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Sophie opened the front door after two rings – no small feat, in a building as big as Faversham House – but I barely recognised her. She had certainly come a long way since I had seen her last, and that had only been… what, six months ago?

Perhaps even less.

She was wearing a lacy maid’s outfit that was a little on-the-nose for my taste, but Isabel had always liked the traditional look for people in her service. Her hair was cut into a stylish bob, blonde rather than her natural brunette – and, even more impressively, was all her own. The last time I had seen her, the close-crop she had been stuck with had necessitated the wearing of a wig to make her look in any way feminine, but it seemed that Isabel had taken the effort to make her newest acquisition as girlish as possible. There was no going back to her old life, now.

Not that she seemed to mind, of course. If only I could have got my slave to forget his past life so easily, I would have been a happy woman, but as I tugged on his leash to guide him into the lobby of Isabel’s palatial house, I felt a slight resistance. I sighed. One day, I thought, I’m going to see you broken properly, and then you’ll beg me to make you pay for all these little indignities you put me through. One day, my slut.

Sophie closed the door behind us, and gave a professional curtsey with no trace of stumbling. The collar around her neck caught the light as she did so: a gleaming ring of steel around her neck that marked her out as the property of her owner.

Perhaps if I’d given my slave something other than a strip of pink leather, he might have been more inclined to behave. Then again, I was a firm believer that slaves should earn their service – and everything that went with it. If he saw a steel collar as a right rather than a privilege, how could I possibly hope to break him? How could I train him to meet my needs?

Perhaps after today I won’t need to, I thought. A chill ran through my body at the very idea.

‘May I take your coats, Mistress?’ Sophie asked, gesturing to me and the slave who stood awkwardly a leash’s length behind me. Her voice was higher than it had once been. Had Isabel put her on the hormones I recommended? It was possible. There was an increasingly feminine shapeliness to her – not that she had ever been the most masculine of men – but it could easily have just been a trick of time.

‘Mine, yes,’ I said, allowing her to slip it from my shoulders. ‘Leave the slave’s. I have a surprise for Miss Isabel.’

‘Very good, Mistress,’ Sophie said, smoothing it down as she placed it gently on a hook. Such attention to detail, I thought. She had definitely come a long way. Then again, if anyone could make themselves a perfect serving girl, it would be Isabel. She had a knack for getting the very best from her property. ‘I’ll show you and your slave through. Miss Isabel has been expecting you.’

Sophie walked ahead of us, never faltering in her heels. The tiny padlocks that had been looped through the buckles on her shoes indicated that she probably didn’t have the opportunity to remove them often, and I was sure she got a lot of practice in, but I couldn’t help but think of the pathetic little boy she had once been. If someone had told me a year ago that that trembling wreck of a man would make such a beautiful girl, I would have outright laughed in their face. I could see my slave checking her out too. He was used to keeping his eyes on the floor, but every now and then they darted up to the firm curve of Sophie’s ass. Poor little thing, I thought. You think she’s a real woman. You really do have no idea, do you?

There would be time for that particular revelation later, I was sure.

Sophie pushed open the door to the living room, and I smiled as I saw Isabel sitting on her couch. She always did have an effortless sort of grace about her, an ease that came from a carefree existence.

‘Katie!’ she said, closing her book excitedly. ‘It’s been too long. How are you?’

‘Kathryn in front of the slaves, if you don’t mind,’ I said, but I couldn’t keep a stern tone to my voice even with a mild rebuke like that. ‘But I’m good. And yourself?’

She shrugged. ‘Can’t complain. A little bored, perhaps. Perils of a life of leisure, I suppose. You know how it is.’

There was an understatement if ever I had heard one. Isabel’s tremendous wealth had allowed her the freedom to do whatever she wanted, which gave her ample opportunity to indulge her kinky tastes whenever she chose. For her to be bored was truly unusual. I was no stranger to money myself, but I found myself practically salivating at the setup I knew Isabel kept downstairs in her dungeon – not to mention the four or five fulltime submissives she kept paid up and locked away, ready to feel the sting of her crop whenever she got the urge. Alas, I had to make do with one slave at a time.

I clicked my fingers, and immediately he came to stand by my side, head bowed and his hands behind his back. The rubber ball gag in his mouth was a bright pink, which had caused him no end of embarrassment as he had driven us through the tiny town where Faversham House, but I doubted anyone had noticed. It would have caused quite a stir, I was sure, but Isabel barely raised an eyebrow.

‘Perhaps I can help with your boredom,’ I said. ‘I’ve brought you a little hostess gift for the afternoon.’

Isabel smirked. ‘Oh really?’ she said. ‘Dare I ask what it is?’

What do you get for the woman who has everything? I thought. The answer was obvious: the one thing money can’t buy.

Obedience.

‘Remove your coat, slave,’ I said. ‘Now.’

If he’d hesitated even for a second, I would have caused his delicate ass enough pain that he wouldn’t have been able to sit down for a week, but he either sensed something in the tone of my voice or had finally heeded my warnings that he was to be on his best behaviour. He slipped the coat off his shoulders and folded it neatly, revealing himself for the first time.

Isabel laughed. I couldn’t blame her. He looked ridiculous.

I had dressed him in the most cliché outfit I could find. Fishnet stockings covered his legs in criss-crossed black lines that wouldn’t have been out of place on a trawler fleet, and a pair of the most outrageous stripper shoes had been fastened onto his feet: black patent leather, all buckles and straps, and heels that seemed designed to cause vertigo. Thankfully, he was a relatively puny five-foot-seven at the best of times, which meant that even with his newfound height he was still only just able to look me in the eye.

From the waist up it was even worse. An impossibly tight pencil skirt with a daring slit up the side gave way to a pink shirt, just short enough to give a teasing glimpse at his midriff. It was the kind of thing that would have looked slutty on a college student, let alone on a twenty-eight year old man who once upon a time had been a senior financial analyst at one of the most reputable banks in the city. This was his new uniform – at least, when he was allowed clothes. Gone were the fancy suits and flashy watches, designed to persuade people of power through wealth. I hoped I had shown him that true power came from the ability to control people’s minds, not their wallets… but he was a new acquisition, and I didn’t think it had properly sunk in yet.

I reached into my purse and pulled out his wig, a bright red mess of hair that went down almost to his shoulders. It had been expensive, but worth it. Almost immediately it made him look like a passable woman: his jawline less strong, his eyes less sharp. With the bright pink ball between his lips and the blush that was crossing his face – no need for rouge when you have humiliation, I thought – he would almost have passed for a real woman.

Isabel clapped her hands with glee. ‘Oh, she just looks darling,’ she said. ‘Is she for me?’

‘For us,’ I said. ‘Just for the afternoon. Tessa here has been serving me for a month or so now, but this is her first time as a sissy outside of the house. Isn’t that right, slut?’

Tessa nodded softly. This was obviously harder for her than she had expected – a fact that made my pussy tingle with anticipation.

‘Speak up, girl,’ I said. ‘Miss Isabel can’t hear you.’

‘Ess is-ress,’ Tessa mumbled through the gag, and Isabel burst out laughing.

‘She’s so wonderfully pathetic!’ she said. ‘Wherever did you find her?’

‘A little club outside of Soho a couple of weeks ago,’ I said. ‘She tried to hit on me, thinking I’d be impressed by a Swiss watch and an expensive suit. Can you imagine?’

Isabel shook her head sadly. ‘Oh, these City types,’ she said. ‘Such limited imaginations.’

‘So naturally I thought I should teach him some manners, and… well, here we are.’

‘And naturally you just couldn’t wait to share your new toy with your oldest friend?’ Isabel had a wicked glint in her eye, a look that could only mean one thing: her sadistic streak had been riled up. It seemed that Tessa wasn’t going to have a particularly easy afternoon.

‘Naturally,’ I said.

I looked at my slave, her eyes cast downwards to the floor as though she couldn’t believe how readily we were talking about this. I wondered if perhaps there was something in her that was thinking back to that moment a month ago, when she – he at the time – had approached me with a view to making me a one night stand. I wondered if she regretted it, but I knew for a fact that if I reached my hand up that slutty little skirt I’d find her cock as hard as iron.

‘One more thing,’ I said. ‘Then we can start.’

I reached around to the back of her head and deftly unfastened the buckle. The pink ball slipped from between her teeth, but before she could even offer a thank you I had reached into my purse and pulled out a bright red lipstick. In two swoops I had coated her lips, painting them into a perfect cocksucking circlet. ‘Much better,’ I said. ‘Now you’re ready.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ she said. Her voice cracked a little with the humiliation, but that was the least of her worries. There was much more to come.

‘Go on then,’ Isabel said. ‘Let’s see what you’ve got. There’s a bottle of wine in the kitchen, and two glasses. Sophie will show you where. Bring it out here.’

Tessa gave a clumsy curtsey – far removed from the one Sophie had demonstrated earlier – and walked on shaky feet to the kitchen. By the time she returned a few minutes later, Isabel and I were chatting like no time had passed at all, let alone six months. Tessa waited patiently for a break in the conversation, holding the tray in her outstretched hands until one of us gave her the attention she desired.

‘What’s this?’ I asked eventually.

‘Your wine, Mistress,’ she stammered out.

‘Why is it still in the bottle? Do you expect us to pour it ourselves?’

‘N-no, Mistress,’ she said. Her hands trembled as she poured two glasses and presented them to us: she knew from experience and from the tone of my voice that I wasn’t pleased.

‘Tut tut, little Tessa,’ Isabel cackled to herself. ‘It looks like someone’s going to be in trouble once they get home tonight. I think you’re going to be in for one hell of a spanking.’

‘Oh no,’ I said. ‘I have a far more effective method of ensuring correction. I think it’s best that I administer her punishment right here and right now, don’t you? Much more likely to stick in the mind if she takes it in front of an audience, I find.’

‘By all means,’ she said, ignoring Tessa’s pathetic whimper of complaint: she knew better than to say anything, but she couldn’t stop her body from betraying itself. ‘And how are you going to do that?’

I pulled a remote out from my purse, and I caught the look of fear that crossed Tessa’s face. ‘With this,’ I said. ‘I think it’s time we gave Miss Isabel a little demonstration, don’t you?’

‘Please, Mistress…’ Tessa mumbled, but that was as far as she got. I pressed the button on the handheld device and immediately Tessa doubled over in pain. She let out a gasp that was half surprise and half agony, and it was all she could do to keep her tray upright.

‘Well, well,’ Isabel said, obviously impressed. ‘A shock collar, I assume?’ I could see her casting her eyes along the strip of leather that was wrapped around Tessa’s neck, looking for the box that would provide enough current to force my slave into such a deliciously pained reaction. She could look all she wanted: she wasn’t going to find it.

‘In a manner of speaking,’ I said. ‘Tray down, slut, and then show Miss Isabel your device.’

Tessa placed the silver tray down gingerly by her side, and then lifted her little skirt up slowly. She still wasn’t used to the idea of showing herself off to my friends for my amusement, but with my finger still circling the button on the remote it wasn’t as though she had much choice. As the bulge in her panties came into view, I could see Isabel straining forward, trying to get a closer look. It was only once Tessa shimmied her panties down over her thighs that she saw just how I had managed to keep such perfect control of her.

A black neoprene ring was fitted around Tessa’s cock and balls, holding a small black box in place against her skin, just under her scrotum. Its purpose was obvious. One little push of the button and an unpleasant – almost unbearable – number of volts would shoot through its prongs and into Tessa’s most sensitive area. It was no wonder Tessa had been much more compliant since I had fastened it in place.

Isabel looked at the device in awe. ‘May I?’ she asked, holding out her hand for the remote. I passed it across. ‘My, my,’ she said. ‘What are the numbers for?’ she asked, pointing at a dial on the side that ran from one to ten.

‘Intensity,’ I answered. ‘One is a short, sharp shock. Four will leave her gasping for air. Five will put her on her knees almost instantly no matter she’s doing, and eight…’ I saw the look of panic on Tessa’s face as the memory came back to her. It had only happened once, but it had been enough to ensure her compliance without fail. ‘Well, let’s just say that eight is extremely unpleasant. Ten would be beyond my girl’s ability to cope, I’m sure.’

‘Hmm,’ Isabel said. ‘How interesting.’ She reached out to the table at her side and picked up a small silver bell. She gave it a little tinkle, and then set it back down. ‘What do you say the four of us play a little game, eh?’ she said. I recognised the glint in her eye. Isabel’s idea of a ‘little game’ was all well and good, unless you were her target – in which case they were less like games and more like personalised torture sessions.

‘Four of us?’ I asked. ‘What do you mean?’

Sophie stood in the doorway, still dressed in her maid’s outfit. ‘You rang, Miss?’ she said.

‘Four of us,’ Isabel repeated. ‘You, me, Tessa and Sophie. I think I’d like to see how well our little girls play together.’

I smiled. ‘I think that’s an excellent idea.’

‘I’m glad you approve,’ Isabel said. ‘Sophie, dear… fetch the travel bag from the dungeon. This little slut is going to need to be restrained, I’m sure.’

‘Very good, Miss,’ Sophie said.

Despite her heels, she was quick on her feet. Within two minutes, she had not only brought the bag up to us but had laid out its contents on the ground at our feet, and had then taken a kneeling position next to Tessa. While my slave looked terrified, Isabel’s slave had a resigned look on her face. She knew what was coming, and that it would likely be humiliating – but it didn’t take a rocket scientist to see that we were much more interested in tormenting Tessa than Sophie, which meant that she would mostly have a reprieve.

I could see Tessa’s eyes scanning the array of crops and cuffs and chains that had been laid out on the floor in front of her, wondering which ones we’d pick. It was a peculiar sort of psychological warfare, showing her the instruments of her torture; it allowed her to run a thousand and one scenarios over in her mind, wondering which one would become her immediate reality – and whether or not she was capable of knowing for sure.

‘Sophie,’ I said. ‘The pink straps. Wrists and ankles behind her back. Then the ring gag. Make sure you don’t smudge her lovely red lipstick, or things will be unpleasant for you. Understood?’

‘Yes, Miss.’ She sprang into action, and in an instant was fastening the leather cuffs onto my slave. To her credit, Tessa didn’t resist at all. She allowed Sophie’s strong wrists to circle her own, but there was no hiding the look of confusion on her face. Sophie might have looked like a girl from a bit of a distance, but the deception fell away up close. She can tell, I thought to myself. She knows that Sophie used to be a man, once upon a time. I wondered if she knew that was my plan for her too – to have an emasculated serving girl all of my own, completely and mindlessly obedient, with no thoughts but my pleasure. Of course, she probably thought she’d be able to resist it, but I could see potential in her. Tessa was made to serve.

With Isabel’s help, I could prove it.

Tessa opened her mouth and accepted the steel ring without protest. Sophie pulled the leather strap tight and closed the buckle, then knelt back down next to her.

‘Good girl,’ I said. ‘You see, Tessa? That’s how a little sissy slut is supposed to behave. Always wanting to please. Always doing her best for her Mistress and her guests. I don’t imagine that Sophie would have forgotten to pour the wine for us, do you?’

She shook her head. With the gag in her mouth and her wrists and ankles locked together, there was little else she could do.

‘Well, it’s a good job I’m feeling generous,’ I said. ‘Besides, you two just make such a cute couple kneeling together like that, I can’t really resist. Don’t you think, Isabel?’

She grinned. She knew exactly where I was going with it. ‘Oh, absolutely,’ she said. ‘In fact, Sophie, why don’t you give Tessa a little kiss? I know you think she’s cute.’

‘Yes Miss,’ Sophie said. She brought her lips up close to Tessa’s own, and then brushed the hair out of my slave’s face, tucking it behind her ear. I could see the look of disgust in Tessa’s eyes as Sophie approached, unable to reconcile her knowledge that the lips that would soon be pressed against her own weren’t those of a woman but someone just like herself, who skirted the gender lines and didn’t properly fit on either side except as a toy for her Mistress’s pleasure. She recoiled for a second as Sophie’s tongue slipped through the hole in the ring gag, but there was no denying that it was turning her on. Within seconds, Tessa was doing her best to kiss Sophie back, and I knew for a fact that if I looked underneath her skirt I’d find her little dicklet as hard as a rock, regardless of the electric collar that was locked around it.

‘Aww… they like each other,’ I cooed to Isabel. ‘Isn’t that just adorable?’

‘Positively darling,’ she replied. ‘But why are we rewarding your slave for her poor service? Surely it’s Sophie that should get the reward?’

She had a point. ‘Very well,’ I said. ‘Sophie, you may use this little slut however you see fit. She’ll gladly open up any of her holes for you – as long as you have your Mistress’s permission, of course.’

Tessa certainly hadn’t been expecting that. I watched her squirm uncomfortable, as though she was pondering just how far down this particular rabbit hole she was willing to go. Would this be the moment that she finally ran away? Where she broke free of her training and decided to go back to her old life of meaningless sex with nameless women, of a high-paying job and a full bank account?

Not a chance, I thought. Tessa had learned her place, and she had learned it well. The only person who didn’t seem to realise that was Tessa herself.

Sure enough, she sat back on her heels and closed her eyes. I couldn’t help but smile. In that moment I knew that no matter what I would have ordered her to do, she would have done it without question. If Sophie chose to remove her gag, she’d find Tessa’s mouth just as willing as it was with the steel O clamped between her teeth.

‘I think I’d like her mouth, Mistress,’ Sophie said, looking up imploringly at Isabel. ‘If that’s not too much trouble, of course.’

‘No trouble at all,’ I said. ‘You deserve it.’

Isabel beckoned her over and gestured for Sophie to raise her skirt. The pink chastity device that locked Sophie’s little cock away was fastened by a little silver padlock, the key to which rested on a chain around Isabel’s neck. It didn’t take long for her to unfasten it, and as the tube pulled away I was treated to quite a sight. Locked away, Sophie’s penis seemed quite pathetic, but as soon as it was released it began to grow to its full size. It positively dwarfed Tessa’s cock and still kept on growing, ending up at full hardness with barely a touch. As it expanded, I could see Tessa’s eyes widen.

Just be glad she didn’t ask for your asshole, I thought. You might have been ripped in half.

Sophie pulled up her skirt, knowing to give her Mistress and guest a good view of what was about to happen. She put a tender hand on the back of Tessa’s head, but that was the only display of gentleness she seemed interested in. Her cockhead was resting at the edge of the steel circle and for a second I found myself wondering if it would fit, but Sophie didn’t seem to have the same concerns: she had been offered a blowjob, and she would be taking it no matter what happened.

You have to admire her eagerness, I thought. Even a perfectly-trained sissy maid is only ever one orgasm from being a total slut.

Sophie began pushing her hips forward, forcing her cock into Tessa’s gagged mouth. With the cuffs around her wrists and ankles and the gag keeping her jaw open, there was nothing Tessa could have done to stop it – but one look in her eyes made it clear that stopping it was the last thing on her mind. She seemed to enjoy every inch of it, and on the rare occasions that Sophie’s cock slipped free of the steel ring, Tessa’s tongue followed it out, eagerly seeking more of it. For a moment I considered unfastening the gag and seeing just how much she would take if she didn’t feel as though she was forced into it, but I was having too much fun watching the scene unfold. The gag added an extra frisson for me, too: I imagined those early days, when Tessa had been so reluctant to take my strap on and had to be coaxed into letting even a rubber cock down her throat.

And now, she was sucking Sophie’s dick like a pro. It was shocking how much could change in a few short weeks.

With steady, rhythmic thrusts Sophie pushed in and out of my slave’s mouth. She barely even looked down at her: as far as she was concerned, Tessa’s hole was just a means to an end, a way of reaching the orgasm she so desperately craved. There was no trace of the tenderness there had been in her kiss. Her thrusting was brutal, greedy, utilitarian, and Tessa couldn’t get enough of it.

I found myself growing wet as I watched it. For weeks I had trained Tessa to think of herself as nothing but a toy, and now she was accepting it willingly from a total stranger. It was nice to see my hard work paying off.

Sophie began to slow, and I recognised the tell-tale signs of an orgasm that could no longer be stopped. ‘Mistress, may I…?’ she begged, looking across to us. Isabel nodded her assent, but I shook my head.

‘No,’ I said. ‘Not down her throat. Make sure you pull out before you shoot. I want you to spurt your load all over her pathetic face, do you understand? Show my slut her place.’

‘Mmm… yes, Mistress,’ Sophie moaned. Seconds later, unable to hold back any longer, hot ropes of come began to spill from the end of her cock. From my guess it had been at least a month since she had been allowed release, and possibly even longer than that, but she was definitely making up for it now. Soon Tessa’s face was coated in Sophie’s white goo, and even though I had instructed her not to shoot her load into Tessa’s mouth she couldn’t stop some of her mess from dripping down past the steel ring. Tessa grimaced as it hit her tongue, but the humiliation of having her face coated with semen was a much more pressing issue.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ Sophie murmured. Her voice was floaty and distant, still riding that post-orgasmic high – the first one she had experienced in quite some time, I imagined. As she went to kneel by my slave, I caught sight of a satisfied smile crossing her face. Whatever Isabel and I did to her for the rest of the afternoon, nothing could take away the pleasure she felt.

I looked across at Isabel, who had been watching the proceedings with an amused smirk on her face. ‘Well?’ I said. ‘What do you think?’

She grinned. ‘I think you always did have an exceptional taste in little sluts,’ she said. ‘And you said you’d only had her for a couple of weeks, too?’

‘Yep.’

‘Such perfect training!’ she said, clapping her hands together with joy. ‘It was ages before I could get this one to suck a cock, and yet yours is a natural. You’re so lucky to have found her.’

‘You really think so?’ I said.

‘Oh, absolutely.’

‘Good,’ I replied. ‘There’s a reason I brought her here for you to see today. I was hoping you’d consider taking her on.’

Tessa tried to look around at me, but with her eyes covered with Sophie’s come and her mouth gagged there was little she could do to protest.

‘Taking her on?’ Isabel asked.

I nodded. ‘I have to go out of the country for a few months. Nothing serious, just some overseas business. Not all of us have the family estate to fall back on, after all.’

‘And you want me to watch your darling little Tessa until you get back? Keep her safe from harm?’

I handed the remote control across to her. ‘The harm is negotiable, as long as I get her back in one piece – but I think a couple of months spent under your command would do her a world of good, as far as training goes. Consider her my little gift to you. Besides, after seeing how well Tessa and Sophie play together, it would seem almost a shame to split them up, don’t you think?’

Isabel pressed down on the remote button, but rather than a quick press it was a sustained shock she sent into Tessa’s cock and balls. My slave bucked and writhed in her restraints, unable to free her hands to remove the device – not that she would have dared, of course.

‘Well, I have been looking for a new plaything,’ she said thoughtfully, smiling at Tessa’s agony. ‘As long as I can keep this little shock collar too, it’s a deal.’

Finally, Isabel removed her finger from the trigger. Tessa let out a soft whimper of relief as her body was finally able to relax. ‘You see, girl?’ I said to the prostrate form lying on the ground, covered in come. ‘Miss Isabel has graciously agreed to keep you on. Aren’t you lucky?’

She mumbled something in response, but I couldn’t quite make it out. It was only once I took the gag off that I heard what she had been trying to say.

‘Speak, slave,’ I said.

‘Thank you for letting Miss Isabel train me,’ she replied. More of Sophie’s come dripped into her mouth with every word, but she barely seemed to notice.

It was in that moment that I knew Tessa was broken – truly, completely, gloriously broken – and suddenly I couldn’t wait to get back from my trip.
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