for me and that if she wanted them, in truth, I would probably just agree without even thinking about it. That might just have been my unbridled arousal now that I was back in chastity or the dull but erotic throb from my newly pierced nipples which were so obvious under the tight bodice of my tiny dress.

As Jenn shared her desire for me to have a much more feminine figure, be fully trained as her maid and sex slave, I felt such excitement and desire. She told Chantelle that her plan was to employ me as her personal secretary and have me move in with her as soon as possible so she could have full control over me 24/7.

While she was sharing this with Chantelle, I was topping up teacups and noticed that Chantelle was openly handsy with me, running her long fingers up the back of my legs and fondling my bottom gently or raking her long red nails gently across my buttocks. I did not know what to do and tried to simply ignore it, even though the liberty she was taking made me feel like I was an object to be touched and felt up by anyone.

When I tried to move back once I had finished pouring tea, Chantelle stopped me with a gentle spank and continued to feel me up openly without any comment from Jenn. Was this a test?

I must have looked concerned because Jenn told me to stand still and allow Miss Chantelle, one of her oldest friends to enjoy me if she wanted to and to thank her for the privilege of her touch when she finished.

“Yes Miss,” I said in a submissive voice.

The continued their conversation, moving onto talk about another submissive, a natural female who was being trained at university and was now into her 6th month of chastity with little or no release as a result of Lockdown. Apparently this extended period in chastity was making her so much more submissive and obedient than girls who were given regular release.

All the while Chantelle's gentle touch and caresses were fanning the flames of my lust with little jolts of unadulterated pleasure which went to my crotch and my tortured nipples. How I did not moan and whimper, I will never know.

After another hour or so, Chantelle announced that she would have to go and with a final playful spank to my bottom started to stand. I quickly, helped her to move her chair back and with a curtsy thanked her for all her attention and the piercings in my nipples.

They hugged each other, kissed each other passionately and I showed Chantelle to the front door. As she left, I curtsied as it seemed the right thing to do, but she held my chin up, looked me in the eye and with a strong hint of menace in her voice said, “Jennifer is in love with you Cindy of that there is no doubt. She is one of my very best friends in the world. I expect you to love her as much as she loves you and be the slave, she wants you to be. Do we understand each other Cindy?”

“Yes Miss Chantelle, I promise. I am in love with her too Miss.” 

I meant it too. I really was in love with Jenn.




The New Arrangement




Once Chantelle had left, I cleaned up the afternoon tea and then reported to Jenn asking if there was anything I could do. Her response was simply to scoot forward on the couch, lift her skirt and open her legs to reveal her naked and very wet vulva.

As I knelt between her legs, her vagina lay open and drenched in her elixir. Her lips were inflamed and her clit sticking out its hood begging to be nippled again by me.

“Take your time slave, I want this to last and then we’ll talk, but I really need to cum on your tongue,” instructed Jenn throaty with pent up lust.

I slowly nibbled, kissed, bit and licked my way up the inside of her thighs knowing how sensitive that part of the body is. I was determined to give her an orgasm than she would never forget, one so spectacular she saw stars.

She was almost sobbing with lust by the time I licked her along the length of her vagina tasting her passion and excitement. She was slicker, hotter and more open than I had seen until then and she cried out in joy as my tongue ran over her swollen clit.

‘Make me cum slave,” she growled and pulled me face into her vulva.

I found her clit with my tongue and alternately nibbled and sucked on it, almost forcing a first, explosive orgasm from her, but I wasn’t finished, I really wanted to give Jenn the kind of multi-orgasmic pleasure she was giving me when she fucked me with her toys.

I stuck my tongue inside her as far as it would go and with a circling motion teased her before slowly pulling it out and then nibbling very gently on her lips, teasing them, stretching them slightly and then sucking on them. She was pulling my head in again and I eagerly flicked her clit with my tongue before sucking on it hard and flicking it with my tongue as I held it taught with suction in my mouth.

She screamed and twitched as she came, and I could feel the tension in her thighs build towards another orgasm almost as soon as she crested the second and then again, till she pushed my head away and sank back in a post orgasmic daze, breathing heavily and whimpering quietly to herself, entirely oblivious to my presence.

I knelt between her legs as she lay there and realised that I was completely in love with this wonderful woman, everything about her was perfect. What she wanted from me was perfect. What she wanted to do to me was perfect and I wanted more and more of it.

“I love you Miss,” I said in a whisper, almost not believing what I was saying, before finding my voice and my confidence and repeating it. “I love you, Miss Jennifer.”

She opened her eyes and asked, “Did I hear you right Cindy? Did you just tell me that you love me?”

There was excitement and hope in her eyes, I could see, but she looked a little anxious.

“Yes Miss. I said, I love you, Miss Jennifer. I meant every word Miss. I am in love with you, maybe, I always have been.” I looked her directly in the eyes as I said this, my heart thumping with joy and hoping that she returned the sentiment as she had told Chantelle.

“Get a soft cloth and wipe up the mess you’ve made of me,” she chided with a beaming smile, “and a pair of panties from my lingerie drawer Cindy, we have much to talk about before I take you to bed and fuck your brains out.”

A short while later, sitting across the couch from her, with a glass of wine, she told me what she wanted.

“You will move in here with me immediately Cindy. I want you here with me at all times so that I can train you, shape you and transform you into my perfect personal slave.

I have loved and been in love with you for years. I know what makes you tick. I know what makes you special and I know absolutely what needs to be changed so you can let go and relax completely into a life of joy as my slave. Do you understand what I am asking Cindy?”

I nodded solemnly and simply said, ‘Yes Miss.”

“Do you want what I offer Cindy? Will you become my slave to own and do with as I wish?”

“Yes Miss, yes, with all my heart,” I gushed feeling my eyes well up with tears of joy.

“Then here are my terms and they are non negotiable.

I own you; you are a piece of my property to do with as I wish without restriction. I will always be your superior and you will always address me as Miss or Miss Jennifer – Nothing else unless I specifically instruct it. You will serve as my lover, sex slave and maid at home and among my circle. In public you will be my lover and secretary. I will have you trained to fit my desires and needs, regardless of yours. Training will be carried out by me and others I trust to train you to my needs. Do you understand and accept Cindy?”

‘Yes Miss Jennifer,’ I replied, with a tremor of excitement.

“Your body, your heart and your mind belong to me, your soul is yours until you give it to me of your free will and then it will belong to me. You will sign papers giving me complete power of attorney over you and your affairs which will be surrendered to me in full so that you need only concern yourself with me. I will change your body over time to be what I consider perfect and you will welcome those changes.”

“Yes Miss Jennifer,” I was full of questions but I wanted her to keep going.

“From this point forward, you will wear only clothes and outfits I select. Your makeup and hair will be styled for you to ensure you look perfect. You will be put on a diet and exercise regime that keeps you fit and shapely. I will continue to control your sex life rigidly with chastity and other measures to ensure that your mind is constantly focused on pleasing me in the hope you will be rewarded. Fnally, I can and will punish you as I see fit without limit to ensure that you are exactly what I want, a docile, obedient slave girl. Do you have any questions, Cindy?”

‘Hundreds Miss, but they are all a jumble in my head, I am so excited and happy. I accept, I’ll be everything you want Miss, please don’t lead me on, please make this happen.”

“Then I accept you as my slave for so long as I decide to have you, which will be a very long time my love.”

‘Thank you Miss. May I ask just one question. What about my flat and my things?”

“I have been thinking about that and have decided that, The only time you’ll go back to your flat is with me to go through your things so I can decide what to keep and what to give to charity. After that, my office will look after ending the lease and returning the keys.”

I cried quite a lot after that and Miss Jenn (That was who she was in my head now) comforted me, hugging, kissing and soothing me with soft, loving words. I think she cried as well, and we spent a couple of hours entwined on the couch just being two women lucky enough to have found each other and fallen in love.

That night we went to her bed and she removed my belt before taking me with a big vibrating dildo that went into her and inflated keeping it there while an equally large dildo was thrust into me and we made love.

Slowly at first, she moved her ‘cock’ as she called it, in my tunnel, opening me and allowing me to get used to the feel of her inside me. It was magnificent. Long and thick with a fat head, it vibrated gently creating ripples of ecstasy to run through my anus and out into the rest of my body.

We were kissing and whispering sweet nothings to each other in no hurry to move beyond this languorous coupling that was blissfully erotic. Slowly as I lay under her with my legs open her pace began to pick up and I felt her probing harder and deeper inside me. I responded instinctively by opening and raising my legs to give her easier access so she could force more of her cock inside me, driving it deeper with each thrust. I gasped and moaned with pleasure as I lay back and looked up at my Owner with love.

She grabbed my ankles and pushing them up and wide over my shoulders, she opened me up completely and drove her cock all the way inside me till her flesh touched mine. I gasped and cried out that I loved her, she smiled and started to fuck me in earnest with long, hard thrusts inside me till she was into the root followed by long, slow withdrawals that made me anus shudder with pleasure. I never wanted the sensation of being fucked like this to end, everything was focused on my twitching, pulsating tunnel as she reamed me with her rigid vibrating cock.

As she increased the speed, she increased the power until she was slamming her cock into me and I felt the warmth, then the tightness and pressure build up and then I came. Clenching my whole body round her cock and seeing sparks as my mind tried to cope with the overload of physical pleasure. I was gasping for breath as she continued to slam her cock into me climbing towards her own ecstasy.

She was hammering into me harder, her body slapping noisily into mine and making perverted slurping noises with each thrust into my gaping anus. Through the haze of my own euphoria, I could see that she was getting close to her peak and taking me to a second orgasm on the way. This was stronger and I could feel my legs quivering as our bodies ground together.

We came together the next time, each lost in our own ecstasy as we squirmed and writhed together but joined forever by our bond as Mistress and slave, Owner and property, lovers.

She collapsed on top of me, holding my legs wide and over my shoulders with her cock still vibrating deep inside me. We lay like that mixing our juices and perspiration for what seemed, blissful hours enjoying little jolts of pleasure as we moved until finally, she pulled out of me which caused me to give one final moan of pleasure.

We lay in each other’s arms, out limbs entwined and entirely sated, dreamily stroking each other gently and lovingly.

“I love you Cindy with all my heart. Tonight, and for the last time Cindy, we will lie together as lovers, but tomorrow morning slave, I expect to be woken at eight with a cup of coffee and I want you in the black dress and shoes with white socks. You will also make sure you are tightly locked in your chastity belt and the keys are on my breakfast tray. I will check that it is tight Cindy so do not try to cheat or I will punish you.”

“Yes Miss Jennifer.”


Episode 4 Preview – The Maid, the punishment and the piercing




The experience of being on display and intimately available to so many women was both extremely exciting and absolutely terrifying, particularly the more mature ladies at the party. They were more predatory by a long way and every pass I made with a tray of drinks or canapes resulted in a hand grasping at my rear, tweaking a nipple or long manicured fingernails being dragged salaciously up the inside of my thighs which made me twitch and tremble with excitement.

This was all made worse by the squirming movements of ribbed the toy embedded deeply in my anus, which quivered with every movement I made reminding me constantly of its presence.

Inevitably, all this distraction led to me making a mistake and dropping a canape into the lap of the imperious Miss P, although fortunately she had a napkin in her lap and no damage was done to her Skirt.

“You clumsy girl! Go and get your Mistress so she can see what kind of slatternly maid she has,” she exclaimed angrily and loudly enough for Miss Jennifer to hear.

There as an expectant hush among the ladies as Miss Jennifer noticed and with a look of thunder on her face stormed across the room.

“I’m so sorry Penelope, my maid is still learning, but that is no excuse for her inability to do something as simple as serve some canapes without spilling them all over guests, especially the guest of honour.

I can only apologise and ask how I can make this up to you?

Then she rounded on me.

“You have let me down tonight girl and you will have to be punished, for now, clean up your mess and carry on with your duties while Penelope and I decide how to punish you”

I curtsied deeply and said ‘Yes Miss Jennifer” before turning to Miss P and with a deeper curtsey said with genuine regret, “I can only apologise Miss P, I am a clumsy girl and ever so sorry for dropping the canape on you.”

With that I dashed off to the kitchen to get a new napkin for Miss P along with a cloth and the dustpan so I could clean up the offending canape which was now on the polished floor. I was close to tears and could feel my eyes welling up knowing that the punishment would be severe and might last for days, especially as this party was in honour of Miss P and the entire circle were in attendance.

On returning, I offered Miss P the new napkin and was grateful to see that there was no stains on her dress which was a blessing.




I bent over to sweep the offending canape into the dustpan and almost moaned out loud as the toy inside squirmed around inside me. Bending over straight legged was now second nature and I knew that my increasingly round bottom would be on show along with my chastity belt under my ridiculously short skirts.

I secretly revelled in being exposed like this but would never let on.

As I was sweeping up, I overheard one of the ladies say to another, “That pretty little arse will be a very deep shade of red by the morning, it’s such a shame we won’t be here to watch Jenn and Penelope paddle her.”

“Me too, but Penelope does like to have her cake and be eaten, if you know what I mean,” giggled another lady conspiratorially.

To find out what happens next, read Episode 4 – The Maid, the punishment and the piercing
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A lifelong submissive and transgender woman, Cindy is a sexual adventuress, enjoying erotic 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.

When not enjoying sex, Cindy and Jen spend their time together with their cat Eros sharing their passion for cooking, skiing in the winter and lounging around on sunny beaches in each other’s arms whenever they can.



The erotic adventures of a submissive shemale

These are the erotic adventures of Cindy Schiava, a lifelong trans woman and deep submissive, as she travels along life's highway towards her ultimate destination of becoming the slave of her wife,  Mistress,  Owner and best friend in the world.

No holds are barred,  few boundaries are respected as Cindy and her Mistress enjoy their steamy,  sexually charged adventures all over the world and Cindy is changed forever as she finds out what it means to be completely dominated by those she surrenders to be dominated by and a few who force her surrender.

Locked up in Lockdown

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.

This is just the beginning of her descent into becoming Jenn’s wife, lover and sex slave as they enjoy adventures across the world together.
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 they 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, forcing my body to relax and just accept 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.”


Your thoughts matter

Thank you for taking the time to read my story and I hope you enjoyed this episode.




I am always grateful for feedback on my writing, because it helps me to both develop my skills and secondly thatI am recounting my adventures as a sex slave in a way that you enjoy.




If you do want to offer suggestions, please leave a review or write me a note and post it on my instagram page - https://www.instagram.com/cindyschiava/




Lots of love




Cindy XX
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