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CHAPTER 1

Bobbi still wasn't entirely convinced SissyVille existed. It didn't appear on the navigator or any conventional map, but his girlfriend of six months, Sabrina, insisted they were getting close. If the town did exist, it was somewhere beyond the last highway exit, hidden within a stretch of forest that looked increasingly untouched by civilization. 

     According to Sabrina, they were going for a weeklong couples retreat that would culminate in the greatest Halloween rave of all time. But before they'd left home, she'd told him their relationship had reached a crossroads, and if they were going to move forward together, some major things needed to change.

Sabrina sat in the passenger seat, absorbed in her phone, seemingly unaware of how often Bobbi glanced her way. She usually cultivated a hot-librarian vibe: glasses, short dresses peeking out beneath long sweaters, but today the softness had given way to something sharper.

Her red hair spilled over the collar of a cropped leather jacket, dark sunglasses concealed half her face, and beneath the jacket she wore a little black dress zipped snugly up the front, silky thigh-high stockings, and knee-high boots.

Bobbi’s gaze lingered on the stockings before he reluctantly returned it to the road. Even her manner seemed different. There was a casual confidence in the way she occupied the seat, tapping impatiently at her phone, looking a little bratty and somehow more commanding than usual. 

He then glanced at a garment bag in the back seat and shook his head. “I still can't believe you packed that costume.”

Sabrina smiled without looking away from the road. “I can't believe you're still pretending you don't want to wear it.”

“I told you I'm not wearing it to the party.”

“You've been waiting to wear it since the day I showed it to you.”

“I have not.”

“And you've been waiting to dress that way for even longer.”

Bobbi turned toward her. “I have not.”

“Bobbi, please.” There was still affection in Sabrina's voice, but less patience than before. “You loved that costume the second you saw it. You tried to hide it, you made jokes about it, you told me how ridiculous it was, and then you asked about the stockings.”

“I was asking what came with it.”

“Then you asked me about the platform shoes.”

“I was just being curious.”

“Exactly.”

“About the costume.”

Sabrina laughed. “That, and so much more.”

Bobbi glared forward. “If I put it on, and I'm not saying I will, it's for the Halloween party. One night. That's it.”

“We'll see.”

Bobbi looked at her again. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“It means I think you've wanted to try this for a long time, and you're terrified that if you admit you enjoy it, somehow that means you have to admit all the other things you've been pretending you don't want.”

That silenced him.

Sabrina glanced over. “Just admit you like the idea. I won't think any less of you. We all have our desires, Bobbi. I have mine too. I'm not asking you to explain yourself or apologize for them. I'm asking you to stop acting like I don't know you.”

Bobbi returned his attention to the road ahead because arguing wasn't helping. The worst part was that Sabrina was closer to the truth than he wanted her to be. He had wanted to try the costume from the moment she'd shown it to him.

But she was also right that the fascination went back much further than that. There had been other clothes he'd wondered about, other fantasies he'd dismissed, private moments when he'd imagined surrendering all the masculine expectations he carried around and becoming something deliberately feminine instead.

And the fantasies had never stopped with the clothes.

There was always a woman in them—confident, commanding, and completely in control. She would dress him in frilly outfits and tease him about how feminine he looked. 

Other fantasies went further. She might publicly humiliate him, lock him in chastity, spank him when he disobeyed, or punish him with phallic toys. Whatever she told him to wear, say, or do, he would obey.

Bobbi had encountered a word for that particular combination of feminization, humiliation, and submission years ago. He'd hated how accurately it seemed to describe his fantasies. The word embarrassed him, even irritated him, yet it also excited him in ways he desperately wanted to admit.

Sissy.

“We talked about this before we left,” Sabrina continued. “We can't keep circling around the same things forever. I want us to figure out what we actually want from each other instead of what we're supposed to want. If all we do is go to a ridiculous Halloween party, get drunk, dance, and come home, fine. But if there's something else here you've been afraid to explore, maybe you finally let yourself explore it.”

“In a sexy witch costume.”

Sabrina smiled. “A Sissy witch costume.”

His stomach fluttered with an uncomfortable combination of embarrassment and excitement. Hearing it inside his own head was one thing. Hearing Sabrina say it aloud while they were surrounded by men openly living out variations of fantasies he'd never admitted to anyone was something else entirely.

“And if I wear it once, you're going to spend the rest of my life reminding me.”

“Who said you’re only going to wear it once?” She paused.

Bobbi groaned.

Sabrina laughed. “Come on. You know you want to try it.”

“Just for the party.”

“We'll see.”

“We'll see. You keep saying it like you've already decided something about me.”

“I haven't decided anything.” Sabrina looked at him, and this time there was no teasing in her expression. “I'm waiting for you to decide. I just wish you'd stop being so afraid of the answer.”

Before Bobbi could respond, the forest abruptly thinned.

Buildings appeared beyond the trees.

A weathered wooden sign stood beside the road, decorated with purple lights and grinning jack-o'-lanterns:

WELCOME TO SISSYVILLE
HOME OF THE 113TH ANNUAL HALLOWEEN RAVE

Bobbi sat forward.

“Well,” he said. “I'll be damned. It actually exists.”

Sabrina grinned. “Told you.”

They passed the sign and entered the town. At first SissyVille looked like an old-fashioned resort village that had surrendered completely to Halloween. Purple and orange banners stretched between Victorian buildings, storefronts glowed with pumpkins and strings of lights, and costumed crowds filled the sidewalks.

Then Bobbi noticed something that excited his imagination and immediately made him uncomfortable. There were sissified men everywhere.

Some walked arm in arm with women. Others followed a few steps behind them. One blushing man in a short pink maid dress hurried after a woman in a black leather witch costume, carrying her purse along with her shopping bags. 

Another stood outside a café in stockings and heels while two women adjusted the bow tied around his waist. Farther down the street, a woman in an elegant red dress walked confidently with her hand resting on the shoulder of a feminized man who seemed perfectly content to be guided through the crowd.

Bobbi couldn't stop looking. That bothered him almost as much as what he was seeing. These weren't private fantasies safely contained inside his imagination. They were real men, openly dressed and behaving in ways Bobbi had only ever allowed himself to think about when nobody else was around.

“Did you see that?” Bobbi asked.

“I did. His shoes are adorable.”

“That's what you noticed?”

Sabrina turned toward him. “What did you notice, Bobbi?”

He immediately regretted asking. Bobbi became acutely conscious of Sabrina watching him watch them. “I'm just trying to understand why all the men are dressed like that.”

“It's Halloween. Maybe it's the theme.”

“All of them?”

Sabrina shrugged. “Apparently the people of SissyVille commit.”

A young man in a spectacular lavender maid uniform stepped into the crosswalk ahead of them, carrying a tray of coffees while a woman dressed as Cleopatra walked several paces ahead. Bobbi's eyes followed him before he could stop himself. The maid uniform was absurdly feminine, but the man didn't appear embarrassed by it. If anything, he seemed comfortable.

Bobbi wasn't sure whether that made the sight easier or considerably more unsettling.

“So many feminized men,” Sabrina said.

“I've noticed.”

“They're all wearing silky stockings.”

“I noticed.”

“And pretty dresses.”

“I noticed.”

“And sexy high heels.”

“I noticed.”

“And they're all happily serving their Mistresses.”

Bobbi hesitated before answering. That part had not escaped his attention either. In fact, it was the part he was trying hardest not to examine too closely.

“I noticed.”

“One might call them Sissies.”

The word hit Bobbi like a swat on the ass. His stomach fluttered with an uncomfortable combination of embarrassment and excitement. 

Another feminized man crossed in front of them, following a woman dressed as a glamorous vampire. Bobbi's eyes drifted from the man's heels to the way he obediently followed his Mistress. He caught himself wondering what it would feel like to be the one following Sabrina that way.

He immediately pushed the thought aside.

Sabrina caught him looking. “I saw that.”

“I was just making sure the pedestrian had fully passed before I continued forward. It's called being a responsible driver.”

“Of course.”

“That's all.”

Sabrina smiled. “Or maybe you're a little sissy-curious.”

Bobbi felt another unwanted flutter in his stomach. “Would you stop?”

“Did I hit a nerve?”

“No.”

“Good.”

Bobbi glanced toward the sidewalk again despite himself, then caught Sabrina smiling at him.

He groaned. “I already hate this town.”

The SissyVille Grand appeared several minutes later, although Grand seemed inadequate. The place resembled a Victorian mansion that had swallowed two smaller Victorian mansions and developed architectural ambitions. Turrets rose above the roofline, gargoyles guarded the entrance, and hundreds of glowing pumpkins lined the front steps. A banner stretched across the façade:

SISSYVILLE 113TH ANNUAL HALLOWEEN RAVE


 ONE TRANSFORMATION. 

ONE VERY DIFFERENT MORNING AFTER.




Bobbi read the second line twice. "What could that possibly mean?"

"What do you think it means, Bobbi?"

Sabrina was already getting out of the car. A valet hurried toward them wearing a perfectly pressed maid uniform. Naturally.

"Welcome to the SissyVille Grand!" he said cheerfully.

Bobbi handed over the keys while making a heroic effort not to stare at the pink S on the valet's forehead.

"Don't worry, honey," the valet said. "Everybody's nervous their first time."

Bobbi frowned. "First time doing what?"

The valet smiled. "Enjoy your stay."

Then he drove away.

Bobbi watched his car disappear. "That man knows something I don't."

Sabrina slipped her arm through his. "A lot of people know things you don't."

The lobby only deepened the mystery. Women lounged on velvet sofas beneath enormous chandeliers while uniformed male attendants carried luggage, delivered drinks, and responded to little silver bells with impressive efficiency. Bobbi tried not to stare, which mostly resulted in him staring while pretending to examine the architecture.

At reception, another maid-uniformed man greeted them. "Reservation?"

"Sabrina Vale."

The receptionist typed for a moment, his pink-painted fingernails clicking against the keys. "Ah, yes. Halloween Relationship Package. Queen suite, full-week reservation, rave admission, breakfast each morning, couples’ activities, transformation consultation—"

Bobbi turned toward Sabrina. "Transformation consultation?"

"Costumes," Sabrina said.

The receptionist nodded with suspicious enthusiasm. "Among other things."

Bobbi looked between them. "What other things?"

"Optional activities designed to help couples explore new dynamics," the receptionist explained.

That answer landed differently than it would have an hour earlier.

Bobbi slowly looked at Sabrina. "You brought me to some kind of relationship retreat?"

"Partly, but with the greatest Halloween rave of all time."

"Where every other man will be wearing stockings."

"Indeed."

Bobbi glanced toward the lobby. A bell rang. A man in a maid dress hurried past carrying a tray.

Bobbi looked back at Sabrina. Sabrina laughed and squeezed his arm.

"Relax. We're here to have fun, try some things, and figure out what we actually want instead of spending another six months pretending we don't know what we're talking about."

Bobbi lowered his voice. "I know what you think we're talking about. And I don't agree with your conclusions."

"You don't have to, Bobbi." Sabrina's teasing expression softened. "But you do have to stop pretending, or this is going to be it for us."

"It? As in over?"

DING! An elevator door opened, and Sabrina stepped inside. Bobbi meekly followed.

Their suite occupied an upper floor overlooking the town square. It was enormous, with velvet furniture, a four-poster bed, a balcony, and enough Halloween decorations to suggest the hotel considered subtlety a character flaw. 

Bobbi dropped his suitcase and walked to the window. Below, SissyVille was coming alive beneath purple and orange lights while women moved between restaurants and shops accompanied by their strangely dressed attendants.

Then Sabrina gasped behind him. "Oh, this is perfect."

Bobbi turned. She was standing beside the open closet. Hanging inside was a maid uniform. Of course there was.

The dress was black satin trimmed with white lace, with a short, ruffled skirt, puffed sleeves, and a tiny apron. Beneath it waited stockings, glossy platform shoes, a wig, cosmetics, and several other accessories Bobbi decided he was not emotionally prepared to inventory.

Sabrina lifted the dress from the closet. Bobbi stared at it for a nervous moment. Then at Sabrina. A mischievous smile spread across her face.

Bobbi stepped backward, but not quite as quickly as he might have earlier. "Absolutely not."

"Stop pretending, Bobbi," she said. "This is something you've wanted to wear for a long time."

"I have not."

"You've wanted to know what you'd look like in one."

"No, I haven't."

"You wanted to feel the silky softness and lace against your skin."

"Not true."

"Just admit it, Bobbi. You're a Sissy."

"I am not a Sissy," Bobbi pouted.

"Stop pouting and put on the dress, Bobbi. I'm not going to think any less of you."

Bobbi stared at the dress. For one dangerous second, his imagination betrayed him. He saw the stockings. The wig. The shoes. Himself standing in front of the mirror looking—

No. Absolutely not. Probably not.

"Stop resisting, my little Sissy-in-waiting?"

"Stop calling me that."

"You're blushing," she said, and held the dress up to him. "You'd look adorable."

"I can't. I won't."

"Fine. Have it your way."

She returned the outfit to the closet rather than pushing him further. That almost made things worse. Bobbi had expected persuasion. He had prepared defenses. Sabrina simply left the maid dress hanging there where he could see it.

"Seeing you wearing that dress would make me incredibly happy," Sabrina admitted. "And wearing it would make you just as happy because deep down you know what you are, and what you want to be. But if you're going to continue to refuse to admit that truth, then I don't know how we can possibly move forward with our relationship."

Bobbi looked at the outfit again. Then came three precise knocks at the door.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Sabrina's smile changed.

Bobbi noticed immediately. "Are you expecting someone?"

"No! You are."

"Who is it?"

Another three knocks sounded. Then a woman's voice carried through the door.

"Bobbi? Are you in there?"

Sabrina grinned mischievously. Bobbi watched, almost trembling with nerves, as she walked toward the door and opened it. The woman standing in the hallway looked as though Halloween itself had decided to become a person. She wore a fitted black coat over a deep purple dress, knee-high boots, and a pointed hat tilted at an angle that somehow looked elegant rather than ridiculous. 

Silver streaks ran through her dark hair, a jeweled choker encircled her throat, and tucked beneath one arm was a slender black riding crop topped with a tiny silver S.

Her eyes settled immediately on Bobbi. She smiled. Not warmly. Not cruelly. Knowingly.

"Good evening, girls," the woman said.

Bobbi glanced behind himself, then back at her. "Girls?"

The woman entered, her gaze moving briefly toward the maid uniform hanging conspicuously in the open closet before returning to Bobbi.

"Who are you?" he asked.

The woman removed the riding crop from beneath her arm and tapped it lightly against her palm.

"My name is Mistress Switch."

Bobbi looked at the silver S on the crop. Then at Sabrina. She grinned.

Mistress Switch followed his gaze and seemed to understand everything without requiring an explanation.

"Well, well," Mistress Switch said, turning her attention back to Bobbi, "I can see why I've been asked here."

Bobbi swallowed. "I don't understand."

"Of course you do," Mistress Switch said. She walked a lap around him, looking him over, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. "My, my, we have a lot of work to do here. So let's get started."


CHAPTER 2

Bobbi decided within approximately ten seconds that he did not like Mistress Switch. This was inconvenient because Mistress Switch did not appear remotely concerned with whether Bobbi liked her.

She walked into the hotel room as though it belonged to her, which, considering everything Bobbi had seen in SissyVille so far, was entirely possible. 

She removed her pointed hat and placed it carefully on the dresser, adjusted the jeweled choker around her neck, then inspected Bobbi with the clinical interest of someone considering a questionable purchase. Bobbi looked instinctively toward Sabrina, who was watching the witch with considerably more amusement than he considered appropriate under the circumstances.

“You know her,” Bobbi said.

“I know of her,” Sabrina replied.

Mistress Switch tapped the riding crop lightly against her palm. “Sabrina, darling, would you mind giving us a few minutes alone?”

“Actually, I would prefer it if Sabrina stayed,” Bobbi said.

“I did not ask what you would prefer. I wish to speak with you privately.”

Bobbi immediately looked toward Sabrina for support. Sabrina responded by grabbing her purse. “I'll be downstairs.”

“Sabrina.”

Sabrina crossed the room and kissed him lightly on the cheek. The teasing expression she'd worn since they arrived softened. “Listen to her, Bobbi. And do what you're told.”

“Why should I listen to her?”

“Because we've spent almost six months circling the same conversation. Sometimes I think you want me to push, and whenever I do, you pretend you have no idea what I'm talking about.”

“That doesn't mean I want all this.” Bobbi gestured toward the maid uniform hanging in the closet.

“Yeah, you do.” Then Sabrina slipped into the hallway and closed the door behind her.

Bobbi was alone with the witchy lady, Mistress Switch.

Bobbi folded his arms. “So what exactly is this consultation?”

“You already know.”

“No, I don't.”

Mistress Switch turned and regarded him for a long moment. There was something peculiar about her eyes. Nothing dramatic. They didn't glow or swirl or shoot purple lightning, but Bobbi found them unexpectedly difficult to look away from.

“You know why Sabrina brought you here.”

“Yeah, for a Halloween rave.”

“She brought you here because she has a wish.”

Bobbi frowned. “What kind of wish?”

Mistress Switch slowly walked around him. Bobbi resisted the urge to turn with her, although he became increasingly uncomfortable as she examined him. He was used to Sabrina looking at him affectionately and occasionally critically, particularly when he'd dressed himself for a nice restaurant. Mistress Switch seemed to be taking inventory.

Finally, she stopped in front of him.

“Let's begin with something you already know but would never say aloud. Sabrina is considerably out of your league.”

“Excuse me?” Bobbi gave an uncomfortable laugh. “That's a little rude.”

“No, it’s accurate.”

Mistress Switch paced slowly around him again. “You're a perfectly pleasant man, Bobbi, but let's not confuse pleasant with extraordinary. You're small. You're not particularly strong. You're not wealthy, and you're hardly setting the financial world ablaze with your earning potential.”

“I have a good job.”

“I'm sure you do.” Mistress Switch continued as though he hadn't spoken. “You're modestly attractive, although hardly the sort of man who causes women to walk into lampposts. And under the hood—you are, shall we say, statistically below average.”

“How could you possibly know that? Did Sabrina tell you that?”

“No, you just did.” Mistress Switch raised an eyebrow. She then turned toward the closet. “Moving on.”

“No, we're absolutely not moving on.”

Mistress Switch flicked the riding crop lightly against her palm. “Silence!”

Bobbi stopped cold.

“Now,” Mistress Switch said, “shall we discuss Sabrina?”

Bobbi folded his arms again. “Apparently we're discussing everything.”

“Good. Sabrina is beautiful, intelligent, confident, ambitious, and perfectly capable of attracting men who are taller than you, stronger than you, wealthier than you, and considerably more convinced of their own magnificence.”

Bobbi looked away. He didn't particularly enjoy hearing it. He also didn't disagree. That was the irritating part.

Bobbi glanced toward her. “I don't spend my life ranking myself against every other man she could theoretically date.”

“Of course you do. You merely do it privately.”

Bobbi's expression tightened. That one landed.

Mistress Switch's tone remained matter-of-fact rather than cruel. “You've wondered why she's with you. You've wondered whether eventually she'll decide she could do better. You've wondered whether someone more conventionally impressive will come along and make her realize she settled.”

Bobbi walked over to the window and looked out. Outside, women and their maid-clad companions moved through the glowing streets of SissyVille.

“Maybe,” he admitted. It was barely audible.

Mistress Switch smiled. “There you are.”

Bobbi looked back at her. “What does any of this have to do with that?” He pointed toward the maid uniform.

“Everything.”

“That requires considerably more explanation.”

“Sabrina could choose someone else,” Mistress Switch said. “She hasn't. She chose you. So perhaps you should stop obsessing over the things you imagine make you inadequate and start paying attention to what the woman actually wants from you.”

Bobbi looked at her, afraid to ask what she meant.

Mistress Switch stepped closer. “She doesn't need you to become taller. She doesn't need you to become a bodybuilder or suddenly acquire a seven-figure income. She doesn't need you to transform into some fantasy of what you think a man worthy of her is supposed to look like.”

Bobbi glanced toward the maid uniform again.

“No,” Mistress Switch continued. “What Sabrina wants is something you can actually give her.”

Bobbi already knew where this was going. That didn't make hearing it easier.

“She wants you to stop fighting her every time she takes charge. She wants you to stop pretending you don't enjoy pleasing her. She wants to explore having a boyfriend who is willing to surrender control, dress girly for her amusement, serve her, and admit that being told what to do by a woman he adores does something rather interesting to him. In short, she wants you to be her feminized, obedient Sissy.”

Bobbi twinged. The word struck him deep in the core. He knew exactly what a Sissy was and what being one would entail. “What if I don’t want to be a Sissy?”

“But you do. You’ve wanted it since the first time you came across those videos during one of your late-night internet whacking-off sessions.”

Bobbi wasn’t going to deny this. There was no point. He wasn’t ashamed that he indulged in internet porn videos. Everyone was doing it.

Mistress Switch's expression softened slightly. “Bobbi, Sabrina has desires. So do you. The remarkable thing is that they align considerably more closely than you are willing to admit. She wants to be more commanding with you. You want to stop fighting her and enjoy it.”

Bobbi wanted to object. Nothing came out. Finally, Bobbi looked down. “Maybe I do.”

“There is no maybe about it. You know it. Sabrina knows it. But she’s not going to wait around forever for you to admit it.”

“And you think dressing me like a maid solves that?”

“It's a place to start.” Mistress Switch walked toward the closet and ran one finger along the white lace. “A means for you to stop hiding.”

“I do not hide.”

Mistress Switch gave him a side-eye glare.

Bobbi sighed. “Fine. Apparently I hide.”

“You hide behind jokes. You hide behind pretending you don't understand Sabrina whenever she tells you precisely what she wants. You hide behind saying no before you've even decided if you actually mean it.”

Bobbi looked at the maid uniform. He knew she wasn’t wrong. He wished she was.

“Sabrina has been trying to persuade you to play Sissy dress-up for her for quite some time, but you always evade the subject.” Mistress Switch lifted the dress from the closet and held it between them. “It’s time for that to change.”

“No. I am not putting that on.”

Mistress Switch examined the dress. “Why not?”

“It's a dress.”

“A maid dress. A silky dress. A dress with pretty lace. A Sissy dress.”

“I'm not a Sissy.”

Mistress Switch returned the dress to the closet. “Not yet, but you know you want to be a Sissy more than anything in the world.”

Bobbi opened his mouth to voice another denial, but nothing came out. He did feel a treacherous flicker of excitement when Sabrina first opened the closet and revealed the dress.

Mistress Switch watched the realization move across his face.

“Maybe I do,” he admitted, so quietly the words were hardly audible.

“Good boy,” Mistress Switch said, and held the Sissy maid dress up to Bobbi’s body. “Now let’s get you properly sissified.”


CHAPTER 3

There were many things about women's clothing that Bobbi had taken for granted. Stockings were considerably more complicated than socks. A bra possessed more engineering than some suspension bridges. 

            Platform heels had clearly been invented by someone with a personal grudge against ankles. And whatever evil genius had designed the tiny zipper running up the back of the maid dress had apparently never considered the possibility that the person wearing it might need to operate the zipper without assistance.

He emerged from the bathroom after twenty-three minutes wearing stockings, pink panties, a matching bra, and a silky black-and-white maid dress, carrying the wig in one hand and the glossy platform shoes in the other. The dress remained stubbornly unzipped several inches down his back, and Bobbi had reached the point where pride was considerably less important than getting the damned thing closed.

"I need help."

Mistress Switch glanced toward the clock. "You're eight minutes late."

"You gave me fifteen minutes to perform a miracle."

"I gave you twenty."

"Then you changed it back to fifteen."

"Excuses already." Mistress Switch rose from the armchair and tapped her riding crop against her palm. "We shall have to work on that."

Bobbi ignored the ominous implications of we shall have to work on that and turned his back. "Can you please zip me?"

Mistress Switch circled him once before doing anything, which made Bobbi painfully conscious of how little fabric existed between the hem of the dress and the tops of his stockings. He tugged the skirt downward.

"Stop fussing with your skirt."

"It barely qualifies as a skirt."

"It qualifies."

"My thighs disagree."

"Fortunately, your thighs have not been invited to participate in the discussion. Turn around."

Bobbi was already facing away from her but somehow understood what she meant. He straightened and stopped tugging. Mistress Switch pulled the zipper smoothly up his back, adjusted the lace collar, straightened the tiny white apron, and gave his shoulders a small corrective swat.

"There. Much better."

Bobbi turned around and looked down at himself. "I feel ridiculous."

"Nobody asked you about your feelings, Sissy."

"I am not a Sissy."

"The dress and pretty pink panties you're wearing imply otherwise."

"Well, I—"

POP! Mistress Switch gave him a swat on the butt with her riding crop.

It stung. A lot.

“OUCH!”

"Get used to it, Sissy. It will be your first of many," she warned. "Now, unless you would like to spend some time over my knee, you will behave."

Bobbi wanted to talk back, but he was entirely stunned by her assertiveness.

She pointed toward the shoes in his hand. "Put these on, Sissy."

"Stop calling me that."

POP! She gave Bobbi another swat with the riding crop. "Would you like another, Sissy? Or would you prefer to do as you are told?"

"That really hurts, you know," Bobbi whined.

"I do," she said, and swatted him again.

"Okay! Okay!" Bobbi looked at the shoes again. "I'll put them on."

"Of course you will."

He sat on the edge of the bed and slipped his feet into the platform shoes. When he stood too quickly, the shoes immediately betrayed him. Bobbi wobbled, threw both arms outward, and grabbed the bedpost before gravity could complete the assassination attempt.

Mistress Switch watched him.

"Don't mock me. This is my first time," Bobbi warned.

"Obviously."

Bobbi tried to take a step, but he wobbled a little.

"Shoulders back, Sissy."

He straightened up.

"Chin up."

He complied.

"Stop staring at your feet and focus on moving forward."

Bobbi tried again. He immediately noticed that the shoes changed everything about the way he moved. He couldn't stride normally without pitching forward, so he shortened his steps, straightened his back, and reluctantly followed her instructions until he made it from the bed to the window without grabbing a single piece of furniture.

"Again!" Mistress Switch said.

This time Bobbi complied without arguing. The second crossing was easier. Not easy, but easier, and when Bobbi reached the bed without wobbling, Mistress Switch nodded approvingly.

"Good Sissy."

Something fluttered much too pleasantly in Bobbi's stomach. Mistress Switch noticed immediately.

"Would you still prefer I didn't call you a Sissy?"

Bobbi's automatic answer was already halfway to his mouth when he stopped himself. That was precisely what Mistress Switch had accused him of doing: saying no before he'd decided whether he actually meant it.

He carefully considered the question. "No," he admitted. "I think I'm starting to like it."

Mistress Switch smiled. "Of course you do, Sissy. It's what you've wanted for so long."

"Now, let us continue," she said and opened the cosmetics case on the dresser.

Bobbi eyed its collection of brushes, tubes, powders, and mysterious implements with immediate suspicion. "I don't know if I am ready to go that far."

"Wearing makeup is an important part of your sissification training," she said.

"Training? I thought we were playing dress-up."

"You never thought that for one second," she replied. "You know what is happening here. And you want it to happen. Now comply, Sissy."

Bobbi wasn't sure if she was right or if there was some sort of witchy power behind her words, but he felt an unexpected desire to comply with her commands. He walked over and stood before her, waiting.

"On your knees, Sissy, so I can get to work," she commanded.

“Again, Bobbi's instinct was to resist, but this time the desire to obey proved stronger. He dropped down onto his knees and submitted to her will.”

The process was surprisingly uneventful. Mistress Switch worked with a delicacy Bobbi hadn't expected from someone who carried a riding crop. She softened the harsher angles of his face, darkened his lashes, shaped his brows, added color to his cheeks, and ignored most of his attempts to interrogate her because talking while someone worked around his lips proved impractical.

Finally, she stepped back. "All finished."

Bobbi started to rise.

"I did not say you could stand, Sissy."

"Sorry," Bobbi was quick to reply.

Mistress Switch picked up the wig. It was long, blonde, softly curled, and somehow oddly more intimidating than everything Bobbi was already wearing. Maybe it was because the wig would complete the transformation into a fully feminized Sissy.

Mistress Switch lowered it slightly.

"There is nothing to be afraid of, Sissy."

Bobbi swallowed, then lowered his head slightly. "Okay."

Mistress Switch fitted the wig over him and carefully adjusted it until the curls framed his face and spilled across his shoulders. The tiny lace maid headpiece came last. Mistress Switch made one final adjustment, then stepped away.

"And done."

Bobbi kept his eyes lowered, afraid to look up.

"It's time to stand up and see yourself as you are truly meant to be, Sissy."

"Okay," Bobbi said. "I want to look."

He stood up and slowly turned toward the full-length mirror. For one disorienting instant, Bobbi thought someone else had entered the room. Then the someone else moved when he did. He stared. His shoulders were still his shoulders. His body hadn't magically changed.

The person in the mirror wasn't a woman, and Bobbi knew that perfectly well. But neither did he look like himself wearing a costume as a joke. The wig softened his face, the makeup made his eyes appear larger, the dress emphasized his narrow waist, and the stockings made his legs look considerably better than Bobbi believed they had any right to look.

He looked fully feminine. He looked like a Sissy. And he liked it.

"The skirt is still too short," Bobbi said.

Mistress Switch said nothing.

"The shoes are ridiculous on me."

Silence.

"And this wig looks absurd."

Bobbi reached up to pull it off, but he caught Mistress Switch watching him in the mirror with a disapproving glare, and he immediately stopped.

"Okay, maybe I don't look terrible."

"Agreed."

Bobbi studied himself another moment. "I like the dress."

"I know."

"I kinda like the wig, too."

"Of course you do."

"It's like I'm a totally different person."

"Wrong. You are just catching your first glimpse of the person you truly are, the person we are going to train you to become." Mistress Switch stepped up behind him. "Now tell me what you are. No hesitating. No sassy comebacks. Just look at yourself in the mirror and speak your truth."

Bobbi looked at himself in the mirror and, without a beat of hesitation, finally said the words he had been wanting to say aloud for so very long. "Maybe I am a Sissy!"

Just then, three knocks sounded at the door.

Bobbi nearly jumped out of his platforms.

"Oh, god."

"That will be Sabrina."

"No, no, no."

His first instinct was to run into the bathroom. Bobbi actually took two awkward steps toward it before stopping himself.

Mistress Switch remained beside the dresser.

"I don't know if I'm ready for her to see me," Bobbi admitted.

Another knock sounded.

"Bobbi?" Sabrina called through the door. "Open the door."

Bobbi turned toward the mirror. Seeing himself had been frightening enough. Sabrina seeing him was different. The mirror couldn't laugh tomorrow. It couldn't decide this version of Bobbi was more interesting than the ordinary one. It couldn't look at him differently once the costume came off.

"What if she laughs at me?"

"You will like it, because Sissies thrive on humiliation!"

"What if she likes me better this way?" he asked quietly.

Mistress Switch's expression lost some of its mischief. "Then you'll have some big decisions to make."

"That is exactly what scares me."

"No, what scares you is that you might like yourself better this way."

Sabrina didn't knock again.

He looked at his reflection one more time. The maid dress. The stockings. The platforms. The long blonde curls. He really did like the look of it. More importantly, he liked how it made him feel inside.

"Open the door, please." He took a breath. "I want Sabrina to see me."

"Very well." Mistress Switch opened the door.

Sabrina entered already talking. "I swear, this town has the strangest cocktail menu I have ever—"

She stopped. Bobbi stood beside the bed. Sabrina stared at him for a lingering moment.

The silence lasted far longer than Bobbi would have liked.

"Well?" he asked.

Nothing.

"Sabrina."

"Oh my!"

His stomach dropped. "That bad?"

Her expression slowly transformed into an enormous smile. "Bobbi. You look adorable."

Bobbi blushed so much he turned bright red. "Adorable?"

"So adorable."

Sabrina approached Bobbi. She walked slowly around him, taking in the dress, stockings, heels, hair, and makeup with an expression of such obvious delight that Bobbi wasn't sure whether he wanted to hide or pose.

"You have better legs than I do," Sabrina said.

"I told you so," Mistress Switch said. She picked up the crop. "Now let's see how well you take commands." She popped it against her palm.

"Posture."

Bobbi straightened automatically.

"Interesting." Sabrina's eyebrows rose. "Did you start his training already?"

"The Sissy is a work in progress," Mistress Switch said.

"Sissy?" Sabrina giggled. "What is that about?"

The question caught Bobbi off guard.

"Tell me!" Mistress Switch commanded.

Bobbi hesitated.

Sabrina's eyes widened. "Tell me what?"

Bobbi looked toward the mirror again. A few hours ago he would have buried the answer beneath a joke. After everything Mistress Switch had put him through, doing that now seemed not just possible, it seemed necessary. He turned to face Sabrina.

"Sabrina," he said and took a deep breath. "I want to become a Sissy."

"And?" Mistress Switch said.

"And I want to be your Sissy."

Sabrina smiled joyfully. "Finally."

Bobbi blinked. "You're okay with that?"

Sabrina held out her hand. "I'm more than okay with it. It's what I've been waiting to hear you say for months."

Bobbi took her hand.

Mistress Switch picked up the riding crop. "Wonderful. Now that everyone has finished communicating like emotionally healthy adults, may we please get back to business?"

"That depends," Bobbi said. "What business?"

Mistress Switch grinned. She approached him and showed him the silver S decorating the tip of her crop. "One final detail before we go downstairs."

"You mean the S marks on their foreheads?"

"Not everyone. Just the Sissies. And by your own admission, you are a Sissy."

Bobbi touched his forehead protectively. "Is it permanent?"

"It is a requirement if you intend to move forward."

Bobbi looked at Sabrina.

"It's time to move forward, Bobbi," she said.

"Okay," Bobbi said. "Do it."

Mistress Switch touched the silver tip of the crop lightly against his forehead. Warmth spread across Bobbi's skin. Sabrina gasped. He rushed toward the mirror and discovered a tiny pink S shimmering just above his eyebrows. His mouth dropped open.

"That is extremely pink."

"It's supposed to be," Mistress Switch said.

Bobbi glanced at her reflection. This time he smiled.

Mistress Switch retrieved her pointy hat and settled it over her hair.

"Come along. It's time for you to show SissyVille who you truly are."

Bobbi turned away from the mirror. "You mean go out there where everyone can see me?"

"Obviously."

"I don't know about that."

Mistress Switch paused at the door and looked back. "It's time to stop hiding! Besides, in a town like this, you will fit right in."

Bobbi looked at himself in the mirror. He did like the maid dress. And the stockings. The platforms were growing on him. And the hair was actually adorable, not that he would admit that aloud.

And most important, he liked the way Sabrina was looking at him.

Sabrina offered him her arm. Bobbi took it, and the three of them started into the hallway. His platforms clicked against the polished floor, announcing every awkward step.

"So when you said I have a lot to learn, what did you mean?" Bobbi asked.

Mistress Switch's smile widened. "How to take an order without arguing for five minutes first."

Bobbi frowned. "I'm not promising that."

"Then I will have to teach you otherwise," Sabrina said as she tugged him toward the elevator. "And that is when the real fun is going to begin."


CHAPTER 4

The elevator doors opened onto the bustling lobby of the SissyVille Grand, and every bit of Bobbi's courage promptly deserted him. He stopped at the threshold with one hand wrapped around the brass railing while Sabrina stepped out without him.

She made it several paces before realizing she was alone and turned to find Bobbi still planted inside the elevator, wearing his maid dress, stockings, glossy platforms, long blonde wig, and the tiny pink S that Mistress Switch had somehow placed on his forehead.

"Coming?" Sabrina asked.

"I've reconsidered."

"You were fine thirty seconds ago."

"That was before there were witnesses."

The lobby had become considerably busier since they'd checked in. Costumed women filled the velvet sofas and gathered around the bar while dozens of men in variations of feminine Sissy attire hurried between them. There were maid dresses in black, pink, lavender, red, and shimmering silver. Some of the men wore towering heels, others had sensibly opted for ballet flats, and one particularly committed Sissy was somehow navigating the polished marble in boots with heels, so high Bobbi suspected sorcery was involved. Every one of them wore the same little pink S that now decorated Bobbi's forehead.

The peculiar thing was that nobody was looking at him. No mocking looks. No teasing grins. This should have reassured Bobbi, but standing inside the elevator with his lace apron, carefully styled wig, and ludicrous platform shoes suddenly made everything feel different. 

Upstairs, the transformation had been safe. There had been only Mistress Switch, Sabrina, and a mirror. Bobbi could treat the whole experience as something private and experimental; a Halloween game confined to a hotel room where nobody else could see him.

The lobby was full exposure.

If Bobbi stepped out of the elevator, strangers would see him. Not a hypothetical version of him and not some private reflection he could change out of whenever the experience became too real.

Him.

Sissy him.

A woman dressed as a pirate queen passed the elevator with a Sissy following behind her. He carried the woman's coat over one arm, her purse over the other, and an enormous pumpkin-shaped handbag that looked large enough to contain an actual pumpkin. The Sissy noticed Bobbi standing inside the elevator and smiled.

Not mockingly.

Knowingly.

Then he gave Bobbi a tiny wave.

Bobbi stared at him. The man wasn't hiding. He wasn't trying to convince anyone that his maid uniform was a joke, and he certainly didn't appear embarrassed by the armload of belongings he was carrying for the woman ahead of him. He simply looked happy.

Bobbi found himself waving back.

"Oh, for goddess' sake," he muttered, and stepped out of the elevator.

Sabrina smiled. "There, was that so hard?"

"It was."

"I was going to tell you your skirt is snagged on your purse."

Bobbi immediately twisted around.

Sabrina giggled.

"Wait, I don't have a purse!"

"You should have seen your face."

Bobbi glared at her, but the joke accomplished something important. He was standing in the lobby now. The elevator doors had closed behind him, and the marble floor had stubbornly refused to open and swallow him.

Time to move forward, Bobbi thought.

Then he caught himself. That wasn't true. There was plenty of escape. Sabrina had offered it to him thirty seconds ago. He had simply chosen not to use it.

Bobbi took Sabrina's arm and started across the lobby with her while Mistress Switch followed behind. The first twenty feet were agony. Bobbi was convinced everyone was looking at him even though almost nobody was, and every click of his platforms against the marble seemed loud enough to announce his arrival to the entire hotel. 

He concentrated on everything Mistress Switch had taught him upstairs: smaller steps, shoulders back, chin up, and for heaven's sake, stop staring at his feet.

"Excellent posture," Sabrina said.

"Don't tease me."

"I was giving you a compliment." Sabrina's smile widened. "Would you prefer good Sissy?"

Bobbi nearly missed a step. Sabrina felt it through his arm.

"You enjoyed that."

"Immensely."

By the time they reached the center of the lobby, Bobbi's panic had diminished enough for him to actually look around. A Sissy in a sparkling pink gown carried cocktails to a table of witches. 

Another wore a French maid uniform with enough petticoats to qualify as furniture. 

A third had coordinated his emerald maid dress with the elaborate gown worn by the woman beside him, while two more leaned against the bar laughing together as casually as if this were the most ordinary Halloween celebration in the world.

Compared with them, Bobbi felt almost conservative. Almost. The realization brought the first genuine smile to his face since the elevator doors had opened.

"Feeling better?" Sabrina asked.

"A little."

They reached the bar.

Sabrina pointed toward a single barstool that had just become available.

Bobbi nodded. "You take it."

"I intended to."

"Then why were you looking at me like that?"

Sabrina sat and crossed her legs. "No, because if you haven't noticed, none of the other Sissies are sitting. They are all standing attentively beside their Mistresses."

Bobbi looked around and realized this was true. Unsettlingly so.

A bartender approached them. He was another Sissy; this one dressed in a fitted red-and-black maid uniform with a matching bow in his hair. "What can I get you?"

"I'll have a Cabernet," Sabrina said.

The Sissy bartender looked at Bobbi.

"Whiskey. Make it a triple," Bobbi said.

Sabrina made a disapproving sound.

He turned toward her. "What?"

"Whiskey?"

"Yeah, I could use a good drink right about now."

"It just doesn't seem like a Sissy drink."

Bobbi looked down at the maid dress. "I'm wearing stockings, not undergoing a personality transplant."

The Sissy bartender giggled. "He'll learn soon enough."

"Learn what?"

"You'll see."

"See what?"

"So, are we still deciding on the drinks, or should I come back?"

The bartender added, "You're standing like the floor is trying to kill you."

Sabrina chimed in. "And my Sissy will have a cherry gumdrop."

"Will I?"

"You will! No arguing, Sissy."

"I will get that for you right away, Madam," the Sissy bartender said.

"What was that?" Bobbi asked.

"That was me taking charge of my Sissy," Sabrina said. "Did you like it?"

"Maybe a little," Bobbi said.

When the drinks arrived, Sabrina looked to Bobbi. So did the bartender.

Mistress Switch continued watching from a distance.

"Why is everyone looking at me?" Bobbi asked.

Sabrina tilted her head. "I'm waiting for you to give me your wallet so I can pay for the drinks."

"I don't have it with me. This dress doesn't exactly have pockets."

"Not to worry, it's in my purse." Sabrina pointed toward her purse tucked beneath his arm.

Bobbi stared at it. "When did this happen?"

"You offered to hold it in the elevator."

"Right, guess I forgot."

Bobbi opened Sabrina's purse, found his wallet, and was about to open it, but she snapped it away. She opened it, pulled out a credit card, and gave it to the bartender. "Make it an open tab," she said.

The Sissy bartender took the card from her and walked away.

"Open tab? What else are you planning to order with my credit card?"

"Technically, it's my credit card since I am in charge now."

Mistress Switch smiled proudly. "Well said."

She and Sabrina exchanged a grin.

Bobbi looked at Mistress Switch. "Is this a test?"

"No. It's your new reality, Sissy."

Sabrina grinned.

"You're enjoying this far too much," Bobbi said.

"So are you," she replied.

The Sissy bartender returned with the drinks. "A Cabernet for the Madam, and a cherry gumdrop for her Sissy."

Bobbi gasped for an instant. This was the first time someone else had called him a Sissy. It was both embarrassing and exciting.

Bobbi lifted his cocktail glass. "This looks like such a girly drink."

"Correction, it's a Sissy drink." Sabrina giggled and clinked her glass against his.

They drank.

Five minutes passed. Then ten. Nobody pointed at him. Nobody laughed. Nobody teased Bobbi for wearing a maid dress. People moved around him, ordered drinks, complimented costumes, flirted, laughed, and discussed the upcoming rave.

"Something wrong, Sissy?" Sabrina asked.

"I spent twenty minutes upstairs mentally preparing myself to face public humiliation, and that hasn't happened," he said.

Sabrina sipped her wine. "Disappointed?"

"No. More like relieved."

"I can point and laugh if it would help."

“Definitely no.”

"Your loss."

A Sissy in lavender hurried toward a woman lounging on one of the velvet sofas. She whispered something to him, and he nodded obediently before heading toward the elevators. Bobbi watched him go, surprised by how easily he could imagine himself doing the same. He pictured Sabrina summoning him to her side, and himself appearing without argument to accept whatever command she gave him. The thought produced the same peculiar flutter he’d experienced when Mistress Switch called him a good Sissy.

"You're doing it again," Sabrina said.

"Doing what?"

"Thinking loudly. You're intrigued."

"I'm observing."

Mistress Switch leaned toward Sabrina. "That means intrigued."

"Indeed."

"I am standing right here."

Both women grinned.

Bobbi finished his cocktail.

"I'm going to need another one."

"No!" Sabrina said.

"What?"

"I said no. One is enough for you. I don't want you getting tipsy."

"But I would like another," she said. She pointed to the Sissy bartender and gestured for him to get her another glass.

"Why do you get to have another?"

"Because I say so, Sissy. And you get the pleasure of watching me drink it."

"Well done," Mistress Switch said to Sabrina. She then gestured to the bartender. "I'll have what she is having."

"And put it on my Sissy's tab," Sabrina said.

Bobbi stared at her, gritting his teeth a little.

"What is happening here?"

"Figure it out, Sissy."

Bobbi considered several responses, most of which would have been satisfying and none of which would have represented the progress he'd made upstairs. Then he looked toward the bartender.

"Because I'm your..." Bobbi glanced around and lowered his voice. "Sissy."

"Indeed."

"And what does that make her, Sissy?" Mistress Switch asked.

Bobbi considered this. He knew what she expected him to say. He just wasn't sure he was ready to say it.

"I'm waiting for an answer, Sissy!" Mistress Switch set her riding crop on the bar, not like a mere warning. A promise.

Sabrina eyed him curiously.

"Sabrina is my Mistress," Bobbi said.

"And what does that mean, Sissy?"

"It means she is in charge, and I do what she says," Bobbi said.

"And why would you agree to that arrangement?"

"Because—" Bobbi hesitated. "I'm a Sissy."

"Keep going."

"I want Sabrina to have control over me," he said, looking directly into Sabrina's eyes. "To command me. To train me to serve her. And to even punish me."

"What will you do to earn that right?"

"Whatever I must."

"That's a good Sissy," Mistress Switch said.

Sabrina grinned deviously and sipped her wine.

"What about humiliation?"

"What about it?" Bobbi asked with a gulp.

"What if your Mistress wanted to subject you to an act of humiliation for the sake of her own amusement?"

The flutter hit him again. Bobbi tried to hide it, but this time he couldn't hide his smile. Something about this, for some reason, strangely excited him.

"I would comply."

Mistress Switch's riding crop cracked lightly against her palm. She then offered it to Sabrina. "I think that is your cue."

Bobbi gasped. "For what?"

"Your first punishment, of course," Mistress Switch said. "For all the months of you hiding the truth from your Mistress. You've made it exceedingly difficult for her. Don't you agree that warrants some punishment?"

Bobbi tried to answer, but he couldn't find the words.

"I said, don't you agree that warrants some punishment, Sissy?" Mistress Switch said loud enough for the whole room to hear.

And they did. Everyone in the bar stopped and looked their way. Bobbi went bright red with embarrassment.

Sabrina looked at him, waiting with a curious stare. "Answer the question, Sissy."

Bobbi hesitated, then finally spoke. "If you say I deserve a punishment, then I deserve punishment."

"Good Sissy," Sabrina said. "Then present yourself for punishment."

"Huh?"

Mistress Switch stood close to Bobbi, so they were nearly nose to nose. "That means you bend forward, pull up the hem of your skirt, and ask your Mistress to punish you."

"What? Right here? With everyone watching?"

"Yes. You came down here anticipating public humiliation and now you're going to get it. Now present yourself for punishment, Sissy."

Bobbi glanced at Sabrina. Sabrina's eyebrows narrowed. Waiting. Expecting. Demanding.

"Do as you are told, Sissy," Sabrina demanded. "You know you want this."

Bobbi looked around the room. All eyes were on him. He was trembling nearly beyond control. One thing was certain: deep down, he did want this. Why that was, he couldn't say. And with that admission to himself, he bent forward and pulled up his skirt, exposing his silky pink Sissy panties.

"Mistress Sabrina, please punish me!"

"Gladly," Sabrina replied, and without a beat of hesitation, she raised Mistress Switch's riding crop high and gave Bobbi a swat on his pantied ass.

TWACK!

Bobbi shrieked. It stung badly.

"Ask me for more!"

"Mistress Sabrina, please punish me more!"

TWACK!

Bobbi shrieked even louder this time.

"Ask me again, Sissy."

"Mistress Sabrina, please punish me!"

TWACK! TWACK! TWACK!

"Mistress Sabrina, please punish me!"

TWACK! TWACK! TWACK!

"Wonderful!" Mistress Switch cheered. "That was quite perfectly executed. The only thing missing is your gratitude, Sissy."

"Thank you for punishing me, Mistress," Bobbi said. He was gritting his teeth hard; his ass was stinging like he could hardly imagine. And yet somehow, he was glowing with satisfaction. "I deserved it."

A roar of rousing applause erupted throughout the bar. Until that moment, Bobbi had nearly forgotten where he was. He looked around at the faces in the crowd, clapping, laughing, and pointing at him. It was the single most humiliating moment of his life, and somehow he was still gleaming with pure joy.


CHAPTER 5

SissyVille looked considerably different when Bobbi was walking through it in a maid dress. From the safety of the car when they had first arrived, the town had seemed like an elaborate Halloween attraction populated by people enthusiastically committed to a femdom theme.

           Now, with Sabrina’s purse tucked beneath his arm and his platform heels clicking against the cobblestones, Bobbi was no longer observing the spectacle from a safe distance. He felt less like a tourist visiting SissyVille and more like someone who had inadvertently become part of it.

Orange and purple lights stretched between buildings, animated bats swooped harmlessly over rooftops, and jack-o'-lanterns along the sidewalks argued with one another about whose carved face was the most frightening. 

Everywhere Bobbi looked, beautifully dressed women moved through the crowds accompanied by Sissies carrying shopping bags, fetching drinks, taking photographs, or simply walking attentively beside them. The oddest thing was that Bobbi no longer looked particularly out of place.

Sabrina noticed him noticing. “Comfortable yet?”

“Absolutely not.”

“You've stopped trying to hide behind me.”

“Walking directly behind you in these shoes creates a serious collision hazard.”

“Whatever helps you sleep tonight.”

Bobbi adjusted Sabrina's purse beneath his arm and continued walking. The public punishment at the hotel bar had left his backside stinging and his dignity in considerably worse condition, but something else had changed too.

People laughed. They pointed They watched Sabrina punish him and applauded when it was over. It had been precisely the sort of humiliation Bobbi had spent most of his life trying to avoid, except instead of wanting to run upstairs and tear off the dress afterward, he'd walked outside still wearing it. 

 Oddly, he felt strangely exhilarated. He was beginning to understand that embarrassment didn't necessarily mean he wanted something to stop.

That realization was still settling uncomfortably into place when Sabrina pointed toward a boutique with a bright pink awning.

“That one.”

Bobbi followed her gaze.

THE SISSY CLOSET 

SOMETHING SPECIAL FOR EVERY BOY WHO SWEARS HE DOESN'T WANT IT




“No,” Bobbi said.

Sabrina giggled. “I say yes.”

“Say whatever you want, I am not going in there.”

“I say I am in command, and you are going to do as you are told, Sissy.”

“Just because I’m playing Sissy with you doesn’t mean you get to control my every decision.”

“We are certainly not playing Sissy. You are being trained to become my Sissy,” Sabrina insisted. Her gaze dropped toward the handbag beneath his arm. “And if I’m not in charge, why are you still carrying my purse?”

Bobbi looked down. He'd almost forgotten about it, which was annoying because he had intended to remain acutely conscious of the indignity for at least another hour. “Because I’m being nice.”

“Correction. You’re being obedient. And honestly, it looks better with your outfit.”

Bobbi glanced at his reflection in the boutique window. That was a mistake. The black leather actually did complement the maid dress, and tucked beneath his arm, it looked considerably more natural than he wanted to admit. He adjusted the strap without thinking.

Sabrina smiled. She opened the boutique door. A little bell jingled overhead, but Bobbi remained on the sidewalk. Through the window, he could see racks of dresses, shoes, jewelry, wigs, and handbags, along with several women browsing while their Sissies followed behind carrying selections. A man in a pale blue dress stood before a mirror while his Mistress compared two necklaces against his chest.

“Coming?” Sabrina asked.

“Fine, but just to look.”

“You say that now.”

That answer bothered him considerably more than persuasion would have.

“Enough of this debate.” She grabbed him by the ear and forced him to follow her into the boutique.

“Ouch.”

“Stop whining.”

As soon as they entered the shop, a saleswoman approached. She was perhaps fifty, elegantly dressed in a fitted purple suit, with silver hair swept into a perfect bun and the uncanny ability to identify a potential customer before the door had completely closed.

“Welcome to The Sissy Closet.” Her eyes moved toward the pink S on Bobbi's forehead. “Oh! Is this your new Sissy?”

“Very new,” Sabrina said.

“I am standing right here.”

“Why is everyone in this town capable of identifying that on sight?”

“You're carrying that purse like you're afraid someone might mistake it for yours.”

Bobbi looked down at Sabrina's handbag. “How am I supposed to carry it?”

The woman demonstrated with her own. Against his better judgment, Bobbi copied her.

“No, no. Relax your wrist, Sissy.”

He adjusted it.

“Better.”

“I'm Lydia,” the saleswoman said. “What are we shopping for today?”

“My Sissy is looking for her first purse,” Sabrina replied.

“We are looking at purses,” Bobbi tried to correct.

Lydia nodded gravely. “A pointless distinction, Sissy.”

The handbag display occupied an entire wall, and Bobbi discovered within minutes that he'd misunderstood purses for most of his adult life. 

There were tiny purses, enormous purses, sparkling purses, velvet purses, heart-shaped purses, pumpkin-shaped purses, purses with chains, purses with straps, and purses apparently designed to hold nothing larger than a credit card and one carefully considered regret. Sabrina showed him a pink clutch.

“Too pink.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“Nothing.”

Lydia offered him a sequined purse.

“Too sparkly.”

Sabrina's smile widened.

“Stop looking so pleased.”

“I like that you have strong opinions.”

“I've always had opinions.”

“Not about purses.”

Lydia presented a white handbag trimmed with pearls.

“Too bridal.”

Sabrina burst out laughing. “You just called a purse too bridal.”

“It is too bridal.”

“I agree. The fact that you said it is quite revealing.”

“How so?”

“Because twenty-four hours ago you would have insisted you didn't know enough about purses to have an opinion, but you clearly do.”

Bobbi opened his mouth to object, then realized she was right. More troubling, he was enjoying himself. He had stopped thinking about whether a man was supposed to care about any of this and started thinking about what actually looked good with his outfit.

Sabrina noticed a small black handbag hanging separately from the others. It was understated compared with most of the display, with subtle stitching, a silver chain, and a tiny silver S decorating the clasp. She reached toward it, then deliberately stopped.

Bobbi noticed. “Do you like that one?”

“I like that one for you. But the choice is yours.”

He looked at the purse, then at her. “You’re not going to tell me I have to.”

“Not this time.”

“Why is this different?”

She stepped closer. “I can tell you when I want you to kneel before me. I can tell you when you're carrying my purse. Apparently I can even punish you in front of an entire hotel bar and have you thanked me afterward. But I'm not choosing this for you. If you want your own purse, choose one.”

“I don't need a purse.”

“Of course you do. Every Sissy needs a purse.”

Bobbi looked at the black handbag. He could walk away. Nothing would happen. Sabrina wasn't reaching for the bell. Lydia wasn't pressuring him. Nobody in the store particularly cared whether he bought the thing.

He reached for it himself. The material was soft beneath his fingers. Bobbi lifted the handbag from the display, slipped the chain over his shoulder, and turned toward the mirror. It worked. Worse, he liked it. The purse rested neatly against his hip, small enough not to overwhelm the maid dress but large enough to actually be useful.

“Well?” Sabrina asked.

Bobbi adjusted the chain. “It's practical.”

“It is.”

“And black goes with more things.”

“Naturally.”

“And the little S is subtle.”

“Almost invisible.”

Bobbi looked at her through the mirror. “You're enjoying this.”

“Immensely.”

He looked at the purse again. “I'll take it.”

Sabrina's expression changed. The amusement remained, but underneath it was something Bobbi recognized as genuine affection.

“Good choice, Sissy.”

They left the Sissy Closet nearly forty minutes later. Bobbi bought a pink party dress, two pairs of heels, three necklaces, and something Lydia called a foundational petticoat. He also acquired lipstick, a compact mirror, a small cosmetics pouch, and several things Sabrina insisted every purse needed. More importantly, the black handbag now hanging against Bobbi's hip belonged to him. Not Sabrina. Not Mistress Switch.

It belonged to him.

The sissy version of him.

That distinction made him strangely self-conscious.

They reached the far side of the town square, where the shops became stranger and considerably more specialized. Bobbi passed a corset boutique and deliberately avoided looking through the window. Beside it stood a store devoted entirely to heels. Then came a building with purple doors and shimmering gold lettering.

MADAME VIOLET'S FINISHING SCHOOL FOR SISSIES

Bobbi slowed and looked at it with a flutter of curiosity.

“What do you think that place is about?”

“They train Sissies.”

“Train them for what?”

“To be Sissies,” Sabrina said. “There's probably one way to find out.”

“You're not thinking of going inside?”

“Of course I am.”

“Why?”

“Because you're curious.”

“I am not curious.”

Bobbi stared at the purple door. A fluttering feeling overtook him as he imagined the possibilities of what could be happening inside. “Maybe a little. But whatever finishing school means, I am not being finished.”

Sabrina returned and slipped her arm through his. “You say that now, but we shall see.”

Bobbi and Sabrina approached the purple door. She gestured for him to open it. He took a deep breath to center himself and then opened the door.

A woman's voice immediately called from somewhere inside. “Welcome! New Sissies to the left, experienced Sissies to the right, and stubborn Sissies directly in front of me.”

Sabrina burst out laughing.

Standing behind an ornate purple desk was a magnificent older woman in a sweeping black gown, opera gloves, and jeweled spectacles. She looked Bobbi over from his platform heels to his carefully styled wig, paused appreciatively at the new purse he'd chosen for himself, then lifted her gaze toward the pink S on his forehead.

Her smile widened.

“Oh, darling,” she said. “You are definitely in the correct line.”

Bobbi glanced at Sabrina. “We're only looking.”

“Of course,” the woman said.

“Absolutely no training.”

“Wouldn't dream of it.”

Bobbi narrowed his eyes. “You sound exactly like her.”

“That should concern you.”

Sabrina extended her hand. “Sabrina Vale.”

“Madam Violet.”

“Bobbi. Now with an i, previously with a y.”

“Charming.” Madam Violet gestured toward a sitting area. “Have a seat and I will tell you all about our training programs.”

Bobbi immediately answered, “Not interested.”

“Of course we are. My Sissy is still in the accepting phase.”

“They all are on their first day,” Madam Violet said. She handed Sabrina an elegant purple booklet embossed with the words:

MADAM VIOLET'S FINISHING SCHOOL FOR SISSIES

SERVICE, SUBMISSION & LIFESTYLE




Bobbi caught the subtitle. “Lifestyle?”

“We offer everything from introductory lessons to a five-day rapid training program,” Madam Violet explained. “Presentation, posture, feminine footwear, grooming, etiquette, domestic service, household management, proper forms of address, obedience, and the fundamentals of serving a Mistress.”

Bobbi's smile disappeared incrementally as the list continued. “Five days?”

“It’s an intensive program.”

“I don't need an intensive program.”

“What you need is a gag in your mouth and a crop taken to your panties,” Madam Violet snapped. She opened the brochure and showed Sabrina several pages Bobbi couldn't see. Sabrina's eyebrows rose with increasing interest.

“Oh my,” she said.

Bobbi knew that particular oh. “What?”

“This is all so interesting.”

“What is?”

She closed the brochure. “Nothing you need to worry about tonight.”

That was considerably more alarming than an explanation would have been.

Bobbi pointed toward Madam Violet. “I am not enrolling in anything. And I'm not agreeing to stay here for five days.”

“The Sissy is never the one to enroll herself,” Madam Violet said. “That decision is made at the discretion of the Sissy’s Mistress.”

“Her discretion?”

Sabrina kissed him lightly on the cheek. “Relax, Sissy. We're just looking.”

“No, you’re plotting.” Bobbi stood up and marched to the front door. “You are not enrolling in a Sissy training program. Now let’s go.”

Sabrina slipped the Academy brochure into her purse. “We will be in touch.”

“The sooner the better,” Madam Violet said. “That one needs a good deal of finishing.”

“I do not need finishing!”

She smiled sweetly. “We will discuss it back at the hotel, Sissy.”

“No we will not.”

Sabrina gave Bobbi a sharp, open-palmed slap across the face. “You need to stop being so unruly. I will not put up with your embarrassing behavior any longer. Now follow me, Sissy.”

Bobbi stood trembling for a moment, too stunned to offer one of his usual protests. The slap had been considerably harder than any Sabrina had given him before, and the lingering sting made it clear that her patience with his behavior had finally run out. 

Without another word, Bobbi lowered his eyes and followed his Mistress outside. They started back toward the hotel together, Sabrina walking confidently ahead while Bobbi hurried along behind her, still trying to process just how much more commanding she had become.


CHAPTER 6

The next morning, Bobbi knew something was wrong the moment Sabrina pulled into the circular drive of Madam Violet’s Sissy Finishing School and didn’t turn off the engine.

“Wait. Why are we here? I already told you I’m not going.”

“I’ve had enough of your nonsense,” Sabrina said, without looking at him. “We both know you want a Sissy life, but you’re too stubborn to admit it and too afraid to stop fighting yourself. That ends here. Either you go inside, submit to the training, and learn what it actually means to be an obedient Sissy, or we go back to the hotel, I pack my things, take a cab out of SissyVille, and leave you behind.”

Bobbi stared at her. “You mean we would be—?”

“Finished.”

The word landed considerably harder than he expected. Bobbi studied Sabrina’s face, searching for some indication that this was another game or an elaborate attempt to frighten him into compliance. There was none. She meant it.

The thought of losing her was sobering enough, but an even more uncomfortable truth followed close behind: deep down, Bobbi wanted to go inside. He wanted to know what would happen if he stopped treating his fantasies like something shameful and allowed someone to push him beyond the point where embarrassment always sent him retreating.

He wanted to be trained, feminized, disciplined, humiliated, and taught how to submit properly instead of continually fighting every step toward the life he kept insisting he wanted. What he couldn't understand was why he was still resisting it so fiercely.

“Okay, Mistress,” Bobbi finally said. “I’ll submit to feminization training and learn to be an obedient Sissy for you.”

“You’d better mean that, because if I hear otherwise, you will never see me again. Do you understand?”

Bobbi swallowed nervously. “I understand, Mistress.”

Sabrina popped the trunk. “Good. Get your suitcase. And don’t dawdle.”

“My suitcase?”

“The one I packed for you this morning.”

Bobbi slowly turned toward her. “Why did you pack me a suitcase?”

Even as he asked, he realized he already knew the answer. Sabrina climbed out of the car without explaining and started toward the entrance. Bobbi reluctantly retrieved the suitcase, closed the trunk, and hurried after his Mistress.

Madam Violet was waiting in the foyer, immaculate in a fitted purple dress, black heels, and a silver whistle hanging from a ribbon around her neck. She greeted Sabrina warmly, ordered one of her Sissies to take Bobbi’s suitcase, and proceeded to discuss him as though he were a new acquisition being delivered for training.

“We have your Sissy for the full five-day program?”

“Until Friday,” Sabrina said.

“Do I have any say about this?” Bobbi interrupted.

Neither woman acknowledged him.

“Excellent. Five days gives us enough time to establish the fundamentals. Your Sissy will receive instruction in makeup and grooming, posture, feminine footwear, etiquette, domestic service, household management, proper forms of address, obedience, and attitude adjustment, mostly through humiliation and degradation. We’ll also begin strict corset training immediately.”

“Corset training?” Bobbi asked.

Madam Violet continued addressing Sabrina. “Your Sissy will be fitted this afternoon. We increase the duration gradually throughout the week, and I strongly recommend continuing the regimen after graduation. It improves posture, reinforces presentation, and provides a constant physical reminder of the standards expected of a properly trained Sissy.”

“I like that,” Sabrina said.

“I don’t.”

“Your Sissy also appears to have a backtalk problem.”

“Is it that obvious?”

“Immensely.”

“I am standing right here.”

Madam Violet glanced toward Bobbi for the first time. “How could we forget?”

“Then why are you talking about me like I’m not?”

“Because this conversation is between your Head Mistress and your Domestic Mistress.”

Bobbi looked toward Sabrina. “My Domestic Mistress?”

“That’s one demerit,” Madam Violet said.

“For what?”

“Two.”

“This is ridiculous.”

“Three.”

Bobbi threw up his hands. “Fine!”

“Four.”

Sabrina couldn’t help laughing. Madam Violet calmly returned her attention to her. “Your Sissy’s instinct is to challenge authority before determining whether there is anything worth challenging. We’ll address that.”

“Please do.”

Madam Violet went on to explain the Academy’s various methods of corrective conditioning while Bobbi discovered that virtually every question he asked somehow resulted in another demerit. 

By the time she ordered him into a corner with his hands behind his back, shoulders straight and chin elevated, Bobbi had accumulated enough corrective swats to make him seriously reconsider whether speaking was worth the risk.

“The objective isn’t simply obedience,” Madam Violet explained to Sabrina while Bobbi faced the wall. “Anyone can follow an instruction while resenting every second of it. We teach servitude. Your Sissy needs to learn that making your life easier can itself become rewarding, even when the task is tedious, embarrassing, unpleasant, or humiliating.”

Sabrina was delighted. “Can I enroll him for a double training session?”

“Not funny,” Bobbi muttered toward the wall.

“Another demerit.”

Bobbi closed his eyes.

Five days suddenly seemed like an eternity.

Shortly after Sabrina departed, Bobbi’s formal introduction to Sissy Academy commenced. He was fitted for the Academy uniform: a purple plaid skirt, thigh-high stockings, white blouse, curly wig decorated with frilly bows, a tightly fitted corset, and painfully impractical heels. 

Eleven other adult Sissies were enrolled in his class, and Bobbi had expected them to look every bit as miserable as he felt. Instead, several appeared irritatingly enthusiastic.

They weren’t the Academy’s only students. Through an adjoining doorway, Bobbi could see another class consisting of exceptionally muscular men in athletic uniforms. They seemed absurdly out of place until one noticed Bobbi staring and grinned.

“Those are bulls-in-training,” Madam Violet explained.

“Bulls?”

“They’re being trained for a different form of service. Their curriculum concerns the pleasure and entertainment of Mistresses. They also occasionally assist with humiliation conditioning.”

“You mean they’re bullies.”

“Precisely.”

One of the bulls gave Bobbi an exaggerated little wave. Bobbi immediately disliked him.

Madam Violet began his intake assessment with the ordinary measurements: height, weight, waist, hips, chest, shoe size, posture, flexibility, and walking gait. Bobbi gradually relaxed as the process proved more clinical than humiliating. Then she opened a desk drawer and produced a wooden ruler.

“Present yourself for measurement, Sissy.”

Bobbi’s relief disappeared. “Oh, absolutely not.”

His classmates giggled.

“Demerit.”

“You are not measuring my private parts with a wooden ruler in front of everybody.”

The laughter became louder, and one of the bulls whistled from the doorway.

Madam Violet regarded Bobbi with maddening patience. “Observe, class. This is anticipatory humiliation. Our new pupil has decided that because something is embarrassing, it must therefore be unbearable.”

“It’s not happening.”

“Which means we have discovered our first significant training deficiency.” She held the ruler loosely in one hand. “You may submit to the assessment, or I can invite the bulls to assist.”

Bobbi glanced toward them and immediately regretted it. Several were already watching with expectant grins. Whatever humiliation Madam Violet intended suddenly seemed preferable to giving them the satisfaction.

“That won’t be necessary.”

“A wise decision. Present yourself.”

Bobbi swallowed what remained of his pride and complied with the humiliating assessment. Madam Violet conducted it with such clinical solemnity that Bobbi somehow found the experience even more embarrassing. When she finished, she studied the result as though she were reviewing laboratory data.

“Well,” she announced, “that settles it. Your classification is Natural-Born Sissy.”

The classroom erupted in giggles.

Madam Violet wasn't finished. “Based upon these results and your behavioral assessment, this Academy questions whether you had any business presenting yourself as the traditionally masculine half of your relationship in the first place. Perhaps Mistress Sabrina isn’t turning you into something new. Perhaps she merely recognized qualities that were already there.”

“You don’t know anything about our relationship.”

“Demerit. And congratulations, you’ve earned your first writing assignment.”

Bobbi’s intake continued with the Academy’s more intrusive forms of humiliation conditioning, followed by his corset fitting and an exhaustive explanation of the rules governing his training. 

By the time Madam Violet was finished, he felt as though every piece of clothing, every rule, and every uncomfortable reminder had been deliberately designed to prevent him from forgetting where he was and what he had agreed to learn.

Ten minutes later Bobbi stood at the chalkboard in heels, his corset forcing him into the posture Madam Violet demanded. Across the board he wrote:

I WILL BE A GOOD SISSY.

Again.

And again.

And again.

Five hundred times.

Whenever his shoulders slumped, Madam Violet corrected him. Whenever Bobbi complained about the corset, the bulls laughing through the doorway, his aching feet, or the increasingly ridiculous number of times he had written the same sentence, another demerit appeared beside his name.

By sentence eighty-three, Bobbi stopped complaining.

By sentence one hundred and seventy, he stopped turning around whenever somebody laughed.

By sentence two hundred and sixty, his feet hurt, his back ached, and he had begun to wonder whether stubbornness was actually accomplishing anything besides making the experience more difficult.

Madam Violet passed behind him and inspected his work.

“Posture.”

Bobbi straightened.

She continued walking.

For once, he didn’t mutter anything under his breath.

Bobbi stared at the words covering the chalkboard.

I WILL BE A GOOD SISSY.

Five days ago, he would have laughed at the idea.

Now he had four days left to find out whether he could actually become one.


CHAPTER 7

By Tuesday morning, Bobbi had discovered that Sissy Academy possessed an extraordinary talent for making five days feel simultaneously endless and alarmingly short. 

      His days began with grooming before breakfast, when every trace of body hair had to be removed, his wig had to be styled correctly, and his makeup had to survive Madam Violet’s inspection before he was permitted to join the others. 

              He learned primer, foundation, concealer, contour, blush, eyeliner, mascara, lip liner, lipstick, and what Violet described as the civilization-defining importance of blending properly.

           His first attempt made him look, according to her, “like a raccoon preparing for community theater,” while his second was merely bad enough to require twenty minutes of corrections. 

              By Wednesday, however, Bobbi could produce a respectable face without assistance, and he hated how pleased he felt when Violet inspected his work and marked SATISFACTORY on his evaluation.

Corset training became equally routine. Violet increased the duration gradually, but the constant pressure made slouching difficult and ensured Bobbi never forgot what he was wearing. During the first two days he complained whenever she approached the laces; by midweek, she merely had to walk behind him before Bobbi automatically straightened his posture.

Walking lessons were considerably worse. Books were balanced on heads, shoulders were corrected, knees repositioned, and Bobbi learned to cross a room in heels without stomping, wobbling, or staring at his own feet. 

The bulls invariably found excuses to watch these sessions, giving him an additional incentive not to stumble because every mistake was greeted with whistles, applause, or some obnoxious observation about his femininity.

The first time Bobbi lost his balance and nearly dropped the book, one of the bulls caught him around the waist before he could fall, effortlessly set him upright, and delivered a hard open-palmed swat across his backside that sent him stumbling forward with a startled yelp. The room erupted in laughter.

Bobbi spun around. “What the hell was that?”

“Corrective encouragement,” the bull said with a smug grin.

“Corrective—”

“Demerit,” Madam Violet announced.

“He hit me!”

“The bull corrected you. He has that authority.”

“Over me?”

“Bulls have that authority over all Sissies at this Academy. Now, would you like me to hand him the crop?”

Bobbi's eyes darted toward the crop before returning to Madam Violet.

“I didn't think so,” she said. “Now thank the bull and apologize for questioning his authority over you.”

The bull folded his arms and sneered at Bobbi. “You'd better say it like you mean it, Sissy, or I'll put you over my knee and use that crop until you do.”

Bobbi glared at him, then looked toward Madam Violet. The warning in her expression made it clear that challenging the bull again would only make his situation worse. “I'm sorry I questioned your authority over me.”

The bull cupped a hand behind his ear. “What was that?”

Bobbi gritted his teeth. “I'm sorry I questioned your authority over me, sir.”

The bull considered the apology for a moment, then shook his head. “I don't think you really mean it.”

Before Bobbi could protest, the bull seized him by the wrist and twisted his arm just enough to force the startled Sissy down onto his knees. Bobbi gasped, but the bull's superior strength made resistance futile. 

With his free hand, the bull flipped up Bobbi's skirt and unleashed a rapid series of hard, open-palmed swats across his backside. Bobbi squealed and squirmed beneath the punishment, desperately trying to pull away, but the bull held him firmly in place until his exposed backside was burning and Bobbi's protests had dissolved into humiliated whimpers.

Only then did the bull release him. He leaned down, planted a mocking little kiss on Bobbi's forehead, and strutted away as though nothing particularly noteworthy had happened, leaving Bobbi sprawled indignantly on the floor with his skirt still bunched around his waist and his backside throbbing from the punishment.

Madam Violet regarded him without the slightest trace of sympathy. “With that concluded, reposition yourself and continue, Sissy.”

Under any other circumstances, Bobbi might have been stunned by her apparent indifference to what had just happened to him, but by now he understood the dynamic of the Academy well enough to know that sympathy wasn't coming. 

His humiliation had been the point. He muttered something distinctly ungrateful under his breath as he pushed himself upright, tugged his skirt back into place, and returned to his mark, painfully aware of the lingering sting with every step.

“Posture,” Madam Violet reminded him.

Bobbi straightened his shoulders.

“Nothing, Mistress.”

“Excellent. Perhaps we're finally making progress.”

Early in the week every snicker from the bulls provoked some defensive response from Bobbi, and every response earned another demerit. 

By Thursday, when Bobbi nearly lost one of his heels during another turn and the same bull applauded his “graceful recovery, princess,” the sarcastic response rose automatically to his lips. 

Madam Violet looked at him expectantly, clearly waiting to see whether five days of training had accomplished anything.

Bobbi looked down at his crooked shoe and the ridiculous book balanced on his head. Instead of firing back, he started laughing. He fixed the shoe, repositioned the book, and attempted the turn again.

Madam Violet noticed the change but offered no praise. She didn't need to. Bobbi knew exactly what had happened: somebody had laughed at him and, for once, he hadn't felt compelled to prove anything in return.

Domestic training occupied most afternoons. The Academy maintained several simulated apartments where Bobbi and his classmates cooked meals, set tables, washed dishes, vacuumed carpets, dusted furniture, polished fixtures, changed bedding, sorted laundry, folded clothing, and attempted to iron garments without scorching them. 

Madam Violet insisted that submission without competence was useless because a Mistress didn't require a servant who merely looked decorative; she required someone capable of making her life easier.

Bobbi discovered that he was surprisingly good at cooking, hopeless at ironing, and exceptionally foolish for complaining about cleaning a toilet. That particular mistake earned him several hours on his hands and knees scrubbing an entire bathroom with a toothbrush while Madam Violet periodically inspected his progress and somehow discovered another section requiring attention. 

By the time Bobbi finished, his knees hurt, his hands smelled like disinfectant, and he had developed a passionate hatred for tile, but the bathroom was immaculate.

Madam Violet inspected his work. “Excellent work, Sissy.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Bobbi realized only afterward that the response had come without sarcasm, complaint, or conscious effort. More troubling still, the praise felt considerably better than escaping the punishment would have.

The strangest part of the week wasn't the makeup, corseting, household work, discipline, or even the relentless physical discomfort of his training. It was alway humiliation. 

Madam Violet deliberately made the class perform embarrassing exercises together, from exaggerated feminine walks judged by their classmates to modeling ridiculous outfits and serving tea while being teased about their posture, appearance, and presentation. Mistakes weren't hidden or politely ignored. They were announced, laughed about, corrected, and repeated until embarrassment stopped producing panic.

The bulls became recurring participants in that education, and their role was considerably more aggressive than simple teasing. Whenever Madam Violet permitted it, they treated the hallways as another training ground and the Sissies as convenient targets. Sometimes they merely called out insulting nicknames or whistled as Bobbi passed.

Other times one would step behind him and deliver a hard swat across his skirt, sending him forward with an indignant yelp while the others laughed. Madam Violet occasionally allowed them to enforce accumulated demerits themselves, which Bobbi considered a spectacular abuse of educational authority, and the bulls considered the greatest innovation in academic history.

Panty wedgies quickly became their favorite method of tormenting Bobbi.

One day, he was caught completely by surprise when a bull reached down the back of his skirt, gripped his sissy panties, and yanked sharply upward, in the middle of a crowded hallway, no less. Bobbi shrieked, lurched onto his toes, and fought to pull his underwear back into place while everyone around him laughed.

“Are you twelve?” Bobbi snapped.

The bull answered with a hard swat across his backside.

“Hey!”

Madam Violet glanced over from farther down the hallway. “Attitude, Sissy.”

“He gave me a wedgie!”

“I saw.”

“And you're okay with that?”

“I'm considerably less impressed by the tantrum you're throwing about it.”

Bobbi stared at her in disbelief. “Giving somebody a wedgie should a violation of civilization itself.”

“Demerit.”

“Oh, come on!”

“Two.”

Bobbi snapped his mouth shut.

By the third day, the bulls had discovered that Bobbi's outrage was almost more entertaining than the wedgies themselves, and they began waiting for him around corners simply because they knew he would give them the reaction they wanted. 

The face slaps proved harder for Bobbi to dismiss. Whenever a bull teased him, Bobbi's mouth inevitably got him into trouble, and on more than one occasion a sarcastic response earned him a sharp open-palmed slap across the cheek.

The first one stunned him into silence more effectively than any lecture Madam Violet had delivered.

“You do not get to hit me,” Bobbi snapped once the surprise wore off.

The bull looked toward Madam Violet.

She nodded. “During designated humiliation exercises, the bulls operate under my authority. You were warned about your attitude.”

Bobbi glared at him. “That's insane.”

The bull raised his hand again.

Bobbi immediately looked toward Violet. “Seriously?”

“Would you like to reconsider your response?”

Bobbi stood there with his cheek still stinging and the bull waiting expectantly. Every instinct told him to fire back. Instead, he lowered his eyes.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Better.”

He hated the humiliation of it, the sting in his cheek, the laughter, and most of all the smug satisfaction on the bull's face, but that was precisely why Madam Violet kept allowing it. Bobbi's instinct whenever he felt humiliated was to reclaim control immediately, usually with sarcasm, anger, or some declaration about what nobody was permitted to do to him. 

The Academy was forcing him to discover that embarrassment didn't become less embarrassing simply because he started an argument afterward.

That lesson didn't transform him overnight. Bobbi still protested. He still earned demerits. He still occasionally forgot himself badly enough that a bull's hand landed across his skirt or his cheek before he remembered that fighting every humiliation only gave everyone another opportunity to humiliate him. But the progression became increasingly obvious. 

On Tuesday a wedgie produced several minutes of furious outrage. 

On Wednesday he responded to another with a sarcastic comment, earned a swat, and reluctantly returned to whatever task he'd been performing.

By Thursday afternoon, one of the bulls caught Bobbi carrying folded laundry through the hallway, snapped the waistband of his panties upward beneath his skirt, and announced to everyone within earshot that Bobbi's underwear apparently needed adjustment. Bobbi stumbled and grimaced while the bulls waited eagerly for the explosion.

He fixed his underwear.

Then he looked at them.

“Finished?”

The bull seemed almost disappointed. “That's it?”

Bobbi adjusted the stack of laundry in his arms. “Yes.”

He continued toward the laundry room.

“Hey, Bobbi!”

Bobbi kept walking.

For once, their disappointment was almost satisfying enough to make the wedgie worthwhile.

The change became even more apparent later that afternoon when the class was ordered to serve refreshments at an Academy reception attended by several Mistresses. 

Bobbi carried a tray through the crowded room in one of the more ridiculous uniforms he'd encountered that week, refilling drinks and clearing glasses while his aching feet reminded him how many hours he'd already spent in heels.

The bulls were gathered in the adjoining room, and one called, “Careful, Bobbi. Wouldn't want you ruining that pretty little dress.”

The old response appeared immediately. Bobbi could turn around, insult him, and prove he wasn't somebody who tolerated being spoken to that way. 

For the first time, however, he recognized the impulse for what it was. The bull wasn't preventing him from doing anything. Bobbi would be abandoning the task he'd been given simply because somebody had embarrassed him.

He looked at the empty glass on his tray and continued walking.

“Good Sissy,” the Mistress waiting at the table said when Bobbi replaced her drink.

The words were casual, almost incidental, but they produced a surprising little burst of pride.

For most of his week at the Academy, Bobbi had measured every experience according to what it cost him: dignity, comfort, pride, control. Now he began to understand that Madam Violet was trying to teach him something considerably more difficult than obedience. 

Submission wasn't merely enduring whatever somebody did to him, and it wasn't following commands because punishment awaited him if he refused. Serving somebody meant occasionally stopping long enough to consider what he could give instead of obsessing over what was being taken from him.

Bobbi didn't suddenly love the bulls, develop a passion for aching feet, or decide there was anything remotely enjoyable about having his panties yanked halfway up his back in a crowded hallway. 

He still wanted to smack the smug expressions off their faces whenever he saw them coming. What had changed was his belief that every humiliation required retaliation. A laugh didn't actually hurt him.

A ridiculous nickname didn't change who he was. A swat on the backside, a wedgie, or even the lingering sting of a slap across his cheek didn't require him to launch into a defense of his masculinity. 

Successfully completing an unpleasant task could satisfy him. Making a Mistress's life easier could satisfy him. Being embarrassed and discovering that he could survive the embarrassment could satisfy him too.

For the first time since arriving at Sissy Academy, Bobbi wondered whether Sabrina had understood something about him that he hadn't been ready to understand himself.

By Friday afternoon, the Academy that had initially seemed capable of making five days last forever was preparing to send him home. Bobbi waited with the other graduating Sissies in the foyer, standing considerably straighter than he had when Sabrina left him there. 

His makeup was understated but competently applied, his heels no longer required his constant attention, his skirt sat properly, and the training corset beneath his clothing had become familiar enough that he wasn't continually adjusting it.

When Sabrina entered, she stopped almost immediately and looked him over with obvious surprise.

“Well, look at you, Sissy.”

Bobbi felt the familiar impulse to make a joke but instead lowered his head politely. “Good afternoon, Mistress Sabrina.”

Sabrina's eyebrows rose. “Wow.”

“What?”

“There he is.”

“Who?”

“My well-mannered Sissy.”

Bobbi nearly answered before realizing he was walking directly into it. Sabrina's grin widened.

“Almost,” she said.

Madam Violet joined them carrying Bobbi's final evaluation, which she naturally handed directly to Sabrina rather than allowing Bobbi anywhere near it. 

Makeup application and grooming were satisfactory, domestic service had somehow earned the mysterious distinction of satisfactory-plus, while ironing remained an area requiring significant improvement.

“My Sissy can cook now?” Sabrina asked.

“I can cook now.”

Both women looked at him.

Bobbi sighed. “Apologies, Mistresses.”

“Impulse control,” Madam Violet said. “Still a work in progress.”

The remainder of the evaluation wasn't much kinder. His posture had improved, his feminine walking still required work, Mistress etiquette was satisfactory with reservations, and immediate obedience required significant improvement. 

When Violet explained that Bobbi continued to regard questions as a basic necessity, Bobbi instinctively replied, “They are,” only to see her reaching for the punishment crop.

“Apologies, Mistress.”

Sabrina laughed and continued until she reached the final recommendation. “Attitude adjustment ongoing. Continued Sissy training strongly recommended.”

Bobbi managed not to groan, which Madam Violet appeared to consider evidence of progress in itself.

She set aside the evaluation and produced a small rectangular package wrapped in pink paper. Bobbi opened it and found a polished wooden hairbrush inside. His amusement disappeared immediately. 

During the week, Madam Violet had explained that the graduation hairbrush wasn't merely a disciplinary implement. Presenting it to a Mistress was a symbolic acknowledgment that correction and discipline were things a Sissy voluntarily entrusted to her.

Nobody ordered Bobbi to do anything now.

Madam Violet merely watched.

Sabrina waited.

Bobbi stared at the brush and understood that this was considerably different from the hundreds of commands he'd obeyed during the previous five days because obedience couldn't make this decision for him.

Five days earlier, Bobbi would have made a joke. He would have complained, stalled, or demanded another explanation for something he already understood. Instead, he stepped toward Sabrina, lowered himself onto one knee, and held the wooden hairbrush across both palms.

Sabrina's amusement disappeared.

“Mistress Sabrina, I present this to you as acknowledgment that I accept your authority to correct me with physical punishment and acts of humiliation when I fail to meet the standards expected of your obedient Sissy.”

Sabrina studied him for several seconds before taking the brush. “You know I'm going to use this on you?”

Bobbi swallowed but didn't look away. “I do, Mistress.”

Sabrina accepted the hairbrush with a satisfied smile. “Good Sissy.”

Bobbi's face immediately turned red, prompting Madam Violet to observe that her student still embarrassed easily. “We'll work on that,” Sabrina promised as she slipped the hairbrush into her handbag.

Bobbi still wasn't certain he wanted everything Sissy Academy had taught him, and five days hadn't magically transformed him into somebody who would never argue, complain, or become frightened by what Sabrina might ask of him next. What had changed was his need to fight everything merely because it frightened or embarrassed him.

Sabrina crooked one finger toward him. “Come along, Sissy.”

Bobbi picked up his suitcase and followed his Mistress out of Sissy Academy without being told twice.


CHAPTER 8

Bobbi expected Sabrina to take him directly upstairs when they returned to the hotel. After five days at Sissy Academy, he wanted nothing more complicated than getting out of his heels, finding something real to eat, and enjoying several uninterrupted hours during which nobody evaluated his posture, inspected his makeup, assigned him domestic chores, or threatened him with demerits.

Sabrina had other plans. She guided him past the elevators and through a quieter section of the hotel until they reached a pair of polished double doors marked THE MISTRESS DINING ROOM. Bobbi slowed as an attendant opened them, because one glance inside told him this wasn't going to be the celebratory graduation dinner he'd been imagining.

The dining room was elegant enough to belong in an expensive private club, with candlelit tables, white linens, crystal glasses, and Mistresses seated throughout the room enjoying elaborate meals. 

What distinguished it from an ordinary restaurant were the Sissies. They moved quietly between the tables in matching server uniforms, carrying trays, pouring drinks, clearing dishes, and attending to their Mistresses with the same disciplined precision Madam Violet had demanded throughout the week. Others knelt beside chairs awaiting whatever their Mistresses might require. Bobbi noticed almost immediately that none of them were eating. In fact, the tables didn't appear to have places set for them at all.

Sabrina smiled. “Something wrong, Sissy?”

“I thought we were having dinner.”

“Correction. I am having dinner. You will be serving me.”

Before Bobbi could respond, an attendant appeared with a neatly folded pink-and-black server uniform and directed him toward a changing room. Five days earlier, Bobbi would have objected to virtually every aspect of the outfit before putting it on. 

Five days at the Academy had taught him that complaining rarely changed the clothes and usually made everything take longer. He changed without argument and returned minutes later in the fitted uniform, stockings, and heels, finding Sabrina already seated with a menu open before her.

She looked him over approvingly. “Very nice, Sissy.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Her eyebrows rose slightly. “Madam Violet trained you well.”

Bobbi wasn't sure whether that was a compliment, so he decided the safest response was silence.

He didn't need Sabrina to explain what was expected of him. The Academy had drilled formal table service into him until the procedures had become annoyingly automatic. He approached from the proper side, unfolded Sabrina's napkin and placed it across her lap, filled her water glass, and then lowered himself into the prescribed kneeling position beside her chair. 

His back remained straight, his shoulders relaxed, and his hands rested neatly until she required them. There was no chair for Bobbi because Bobbi wasn't here to dine. His function was to make certain Sabrina could enjoy her meal without needing to concern herself with anything else.

That distinction became increasingly apparent as dinner progressed. Bobbi retrieved Sabrina's first course, presented it correctly, replaced utensils as necessary, kept her glasses filled, cleared finished plates, and returned to his knees whenever there was nothing requiring his immediate attention. 

When a trace of sauce remained near the corner of Sabrina's mouth, she merely turned her face slightly toward him. Bobbi understood the signal, lifted her napkin, and gently cleaned it away before returning the napkin to her lap.

Sabrina regarded him with obvious amusement. “I am impressed, Sissy.”

Bobbi felt his cheeks warming. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Five days ago you would have given me a ten-minute speech about how demeaning that was.”

Bobbi lowered his eyes. “Madam Violet gave me several ten-minute speeches about my ten-minute speeches.”

Sabrina laughed. “It seems to have worked.”

It had, although Bobbi wasn't ready to admit how much. The humiliation remained. Kneeling beside Sabrina in a frilly server uniform while she enjoyed a meal he wasn't permitted to touch was hardly something the Bobbi who arrived in SissyVille would have accepted gracefully. 

The Academy had changed the way he processed the embarrassment. There was a procedure to follow, a standard against which his performance could be measured, and a strange satisfaction in realizing he was doing everything correctly. When Sabrina deliberately dropped her napkin beside her chair, Bobbi recognized the test. He retrieved it, replaced it with a fresh one, and returned to his kneeling position without comment.

“Very good, Sissy,” Sabrina said.

Bobbi hated how much hearing those words pleased him.

By the time Sabrina's main course arrived, the smells drifting from her plate had become difficult to ignore. Bobbi hadn't eaten since earlier that afternoon and kneeling beside a perfectly prepared dinner while being prohibited from touching any of it seemed unnecessarily cruel even by SissyVille standards. His eyes betrayed him once, lingering on Sabrina's plate for perhaps a second too long.

“You're hungry,” she observed.

“I am, Mistress.”

“Did I ask whether you wanted anything?”

Bobbi hesitated. “I only eat after you eat, Mistress.”

“That is correct, Sissy.”

Sabrina took another bite. Bobbi remained on his knees. The lesson wasn't particularly difficult to understand. Sabrina was comfortable, well fed, and receiving precisely the attention she wanted. Bobbi was hungry, uncomfortable, and nevertheless performing his service correctly. 

When Sabrina turned her face toward him again, Bobbi lifted her napkin and carefully cleaned the corner of her mouth.

She caught his wrist before he could withdraw. “You've changed so much.”

Bobbi looked at her. “I hope I am more pleasing to you, Mistress?”

“I haven't decided just yet.”

She released him and continued eating.

Sabrina explained that Bobbi hadn't been the only one attending school during their five days apart. 

She had spent the week learning from experienced Mistresses. She had attended workshops, observed different Mistress/Sissy relationships, spoken privately with women who had maintained those dynamics for years, and learned about discipline, expectations, rewards, punishment, consistency, and the responsibility involved in accepting another person's submission. 

Sabrina had taken her education every bit as seriously as Bobbi had taken his.

She had also made a special friend, a woman she referred to as Mistress Valentina. From what Bobbi could gather, the two of them had spent several intimate nights together, although Sabrina offered that information with such casual confidence that Bobbi suspected there was considerably more to the story than she was telling him.

“So while I was learning to be an obedient Sissy for you, you were learning how to better dominate me?”

“Indeed.”

“And you had intimate encounters with this Mistress Valentina?”

“I did.” Sabrina paused, then added with maddening nonchalance, “There may have been a couple of bulls in the mix, too.”

Bobbi nearly stumbled in his heels. “BULLS?”

Sabrina turned her head slowly toward him. “Is that a problem for you?”

Bobbi wanted to say yes. Mistress Valentina was one thing. The thought of Sabrina exploring her sexuality with another woman unsettled him, certainly, but not nearly as much as the image his imagination immediately supplied of her spending those same intimate nights with the cocky bull boys who swaggered around SissyVille as if every woman there existed for their amusement. Jealousy flared hot and immediate, and a week ago Bobbi would have challenged her before thinking twice.

But Bobbi had spent five days being taught better than that.

He swallowed the objection and lowered his voice. “No, Mistress.”

Sabrina gave him a knowing smile. She clearly didn't believe him, but Bobbi also knew better than to question his Mistress in a public setting. Madam Violet had made that particular lesson painfully clear: a Sissy who embarrassed their Mistress in public risked receiving a considerably more humiliating public correction in return.

“Never mind, Mistress.”

A smile spread across her face. “Oh, Madam Violet deserves a gift basket.”

Bobbi resumed his proper kneeling posture while Sabrina explained that she'd arrived in SissyVille treating dominance largely as an exciting fantasy. 

She enjoyed embarrassing Bobbi, ordering him around, dressing him in feminine clothes, and discovering how far she could push him, but she hadn't fully considered what it meant to accept authority from someone who genuinely wanted to surrender it. 

The Mistresses she'd met had made one point repeatedly: authority without consistency was merely playing dress-up from the other side. If Sabrina expected Bobbi to take his submission seriously, she had to take her dominance seriously too.

“Do you know what I learned this week?” she asked.

“Please tell me, Mistress.”

“That I've been doing this halfway.”

Bobbi didn't particularly like the sound of that.

“I let you negotiate everything. I give an instruction, you complain. I correct you, you argue. I tell you what I expect, and you immediately start looking for exceptions. Then eventually you do exactly what I told you to do in the first place.”

“Not always.”

Sabrina gave him a side-eye sneer.

Bobbi caught himself. “Exactly that.”

“You spent five days learning that submission means something after the novelty wears off. I spent five days learning that being your Mistress means I can't surrender my authority every time you become uncomfortable with having given it to me.”

Bobbi's stomach tightened because he understood where this was heading. Sabrina wasn't proposing another costume. She was proposing a different relationship.

“You said this was what you wanted,” she continued. “I'm finally prepared to find out if you really meant it.”

“I did.”

“Don't tell me what you think I want to hear.” Sabrina placed her fork down. “I'm asking Bobbi now. Do you actually want this?”

Bobbi looked down at himself. His knees hurt. His feet ached. He was hungry, dressed in a frilly uniform, and had spent the better part of an hour serving Sabrina while she ate a dinner he couldn't touch.

And despite all of that, he was proud of himself.

“I like being your obedient Sissy,” he admitted.

Sabrina's expression became more serious.

“I don't know whether I'll like everything you decide for me. I probably won't. But I want to learn my place and be your obedient Sissy.”

Sabrina lifted her napkin slightly. Bobbi automatically took it and carefully cleaned the corner of her mouth.

Only when he had finished did she ask, “Do you want me to take you to the next level, Sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Once we go upstairs, I'm not going to ask you whether you meant it every time you don't like an instruction.”

Bobbi swallowed. “Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

“Good Sissy.”

She finished her dinner.

Only after Sabrina had eaten the final bite and Bobbi had cleared the last plate did she push her chair away from the table. Bobbi instinctively began rising with her.

“Did I tell you to stand?”

He stopped halfway up. “No, Mistress.”

Bobbi returned immediately to his knees.

Sabrina looked down at him with an expression of unmistakable satisfaction.

“Very good, Sissy.”

Bobbi waited.

“You may stand.”

He obeyed.

“Come along, Sissy. Your education isn't finished.”

Something changed between the dining room and when they reached their suite. Sabrina didn't announce it, and Bobbi couldn't identify a precise moment when it happened. Perhaps it was the way she walked half a step ahead of him without checking whether he followed, or perhaps it was simply 

Bobbi's awareness of the conversation they'd just had. Whatever the cause, he no longer felt as though he were walking beside his girlfriend after dinner.

He was following his Mistress.

When they entered the suite, Sabrina set her handbag down and immediately pointed toward the closet.

“Your training clothes are waiting inside. Change in there.”

Bobbi looked toward the bedroom. “Why can't I change—”

He stopped himself. Sabrina raised an eyebrow.

Bobbi corrected course. “Yes, Mistress.”

He entered the closet and closed the door. The outfit waiting for him was unmistakably designed for submissive training, another deliberately feminized ensemble that would have produced an argument before his week at the Academy. Bobbi inspected it, sighed, and began changing.

Then he noticed the bed. It occupied the far corner of the closet: a padded oval cushion with raised sides, unmistakably similar to a large dog bed.

Bobbi stared. “Oh no.”

He recognized it immediately because Madam Violet had incorporated similar sleeping arrangements into Academy humiliation training. Bobbi had spent several nights curled uncomfortably on one while being reminded that a properly obedient Sissy didn't require the same accommodations as his Mistress.

Surely Sabrina didn't expect him to sleep there.

Bobbi almost opened the closet door to ask. His hand stopped inches from the handle. Less than twenty minutes ago, Sabrina had asked whether he wanted to take their relationship to the next level, and Bobbi had said yes. She had specifically warned him that she wasn't going to renegotiate every detail the instant he encountered something he disliked.

He looked back at the dog bed.

“If that is what my Mistress demands of me, then I will comply,” he declared.

When Sabrina finally called for him, he stepped out of the closet and stopped cold.

She had changed too.

The woman standing in the center of the suite barely resembled the Sabrina who had collected him from the Academy. She wore an all-pink latex dominatrix outfit with matching knee-high boots, the polished material emphasizing every deliberate movement. Her hair had been arranged differently, her makeup sharpened, and even her posture had changed.

Yet it wasn't the clothing that unsettled Bobbi most.

It was her confidence.

Sabrina had spent five days learning too. Bobbi suddenly understood that the server uniform downstairs and the training clothes he wore now weren't the only costumes marking a transition. They had both changed clothes because they were both stepping deliberately into the roles they'd agreed to assume.

Sabrina crooked one finger. “Come here, Sissy.”

Bobbi approached his Mistress.

“Closer.”

He stopped directly in front of her.

Sabrina produced a collar. Bobbi recognized it immediately, but something about seeing it in her hands now made it different from every collar he'd worn during Academy exercises. Downstairs he had made a significant decision. This was the first physical acknowledgment of it.

“Turn around.”

Bobbi obeyed.

Sabrina placed the collar around his throat and fastened it.

Click.

The sound seemed extraordinarily loud.

Sabrina rested her fingers briefly against the collar before ordering him to face her again.

Bobbi turned around to face his Mistress.

Then she reached into her handbag.

She took out the wooden hairbrush.

His graduation gift to her.

The same polished wooden brush Bobbi had knelt before Sabrina and voluntarily placed into her hands only hours earlier.

Sabrina slowly turned it over. “You gave me this.”

“I remember.”

“Do you remember what you told me when you gave it to me?”

Bobbi wished he didn't. “Yes, Mistress.”

“What did you say?”

Bobbi glanced at the brush. “That I accepted your authority to correct me when I failed to meet the standards expected of your Sissy.”

“Correct.”

Sabrina tapped the brush against her palm.

Bobbi flinched despite himself.

“Then I think it's time we put your graduation present to use.”

“Wait. Already?” His Academy composure immediately deserted him. “I just got back. I haven't even done anything.”

“Haven't you?”

“I served you dinner perfectly.”

“You did.”

“So what exactly am I being corrected for?”

Sabrina stepped closer. “Five days.”

Bobbi swallowed.

“Five days at Sissy Academy, and the instant your submission becomes inconvenient, you're already trying to negotiate.”

“I was only—”

Sabrina's stare stopped him.

Bobbi lowered his eyes.

“Look at me.”

He did.

Sabrina raised the wooden hairbrush between them.

“You gave me this because you said you were ready to stop treating submission like a fantasy you could argue with whenever it became uncomfortable.”

Bobbi's stomach tightened.

“You accepted this collar. You knelt beside me downstairs and told me you wanted to take this relationship further. Nobody forced you to say it.”

Bobbi remained silent.

“Did you mean it?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then stop behaving as though your submission disappears the moment you're nervous about what comes next.”

Sabrina gestured for Bobbi to assume the formal disciplinary position. Every instinct Bobbi had carried into SissyVille told him to argue, negotiate, joke, stall, or demand another explanation. Five days ago, he unquestionably would have done exactly that.

Instead, he remembered kneeling beside Sabrina downstairs.

Do you actually want this?

He had answered yes.

“Then present yourself for your next training session, Sissy.”

Bobbi looked at Sabrina, then at the wooden hairbrush he had willingly placed in her hands. For the first time, he understood that graduating from Sissy Academy hadn't meant his training was finished. It meant Sabrina's training could finally begin.


CHAPTER 9 

Five days at Sissy Academy had taught Bobbi exactly what Sabrina meant by prepare yourself, but knowing what was expected didn’t make obeying any easier. He remained where he was, staring at the wooden hairbrush in her hand while his mind instinctively searched for some technicality that might postpone whatever she had planned.

“Mistress, what exactly are we—”

“Stop talking.” Sabrina stepped closer. “We’re not doing this again. I give you an instruction, you get nervous, you sass me, you ask unnecessary questions, and eventually you do what I told you to do in the first place.”

“I was only asking—”

Sabrina gave him a sharp corrective slap across the cheek.

Bobbi fell silent.

“You gave me this hairbrush,” she said. “You know what it represents. We’re past pretending you don’t understand.”

Bobbi lowered his hand from his cheek. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Better. Now prepare yourself.”

That was all the explanation Sabrina offered. Madam Violet had spent five days teaching Bobbi the rules. Sabrina expected him to follow them without requiring another lecture.

Sabrina opened a black case, revealing cuffs, restraints, a chastity cage, and several strap-on dildos of various sizes. His apprehension increased considerably at the sight of them.

She noticed.

“Problem?”

“Potentially several.”

Instead of answering, Sabrina crossed the room and opened the hotel door.

Bobbi stared at her.

“I’m not keeping you here,” she said. “I’m not persuading you anymore. You can walk out that door, take off the collar, and we go back to being Sabrina and Bobbi. But if you stay, stop pretending you somehow stumbled into this.”

Bobbi looked through the doorway at the ordinary hotel corridor beyond it, then back at Sabrina.

“And if all of this gets to be too much for me?”

“You simply say Switch Off, everything stops,” Sabrina continued. “Not for five minutes. Not until you calm down. The Mistress/Sissy arrangement ends. Completely. You become Bobbi, I become Sabrina, and we don’t turn it back on when you decide you’re horny again.”

“No second chances.”

“No. I need you to understand the difference between being uncomfortable and genuinely wanting out. You don’t get to use Switch Off because you don’t like a punishment or because something embarrasses you.”

The open doorway was Bobbi’s opportunity to refuse what Sabrina was offering before they began. Switch Off was something different. It remained his absolute way out if the reality of surrender became something he genuinely no longer wanted.

Sabrina wasn’t taking that choice from him. She was making certain he understood that staying was a choice too. Bobbi looked through the doorway one final time. Then he reached past Sabrina and closed it himself. The latch clicked.

“Good Sissy.”

The words sent a nervous flutter through his stomach.

Then her expression hardened.

“Now put on your heels.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He sat on the edge of the bed and fastened the heels. When he stood again, Sabrina inspected him from head to toe.

“On your knees.”

This time Bobbi didn’t ask why. He lowered himself onto his knees.

Sabrina handed him a silky polishing cloth and extended one stiletto. “Clean my shoes. Make them shine.”

Bobbi looked at the glossy surface. “Until I can see my reflection?”

“No more sass.”

His smile disappeared.

“Yes, Mistress.”

He polished the first shoe carefully, then the second, concentrating until both gleamed beneath the hotel lights. When he finished, he sat back on his heels and waited.

Sabrina examined his work.

“Are you finished?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And?”

Bobbi knew what she wanted.

“Thank you for allowing me to serve you, Mistress.”

“Better.”

The praise produced a small surge of satisfaction that embarrassed him almost as much as the position itself.

Sabrina’s voice hardened again. “Eyes on the floor. You do not look up until I give you permission.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Bobbi lowered his gaze.

He heard Sabrina moving around the room, the sharp clicks of her stilettos crossing the floor before disappearing behind him. Every instinct urged him to sneak a glance, but he remained still. A moment later, Sabrina’s stilettos appeared directly in front of him.

“Look at me, Sissy.”

Bobbi slowly raised his eyes. His breath caught. Sabrina had a dildo strapped to her body. In one hand she still held the wooden hairbrush.

“Oh my god.”

“Goddess,” Sabrina corrected, slapping the hairbrush against her palm with a sharp POP. “Let’s try that again.”

This was no Academy demonstration. The sight of Sabrina standing over him with the dildo extending from her body was overtly sexual, humiliating, and intimidating, and the rush of excitement it sent through him made the situation considerably more confronting.

“Sabrina, I—”

“Wrong name.”

Bobbi swallowed.

“Mistress.”

“Again.”

“I apologize, Mistress.”

“Better.”

His eyes returned to the dildo.

“Now open your mouth.”

His stomach fluttered.

“Mistress—”

POP. The hairbrush struck Sabrina’s palm again.

“Do you see the problem yet?” Sabrina asked. “Even now you cannot stop sassing and mouthing off to your Mistress. Your mouth desperately needs attitude training.”

Bobbi stared at the dildo.

“Open up, Sissy.”

Every instinct told him to stall, joke, or argue, but Sabrina had already given him an open door. He had been the one to close it.

Slowly, Bobbi opened his mouth. Sabrina pressed the dildo between his lips. Bobbi’s initial confidence disappeared almost immediately as she began the deliberately humiliating oral punishment. 

The silicone stretched his mouth as Sabrina controlled the pace, forcing him to concentrate on taking the dildo rather than retreating into the nervous banter that had carried him through so much of the week.

His jaw began to ache. His eyes watered. When Sabrina pushed the toy deeper, Bobbi gagged around it and instinctively tried to pull back.

Bobbi coughed and gasped to catch his breath.

“Still feeling sassy?”

“Mistress, I—”

Sabrina sneered almost wickedly. “Apparently so.”

She pushed the dildo back into his mouth.

“Your sassy mouth has caused me more trouble than anything else about you,” she said. “Perhaps this will become part of your daily training.”

Bobbi made a muffled sound around the silicone.

“Stop whining, Sissy.”

Bobbi now understood that Sabrina was using the strap-on dildo to punish his mouth because he couldn’t stop sassing, arguing, and mouthing off whenever his sissification training became uncomfortable. 

There was no mistaking that she was also deriving pleasure from having him kneeling beneath her while she imposed that lesson.

The punishment intensified. Bobbi struggled to follow her instructions as she corrected him whenever he instinctively tried to retreat from what he'd agreed to attempt.

“Lick the tip.”

“Stroke the shaft.”

“Slower.”

“Faster.”

“Deeper.”

“All the way down your throat.”

“Gag on my dildo, Sissy.”

For a moment, the two words surfaced instinctively in Bobbi’s mind.

Switch Off. He could say them. Sabrina would stop. He knew that. But he didn’t want the relationship to end. He was embarrassed, overwhelmed, and painfully aware that Sabrina had found a particularly effective method of silencing his smart mouth, but none of those things meant he wanted to stop being her Sissy.

The words disappeared. Bobbi remained on his knees.

Sabrina eventually pulled the dildo partly free, allowing him to gasp for breath.

“You do understand why you’re being punished?”

Bobbi nodded.

“Use your words.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“For?”

“Being sassy. Mouthing off. Arguing every time you tell me to do something I don’t like.”

“Or something that embarrasses you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.”

Sabrina resumed the oral punishment. This time Bobbi didn’t retreat.

The punishment continued until his jaw ached and his eyes watered, but his response gradually changed. As humiliating as the experience was, something about being dominated so completely felt right. 

Bobbi finally surrendered the urge to fight Sabrina and instead submitted to her will, allowing his Mistress to take total control. And as he surrendered, even his suffering began to feel strangely pleasurable.

When Sabrina finally withdrew the dildo, Bobbi remained on his knees, coughing and drawing several deep breaths.

She looked down at him. “Now what do you say, Sissy?”

Bobbi wiped the corner of his mouth with the back of his hand. “Thank you for punishing my sassy mouth, Mistress.”

And he meant it too.

“Good Sissy.”

Sabrina then picked up the wooden hairbrush. She struck it against her palm. POP.

“But your punishment is far from over.”

“Mistress—”

“No speaking without permission.”

Bobbi immediately closed his mouth.

Sabrina gave him a satisfied smile. “See? The mouth training is already working.”

Bobbi very nearly answered. He caught himself. Her smile widened.

“Much better.”

Sabrina pointed the hairbrush toward the foot of the bed. “Pull up your skirt and present yourself for punishment.”

His hesitation brought a dangerous smile to Sabrina’s face.

“The longer you resist, Sissy, the longer your punishment will last.”

She slapped the hairbrush against her palm again. POP.

Bobbi's pulse quickened. But he was done resisting her will.


CHAPTER 10

Bobbi was deeply overwhelmed by the situation, but beneath the nervousness was one certainty: he didn’t want out. He wanted to know whether he could follow through with total submission now that it had stopped being a hypothetical fantasy.

“As you command, Mistress.”

Bobbi turned around, lifted the hem of his skirt, and slowly bent forward to present himself, his sheer pink Sissy panties the only thing shielding his backside from the punishment to come.

“Now ask me to punish you,” Sabrina said. Behind him, the wooden hairbrush struck her palm with a sharp POP. “And tell me you deserve it.”

Bobbi bit his lip. “Please punish me, Mistress, because I deserve it.”

The room became very quiet.

Sabrina giggled.

TWHACK!

Bobbi squealed as the hairbrush cracked against his backside.

For the next several minutes, Sabrina went methodically to work. She punished him for every instance of sass, backtalk, disobedience, and disrespect she could remember from that day—and apparently Sabrina remembered everything.

After every swat, she demanded that Bobbi thank her and acknowledge that he deserved the correction. The hairbrush stung more with each successive strike until his backside burned beneath his panties and maintaining his position became a challenge in itself.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Bobbi gasped after another swat.

TWHACK!

“And?”

“I deserved it!”

“Much better.”

Another hard strike landed, drawing a fresh squeal from him. Yet Bobbi never asked her to stop. He remained bent forward and accepted the punishment until Sabrina was satisfied that his attitude had been properly corrected.

Finally, the spanking stopped.

Bobbi remained in position, breathing heavily and waiting. He heard Sabrina place the hairbrush on the bed behind him, followed by the faint movement of something else being retrieved from the open case.

“Don’t move,” she ordered.

Bobbi obeyed. When he finally looked back, Sabrina had exchanged the hairbrush for the strap-on dildo. His eyes widened.

Sabrina smiled at his reaction. “The hairbrush was for your attitude. This is for your absolute submission to your Mistress. To me.”

Bobbi remained bent forward as Sabrina positioned herself behind him. The first pressure of the dildo made his entire body tense.

“Relax, Sissy.”

He tried.

Sabrina slowly pushed the dildo into Bobbi’s Sissy hole. Bobbi’s eyes went wide, and he soon lost the ability to speak. For a moment, his mind was too scrambled to process what was happening. When reality set in, he could feel the phallic toy deep inside his Sissy hole.

Sabrina moved slowly at first, giving him time to adjust to the intensity of his Sissy training. For once, he found himself grateful for the week of Sissy-plug training Madam Violet had put him through at the Academy. 

The humiliating regimen had at least prepared him for his first penetration by his Mistress, although preparation and reality proved to be very different things.

The pain was unlike anything he could have imagined, excruciating beyond words. A piercing squeal escaped him as he gasped and felt his body instinctively fighting against the intrusion, trying to force the toy out. But that wasn’t going to happen, at least not until his Mistress decided to release him.

“That’s better, Sissy,” she said.

Bobbi gripped the bedding beneath him.

Sabrina established a steady rhythm, gradually increasing the intensity as Bobbi became accustomed to her movements. His breathing grew ragged, and the lingering burn from the hairbrush combined with the sexual pressure of the dildo until punishment, humiliation, and arousal became difficult to separate.

Then Bobbi heard Sabrina’s breathing change.

At first, he thought he was imagining it, but there was no mistaking the increasingly genuine excitement in her voice. Sabrina wasn’t merely performing the role of Mistress because Bobbi wanted her to. Judging by her moans and breathless squeals, she was experiencing genuine sexual pleasure from dominating him. 

Bobbi didn’t even understand how that was possible when she was using a plastic toy strapped to her waist, but the mounting intensity of her gasps and moans left little doubt that somehow she was.

That realization affected him almost as powerfully as anything physical Sabrina was doing. Bobbi’s fantasies had always centered on what submission would do to him: the humiliation, the helplessness, the thrill of surrendering himself to a woman strong enough to take command. Only now did he begin to understand something Madam Violet had tried to teach him.

A properly trained Sissy learns to take satisfaction from pleasing a Mistress.

“That’s my good Sissy,” Sabrina gasped.

Bobbi shuddered.

For a fleeting moment, two words surfaced in his mind. Switch Off. He didn’t say them. Instead, Bobbi surrendered himself to the experience. Then the thrusting began in earnest.

Slowly at first. In and out. Each thrust sent another overwhelming shock through Bobbi’s body, leaving him gasping and moaning as his ability to concentrate disappeared beneath the intensity. The more openly he reacted, the more Sabrina increased the pace, and soon he could hear her own pleasure rising behind him.

“Do you like me thrusting inside you, Sissy?” Sabrina asked breathlessly. “Do you want more?”

Bobbi could barely formulate an answer. His attention had become consumed by Sabrina’s increasingly excited gasps and moans. Whatever else he was experiencing, there was no mistaking the pleasure she was taking from dominating him.

Soon Bobbi found himself concentrating less on his own discomfort and more on Sabrina’s pleasure. Her moans became almost hypnotic, and something unexpectedly powerful took hold of him: knowing that his suffering was giving his Mistress this much satisfaction made surrendering to her feel worthwhile in a way he had never anticipated.

Something shifted inside Bobbi.

For the first time, servitude stopped being entirely about what surrender did to him. His submission could give Sabrina something too. His willingness to place himself beneath her authority could bring his Mistress a kind of pleasure he had never known how to give her before.

He truly was her Sissy.

As that realization settled over him, Bobbi’s physical response began to change. The intensity that had initially overwhelmed him gradually became tangled with pleasure until he could no longer clearly separate one sensation from another. His gasps changed with it, becoming increasingly urgent as Sabrina continued behind him.

“It’s happening, Sissy,” Sabrina encouraged. “Climax with me.”

Their pleasure continued rising together until thought became impossible and they both finally cried out in release. Bobbi’s orgasm seemed to come from somewhere deep inside him, entirely separate from ejaculating from his penis. Madam Violet had told him this was how a Sissy should orgasm, but he hadn’t understood what she meant until that moment.

Bobbi collapsed against the bed, exhausted and trembling, while Sabrina slowed behind him and struggled to catch her breath. Sabrina leaned over him, one possessive hand moving along his body as she brought her lips close to his ear.

“That’s my good girl.”

Bobbi’s eyes opened. He lifted his head. “Girl?”

Sabrina didn’t answer. His stomach fluttered.

Apparently graduating from Sissy Academy hadn’t meant his training was finished. It had only qualified him for the advanced course.


CHAPTER 11

Bobbi discovered two things while standing in front of the hotel mirror. First, Sabrina had done an excellent job with his makeup. Second, sitting down was going to require considerably more thought than it had earlier that evening. 

      His backside was unquestionably sore; courtesy of the wooden hairbrush Sabrina had wielded with considerably more enthusiasm than Bobbi had anticipated when he'd ceremonially placed it in her hands at graduation. But the spanking was only part of what his body was still processing.

The sexual training that followed had been more intimate, invasive, and intensely erotic than anything he had experienced before. For once, Bobbi was actually grateful for Madam Violet's week of Sissy-plug training. 

As humiliating as that regimen had been, it had helped prepare him for his first penetration by his Mistress, even if nothing could have prepared him for what it would feel like psychologically to surrender himself to Sabrina that completely.

Most of all, he couldn't stop thinking about the last thing she had called him.

Good girl.

“You can't very well think of yourself as some traditionally masculine boyfriend after all that,” Sabrina said, apparently reading his thoughts. “Not after you presented yourself to your Mistress and begged her to use you.”

Bobbi studied himself in the mirror. The dress, stockings, heels, makeup, corset, and collar had already challenged everything he associated with masculinity, but after what Sabrina had just done to him, arguing the point seemed increasingly ridiculous. “I suppose not, Mistress.”

“Of course, you're not actually a girl either.”

“Then what am I, Mistress?”

“My Sissy.”

Something about the possessive made Bobbi's stomach flutter. Sabrina came up behind him and rested her hands upon his shoulders. “Madam Violet taught you how to behave like one. She taught you how to walk, serve, kneel, obey, accept humiliation, and endure punishment. Tonight I taught you something she couldn't.”

Bobbi's face warmed and he looked away, but Sabrina wasn't about to let him hide from the admission. She made him acknowledge that he had wanted her to dominate him sexually, that he'd enjoyed pleasing her even when the experience became painful or humiliating, and finally that he'd submitted willingly when she penetrated him. 

By the time Bobbi managed a quiet, “Yes, Mistress,” his face was burning.

“There you are,” Sabrina said.

Bobbi shifted his weight and immediately winced at the lingering soreness. “Although, for the record, I think you may have gotten slightly carried away.”

Sabrina slowly turned from the mirror. “Did I?”

Bobbi immediately suspected he'd made a tactical error. “I mean—”

“Stop talking.”

He did. 

There was something different about Sabrina now, and Bobbi didn't mean the dominatrix clothing, the stilettos, or the little sparkle in her eyes. She was still unmistakably Sabrina, but the uncertainty she'd carried when they first arrived in SissyVille was disappearing. 

While Bobbi had spent five days learning to become a properly trained Sissy, Sabrina had spent those same five days among women who understood dominance as more than costumes and bedroom role-play. Now she was beginning to understand the kind of Mistress she wanted to become, and Bobbi had explicitly asked her to become one.

“Tell me again how I got carried away.”

“I didn't mean it as a critique, Mistress.”

“No? Because it sounded suspiciously like the same attitude Madam Violet warned me about.” Sabrina retrieved the wooden hairbrush and slapped it against her palm. “Immediate obedience: requires improvement. Attitude: requires improvement. Sassy backtalk: apparently requires considerably more improvement.”

Bobbi's eyes fixed upon the brush. “I apologize, Mistress.”

“Better.” Sabrina put it down, and Bobbi relaxed until she added, “Don't look so relieved. I'm not finished with you.”

His stomach tightened as Sabrina returned to the suitcase and began searching through its contents. After the sexual equipment she'd already produced from that suitcase, Bobbi had developed a perfectly reasonable fear of seeing what her hand might emerge holding next.

This time it was a small pink plastic chastity cage.

Bobbi's breath caught. He knew exactly what it was. He had seen cages countless times while exploring femdom, sissification, and feminization fantasies in the privacy of his apartment, and of all the submissive acts he'd imagined, chastity had always seemed particularly extreme.

Sabrina approached and held it directly in front of him. “Do you know what this is?”

“Yes, Mistress. I learned about them in Sissy school.”

“Tell me.”

“A chastity cage.”

“And what does it do?”

Bobbi swallowed. “It locks a Sissy's penis away so he can't pleasure himself.”

“What else?”

“If a Sissy gets turned on while in chastity, the cage can restrict his ability to become fully erect.”

“And?”

“That can be very painful.”

“Keep going.”

“The pain trains the Sissy’s body and mind to understand that male erections are inappropriate for Sissies and that the natural response to sexual stimulation must be corrected.”

“Because?”

“Because Sissies are not real men.”

“Very good, Sissy.” Sabrina smiled approvingly. “And after watching how excited you became while your Mistress was dominating you, I think we've identified another part of your body requiring training.”

Bobbi stared at the cage, and his body responded immediately to the implication. Sabrina's gaze dropped toward the evidence, and when Bobbi instinctively tried to cover himself, she slapped his hands away.

“No hiding from your Mistress.”

Bobbi flushed.

“Apparently merely seeing the cage excites you.”

“I've thought about chastity before.”

“I know.”

“You know?”

“Sissy, you practically melted when I pulled it out.” Sabrina turned the cage slowly between her fingers. “You've fantasized about a woman locking you up, haven't you? Taking the key? Deciding whether you're permitted an orgasmic release?”

Bobbi's mouth went dry. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Then it is time to stop fantasizing.”

She brought the cage closer and held it close to his face. “Do you want me to put this on you, Sissy?”

Bobbi hesitated.

“I asked you a question, Sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Yes what?”

“I want you to lock me in chastity.”

“Then beg.”

“Please, Mistress—”

Sabrina shook her head. “You spent five days in finishing school and that's the best begging posture you can manage?”

Bobbi knew immediately what she expected. He lowered himself carefully onto his knees, his sore backside protesting even that movement, then bowed forward until his face hovered beside Sabrina's glossy stilettos.

“Better. Show me how badly you want it.”

Bobbi understood. He pressed his lips to the toe of Sabrina's stiletto and began worshipping the shoe while she stood above him holding the chastity cage. The humiliation struck him with startling force.

Sabrina laughed softly. “Beg.”

He remained bowed before her. “Please lock me in chastity, Mistress. Please take my key and control when I'm allowed release.”

“What if I don't let you come tonight?”

“Then I don't come tonight.”

“Tomorrow?”

“I wait.”

“A week?”

His hesitation lasted longer, and Sabrina noticed.

“A month?”

Bobbi lifted his eyes toward her. She was enjoying this enormously. “If that's what you decide, Mistress.”

“Good.” She stroked his hair. “But you're still thinking about what you get out of this. You want the frustration because it's erotic. You want the humiliation because it excites you. You want to imagine yourself begging your Mistress for release because the fantasy turns you on.”

Bobbi couldn't deny any of it.

“So let's make it less hypothetical. Stand and present yourself.”

Bobbi stood and lifted his skirt. The pink panties beneath did absolutely nothing to conceal how intensely the ritual had affected him, and Sabrina laughed when she saw his obvious arousal.

“Oh, my. Apparently my Sissy is very enthusiastic about losing control of this.”

“I can't help it, Mistress.”

“That's precisely the problem.”

Sabrina stepped closer and teased him about his arousal until Bobbi's humiliation became almost unbearable. The contradiction was exquisite. He was offering Sabrina control over his sexuality while his body shamelessly advertised how erotic he found the surrender. When Sabrina tapped the cage against him, Bobbi shivered.

“I don't think I can lock you like this.”

Bobbi looked down and then back at Sabrina. “What am I supposed to do?”

“Don't you worry, Sissy.” Sabrina smiled. “Your Mistress is going to take care of it.”

That sentence alone nearly made the problem worse, which Sabrina noticed immediately. She returned to the suitcase and retrieved a pair of leather shackles.

Bobbi gasped. “Mistress?”

“No questions. Hands behind your back.”

Sabrina locked his wrists into the shackles.

“You may close your eyes.”

Bobbi did.

“Now go back down, Sissy.”

TWHACK!

Sabrina swatted his penis with her open hand. A sharp sting made him cry out.

“Mistress!”

Another swat followed. And another. And still another. The pain was excruciating. Bobbi winced and shrieked, jerking instinctively, but the restraints kept his hands secured behind him.

“You begged me to control this,” Sabrina reminded him.

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Then stop behaving as if your little Sissy penis still belongs to you. Follow my commands and go back down.”

The swatting punishment was intensely humiliating and painful, but that created precisely the problem Sabrina was attempting to solve. Every time Bobbi became embarrassed by his helplessness, another pulse of excitement ran through him until Sabrina finally gave an exasperated sigh.

“This is ridiculous. Apparently humiliating you only makes you hornier.”

Bobbi's face burned while Sabrina looked almost offended by the logistical inconvenience.

“Fortunately, your Mistress believes in practical solutions.”

She regarded him for another moment.

“That's a good Sissy,” Sabrina said. “Now close your eyes and wait here. I will return soon, and then we'll get on with your next lesson.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Bobbi closed his eyes. He heard the door open, followed by the clicking of his Mistress's heels as she exited the room. A minute or two passed. His mind spun with possibilities, both terrible and exciting. He could feel his manhood twitching harder, and he tried to will the arousal away, but the excitement of the situation was beyond his control.

Then he heard the door open again. Sabrina's heels clicked across the floor before the door closed behind her.

“Well now, are you ready to proceed, Sissy?” Sabrina asked. “And keep your eyes closed.”

Something shockingly cold pressed against his arousal.

Bobbi yelped. “Oh my God!”

“Goddess.”

“Goddess!”

Sabrina laughed and maintained the merciless cold until Bobbi's unwanted erection finally began surrendering to something considerably more persuasive than discipline. He shivered and muttered, “This is cruel.”

“Try that again,” Sabrina said.

“I mean, thank you, Mistress,” Bobbi corrected immediately.

“Better.”

When Sabrina was finally satisfied that his penis was sufficiently compliant, she removed the ice bag. Bobbi watched her fit the bright pink cage around him. The procedure was intimate enough that he couldn't stop staring at her hands. 

This was Sabrina, the woman he'd been dating for six months, carefully enclosing the most private part of him inside a device designed specifically to deny him sexual autonomy.

Then came the sound.

Click.

Tiny. Mechanical. Final.

Bobbi stopped breathing.

Sabrina withdrew her hands. “You may look.”

Bobbi looked down. The sight affected him more intensely than he'd expected. His penis was enclosed inside the bright pink cage, diminished and controlled by something that looked almost absurdly cute compared with what it represented.

Locked.

When Bobbi looked up, Sabrina was holding the key. His stomach fluttered as she produced a delicate gold chain, threaded the tiny pink key onto it, and fastened the chain around her neck. The key settled directly against her chest.

“This,” Sabrina said, lifting it between two fingers, “is the only key.”

Bobbi's eyes remained fixed upon it.

“Which means?”

“You control when I'm released.”

“And?”

“When I'm allowed sexual release.”

“And?”

Bobbi swallowed. “My orgasms belong to my Mistress.”

“And who begged me to be locked up?”

“I did.”

“Who begged his Mistress to keep the key?”

“I did, Mistress. I thank you.”

Sabrina contemplated him for a moment. “Now, how long should we keep you locked up before you are allowed release?”

“The rest of the weekend?”

Sabrina laughed. “A weekend isn't chastity training. That's accessorizing. I think we'll begin with ninety days.”

Bobbi stared at her. “Ninety days?”

Sabrina arched an eyebrow, and the Academy lessons immediately returned to him. Bobbi corrected his posture.

“Would you prefer we make it one hundred days?”

“No. Ninety days sounds perfect.”

He lied. Ninety days sounded insane to Bobbi. Three months with Sabrina possessing the key. Three months in which every erection would be constricted by the chastity cage. He knew Sabrina wasn't going to let those ninety days pass quietly. She would tease him, humiliate him, excite him deliberately, make him beg, and deny him the relief of release.

The thought produced another involuntary stirring, and the cage tightened.

Bobbi winced.

Sabrina's eyes lit up. “Oh, Sissy. Is the idea of this already getting you stimulated?”

“Please don't, Mistress.”

“Don't what?”

Sabrina tapped her fingernail against his cage. He twitched excitedly.

“Oh, this is going to be so much fun for us.” Sabrina's grin widened. “Think of it. We have ninety days to discover exactly how desperate my Sissy can become.”

Bobbi whimpered as Sabrina knelt down before him. She touched his cage and looked it over closely. She kissed it slowly and sensually, with enough purpose that Bobbi immediately felt himself straining uselessly against the confinement.

When she pulled away, Bobbi was breathing harder. “That isn't fair.”

Sabrina touched the key. “Neither is giving your Mistress control and then complaining when she uses it.”

Bobbi stared at the little key and realized she was right. That was the part his fantasies had always skipped. The cage wasn't the ultimate surrender because it prevented an erection, and it wasn't even the denial of orgasm. The real surrender was the key. Bobbi had voluntarily given Sabrina authority over something nobody had ever controlled except himself. He had knelt at her feet, worshipped her shoes, begged her to lock him away, and asked her to decide when he was permitted sexual release. Now she had decided.

Ninety days.

The reality frightened him. It also aroused him enough that the cage immediately punished him for thinking about it.

Sabrina lifted the key from her chest and held it directly in front of his eyes. “I don't believe I heard you say thank you.”

Bobbi lowered himself back onto his knees. “Thank you for locking me in chastity, Mistress. Thank you for keeping my key and taking control of my orgasms. If you decide I have to wait, I'll wait. If you decide I should be teased, I'll endure it. If you decide I haven't earned release, then I don't get release. And when you finally decide I've earned it, Mistress, I'll accept whatever you choose to give me, humiliating or not.”

Sabrina stroked his hair and tucked the key safely between her breasts. “That's my good Sissy.”

Bobbi returned his attention to the mirror. The person staring back at him was hardly recognizable. The Sissy dress. The makeup. The corset. His sore backside and the throbbing in his Sissy hole. The bright pink cage around his penis.

Bobbi looked at Sabrina's reflection and at the little key glittering against her chest. His body stirred again, and the cage immediately reminded him who controlled what happened next.

Sabrina giggled.


CHAPTER 12

Bobbi discovered that afterglow, a sore backside, and ninety days of chastity were entirely capable of occupying his thoughts at the same time.

He stood in front of the hotel mirror making the last adjustments to his black-and-pink witch costume while trying not to dwell on everything that had happened in the room behind him. 

The effort was largely pointless. His backside remained tender from the hairbrush, his body still carried the lingering sensations of Sabrina’s sexual training, and the bright pink chastity cage beneath his costume provided a particularly persistent reminder that the evening’s consequences weren’t ending simply because the training session had. 

Every time he moved, Bobbi remembered the tiny key now hanging from a gold chain around Sabrina’s neck and the astonishing fact that he had actually knelt at her feet and begged her to put him in chastity for what had somehow become ninety days.

Sabrina, naturally, looked magnificent and entirely untroubled by conscience. She stood at the dresser applying a final touch of lipstick, apparently having emerged from the previous hour refreshed and invigorated. 

Her sleek black dress hugged her figure, the jeweled choker glittered at her throat, and the stilettos completed the transformation from Bobbi’s girlfriend into the commanding Mistress she had spent the week learning to become. Most distracting of all was that tiny key resting against her chest.

Bobbi watched her in the mirror until she caught him.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“You’re staring.”

“I’ve always stared at you.”

“True.” Sabrina followed his gaze downward and touched the little key. “Although I suspect you’re staring at something very specific tonight.”

Bobbi immediately returned his attention to his own reflection. “I have no idea what you mean.”

“Of course not.”

The curled wig framed his carefully made-up face, striped stockings disappeared beneath the layered skirt, and the silver S hanging from his pink collar seemed considerably more meaningful than it had before their training session. 

The Academy had taught him how to wear all of this without looking like someone stumbling through a costume. Sabrina had taught him what it meant when the costume stopped being the most submissive thing he was wearing.

Apparently, that realization made him smile.

“You’re glowing,” Sabrina said.

“I am not.”

“You absolutely are.”

Bobbi immediately stopped smiling, which only made Sabrina laugh. “Too late.”

“I’ve had a complicated evening.”

“We haven’t even gone to the rave yet.”

“That is deeply concerning.”

Sabrina put down her lipstick and crossed the room. Her amusement remained, but something more serious settled beneath it as she straightened Bobbi’s collar and looked directly into his eyes. “Any regrets?”

Bobbi understood that this wasn’t teasing. He could have deflected with another joke, but five days of Madam Violet correcting that particular habit had apparently accomplished something.

“No, Mistress.”

“No regrets about the punishment?”

Bobbi glanced toward the hairbrush.

“No, Mistress.”

“The sexual training?”

His face warmed. “No, Mistress.”

Sabrina touched the key hanging from her neck. “This?”

Bobbi stared at it considerably longer.

The chastity cage was different from everything that had preceded it because it hadn't ended when the scene did. His spanking was over. The restraints had been removed. The sexual training had finished. But Sabrina still possessed the only key capable of releasing him, and the ninety-day commitment he'd begged for remained exactly as real as it had been when the lock clicked shut.

Bobbi finally shook his head. “Ask me again around day eighty-seven.”

Sabrina laughed. “Fair.”

“But no. I don’t regret it.”

“Good.”

Bobbi looked at their reflections together. For years, surrendering control to Sabrina—or to an imaginary woman like her before Sabrina had entered his life—had existed safely inside his fantasies. Fantasy allowed him to want things without accepting responsibility for wanting them. 

He could imagine being feminized, ordered around, disciplined, humiliated, penetrated, denied release, and made subordinate to a dominant woman, then return to ordinary life without any of those fantasies requiring an explanation.

SissyVille had systematically destroyed that comfortable distance.

Bobbi had chosen the clothes. He had admitted what being a Sissy meant to him. He had endured five days at the Academy and presented Sabrina with the wooden hairbrush when he graduated. 

He had accepted her collar, given her the bell, submitted to her first real punishment and sexual training, then knelt at her feet and begged her to lock his penis away and control his orgasms. None of those things had simply happened to him. 

At every major threshold, Bobbi had been given another opportunity to confront what he wanted, and every time he had chosen to continue.

The experience hadn't unfolded exactly as his fantasies had promised. 

Reality was considerably less accommodating. His fantasies had never bothered with aching feet, corset training, humiliation that genuinely embarrassed him, a backside that hurt when he sat down, or the terrifying implications of a Mistress who had desires and ideas of her own. Fantasy had also neglected to mention that giving somebody control meant she might actually use it.

Yet standing there afterward, Bobbi understood the part that mattered.

He was happy.

Embarrassed, certainly. Sore, unquestionably. Sexually frustrated already, which didn't bode particularly well for the remaining eighty-nine-plus days of his sentence. He was also overwhelmed by how rapidly his relationship with Sabrina had changed. But underneath all of that was an unmistakable satisfaction that he could no longer dismiss as curiosity.

The fantasy hadn't disappeared when it became real. It had become more complicated, more demanding, and considerably more meaningful because Bobbi had actually been required to choose it.

Sabrina watched him through the mirror. “Where did you just go?”

“Nowhere.”

“You disappeared into your head.”

“It’s crowded in there.”

“I’ve noticed.”

Bobbi smiled, and Sabrina turned him toward her. “Then listen carefully while you’re back among the living. The rules we established earlier haven’t changed because tonight got intense. You can tell me when something hurts. You can tell me when you’re frightened or unhappy. You can disagree with me. And if I push you somewhere you genuinely cannot go, you tell me.”

“I know.”

“Do you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sabrina paused.

Bobbi realized what he'd said. There had been no bell, no command, and no conscious decision to use the title. Mistress had simply come naturally.

Her smile widened.

“Don’t.”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“Your face did.”

Bobbi laughed, and somehow the moment reassured him. Sabrina was still Sabrina. She could dominate him, punish him, control his release and make him kneel at her feet, but she hadn't become some entirely different person when she picked up the bell. Nor had Bobbi ceased being Bobbi because he wore her collar.

Their relationship was changing.

They were changing.

But they were still themselves.

Sabrina brushed an imaginary speck from his shoulder. “So what happens when Halloween is over?”

The question landed differently now.

Bobbi glanced toward the silver bell resting on the dresser before his eyes inevitably returned to the key around Sabrina’s neck. “Considering you just locked me up for ninety days, I’m guessing your plans extend slightly beyond Halloween.”

“Very observant.”

“That was sneaky.”

“That was your idea.”

“The chastity was my idea. Ninety days was definitely yours.”

“And you accepted it.”

Bobbi sighed. “I really need to stop giving you technically correct arguments.”

“You really do.”

He smiled, but the larger question remained. What happened when they returned home? What did it mean to carry this relationship beyond the fantasy environment of SissyVille, where Mistresses and Sissies were everywhere and nobody looked twice at a feminized man following a dominant woman through a hotel lobby? 

Bobbi didn't know. For once, he was willing to admit that without immediately retreating from everything he'd discovered.

“I don't know exactly what happens when we go home,” he said. “But I'm not pretending this week didn't happen. I'm not stuffing everything back into a closet and becoming the old Bobbi again.”

Sabrina studied him for a moment. “That’ll do.”

“For now?”

“For now.”

That was enough. Bobbi didn't need to solve the rest of his life before they made it downstairs.

Sabrina picked up the Switch Bell and slipped it into her purse. “Ready?”

Bobbi looked toward the hotel door. Only days earlier, leaving a room dressed as a maid had required every ounce of courage he possessed. 

Even after the Academy, public humiliation remained one of the areas Madam Violet believed needed work. Tonight, however, the prospect of walking into a crowded Halloween rave dressed as Sabrina's witchy Sissy produced something considerably different.

Anticipation.

He picked up the black handbag he'd chosen for himself and slipped its chain over his shoulder before joining Sabrina at the door.

“Wait.”

She turned. “What?”

“Thank you.”

Her expression changed. “For what?”

Bobbi considered giving her a clever answer, but clever answers had gotten him into enough trouble tonight. “For taking me seriously. Even when I wasn't entirely taking myself seriously.”

“I didn't make these choices for you.”

“I know.”

“That matters.”

“It does.”

Sabrina regarded him for another moment before kissing his cheek carefully enough not to disturb his makeup. “You’re welcome.”

The tenderness lasted only a moment before the Mistress returned. She opened the hotel door and gestured toward the hallway.

“Come along, Sissy. We’re going to a rave.”

Bobbi stepped through the doorway, then abruptly stopped.

Sabrina sighed. “What now?”

“One practical question.”

“Yes?”

“How much sitting is involved at this rave?”

Her mouth curled into a wicked smile. “Very little.”

Bobbi visibly relaxed. “Best news I’ve heard all night.”

Sabrina extended her hand, and Bobbi took it. Together they started toward the elevator as the distant thump of music vibrated through the hotel walls. His heels clicked beneath him, the silver S glittered at his throat, and his new purse bounced lightly against his hip. 

Beneath the costume, the cage provided its own persistent reminder of the authority he'd surrendered, while the only key rested against his Mistress's chest.

When the elevator doors opened, Bobbi walked inside without hesitation.

The greatest Halloween rave of all time was waiting downstairs.


CHAPTER 13

Bobbi had assumed the phrase greatest Halloween rave of all time involved a certain amount of promotional exaggeration. He revised that opinion the moment the ballroom doors opened. 

            The SissyVille Grand appeared to have misplaced several laws of architecture for the evening, its ballroom stretching beneath vaulted ceilings filled with floating candles, swooping spectral bats, and hundreds of glowing jack-o'-lanterns suspended in midair.

​Purple lasers sliced through artificial fog while music thundered from a stage large enough for a rock concert. Skeletons danced inside gilded cages, ghosts drifted through the crowd carrying trays of champagne, and an enormous silver S rotated above the dance floor, periodically erupting in showers of pink sparks.

Yet none of that stopped Bobbi at the entrance.

Hundreds of beautifully dressed women filled the ballroom accompanied by men in an astonishing assortment of feminine costumes: maids, princesses, fairies, cheerleaders, brides, ballerinas, witches, and several elaborate creations Bobbi couldn't identify but instinctively understood had been selected for maximum embarrassment. 

Some Sissies carried their Mistresses' purses or coats, others followed several paces behind with drinks and shopping bags, and one was trailing a woman dressed as Cleopatra while carrying a folding footstool that he periodically placed beneath her feet whenever she stopped to speak with someone.

Even the staff were Sissies. Feminized bartenders mixed cocktails beneath glowing cauldrons, maid-clad servers circulated with trays of drinks and appetizers, and attendants in short satin uniforms collected coats at the entrance. Each wore the familiar pink S, and what struck Bobbi wasn't merely how they were dressed but how naturally they inhabited their roles.

Bobbi looked down at his own black-and-pink witch dress, striped stockings, pink-bowed heels, handbag, and collar. “I think I'm underdressed.”

“An hour ago you thought you looked like an escaped cupcake,” Sabrina reminded him.

“I've gained perspective.”

A Sissy passed wearing an enormous pink ball gown with illuminated butterflies circling the skirt while carrying two purses and a champagne bucket. Bobbi watched him disappear into the crowd. “Considerable perspective.”

Sabrina laughed and slipped her arm through his as they entered. Bobbi quickly discovered that being one of hundreds of Sissies did nothing to protect him from embarrassment. If anything, SissyVille had industrialized it. Signs directed Sissies toward service stations where they could fetch drinks, collect party favors, or attend to their Mistresses.

At one table, a woman lounged comfortably while her Sissy knelt to adjust the straps of her shoes. Nearby, another held his Mistress's drink while she danced with her friends. Nobody treated any of it as remarkable, which somehow made Bobbi even more conscious of the silver S at his throat, the purse hanging from his shoulder, and the chastity cage concealed beneath his costume.

A Sissy attendant intercepted them and smiled brightly at Sabrina. “Welcome, Mistress. Would you like your Sissy to carry your complimentary party bag?”

Before Bobbi could ask what that meant, the attendant handed him a sparkling pink tote emblazoned with the words PROUD TO SERVE. Sabrina laughed so hard that Bobbi could only stare at her before reluctantly slipping the tote over his shoulder beside the black handbag he'd chosen for himself.

“You're enjoying this already.”

“Immensely.”

“I'm carrying two purses.”

“One of them is a tote.”

Bobbi started to deliver the obvious complaint, then stopped. More interesting than his own embarrassment was how completely at home Sabrina looked. 

During Bobbi's five days at the Academy, she'd apparently undergone an education of her own, and now that he knew what to look for, he could see the results. This wasn't merely a game she was playing for his benefit. She genuinely enjoyed being his Mistress.

Bobbi was still considering the implications when a familiar voice floated above the music. “Well, well. Look what survived finishing school.”

“Of course,” Bobbi muttered.

Mistress Switch emerged from the crowd in a spectacular black gown threaded with silver cobwebs, her riding crop tucked beneath one arm. She examined Bobbi from the curled wig to the pink bows decorating his heels, lingering conspicuously on his collar before turning toward Sabrina.

“How is your Sissy's training progressing?”

“Better than expected.”

“I am still standing here,” Bobbi reminded them.

“Excellent.” Mistress Switch turned to him. “Then you can answer for yourself. How are you progressing?”

A week earlier, Bobbi would have hidden behind a joke. Tonight the answer came more easily. He touched the silver Sat his throat and glanced at Sabrina.

“I'm ready.”

Mistress Switch's eyebrows rose. “For what?”

Bobbi drew a breath. “I'm ready to commit life to being Sabrina's Sissy.”

For once, Sabrina didn't laugh. The pleased surprise on her face embarrassed him more effectively than any joke could have, but Bobbi didn't retreat from what he'd said. He had already made that decision upstairs. Saying it publicly simply made it real outside the privacy of their hotel room.

A trumpet suddenly blasted through the ballroom.

Every experienced Sissy within hearing distance groaned.

Bobbi looked around. “That reaction concerns me.”

“It should,” Mistress Switch said, already heading toward the stage.

The music faded as she climbed beneath the enormous rotating S and raised her riding crop. The crowd answered with cheers while Mistress Switch welcomed everyone to the one hundred and thirteenth annual SissyVille Halloween Rave. 

Many of the Mistresses and Sissies were returning guests, some apparently having made the pilgrimage every Halloween for years. She called several veterans out by name, including one Sissies celebrating his tenth year of service. 

The ballroom erupted in applause while the veteran dropped into an elaborate curtsy and his Mistress accepted the ovation as though she were personally responsible for every one of those ten years.

Then Mistress Switch announced that three first-time Sissies were attending.

Three spotlights snapped on.

One illuminated a nervous man in a purple maid dress, another found a tall Sissies dressed as a fairy, and the third landed squarely on Bobbi.

“Oh, no.”

Sabrina immediately applauded.

“Stop encouraging them.”

“Why?”

“Because they're looking at me.”

“That is generally what spotlights are for.”

Mistress Switch called the newcomers forward. Sabrina simply held out her hand. Bobbi looked at her, then at the stage, and took it.

A Sissy attendant intercepted them before they reached the stage and presented Sabrina with a pink satin lead designed to clip onto the decorative ring at the front of Bobbi's collar.

Bobbi stared at it. “Seriously?”

“Very.”

Sabrina clipped it into place.

The audience applauded as she led him toward the stage, but she didn't drag him or even pull on the lead. Bobbi followed beside her under his own power, which made the symbolism considerably harder to dismiss. He had agreed to become her Sissy. Now Sabrina was publicly presenting him as one.

The surprising part was how naturally she assumed the role. Her shoulders went back, and her chin lifted slightly as they crossed the ballroom. She didn't look like Bobbi's girlfriend playing Mistress for Halloween.

That observation unsettled Bobbi more than the leash.

The three newcomers were lined up beside their Mistresses while Mistress Switch introduced the first as Penny and the second as Daisy. When she reached Bobbi, Sabrina announced simply, “This is my Sissy.”

“I do have a name.”

Someone in the audience shouted, “Bobbi with an I!”

The ballroom erupted.

Bobbi stared helplessly into the darkness. “Whoever said that I hope your Mistress assigns you something really humiliating to do tonight.”

That only produced more laughter.

Mistress Switch eventually raised her riding crop for silence. “Every new Sissy who enters SissyVille eventually faces the same question. Is this merely a costume? A little fantasy? Something to hide away again when Halloween ends? Or has he discovered a part of himself he's finally willing to acknowledge?”

Penny went first, nervously professing his willingness to serve his Mistress while the crowd applauded. Daisy followed with considerably more confidence. When Bobbi's turn came, Mistress Switch stepped in front of him and gestured toward the silver S hanging from his collar.

“What does that mean?”

“Sissy.”

“What does becoming Sabrina's Sissy mean to you?”

Bobbi glanced toward Sabrina. “It means I serve her.”

“Only when serving her is easy?”

“No,” Mistress Switch.”

Bobbi said.

“Only privately?”

Bobbi looked around at several hundred people currently watching him stand on a stage attached to his girlfriend by a pink leash.

“Obviously not.”

The audience laughed.

Mistress Switch didn't.

“Only when you aren't embarrassed?”

This time Bobbi didn't need the long internal argument.

“No,” Mistress Switch.”

Mistress Switch waited for more.

Bobbi sighed. “No, Mistress Switch. If Sabrina wants me to serve her and doing it embarrasses me, then being embarrassed is part of serving her.”

The applause came immediately.

Bobbi flushed, but his attention went to Sabrina rather than the crowd. Her reaction was different from the delighted laughter he'd seen earlier. There was pride in it now, but also something more possessive and more serious.

Mistress Switch raised her crop. “Then let's see how seriously our new Sissies mean it.”

A curtain swept aside behind the stage, revealing an elaborate collection of obstacle courses, serving stations, costume racks, polishing equipment, trays, buckets, feather dusters, and several curtained areas whose contents were apparently being withheld for dramatic effect. Above everything, an enormous scoreboard illuminated:

THE SISSYVILLE SISSY SERVITUDE CHALLENGE

Bobbi slowly turned toward Sabrina. “I have concerns.”

Before she could answer, another sign flashed beneath it.

GRAND PRIZE: 

A LUXURY  CRUISE FOR TWO




Sabrina gasped. “We're winning this.”

Mistress Switch explained that throughout the evening, the three new Sissies would compete in challenges designed to test service, presentation, obedience, humility, and their willingness to endure public embarrassment for the pleasure of their Mistresses and the entertainment of the crowd. Each challenge awarded points, and at midnight the Mistress whose Sissy accumulated the highest total would receive the cruise.

By the time the rules were finished, Sabrina had acquired the focused expression Bobbi recognized from every competitive game she'd ever played. There was one difference. Usually Sabrina wanted to win something herself.

Tonight Bobbi was the one who would have to earn it for her.

“I have been doing this for approximately five minutes,” he reminded her as they left the stage.

“You graduated from the Academy.”

“Barely.”

“You have training.”

“In folding laundry and walking in heels.”

“Then pray for a laundry-folding relay.”

“And you seriously expect me to participate in every challenge?”

Sabrina stopped at the bottom of the stairs.

“Yes.”

The humor in her voice had disappeared.

Bobbi looked at her. “Even the humiliating ones?”

“Especially those.”

Bobbi glanced toward the competition area. “And if one of them is completely ridiculous?”

“Then you'll look completely ridiculous.”

“For you.”

“For me.”

The answer was immediate, and something in Sabrina's certainty made Bobbi realize the contest wasn't merely about winning a cruise anymore. She was beginning to exercise the authority he'd given her without apologizing for it.

Sabrina took hold of the satin lead and started toward the crowd. Bobbi followed, acutely conscious of the way veteran Mistresses noticed them. One gave Sabrina an approving nod. Another glanced at Bobbi and said, “New?”

“Very,” Sabrina replied.

“You're handling him well.”

“I'm learning.”

The woman smiled. “Sissies learn faster once you stop asking.”

Bobbi heard that. More importantly, Sabrina did too.

Then a trumpet sounded from the stage.

“NEW SISSIES!” Mistress Switch announced. “PREPARE FOR THE FIRST CHALLENGE!”

The ballroom erupted.

Sabrina's attention immediately returned to Bobbi.

“You're really going to make me do all of them, aren't you?”

“Yes.”

“And you expect me to win?”

“I don't expect you to win, Sissy.”

Bobbi relaxed.

“I require it.”

His relief vanished.

Sabrina smiled, gave the pink lead a gentle tug, and headed toward the first challenge. Bobbi followed her into the cheering crowd, already wondering what fresh indignity waited behind those curtains.


CHAPTER 14

The first thing Bobbi learned about the SissyVille Sissy Servitude Challenge was that Mistress Switch had a disturbingly sophisticated understanding of humiliation.

The second was that Sabrina really wanted that cruise.

By the time the three newcomers assembled beside the stage, the ballroom had reorganized itself around the competition. Veteran Sissies hurried about setting up stations while the Mistresses gathered around cocktail tables with unobstructed views of the proceedings. 

Penny stood to Bobbi's left in his purple maid dress, nervously adjusting his apron every few seconds, while Daisy occupied the other side in a glittering fairy costume and seemed considerably more enthusiastic about the entire affair. Bobbi had already decided Daisy was the one to beat, mostly because Daisy had made the tactical error of looking confident.

Sabrina stood directly behind Bobbi holding his pink satin lead. “Shoulders back. Chin up.”

Bobbi corrected both automatically.

“Smile.”

He looked over his shoulder. “Now you're being unreasonable.”

Sabrina raised an eyebrow.

Bobbi smiled.

“Better.”

The disturbing part was how quickly the Academy training returned when she spoke to him that way. Madam Violet had spent five days correcting his posture, his presentation, his tendency to question instructions, and his almost supernatural inability to keep sarcastic commentary to himself. 

Bobbi hadn't exactly emerged as the Academy's model graduate, but he was beginning to understand why Sabrina had been so interested in the curriculum. Tonight she intended to use every bit of it.

Mistress Switch swept onto the stage with her riding crop tucked beneath one arm and waited until the music faded. “Ladies, Mistresses, honored guests, and those who have surrendered their right to comfortable shoes—welcome to the Sissy Servitude Challenge!”

The ballroom erupted.

Bobbi glanced down at his heels. “I feel personally attacked.”

Sabrina gave the lead a warning tug, and Bobbi immediately faced forward.

Mistress Switch explained that the challenge consisted of several rounds spread throughout the evening, with points awarded for obedience, presentation, service, composure, and what she described as enthusiasm under conditions of profound indignity. 

Bonus points could be awarded at the judges' discretion, while points would be deducted for complaining, unnecessary hesitation, failure to follow instructions, or embarrassing one's Mistress through poor performance.

“Complaining costs points?” Bobbi whispered.

“Apparently.”

“That's targeted discrimination.”

“Minus five if you keep going.”

“You aren't a judge.”

“No, but I control your recreational budget.”

Bobbi faced forward.

Sabrina smiled.

The first challenge appeared almost insultingly simple. Three elaborately decorated chairs were carried onto the stage, and the Mistresses were invited to sit while their Sissies stood beside them. In front of each pair, an attendant placed a polishing kit, a tray containing a champagne glass, a small bowl of chocolates, and a feather fan.

“Oh, this isn't a challenge,” Bobbi said. “This is chores.”

Mistress Switch heard him. “Precisely.”

The audience laughed as she introduced The Perfect Attendant. Each Sissy had ten minutes to attend to his Mistress without requiring a single instruction. 

He was expected to anticipate what she wanted, keep her comfortable, polish her shoes, serve refreshments, and demonstrate that he understood the fundamental principle of service: a good subordinate shouldn't require his Mistress to manage him every thirty seconds.

Bobbi looked at Sabrina.

She settled into her chair, crossed her legs, and smiled. “Good luck.”

“You could give me a hint.”

“That rather defeats the challenge.”

“Do you want champagne?”

Sabrina merely continued smiling.

Bobbi sighed. “Right. No instructions.”

The starting buzzer sounded.

Daisy immediately dropped to his knees and started polishing his Mistress's shoes. Penny grabbed the feather fan and began waving it so enthusiastically that his Mistress's hair blew across her face. Bobbi hesitated only long enough to recognize what Sabrina expected before dropping to his knees and opening the polishing kit.

This, at least, he knew.

Five days earlier, he would have required instructions for everything. Madam Violet had made certain that was no longer true. Bobbi polished Sabrina's first stiletto carefully, checked the shine, then moved to the other without asking for approval. When both were finished, he returned the cloth, stood carefully in his heels, and presented Sabrina's champagne with both hands.

She accepted it without comment.

Bobbi waited while she took a sip, then noticed the chocolates. He selected one and offered it.

Sabrina opened her mouth.

Bobbi stared.

She waited.

“You have hands.”

Her eyebrow rose.

Laughter began somewhere behind him.

Bobbi closed his eyes briefly before placing the chocolate carefully into her mouth.

The audience applauded.

Sabrina chewed with a thoroughly satisfied expression.

“I hope that was an expensive chocolate.”

A buzzer sounded.

The scoreboard deducted five points.

Bobbi stared at it. “She heard that?”

“You're wearing a microphone.”

Bobbi looked down and discovered a tiny glittering microphone clipped beside the S on his collar. “When did that happen?”

Sabrina smiled.

“This town is evil.”

Another buzzer sounded.

MINUS FIVE.

The audience howled while Sabrina laughed so hard she nearly spilled her champagne. Bobbi started to complain again, caught himself, and remembered the feather fan instead. He grabbed it and began fanning her.

“Good recovery!” Mistress Switch announced.

Five points returned.

From that moment onward, Bobbi treated the challenge seriously. When Sabrina's champagne dipped below half, he refilled it. When she finished one chocolate, another was waiting. 

When she shifted her foot, he adjusted the cushion beneath it. He noticed a tiny smudge on the toe of her left stiletto and dropped briefly to one knee to polish it away before she could inspect it.

Ten bonus points appeared.

Bobbi glanced at the scoreboard.

Daisy was still ahead.

He intensified the fanning.

“Careful,” Sabrina murmured. “I'm not a forest fire.”

Bobbi slowed immediately.

Sabrina had expected him to participate. She hadn't expected him to become genuinely attentive. Bobbi wasn't merely obeying instructions now; he was anticipating what she wanted before she asked and judging from the way Sabrina settled more comfortably into the chair, she could get used to that very quickly.

The final buzzer sounded. Penny finished third after spilling champagne onto his Mistress's glove. Bobbi came second, largely because his mouth had cost him ten points. Daisy won by a single point.

Bobbi stared at the scoreboard. “One point?”

Sabrina rose. “One point.”

“I demand a recount.”

A buzzer sounded.

MINUS FIVE.

Bobbi looked up in horror.

Sabrina put one finger beneath his chin and turned his face toward her. “What have we learned?”

“That Mistress Switch is abusing her authority as judge.”

Another buzzer.

MINUS FIVE.

Sabrina tried not to laugh and failed.

Bobbi surrendered. “That I should stop talking.”

“Excellent.”

Mistress Switch awarded him five points.

Bobbi stared toward the ceiling, wisely keeping his next thought to himself.

“Look at that,” Sabrina said. “The Academy worked.”

“Don't sound so surprised.”

“I read your report card.”

“That document was malicious propaganda.”

Sabrina's eyebrow rose.

Bobbi smiled sweetly. “I withdraw the statement, Mistress.”

Her expression became almost smug. “Much better.”

The second challenge was considerably worse.

Three large vanity stations rolled onto the stage, each stocked with brushes, ribbons, cosmetics, costume jewelry, and an assortment of increasingly ridiculous accessories. Behind them appeared three garment racks concealed beneath satin covers.

Bobbi eyed them suspiciously. Nothing good in SissyVille had ever been concealed beneath satin.

Mistress Switch announced the Mistress's Choice Presentation Challenge. Each Mistress would have five minutes to alter her Sissy's appearance however she wished. The Sissy would then walk the stage, introduce himself, describe his Mistress's choices, and thank her publicly for improving him.

Bobbi slowly turned toward Sabrina. She was already smiling.

“No,” Mistress Switch.”

The buzzer sounded.

MINUS FIVE.

Bobbi corrected himself immediately. “What an exciting opportunity.”

The audience applauded.

Sabrina kissed his cheek. “You're learning.”

The satin cover came off Bobbi's garment rack.

There were bows.

So many bows.

Pink bows, white bows, glittering bows, enormous bows, tiny bows, ribbons, lace gloves, costume jewelry, and a petticoat of such astonishing volume that Bobbi suspected it possessed its own gravitational field.

Sabrina examined everything with predatory enthusiasm.

“Remember the cruise,” Bobbi said.

“Oh, I do.”

“That statement was directed at you.”

“I know.”

Sabrina went to work.

Five minutes later, Bobbi stood in front of the vanity mirror wearing three additional layers of petticoats beneath his already short witch dress, enormous pink bows attached to his shoes, a sparkling ribbon woven through his wig, white lace gloves, dangling costume earrings, and a sash across his chest reading:

SABRINA'S SISSY

Bobbi stared at himself.

Sabrina stood behind him admiring her work.

“I look like Halloween threw up on a beauty pageant.”

A buzzer sounded.

Bobbi sighed. “I know. Minus five.”

The three Sissies were called onto the runway. Penny went first and received enthusiastic applause. Daisy followed wearing an enormous fairy crown and enough glitter to contaminate the ballroom for several generations.

Then Mistress Switch called Bobbi's name.

He remained where he was.

Sabrina gave the lead a gentle tug.

“This is humiliating.”

“Yes.”

“Everyone is going to laugh.”

“Probably.”

Bobbi expected a joke. Instead, Sabrina stepped closer and straightened the ridiculous sash she'd placed across his chest.

“Then give them a show.”

Bobbi looked at her.

There was no uncertainty in Sabrina now. She wasn't reassuring him that everything would be fine or asking whether he thought he could manage it. She expected him to perform because he had told her he wanted to serve her, and apparently Sabrina had decided that meant taking him seriously.

Bobbi drew a breath.

Then he walked.

The ballroom erupted.

Bobbi crossed the runway with his shoulders back and chin high, putting far more swing into the ridiculous petticoats than was strictly necessary. Laughter became applause. He reached the end, turned with surprising confidence in his platform heels, and gave the audience a curtsy so exaggerated that the enormous skirt billowed around him.

Sabrina cheered louder than anyone.

Bobbi heard her and grinned.

There was no revelation this time. He already knew he was embarrassed. He already knew Sabrina enjoyed embarrassing him. And he already knew that her enjoyment mattered to him. So instead of stopping to analyze it, Bobbi performed.

Mistress Switch approached with the microphone. “Tell us what your Mistress has done to you.”

Bobbi looked toward Sabrina. “She has apparently decided subtlety is for cowards.”

The crowd laughed.

No buzzer.

“She added the petticoats, ribbons, gloves, earrings, bows, and this horrifying—” Sabrina raised an eyebrow. “—beautiful sash.”

More applause.

“And how do you feel about your Mistress's choices?”

“Humiliated.”

The audience cheered.

“And?”

Bobbi looked toward Sabrina.

“Competitive.”

That answer surprised her.

Mistress Switch laughed. “Competitive?”

Bobbi pointed toward the scoreboard. “Daisy is ahead.”

The ballroom erupted again.

“So this isn't about your dignity anymore?”

“My dignity isn't going to win Sabrina a cruise.”

Sabrina's expression changed.

That was the difference. Bobbi wasn't enduring the competition merely because she commanded it. He had adopted her objective as his own.

Mistress Switch smiled. “Then what do you say to your Mistress?”

Bobbi turned toward Sabrina and executed another exaggerated curtsy.

“Thank you for making me ridiculous, Mistress.”

The ballroom exploded.

Sabrina laughed and blew him a kiss.

When the scores appeared, Bobbi had won the round by twelve points.

Sabrina met him at the edge of the stage and wrapped her arms around him. “You won.”

“I noticed.”

“You were wonderful.”

“I was ridiculous.”

“Yes.”

“People laughed at me.”

“They adored you.”

Bobbi looked toward the scoreboard. “How far behind am I?”

Sabrina blinked.

“That's all you have to say?”

“What else is there?”

“You're wearing approximately thirty pounds of petticoats and a sash declaring you my Sissy in front of several hundred people.”

Bobbi glanced down at himself. “Yes, Mistress. I was there.”

Sabrina laughed, but something in her expression remained thoughtful. Watching Bobbi accept humiliation had been exciting; watching him stop requiring reassurance and simply perform because she expected it was different. Their new dynamic was becoming easier and more natural with every challenge, and Sabrina was beginning to understand just how much she enjoyed that.

The lights dimmed, the music thundered back to life, and another section of the competition floor illuminated.

“NEW SISSIES!” Mistress Switch announced. “PREPARE FOR ROUND THREE!”

Bobbi looked toward the next station and then back at Sabrina. “Am I still behind?”

“By three points.”

His eyes narrowed. “Three?”

“Three.”

He handed Sabrina his party bag, adjusted the SABRINA'S SISSY sash across his chest, and squared his shoulders.

“Fine.”

Sabrina smiled. “Fine what?”

Bobbi looked toward Daisy.

“I'm winning you that cruise.”

Sabrina's smile became enormous.

“That's my Sissy.”

Bobbi blushed, but this time he was already moving toward the next challenge before Sabrina even tugged the lead.

She watched him go. For most of their relationship, Sabrina had wondered whether Bobbi could ever stop hiding what he wanted long enough to become the submissive partner he'd fantasized about being. She was finally getting her answer. What she hadn't considered was how changing that part of their relationship might change everything else between them.


CHAPTER 15

Mistress Switch dismissed the competitors for a short break after the presentation challenge, but Bobbi barely had time to enjoy his twelve-point victory before a trumpet sounded, and the three newcomers were summoned back to the competition floor.

“Already?” Bobbi asked.

Sabrina handed him her empty champagne glass. “You wanted to win.”

“I wanted to win eventually.”

“Apparently the cruise line has a schedule.”

Bobbi followed her back toward the stage, where Penny and Daisy were already assembling with their Mistresses. The scoreboard still showed Bobbi behind Daisy overall, although his presentation victory had closed the gap considerably. Penny remained a distant third.

Mistress Switch swept onto the stage. “Our first challenge tested service. Our second tested presentation. Now we're going to discover how gracefully our new Sissies can accept one of the most important privileges of belonging to a Mistress.”

Bobbi immediately became suspicious.

“Which is?”

Mistress Switch smiled directly at him. “Being dressed however she wants.”

The curtain behind her opened. Three enormous hatboxes sat beneath spotlights.

“No,” Mistress Switch.”

A buzzer sounded.

MINUS FIVE.

Bobbi closed his eyes. “I walked directly into that.”

Sabrina laughed.

Mistress Switch introduced the Mistress's Crowning Glory Challenge. Each Mistress would select a hat or headpiece for her Sissy from an assortment hidden inside the boxes. The more elaborate and humiliating the selection, the more points it would be worth. The Sissy would then be required to wear it for the remainder of the competition unless his Mistress chose to remove it.

The boxes opened.

Penny's contained an assortment of tiaras, veils, and enormous floral hats. Daisy's revealed fairy crowns, feathered headpieces, and glittering fascinators.

Bobbi's was filled with bonnets.

He stared at Sabrina.

She stared into the box.

Her eyes lit up.

“Absolutely not.”

The buzzer sounded.

MINUS FIVE.

“Stop doing that!” Bobbi shouted toward the scoreboard.

Another buzzer.

MINUS FIVE.

Sabrina covered her mouth, trying unsuccessfully not to laugh.

Bobbi pointed toward her. “You're supposed to be helping me win.”

“I am.”

“You're enjoying this.”

“Also true.”

Mistress Switch explained that the smallest bonnet was worth ten points. A slightly larger lace bonnet was worth fifteen. The pink satin version covered in bows and ribbons was worth twenty-five.

Then an attendant lifted the final bonnet from the box.

Bobbi stared.

It was enormous.

Layers of white lace surrounded a wide pink brim decorated with satin ribbons, flowers, bows, and enough ruffles to upholster a small Victorian nursery. Two long pink ribbons hung beneath it, obviously intended to be tied into an oversized bow beneath the wearer's chin.

Mistress Switch smiled.

“Fifty points.”

The ballroom erupted.

Bobbi immediately looked at Sabrina.

“No,” Mistress Switch.”

No buzzer sounded this time.

Apparently even the scoreboard understood that some reactions transcended scoring.

Sabrina picked up the bonnet.

“Sabrina.”

Her eyebrow rose.

Bobbi corrected himself. “Mistress.”

“Better.”

“You cannot possibly expect me to wear that.”

“Fifty points.”

“I already have the sash.”

“Fifty points.”

“The petticoats.”

“Fifty points.”

“Approximately six hundred bows.”

“Fifty points.”

Bobbi looked toward Daisy.

Daisy's Mistress was already fastening an enormous glittering fairy crown onto his head. Twenty-five points illuminated beside their station.

Bobbi looked back at the bonnet.

“Would this put me ahead?”

Sabrina checked the scoreboard.

“Yes.”

Bobbi hated how quickly that changed the calculation.

He sighed and lowered his head.

“Fine.”

Sabrina's smile became enormous.

“Fine what?”

Bobbi gritted his teeth.

“Please put the ridiculous bonnet on me, Mistress.”

The audience cheered.

Sabrina carefully settled the enormous confection onto his head. Bobbi nearly disappeared beneath the lace. She adjusted the brim, drew the satin ribbons beneath his chin, and tied them into an enormous bow.

The ballroom erupted in laughter.

Bobbi stared straight ahead.

Sabrina stepped back to admire him.

“Oh, Sissy.”

“Don't.”

“You look adorable.”

“I look like a Victorian baby who lost a fight with a wedding cake.”

The audience roared.

Even Mistress Switch laughed.

Sabrina adjusted one ribbon. “And you're winning.”

That helped considerably.

When the points were awarded, Bobbi moved ahead of Daisy.

He looked at the scoreboard.

Then at Sabrina.

“Worth it.”

“I knew you'd see reason.”

“I said it was worth it. I didn't say I forgave you.”

Sabrina kissed his cheek. “You'll survive.”

Mistress Switch dismissed the competitors for another short break, and Sabrina led Bobbi away from the stage. This time she didn't need the pink satin lead. Bobbi followed naturally, still wearing the enormous bonnet, until Sabrina finally stopped and looked at him.

“Are you planning to wear that all night?”

Bobbi touched the ridiculous mass of ribbons and lace as though he'd forgotten it was there.

“Do you want me to take it off?”

Sabrina considered him. “No.”

“Then it stays.”

Her smile immediately justified the decision.

Bobbi adjusted the bow beneath his chin and continued beside her. A veteran Sissy offered an approving curtsy as he passed, and Bobbi returned it before realizing what he'd done. He decided not to think about that too carefully. There had already been enough introspection for one evening.

They had barely crossed half the ballroom when every light went out.

A low drumbeat rolled through the darkness, followed by a crimson spotlight illuminating Mistress Switch at center stage. The crowd reacted with immediate excitement, but Bobbi noticed something distinctly different about the veteran Sissies. 

They weren't laughing. Several exchanged knowing looks, and one nearby actually winced before his Mistress affectionately patted his cheek.

“That seems ominous,” Bobbi said.

“Everything here seems ominous to you.”

“Everything here eventually puts me in a bonnet.”

Sabrina laughed, but the humor faded as a second spotlight illuminated the scoreboard. Bobbi still held the lead over Daisy, with Penny trailing considerably farther behind, and for a moment his competitive instincts overcame his apprehension.

The cruise was beginning to seem possible.

Mistress Switch quickly disabused him of that confidence.

“Thus far tonight, our newcomers have demonstrated service, presentation, obedience, gratitude, and their willingness to endure a little embarrassment,” she announced, slowly pacing beneath the enormous silver S. “But carrying a tray is easy. Wearing a silly bonnet is easy. Standing beneath a spotlight while several hundred people laugh at you is easy.”

Bobbi stared at her. “Easy?”

Sabrina patted his arm. “Apparently we've been having fun.”

Mistress Switch explained that everything so far had tested whether the newcomers could look submissive. The remaining challenges would determine whether they could actually surrender control to their Mistresses when doing so became difficult. The points would increase, but so would the demands, and for the first time the Mistresses would be allowed to select the level of each challenge.

Bobbi slowly turned toward Sabrina.

He immediately recognized the gleam in her eyes.

“Before you become overly enthusiastic, I'd like to remind you that we're already winning.”

“Which means we should protect our lead.”

“Exactly.”

“By earning more points.”

“That is not remotely what I meant.”

Sabrina straightened the enormous bow beneath his chin. “I know.”

Across the ballroom, attendants approached the curtained section of the competition floor that had remained concealed throughout the evening. 

Until now, every Sissy had known exactly what a challenge involved before participating. From this point forward, Mistress Switch explained, the contestant would know the nature of the challenge and its limits, but some details would remain concealed until the choice had been made.

“That seems like information that should've been in the brochure,” Bobbi whispered.

“You didn't read the brochure.”

“There was a brochure?”

Sabrina's smile suggested there probably hadn't been.

With a sweep of Mistress Switch's riding crop, the black curtains opened to reveal three tall doors arranged beneath theatrical spotlights. The first was pink, the second silver, and the third glossy black.

Above them glowed three words:

OBEDIENCE

HUMILITY

SACRIFICE

The ballroom erupted.

Bobbi's stomach sank.

Mistress Switch explained that each Mistress would select the category for her Sissy. 

Obedience would test his willingness to follow instructions under pressure. 

Humility would challenge his ability to accept embarrassment without retreating into defensiveness. 

Sacrifice, carrying the highest potential score, would require the Sissy to temporarily surrender something he valued or some privilege he normally controlled. The exact challenge wouldn't be revealed until after the selection had been made.

Bobbi looked at Sabrina.

“You're thinking about Sacrifice.”

“Maybe.”

“You're absolutely thinking about Sacrifice.”

“Fifty points.”

“We're already ahead.”

“Not by fifty.”

Bobbi opened his mouth, remembered the microphone still clipped to his collar, and closed it again.

Sabrina smiled approvingly. “Very good.”

Daisy and his Mistress were called first. They selected Humility and disappeared through the silver door to thunderous applause. Penny's Mistress chose Obedience, leaving Bobbi beside Sabrina while the glossy black door remained illuminated beneath the word SACRIFICE.

By the time Mistress Switch called their names, Bobbi already knew exactly where this was going.

Sabrina took his hand and led him toward the stage. Unlike earlier in the evening, Bobbi didn't resist or attempt to bury his apprehension beneath another joke. He walked beside her in the ridiculous bonnet with SABRINA'S SISSY stretched across his chest.

Mistress Switch met them beside the black door.

“Sacrifice carries fifty points. Once you enter, completing the challenge is required to receive them.”

Bobbi looked at Sabrina.

For once, she didn't immediately answer for him.

“You don't have to do this one,” she said.

Bobbi studied her. “You really want those fifty points.”

“I really want my Sissy to win them for me.”

“But you're leaving this one to me.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Ordering you around is one thing. Choosing how much more you're willing to surrender is something else.”

That was enough.

Bobbi looked toward the scoreboard and then at the black door. This wasn't another ridiculous costume or another opportunity to embarrass himself in front of strangers. Whatever waited behind that door represented something he hadn't already agreed to give Sabrina.

He looked back at her.

“If I choose this, you're going to expect me to finish.”

“Yes.”

“No sympathy?”

“I'll have sympathy.”

“That sounds promising.”

“I'll simply expect you to finish while I'm having it.”

Bobbi laughed despite himself. There she was: his girlfriend and his Mistress somehow occupying the same woman.

He looked at the black door once more. “Fifty points?”

“Fifty.”

“And you want them?”

“Very much.”

Bobbi nodded.

Then he turned toward Mistress Switch.

“Sacrifice.”

The crowd erupted.

Sabrina's face lit up.

Bobbi pointed at her before she could celebrate too enthusiastically. “If this involves shaving my eyebrows, we're going to Hawaii on separate flights.”

“Noted,” Mistress Switch said.

Sabrina laughed and took his hand.

The black door opened.

Beyond it was not the dungeon Bobbi's imagination had helpfully constructed, but a dimly illuminated chamber with a single pedestal standing beneath a spotlight. Something rested on top beneath a black velvet covering.

Bobbi stopped.

Sabrina stopped beside him.

Mistress Switch remained outside. “Your Mistress selected the category. You selected the challenge. What happens next belongs to the two of you.”

Bobbi looked at the covered object.

“So that's it?”

“That,” Mistress Switch said, “is where you discover what Sacrifice means.”

The ballroom had become almost completely silent behind them.

Bobbi took one step into the chamber, then another. Sabrina followed.

Neither spoke.

The black door remained open behind them, leaving Bobbi acutely aware of the cheering ballroom, the scoreboard, and Mistress Switch waiting outside. He reached the pedestal and stared at the velvet cloth.

“Do I want to know what's under there?”

Sabrina slipped her hand into his.

“Probably not.”

“Helpful.”

“But you're going to look anyway.”

Bobbi sighed. “Apparently sissification has done terrible things to my survival instincts.”

He reached for the cloth.

Sabrina squeezed his hand.

Bobbi pulled it away.

For several seconds he simply stared.

Whatever confidence the competition had given him disappeared.

He slowly looked toward Sabrina.

For once, Sabrina wasn't smiling.

She looked every bit as surprised as he felt.

Bobbi swallowed.

“Fifty points?”

“Fifty.”

He looked back at the pedestal.

The bonnet no longer seemed remotely humiliating.

“Oh, Mistress,” Bobbi murmured. “You had better really want that cruise.”


CHAPTER 16

Bobbi stared at the word FREEDOM printed across the black card beneath the glass pedestal and decided he had preferred the bonnet.

The little chamber beyond the ballroom had been designed for theatrical menace, with dark velvet walls, a single spotlight, and just enough silence to make the pounding music outside feel strangely distant. 

Sabrina stood beside him with one hand resting lightly against the key hanging from the chain around her neck. That key had been there all evening, and Bobbi had gradually stopped noticing it. 

In SissyVille, there was nothing particularly unusual about a Mistress carrying such a thing. He had seen several keys around several necks and concluded that chastity was apparently as common among Sissies as uncomfortable shoes.

What Bobbi hadn't considered was that every one of those keys locked only one person.

Mistress Switch entered behind them and removed the glass covering from the pedestal. “Chastity isn't much of a sacrifice around here, Bobbi. Half the Sissies in that ballroom surrendered their keys before dessert. The interesting question is what they believe their Mistresses surrendered in return.”

Bobbi looked from the card to Sabrina. “I have a feeling I'm about to discover that the correct answer is nothing.”

“Very good.”

“I liked you better when you were putting me in ridiculous clothes.”

“I didn't put you in the bonnet.”

“You created an environment in which the bonnet could happen.”

Sabrina laughed, but Mistress Switch merely handed Bobbi the card and explained what Sacrifice actually meant. His ninety-day commitment remained exactly as he and Sabrina had established it. 

Nothing about tonight extended it or altered the rules. The challenge concerned something Bobbi hadn't considered when he'd knelt before Sabrina and asked her to lock him in chastity.

He had thought almost entirely about what he was surrendering: his control, his release, his expectations. Somewhere along the way, however, Bobbi had quietly assumed that Sabrina's sexual life would simply wait alongside his.

Sabrina watched the realization cross his face. “That's the part you didn't think about.”

“No,” Bobbi admitted. “Apparently I was rather preoccupied with my own equipment.”

“That would be consistent with your personality.”

“Thank you for supporting me during this difficult time.”

She smiled, but there was enough seriousness beneath it that Bobbi didn't attempt another joke.

Mistress Switch explained that the challenge wasn't about giving Sabrina permission to pursue another lover. She didn't require Bobbi's permission for her own attractions or choices, and Bobbi wasn't agreeing to participate in anything involving someone else. 

What he was being asked to sacrifice was an expectation: if their relationship was becoming something fundamentally different from the conventional boyfriend-and-girlfriend arrangement they'd brought into SissyVille, Bobbi couldn't simply assume that every other part of their old relationship would remain unchanged.

Jealousy arrived almost immediately.

Bobbi looked at Sabrina. “You've thought about this.”

She didn't pretend otherwise.

“Yes.”

That single word unsettled him more than anything Mistress Switch had said.

“Something changed for me this week too,” Sabrina said. “I brought you here because I thought I wanted you to finally admit this part of yourself. I thought once you stopped fighting me about the clothes and the submission and everything else, we'd finally stop having the same argument over and over again.”

“That sounds suspiciously reasonable.”

“Don't ruin my moment.”

“Sorry.”

Sabrina glanced at the silver S hanging from his collar. “But I've discovered I don't just like seeing you dressed this way. I like you serving me. I like giving you instructions and knowing you'll follow them. I like watching you stop trying to prove something about yourself that neither of us believed in the first place.”

Bobbi glanced down at his ridiculous petticoats. “Apparently what you want from me involves considerably more lace than anticipated.”

“Considerably.”

“And sexually?”

That was harder.

Sabrina didn't soften the answer merely because Bobbi looked nervous. “I don't know yet.”

Bobbi blinked. He'd expected almost anything except that.

“You don't?”

“No. And I don't think you do either.”

“But—”

“Bobbi, we've changed the rules of our relationship approximately seventeen times since arriving here.”

“That's an exaggeration.”

“Fourteen?”

“Closer.”

She smiled, then became serious again. “I'm not promising you that when those ninety days end everything goes back to exactly what it was before. Maybe it does. Maybe it doesn't. I'm figuring this out too.”

That answer somehow bothered Bobbi more than certainty would have.

Then he noticed Sabrina looking toward the doorway.

Someone stood beyond it.

The woman was difficult to miss now that Bobbi knew to look for her. She was tall and striking, dressed as a vampire in a fitted crimson gown, with dark hair cascading over one shoulder. Bobbi remembered seeing her earlier among the veteran Mistresses, laughing with several women near the bar.

He hadn't thought anything of her then.

Sabrina clearly had.

“Oh.”

Sabrina turned back toward him.

“That's another one of those ohs I don't like.”

She didn't answer.

Bobbi looked between them. “Her?”

“I noticed her earlier.”

“Clearly.”

“And she noticed me.”

There it was.

Not a hypothetical lover. Not Mistress Switch inventing an abstract philosophical dilemma. An actual woman Sabrina found attractive.

The woman in crimson didn't approach. She didn't need to. Her presence transformed the conversation all by itself.

Bobbi looked down at the black card.

FREEDOM.

For the first time all evening, humiliation had nothing to do with looking ridiculous. Nobody was laughing at him. Nobody was making him curtsy or polish shoes or parade beneath a spotlight wearing an absurd bonnet.

This was more difficult because nobody could turn it into a joke for him.

Sabrina squeezed his hand. “You can choose another category.”

Bobbi looked at her sharply. “And lose the fifty points?”

She laughed. “I knew there was still some Bobbi in there.”

“There is an entire Bobbi in here. He's just currently wearing several petticoats.”

The joke helped. More importantly, Sabrina's offer did.

Bobbi looked toward the woman in crimson again before returning his attention to Sabrina. “If you become involved with someone else, I'm allowed to be jealous.”

“Of course.”

“And I'm allowed to tell you.”

“Always.”

Bobbi nodded. “If something happens that I can't accept, we deal with it when it happens.”

“If you would like to, but it will have no bearing on my decision.”

Bobbi finally understood. He was sacrificing the assumption that surrendering himself to Sabrina gave him some corresponding authority over her.

That scared him. Bobbi handed the card back to Mistress Switch and faced Sabrina. “I don't get to demand that you stop being yourself because I've decided to surrender part of myself to you.”

Sabrina held his gaze.

“I'll probably be jealous.”

“I know.”

“I may complain.”

“I absolutely know.”

“But I'm not going to use my submission as some backwards way of controlling you. If this changes our relationship.”

Something in Sabrina's expression softened.

“And if you decide you want someone else romantically or sexually, that's your decision.”

Sabrina smiled. “Indeed.”

For several seconds, the chamber remained quiet.

Then the scoreboard outside exploded with light. 

FIFTY POINTS.

The ballroom erupted. Bobbi barely noticed. Sabrina reached for the little key hanging against her chest and held it between two fingers. Bobbi watched the movement.

“You understand?” she asked.

“I'm starting to.”

Sabrina kissed his cheek. “Good sissy.”

Bobbi glanced toward the doorway again. The woman in crimson was still there. She smiled knowingly at Sabrina. Sabrina knowingly smiled back. And this time Bobbi noticed something beyond the obvious attraction. 

Sabrina looked excited. Not dominant or mischievous or pleased because Bobbi had successfully completed another humiliating challenge, but excited in the uncomplicated way Bobbi remembered her looking at him when they'd first started dating.

His stomach performed an unpleasant little somersault. He wasn't certain what that meant. Neither, judging from the flicker of surprise that crossed Sabrina's face after she turned away, was she.

Then Mistress Switch announced from behind them that there was one final component to the Sacrifice Challenge.

Bobbi slowly turned. “Of course there is.”

Mistress Switch smiled. “You've acknowledged that Sabrina's choices belong to Sabrina.”

“I have, Mistress Switch.”

“Now we're going to discover how well you can remain her Sissy when one of those choices makes you jealous.”

Bobbi's eyes widened. Behind him came the soft click of high heels entering the chamber. He didn't need to turn around to know who they belonged to.


​CHAPTER 17

For one sharp moment, Bobbi wanted to march onto the dance floor and reclaim whatever place he imagined Valentina had taken from him.

Mistress Switch appeared beside him. “Want it to stop?”

Bobbi watched Sabrina dancing with Valentina. For a moment, the answer almost came easily. He was jealous enough to want to interrupt them and uncomfortable enough to wish Valentina would simply disappear. 

Worse, he was beginning to understand that what frightened him wasn't merely watching Sabrina kiss another woman. It was seeing how naturally they fit together.

Valentina drew Sabrina closer and whispered something into her ear.

Sabrina laughed.

Bobbi knew that laugh. There was nothing forced or performative about it. Sabrina wasn't doing this because Mistress Switch had created another ridiculous challenge. She wasn't trying to humiliate him or prove how obedient he'd become.

She wanted Valentina.

And Bobbi realized that was the actual Sacrifice.

It wasn't carrying Sabrina's purse while she kissed someone else. It wasn't standing there in a bonnet and heels while his jealousy became another spectacle for SissyVille. It wasn't even accepting that Sabrina had choices he couldn't control.

It was knowing that one of those choices might eventually change what he was to her.

Bobbi looked down at the SABRINA'S SISSY sash stretched across his chest. He had spent the entire week discovering how badly he'd wanted the role those words represented, but somewhere beneath all the submission and humiliation had remained an assumption he hadn't recognized until now: no matter how much their relationship changed, he would still occupy the same place in Sabrina's life.

Maybe he wouldn't.

The realization hurt.

Mistress Switch watched him. “Still want it to stop?”

Bobbi could have said yes. He could have walked onto the dance floor, taken Sabrina's hand, and reminded both women that he was her boyfriend.

But Sabrina already knew that.

And for the first time, Bobbi understood that being her boyfriend didn't entitle him to decide what Sabrina was allowed to want.

“No.”

“Because of the points?”

“I definitely want the points.”

“And the cruise?”

“Obviously.”

Mistress Switch waited.

Bobbi looked at Sabrina again.

“But no. Not because of that.”

“Why?”

Bobbi struggled with the answer because admitting jealousy was easy compared with admitting what lay beneath it.

“Because I'm scared.”

Mistress Switch raised an eyebrow.

“I'm jealous of Valentina. I don't like watching them together, and I really don't like wondering what this might mean tomorrow.” Bobbi swallowed. “But Sabrina looks happy.”

“And?”

Bobbi watched Sabrina dancing in Valentina's arms.

“And if I really mean everything I've been saying about serving her, I can't only mean it when what she wants makes me feel good.”

There it was.

The thought hurt considerably more once he'd said it aloud.

Bobbi drew a breath. “I don't know what happens between them. I don't know what happens between Sabrina and me. But I'm not going to make her smaller just so I can feel more secure about where I fit.”

Mistress Switch regarded him differently now.

“And if what she wants changes your relationship?”

Bobbi's stomach tightened.

That was the question he'd been avoiding.

He looked at Sabrina, at the woman he'd arrived with as his girlfriend and who now wore the key to his chastity cage around her neck. Five days earlier, he would have considered the possibility of losing his place beside her terrifying. Now he wasn't even certain beside her was the place he wanted anymore.

“I'll deal with that when it happens.”

Mistress Switch smiled faintly. “That's your answer?”

Bobbi shook his head.

“No. My answer is that I'm still her Sissy.”

Across the dance floor, Sabrina looked toward him.

Their eyes met.

Bobbi could have looked miserable. He could have made her feel guilty. He could have reminded her with one expression that he was standing there carrying her belongings while she danced with someone else.

Instead, Bobbi smiled.

Then he nodded.

Something changed in Sabrina's expression.

She smiled back.

A moment later, she crooked one finger.

Bobbi straightened the SABRINA'S SISSY sash across his chest, secured the purses over his arm, and walked onto the dance floor.

This time he wasn't merely enduring Sabrina's freedom.

He was choosing what he would do with his own.

When he reached Sabrina and Valentina, Bobbi gathered his skirt and performed his best curtsy.

“May I get either of you anything, Mistresses?”

“Champagne,” Sabrina said.

“Two,” Valentina added.

“At once.”


CHAPTER 18

By the time Bobbi returned with Sabrina's latest drink, Mistress Valentina had disappeared into the crowd and Sabrina was waiting beside the stage with an expression he had learned to distrust.

Not because she looked angry; angry Sabrina was comparatively straightforward. This Sabrina looked pleased with herself. Bobbi approached carrying her champagne in one hand and her purse over the opposite arm, still wearing the enormous bonnet from the earlier challenge because Sabrina had never instructed him to remove it.

His witch dress had survived the evening remarkably well, although the petticoats had developed a tendency to catch against chairs, strangers, and apparently anything else within a three-foot radius.

The SABRINA'S SISSY sash remained stretched diagonally across his chest, his makeup was probably no longer as immaculate as it had been when they left the hotel room, and his feet had reached the point where he suspected the platform heels were conducting an organized campaign against him. Nevertheless, he curtsied before presenting Sabrina with the glass. 

“Your champagne, Mistress.”

Sabrina took a sip while Bobbi waited. Then she smiled. “Good Sissy.”

There it was. Bobbi hated how much two words could improve his evening. Before he could comment, Mistress Switch stepped onto the stage and the lights dimmed around the ballroom, leaving the enormous silver S glowing behind her as veteran Sissies began cheering before she'd announced anything.

Daisy and Penny were summoned toward the stage by their Mistresses, and Bobbi immediately checked the scoreboard. His lead remained substantial. For the first time that evening, he actually felt confident, which Mistress Switch destroyed almost immediately.

“Our newcomers have demonstrated obedience, service, humility, sacrifice, and an impressive willingness to discover things about themselves they will undoubtedly blame me for tomorrow morning. 

But there is one question we haven't answered.” Mistress Switch looked toward the three contestants while the ballroom quieted in anticipation. “What exactly have their Mistresses created?”

The crowd erupted. Bobbi slowly turned toward Sabrina. “No.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“Sorry. Reflex.”

“Better.”

Mistress Switch announced the Sissy Showcase, one of the rave's oldest competitions. Unlike the previous challenges, the Sissies wouldn't compete directly. 

Their Mistresses would present them to the ballroom, demonstrating what made each uniquely suited to the subordinate role he'd accepted. 

Presentation, service, obedience, attitude, feminization, and commitment would all be judged, but Mistress Switch emphasized that this wasn't a talent contest. “A Sissy doesn't come onto this stage to show us how impressive he is. He comes onto this stage so his Mistress can show us what she has made of him.”

The distinction produced another enormous cheer. Bobbi stared at Sabrina. “I suddenly miss Sacrifice.”

“You complained through most of Sacrifice.”

“I didn't appreciate it while I had it.”

Daisy went first, which gave Bobbi approximately fifteen minutes to become progressively more horrified. His Mistress presented him in a shimmering silver maid uniform, demonstrated his posture and formal service, and concluded by having him recite a pledge concerning her wardrobe and Sunday breakfast. 

Penny's presentation was less polished but considerably funnier, culminating in a runway walk with a feather duster while his Mistress explained that he'd finally accepted lavender as his color. Bobbi laughed, which turned out to be his first mistake.

Sabrina leaned toward him. “Enjoying yourself?”

“Immensely.”

“Good.”

Something about the word stopped him. “Sabrina.”

She finished her champagne and handed him the empty glass just as Mistress Switch announced them. The ballroom exploded, and Sabrina simply held out her hand. Bobbi looked toward the stage and then at her. “Do I have to wear the bonnet?”

She considered him. “Especially the bonnet.”

“Of course.” Bobbi handed the glass to a passing Sissy and took Sabrina's hand.

The spotlight was considerably brighter from underneath it. Bobbi had already endured public challenges throughout the evening, but this was different. 

He wasn't performing some standardized indignity that everyone understood was part of the contest. Sabrina was presenting him. 

Hundreds of faces surrounded the stage, including veteran Mistresses, experienced Sissies, Daisy, Penny, Valentina, and enough complete strangers to guarantee that Bobbi could never again convince himself his weekend in SissyVille had remained private.

Sabrina positioned him in the center. “Stand properly.”

Bobbi corrected his posture. At her command of “Hands,” he folded them neatly in front of his skirt. “Feet” made him adjust his stance, and when she said “Chin,” he raised it without another word. Sabrina slowly walked around him before facing the audience. “This is Bobbi.”

“They know,” he muttered.

She merely extended one hand toward him.

Bobbi sighed. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“Better.” Sabrina told the audience that the man who'd arrived in SissyVille had objected to practically everything he secretly wanted. He had argued about the maid uniform, the makeup, the heels, the collar, the Academy, and nearly every instruction she'd given him. 

Madam Violet had spent five days correcting his posture, his manners, his walk, and his apparently incurable belief that sarcasm constituted a defense strategy. “And yet,” Sabrina said, turning him toward the audience, “look at him now.”

The applause was immediate. Bobbi wanted to disappear, but instead he remained exactly where she'd positioned him. Sabrina removed the enormous bonnet, giving him approximately three seconds of relief before replacing it with an enormous pink bow clipped into his wig. The ballroom roared.

“Really?” Bobbi asked.

Sabrina tapped beneath his chin. “Really, what?”

“Really, Mistress.”

“Much better.” She turned him toward the audience again and placed one finger beneath the silver S hanging from his collar. “This is mine.” The ballroom cheered, and then Sabrina touched the key hanging from her own neck. “And so is this.”

The reaction became considerably louder. Bobbi could feel heat climbing toward his ears. Most of the people in the ballroom already understood what the key represented, but Sabrina had transformed that knowledge into a public declaration. 

Mistress Switch approached with the microphone and asked how long the commitment lasted. “Ninety days,” Sabrina answered, earning several whistles from the Sissies in the audience.

“For a first commitment?” Mistress Switch asked.

“Ninety consecutive days.”

Mistress Switch turned toward Bobbi. “You agreed to this?”

“Apparently there is documentation.” The audience laughed, but Sabrina didn't, and Bobbi immediately corrected himself. “Yes, Mistress Switch. I agreed.”

“Willingly?”

Bobbi looked at Sabrina. “Yes.”

Mistress Switch asked what he received in exchange, prompting Bobbi to glance suspiciously toward Sabrina before answering, “Privileges.”

“What privileges?”

“I haven't been told.”

The audience laughed again. Mistress Switch asked what happened at the end of ninety days, and Bobbi found himself staring at the key hanging around Sabrina's neck. “Nothing is guaranteed.”

That drew an even larger reaction. “Nothing?” Mistress Switch asked. When Bobbi confirmed it, she pressed further. “Then what exactly are you earning?”

“Apparently a strong work ethic.”

Even Sabrina laughed at that. She let the audience enjoy the joke before explaining that the ninety days weren't intended as a countdown toward some guaranteed reward. They were training. Bobbi could earn privileges through service, obedience, presentation, and attitude, and lose them through poor behavior. Bobbi immediately raised one hand.

Sabrina stared at him.

“Is there a written rewards catalogue?”

“No.”

“Points system?”

“No.”

“Membership tiers?”

“No.”

“Customer service department?”

Sabrina continued staring until Bobbi slowly lowered his hand. “No further questions.”

The audience roared. “That's the attitude we're still working on,” Sabrina said, but then her expression changed, and the humor faded as she stepped directly in front of him. “Kneel beside me.”

No joke arrived. Bobbi gathered his skirt and carefully lowered himself onto his knees, and the ballroom gradually became quiet around them. Nothing compelled him beyond Sabrina's expectation and his own decision to meet it. She had told him to kneel, and Bobbi had obeyed because kneeling beside her was exactly where he'd chosen to be.

Sabrina rested one hand against his shoulder. “This is what I'm proudest of. Not the dress. Not the makeup. Not the heels, the collar, the key, or the fact that Madam Violet somehow taught him to cross a ballroom without looking like a newborn giraffe.” 

The audience laughed, and Bobbi almost did too. “When Bobbi and I came here, he already knew what he wanted. He simply thought that if he joked about it long enough and made me drag every admission out of him, he would never have to actually own it.”

Bobbi lowered his gaze, but Sabrina touched beneath his chin. “Look at me.”

He did.

“You don't have to hide from me anymore. You wanted this before we came here.”

Bobbi nodded.

“Say it.”

Hundreds of people were listening. Bobbi swallowed, but this time there was no joke waiting to rescue him. “I wanted this.”

The ballroom erupted, but Sabrina waited until the applause settled before asking, “And what do you want now?”

That was harder, not because Bobbi didn't know but because he did. He looked at the woman standing over him, at the key hanging against her chest, and at the hand resting possessively against his shoulder. 

Five days earlier, he had been terrified that admitting what he wanted would somehow diminish him. Now, kneeling in front of hundreds of people dressed in everything he'd once been afraid to wear, the answer seemed remarkably simple. “I want to be your Sissy.”

The applause was deafening, but Sabrina didn't look toward the audience. She looked at Bobbi. For a moment there was nothing complicated in her expression, no Valentina and no uncertainty about what their changing relationship might eventually become. Sabrina was proud of him, and Bobbi felt something unexpectedly powerful in knowing that he'd pleased her.

Mistress Switch approached after the applause subsided and asked if he had anything he'd like to add. Bobbi looked around the ballroom and then up at Sabrina. “She left something out.”

“What?” Mistress Switch asked.

“She is absolutely terrifying.”

The ballroom exploded with laughter. Sabrina folded her arms, but Bobbi continued, “I'm beginning to think that's one of her better qualities.”

She tried not to smile and failed.

The scores appeared. Daisy received forty-three, Penny thirty-eight, and Bobbi forty-seven. He shot to his feet. “We won!”

“Not yet,” Sabrina reminded him.

Bobbi's shoulders dropped. Of course there was another challenge.

Mistress Switch returned to center stage and explained that every humiliation and test so far had been created by SissyVille. The final challenge would be different. “The relationship between Mistress and Sissy doesn't belong to SissyVille. It belongs to them. Which means our final challenge cannot come from me. The final event is The Mistress's Choice.”

The ballroom erupted as Mistress Switch explained that each Mistress would devise one final challenge specifically for her own Sissy. There would be no standardized task and no identical test. 

The challenge had to remain within the established boundaries of their relationship, but otherwise the Mistress could choose whatever she believed would best demonstrate how completely her Sissy understood the role he'd accepted. The maximum score was one hundred points. The cruise would be decided here.

Daisy's Mistress immediately began whispering with Mistress Switch while Penny's Mistress was already writing something down. Sabrina did neither. She looked remarkably calm, which concerned Bobbi considerably more.

“Sabrina?”

“Yes, Sissy?”

“You're supposed to be deciding.”

“I already have.”

Bobbi felt something cold travel down his spine. “When?”

Sabrina glanced across the ballroom, and Bobbi followed her gaze to where Valentina stood beside the dance floor. Their eyes met, and Valentina lifted her champagne glass slightly toward Sabrina.

Bobbi looked back at his Mistress. “When?”

“I've had an idea for a while.”

“That isn't an answer.”

“No. It isn't.”

“And Valentina?”

Sabrina's eyes flicked toward the woman in crimson again. “She helped me understand what I actually want to test.”

That was considerably worse. Bobbi swallowed. “Should I be worried?”

Sabrina reached up and straightened the enormous pink bow in his hair. “I would say no, but I am starting to enjoy watching my Sissy squirm. So let’s just say maybe.”

Bobbi watched her walk toward Mistress Switch. For most of the evening, Sabrina's challenges had been designed to discover how much of his hidden submissive self he was willing to acknowledge. 

Even when she humiliated or disciplined him, some part of Sabrina had still been asking what the experience would do for Bobbi, whether it would finally make him admit what he wanted, whether surrender would make him happier, whether becoming her Sissy would allow him to stop hiding.

Whatever she was planning now felt different. Valentina had apparently helped Sabrina formulate a question Bobbi hadn't considered. Not whether he could submit; they already knew that. Not even how much he was willing to surrender; Bobbi had spent the entire evening answering that. The question was what Sabrina actually wanted from his submission.

Across the ballroom, Valentina said something quietly to Sabrina. Sabrina listened without interrupting, then looked back toward Bobbi. There was affection in her expression, but something new was taking shape beside it. 

Until now, Sabrina had approached his submission partly as something she was helping him achieve, which meant even her authority over him remained tangled with concern for what Bobbi wanted from the experience. 

Valentina was apparently encouraging her to consider the dynamic from the opposite direction: if Bobbi truly wanted to devote himself to serving her, perhaps his submission wasn't another responsibility Sabrina needed to carry. 

Perhaps its purpose was to give her greater freedom to decide what she wanted and allow her Sissy to discover his own satisfaction in fulfilling those desires.

Sabrina turned back toward Valentina, and Bobbi couldn't hear what either woman said next. He only knew that whatever final challenge his Mistress was designing, it no longer seemed intended to teach him something about himself. For the first time, Sabrina was deciding what she wanted from her Sissy, and Bobbi suspected he was about to find out.


CHAPTER 19

Bobbi knew he was in trouble when Sabrina disappeared backstage with Mistress Switch and returned carrying a garment bag large enough to contain either an elaborate costume or a body. 

        She was smiling without showing her teeth, which Bobbi had learned was generally an indication that his immediate future had been planned without sufficient regard for his dignity.

The other finalists had already completed their Mistress's Choice challenges, leaving Bobbi with eighty-eight points to beat if he wanted the cruise. He had expected Sabrina to exploit something Madam Violet had taught him, an elaborate service routine, perhaps, or some impossible demonstration of posture and obedience. Instead, Sabrina handed him the garment bag and pointed toward the changing area beside the stage.

“Put this on.”

Bobbi cautiously unzipped the bag, stared inside for several seconds, then looked at Sabrina. “I feel there should have been a committee involved in approving this.”

“There was.”

“Who?”

“Me.”

“That's not a committee.”

“It was unanimous.”

Twenty minutes later, Bobbi stood before the backstage mirror and decided Sabrina's decision-making authority desperately needed independent oversight. 

She had transformed him into an explosion of pastel pink satin and white lace: a ridiculously short babydoll dress with puffed sleeves, layers of ruffles, bows at his waist and shoulders, enough petticoats to make him resemble an aggressively decorated cupcake, white thigh-high stockings decorated with still more bows, glossy heels, lace gloves, carefully arranged curls, and an enormous satin bow perched in his hair.

“No human being has ever needed this many bows.”

Sabrina adjusted the largest one. “You look adorable.”

“I look like Valentine's Day suffered a head injury.”

“Turn around.”

“There are more?”

“Bobbi.”

He reluctantly turned, allowing Sabrina to make several final adjustments before she reached for the last accessory. Bobbi had been prepared to continue complaining until he saw what she was holding: a heart-shaped pink collar with SISSY spelled across the front in sparkling rhinestones. The joke faltered as he stared at it. 

The ridiculous dress was embarrassing, the stockings and heels even more so, but they were still clothes. The collar named what all those clothes represented. Bobbi had heard Sissy throughout the week, and Madam Violet had deliberately used sissification because she knew the word made him squirm. 

More importantly, Bobbi himself had finally stood before an entire ballroom and said that he wanted to be Sabrina's Sissy. Wearing the word around his throat would make that declaration considerably harder to retreat from once the spotlight disappeared.

Sabrina didn't immediately fasten the collar. “Too much?”

Bobbi looked at himself in the mirror: pink satin, lace, stockings, curls, makeup, bows everywhere. Then he looked at the collar in Sabrina's hands. He could refuse it. Instead, he lifted his chin. “Put it on.”

Sabrina's expression changed subtly. “You're sure?”

Bobbi swallowed. “Before I change my mind.”

She fastened it around his neck. Bobbi touched the rhinestone letters and immediately regretted looking at himself again. “That is appalling.”

Sabrina smiled. “You love it.”

“I am presently withholding comment.”

“Probably wise.”

She kissed his cheek and headed toward the stage, but Bobbi caught her wrist before she reached the curtain. “You still haven't told me what I'm doing.”

“Performing.”

“That is an extremely broad and threatening verb.”

“You'll figure it out.”

“Sabrina.”

The eyebrow appeared.

Bobbi corrected himself. “Mistress.”

“Better.”

Then she disappeared through the curtain, leaving Bobbi alone with his reflection and the deeply concerning realization that the costume apparently wasn't the humiliating part Sabrina had planned.

The opening chords of music began, and Bobbi froze. He knew the melody. Sabrina had been humming it in the hotel room while getting dressed, apparently planning this long before Bobbi had realized there was anything to plan. He cautiously peeked around the curtain and saw her standing beneath the enormous silver S beside Mistress Switch, microphone in hand.

“Ladies and Sissies,” Sabrina announced, “when Bobbi arrived in SissyVille, he had an extraordinary vocabulary for explaining what he wasn't. He wasn't submissive. He wasn't interested in feminization. He wasn't curious about being a Sissy. And anything he happened to enjoy was either my fault, Mistress Switch's fault, or an unfortunate misunderstanding.”

The audience laughed.

“Tonight, however, Bobbi has made my job considerably more difficult, because somewhere between finishing school and that ridiculous bonnet, he stopped denying everything.” Bobbi listened from behind the curtain, surprised by the direction she was taking. 

“So I'm not going to ask him to admit anything else. He's done enough admitting. I'm going to ask him to do something much harder.” Sabrina looked toward the curtain. “I'm going to ask him to celebrate it.”

Bobbi's eyes widened. “Oh, no.”

The spotlight snapped toward him, and Mistress Switch called his name. Bobbi drew one long breath, touched the rhinestone word around his throat, and stepped onto the stage.

Hundreds of people cheered as Bobbi emerged in an avalanche of pink satin, white lace, and enough bows to decorate a small parade float. He stopped beneath the spotlight and performed the curtsy Madam Violet had drilled into him so relentlessly that his body apparently considered it an involuntary reflex. Sabrina looked him over with obvious satisfaction.

Bobbi leaned toward her microphone. “You have committed crimes against fashion.”

“Posture.”

His shoulders immediately went back, drawing another round of laughter. Sabrina handed him the microphone.

Bobbi stared at it and then at her. “No.”

One eyebrow rose.

He sighed. “No, Mistress.”

Sabrina stepped closer. “You wanted to win me that cruise.”

“I was young and foolish.”

“That was twenty minutes ago.”

“I've matured considerably.”

She smiled and pointed toward the center of the stage. That was when Bobbi finally understood what she wanted. The song wasn't incidental. It was his challenge.

“You want me to sing?”

“And dance.”

Bobbi stared at her. “In this?”

“Especially in that.”

“In front of everyone?”

Sabrina slowly looked around the ballroom, and Bobbi followed her gaze. “Right. Stupid question.”

She lowered her voice enough that the exchange felt momentarily private despite the audience surrounding them. “You don't have to be good.”

“That is the first encouraging thing you've said.”

“You don't even have to be graceful.”

“Now you're just describing the likely outcome.”

“You only have to stop apologizing for enjoying yourself.”

That silenced him.

Bobbi looked down at the sparkling SISSY collar and finally understood the challenge. Sabrina wasn't asking him to withstand another humiliation, obey another command, or publicly confess something he'd already admitted several times. 

He had spent most of the week learning how to endure embarrassment while preserving enough emotional distance to blush, complain, joke, and tell himself that Sabrina was making him do something ridiculous. This time she wanted him to enjoy being seen. Endurance had always left him somewhere to hide. Celebration wouldn't.

The music restarted. Bobbi looked at Sabrina, then raised the microphone. “All right. But if anyone records this, I'm moving to another country.”

Half the ballroom immediately raised their phones.

Bobbi stared at them. “I hate every single one of you.”

The audience roared, and then Bobbi started.

He was not a particularly accomplished singer, and his first attempt at choreography nearly sent one platform heel into the hem of his petticoat, but something changed once the audience started clapping along. Bobbi stopped trying to make himself smaller. 

He exaggerated the curtsies Madam Violet had taught him, twirled the enormous skirt until the petticoats flared around his legs, played shamelessly to the veteran Sissies cheering from the front, and even blew Sabrina a kiss after one deliberately theatrical spin. 

The more ridiculous he became, the louder the ballroom responded, and this time Bobbi wasn't merely enduring their laughter. He was creating it.

Sabrina stood beside Mistress Switch watching him transform the humiliation into a performance, and for several seconds her competitive interest in the hundred points disappeared entirely. Bobbi wasn't resisting her anymore or reluctantly demonstrating what she'd managed to turn him into. He was showing everyone what he'd discovered.

Valentina appeared beside Sabrina. “He's good at this.”

Sabrina smiled. “He's ridiculous.”

“I meant being your Sissy.”

Sabrina glanced at her.

Valentina's attention remained on Bobbi. “You barely have to push him anymore.”

Something about the observation made Sabrina's smile diminish slightly. Onstage, Bobbi executed another extravagant curtsy, received an enormous cheer, and immediately launched into the final section with considerably more confidence than musical ability.

“You wanted him to stop fighting you,” Valentina said.

“Yes.”

Valentina watched Bobbi spin beneath the lights, clearly enjoying the reaction he was earning for his Mistress. “He's doing more than that now.”

Sabrina looked at her.

“He's starting to enjoy giving you what you want.”

Sabrina turned back toward Bobbi. Until that moment, she'd thought of his performance primarily as another breakthrough for him. He had stopped hiding. He could finally enjoy the clothes, the attention, the submission, and the identity he'd spent so long denying. 

Valentina's observation shifted the perspective slightly. Bobbi wasn't simply enjoying himself despite doing what Sabrina wanted. Increasingly, the two things were becoming connected.

“Yes,” Sabrina said, but this time the answer wasn't quite as uncomplicated as it should have been.

The song ended with Bobbi striking what he hoped was a dramatic pose and what probably looked more like an exhausted cupcake demanding medical attention. For half a second the ballroom was silent before everyone erupted. Bobbi bent forward, hands on his knees, trying to catch his breath beneath several pounds of satin. 

“I would like the record to reflect,” he gasped into the microphone, “that submission apparently requires cardio.”

Even Mistress Switch laughed.

Sabrina walked onto the stage, and Bobbi straightened as she stopped in front of him and touched the rhinestone collar. “What does this say?”

Bobbi gave her an incredulous look. “You've been staring at it for twenty minutes.”

“Bobbi.”

He knew exactly what she wanted. “Sissy.”

“Whose?”

The ballroom quieted.

Bobbi looked directly at her. He didn't need another joke, another moment to gather his courage, or anything except the answer he'd already chosen.

“Yours, Mistress.”

The applause nearly shook the room.

Sabrina smiled and kissed his cheek before Mistress Switch approached with the judges' scores. Bobbi immediately turned toward the scoreboard. “Come on. Come on.”

The numbers appeared.

NINETY-FOUR.

For several seconds Bobbi simply stared. Then he screamed. “We won!”

Sabrina laughed as Bobbi threw his arms around her, temporarily forgetting every rule of posture, service, and dignified Sissy presentation Madam Violet had attempted to hammer into him. “We actually won!”

“You won.”

“No. We won. I endured the bows. You committed the crimes.”

Mistress Switch stepped forward carrying an oversized ceremonial envelope and presented it to Sabrina. “Congratulations, Mistress. A luxury cruise for two.”

Bobbi stopped celebrating.

For two.

The words shouldn't have bothered him, but they did. Sabrina accepted the envelope, and Bobbi looked automatically toward Valentina, who was standing near the stage. Sabrina looked at her too, only for a moment, but Bobbi saw it. So did Valentina.

Sabrina quickly turned back toward him. “You did wonderfully.”

The compliment was sincere, and Bobbi smiled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Yet as the music resumed and the ballroom erupted into celebration around them, Bobbi couldn't quite stop looking at the envelope in Sabrina's hands. He had spent the entire competition determined to win that prize for her. 

He'd served, surrendered, embarrassed himself, and finally stood beneath a spotlight celebrating the identity he'd once been afraid even to name. Somewhere along the way, however, he'd quietly assumed that winning something for Sabrina meant he would naturally share it with her.

A luxury cruise for two.

Yesterday there would have been no question who those two people were.

Tonight, for the first time, Bobbi wasn't entirely certain.


CHAPTER 20

By the time Bobbi and Sabrina returned to their hotel room, the triumph of winning the SissyVille competition had collided with several considerably less glamorous realities. 

       Bobbi’s feet hurt, his carefully styled curls had begun surrendering to gravity, and the remnants of his outrageous pink performance costume felt considerably heavier without adrenaline and stage lights making everything seem magical. 

          He wanted nothing more than to kick off his heels, collapse across the bed, and spend the next hour complaining about everything Sabrina had subjected him to while periodically reminding her that he had won them a cruise. 

        His fingers had barely reached the clasp of the rhinestone SISSY collar when Sabrina caught him in the mirror.

“Don’t take that off.”

“I wasn’t.”

“You were.”

“I was investigating the clasp.”

“You’ve been investigating it for thirty seconds.”

Bobbi reluctantly lowered his hands. Less than an hour earlier, he had voluntarily knelt before Sabrina and declared that being her Sissy wasn’t something he intended to leave behind with the contest. 

Sabrina had taken this declaration literally, which seemed terribly unreasonable considering how emotional he’d been at the time. Still, Bobbi found himself smiling as he looked toward the black prize envelope Sabrina had placed on the dresser. Whatever happened next, there was at least one reward waiting for them. “At least we have the cruise.”

Sabrina didn’t answer.

Bobbi’s smile disappeared. “What?”

“Nothing.”

“That was an extremely suspicious nothing.”

Sabrina calmly removed her earrings and placed them beside the envelope. “I’ve decided where I’m going.”

Bobbi brightened. “Excellent. Where are we going?”

“I didn’t say we.”

The sentence required several seconds to penetrate. Bobbi looked from Sabrina to the envelope and back again, waiting for the familiar smile that would reveal another joke at his expense, but it never appeared. “You’re not taking me?”

“No.”

“But it’s a cruise for two.”

“Yes.”

“And there are two of us.”

“There are considerably more than two people in the world, Bobbi.”

He stared at her. “Who are you taking?”

Sabrina gave him a look that made the answer immediately obvious.

“Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me.”

“I don’t believe I am.”

“Valentina?”

“Yes.”

Bobbi's disappointment struck considerably harder than he expected. Part of it was admittedly childish. He had endured virtually every humiliation SissyVille could throw at him, performed beneath a spotlight in a ridiculous babydoll costume, sung about being a Sissy, and ultimately won the competition.

 He had already imagined himself lounging beside a tropical pool while reminding Sabrina at least six times a day that his humiliation had paid for the vacation. Discovering that he wasn't even going felt spectacularly unfair.

But the deeper sting had very little to do with beaches.

Until that moment, Bobbi had unconsciously divided the changes in their relationship into separate compartments. Sabrina could be his Mistress. 

He could be her Sissy. She could hold his key, control his privileges, punish him, dress him however she pleased, and even explore her attraction to Valentina. Those things had frightened and excited him, but beneath all of them remained something Bobbi had never seriously questioned.

He and Sabrina were still them.

The cruise had represented that without Bobbi even realizing it. He had won it for Sabrina, but in his mind there had never been any question that they would take it together. Whatever happened in SissyVille, whatever Valentina meant, whatever their ninety-day arrangement eventually became, Sabrina and Bobbi would board that ship as the couple who had arrived here together.

Except Sabrina had apparently never made that assumption.

“You’re really going away with her?”

“I intend to.”

“Just the two of you?”

“That is generally how a cruise for two works.”

Bobbi folded his arms. “You’re enjoying this.”

“A little.”

“My suffering?”

“Your expression.”

“That isn’t better.”

“It is from here.”

Bobbi looked away, but the jealousy wasn't really about Sabrina kissing Valentina anymore. He'd already watched that happen. He'd stood carrying their purses while they danced together and had consciously chosen not to interfere because Sabrina's freedom mattered more than his discomfort. At the time, he'd told himself that was what submission required.

This felt different.

Valentina wasn't simply entering some new part of Sabrina's life. She was potentially stepping into a place Bobbi had assumed still belonged to him.

Sabrina seemed to recognize the difference. “You thought I would take you.”

“Of course I thought you'd take me.”

“Why?”

The question irritated him because the answer had seemed self-evident until she asked for it. “Because I'm your—”

Bobbi stopped.

Sabrina waited.

Boyfriend.

The word had been automatic. A week ago he wouldn't have hesitated to say it. Now the rhinestone SISSY collar around his throat suddenly felt considerably heavier.

Sabrina didn't rescue him from the silence.

Bobbi finally looked at her. “Because we came here together.”

“That isn't what you were going to say.”

“No.”

“What were you going to say?”

He hated that she was making him say it.

“Because I'm your boyfriend.”

Sabrina's expression softened, but she didn't immediately agree.

That hesitation frightened Bobbi more than the cruise.

I’d sharpen the emotional realization and clean up the logic like this:

For several days, Bobbi had eagerly surrendered pieces of the relationship he had known because every surrender brought him closer to something he had secretly wanted. He wanted Sabrina’s authority. He wanted the clothes, the chastity, the discipline, the humiliation, and the unmistakable thrill of belonging to her. 

Through all of it, however, he had simply assumed that becoming Sabrina’s Sissy would deepen their romantic relationship—that submission would become another part of what they already were. He had never considered that becoming the person he wanted to be might mean their old relationship could cease to exist.

The cruise forced him to confront that possibility.

Sabrina touched the rhinestone letters around his throat. “I'm not telling you tonight what happens to us after ninety days, because I don't know. But you told me you wanted to be my Sissy, Bobbi. You told me that my freedom couldn't only matter when my choices were comfortable for you.”

“I know.”

“And you meant it.”

Bobbi looked toward the prize envelope. “I did.”

“Then this is part of finding out what that actually means.”

The teasing returned to Sabrina's expression, but Bobbi couldn't dismiss the conversation as another game. He was genuinely disappointed, and yet seeing Sabrina excited about the cruise gave that disappointment another purpose. He had spent the entire weekend learning that a Sissy's satisfaction wasn't always supposed to come from getting what he wanted. Sometimes it came from giving Sabrina what she wanted.

This time, however, giving Sabrina what she wanted meant accepting that Valentina might receive something Bobbi had assumed belonged to him.

“You’re jealous,” Sabrina said.

“Yes.”

“And disappointed.”

“Very.”

“And pouting.”

“I am not pouting.”

Sabrina smiled.

Bobbi realized he was absolutely pouting. “Oh, shut up.”

Her eyebrow rose.

“Respectfully, Mistress.”

“Much better.”

Before Bobbi could continue arguing, a knock sounded at the door. He looked toward Sabrina and immediately recognized another expression he had learned to distrust. “No.”

Sabrina smiled.

“You didn’t.”

Another knock.

“You did.”

“Stand up straight.”

Bobbi corrected his posture automatically, and Sabrina’s smile widened before she crossed the room and opened the door.

Mistress Valentina entered with the relaxed confidence of someone who already knew she was welcome. She had changed since the competition, although the effect was hardly less striking, and the glance she exchanged with Sabrina immediately told Bobbi that whatever had developed between the two women during the rave had progressed considerably further than he’d realized.

Valentina looked him over. “There’s our champion.”

Bobbi managed a polite smile. “Hello, Mistress Valentina.”

“And still wearing the collar.”

“She won’t let me take it off.”

“Of course she won’t.” Valentina glanced at Sabrina. “It suits him perfectly.”

“I’m beginning to agree.”

Something about the exchange bothered Bobbi. Valentina had spent much of the evening doing more than teaching Sabrina new methods of handling him. 

She had been quietly challenging how Sabrina thought about him in the first place. When they had arrived in SissyVille, Sabrina had treated Mistress as another dimension of being Bobbi’s girlfriend. Valentina increasingly seemed to regard the distinction as considerably more fundamental.

“You’ve come a long way,” Valentina said.

“Thank you.”

“I was talking to Sabrina.”

Bobbi frowned as Sabrina laughed. “I’ve had a good teacher.”

“I preferred this arrangement when I was the student.”

“That,” Valentina said, “is because you still think SissyVille is primarily transforming you.”

Bobbi gestured toward himself. “Considering the dress, collar, chastity, and approximately nine thousand bows, I feel I have compelling evidence.”

“SissyVille changes Mistresses too.”

The answer silenced him. Valentina slipped an arm around Sabrina’s waist and continued, “A woman comes here thinking dominance is something she’s doing for her Sissy because he wants it. Then she discovers something he tends to overlook.”

“What?”

“That being obeyed feels good. Having someone anticipate what you want before you ask feels good. Correcting him when he disappoints you feels good. Watching him surrender privileges and authority because pleasing you matters more to him than keeping them feels very good.”

Bobbi glanced toward Sabrina, whose expression had become thoughtful.

“And eventually,” Valentina continued, “a Mistress stops apologizing for enjoying the power her Sissy willingly gave her.”

“Have you been apologizing?” Bobbi asked Sabrina.

“Mostly to myself.”

That answer surprised him.

Valentina smiled. “Less and less.”

Sabrina looked at her. “You’ve noticed?”

“I’ve been encouraging it.”

“That explains a great deal,” Bobbi muttered.

Valentina’s gaze settled briefly on his collar before returning to Sabrina. “You’re still treating him like a boyfriend you’re turning into your Sissy.”

Sabrina didn’t answer.

Bobbi looked between them.

Valentina continued more quietly. “Those aren’t necessarily the same relationship.”

The silence that followed bothered Bobbi considerably more than an argument would have. After the conversation about the cruise, the distinction no longer sounded theoretical. He waited for Sabrina to dismiss the idea or tell Valentina that whatever else had changed, Bobbi was still her boyfriend. Instead, Sabrina looked at the rhinestone letters around his throat and seemed to consider the distinction.

“You have been thinking about this,” Bobbi said.

Sabrina touched the collar. “I came here thinking I wanted my boyfriend to become my Sissy. I’m beginning to understand why Valentina thinks those roles may not always mean the same thing.”

Bobbi’s stomach tightened. “That seems like a fairly significant thing to start wondering about after you’ve already put me in chastity.”

“And yet,” Valentina said, “you’re still here.”

Bobbi glared at her.

Valentina smiled.

Then she kissed Sabrina.

Whatever clever response Bobbi had been preparing disappeared. The kiss was unmistakably genuine. There was no stage, no contest, and no Mistress Switch orchestrating another humiliation challenge. 

Valentina drew Sabrina closer, Sabrina responded willingly, and Bobbi found himself watching the woman he still instinctively thought of as his girlfriend kissing someone else with considerably more enthusiasm than his emotional equilibrium appreciated. 

Jealousy tightened inside him, accompanied by another response he found considerably more maddening because his body apparently hadn't received the same objections as the rest of him.

When the women separated, Sabrina glanced toward him and immediately recognized what was happening. “Oh, look at him.”

Valentina followed her gaze. “Jealous?”

Bobbi shifted uncomfortably. “A little.”

“How sweet. He still thinks everything revolves around him.”

“Please stop enjoying this.”

Sabrina laughed. “But you’re being so entertaining.”

Valentina kissed Sabrina again, slower this time, and Bobbi’s expression apparently became even more entertaining because Sabrina began laughing against her mouth. He folded his arms. “Happy I could contribute.”

Sabrina turned toward him. “You are contributing.”

The teasing vanished from Bobbi’s expression as Sabrina approached and rested one hand against his cheek. “This is the part you didn’t really imagine, is it?”

“No.”

“You imagined the clothes.”

“Yes.”

“The training.”

“Yes.”

“The chastity.”

Bobbi glanced toward Valentina before answering more quietly. “Yes.”

“You imagined giving me control.”

“Yes.”

“But you imagined all of it with yourself still at the center.”

Bobbi didn’t answer because he knew she was right. Sabrina gently ran her thumb across his cheek, and when she continued there was less teasing in her voice. 

“I’m starting to understand something too. I thought being your Mistress meant learning how to give you the experience you wanted. Now I’m realizing that if I’m actually going to be your Mistress, what I want has to matter independently of what you imagined.”

Bobbi looked toward Valentina. “I’m guessing she helped with that realization.”

“Considerably.”

Valentina smiled.

Bobbi sighed. “This town is corrupting you.”

Sabrina looked genuinely amused. “Maybe it’s simply making me more honest.”

That possibility was considerably more troubling.

Sabrina stepped away and returned to Valentina. The two women exchanged a glance, and Bobbi immediately recognized that another decision had been made without his participation. “What?”

Sabrina pointed toward the far corner.

Bobbi followed her finger. “Please don’t.”

“Corner.”

“You cannot possibly—”

“Sissy.”

Something in Sabrina’s voice stopped him. Earlier in the weekend, her commands had often carried an experimental quality, as though some part of her were still checking whether she was allowed to enjoy giving them. 

That uncertainty was disappearing. She wasn’t asking whether Bobbi wanted to stand in the corner while she enjoyed Valentina’s company. She expected him to obey because he had asked her to become his Mistress.

Valentina noticed the difference too. “Better.”

Sabrina glanced toward her.

“You didn’t ask him.”

Sabrina’s smile slowly returned. “No. I didn’t.”

Bobbi had the unpleasant sensation that his training was being discussed while he remained directly in front of them. Sabrina pointed again. “Corner.”

He sighed.

Valentina looked delighted. “Is this his first time?”

“Standing in a corner while I’m occupied with another suitor? Yes.”

“How exciting for him.”

“Not the word I would’ve chosen,” Bobbi muttered.

Sabrina’s expression hardened. “That will be enough of that, Sissy. You already have an appointment with the punishment hairbrush later tonight.”

Valentina brightened. “Can I stay?”

“Certainly.”

Bobbi stared at them. “Of course she can.”

Sabrina pointed, and Bobbi crossed the room, his heels clicking against the floor while both women watched him. There was something uniquely absurd about being sent to stand in a corner dressed in pink stockings, heels, makeup, curls, and a rhinestone SISSY collar while the woman he had once thought of exclusively as his girlfriend prepared to spend the evening with someone else.

“Face the wall.”

Bobbi obeyed.

“Hands behind your back.”

He clasped them together.

Valentina laughed softly. “He’s very obedient when properly motivated.”

“He’s a work in progress.”

Bobbi closed his eyes.

Behind him, Sabrina and Valentina settled together. Their conversation continued in deliberately lowered voices, occasionally interrupted by laughter Bobbi strongly suspected was at his expense. Once, Valentina asked whether Sabrina thought he was listening.

“Of course he’s listening,” Sabrina replied. “He’d turn around if he thought he could get away with it.”

Bobbi stared determinedly at the wall while more laughter sounded behind him. Then their conversation quieted, and the sounds became more intimate. 

Bobbi could hear kisses, whispered words, shifting fabric, and increasingly breathless reactions. He couldn't see what Sabrina and Valentina were doing, which allowed his imagination to become considerably less restrained than either woman probably needed it to be. 

The jealousy was bad enough, but his body's response made it worse because the chastity he'd willingly accepted transformed arousal into an immediate reminder of exactly how much control he had surrendered. He shifted uncomfortably, then remembered Sabrina’s instruction and returned his hands firmly behind his back.

“Everything okay over there?” Sabrina asked.

He could hear the teasing in her voice. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Jealous?”

Bobbi considered lying. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Frustrated?”

He closed his eyes. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You’re welcome.”

Valentina laughed softly.

Bobbi stared at the wall while contradictory emotions tangled together inside him. Sabrina was enjoying herself. Valentina was enjoying herself. They were apparently enjoying Bobbi’s predicament as well, and the humiliating truth was that Sabrina’s pleasure mattered to him even while part of him desperately wished he could turn around. 

This wasn't another contest. There were no points left to earn, no judges, and no audience applauding his obedience. Sabrina required nothing from him except that he remain where she had placed him while she pursued something that pleased her. That was considerably harder than polishing her shoes or performing onstage, and perhaps that was precisely why it mattered.

Bobbi had imagined submission as something dramatic: commands, costumes, punishments, kneeling at Sabrina’s feet while she told him precisely what she expected. Those things were comparatively easy because they gave him something concrete to do. 

This demanded acceptance rather than performance. He had to remain in the corner knowing Sabrina's pleasure did not require him to be its center. Behind him, Sabrina and Valentina became increasingly lost in one another. 

Their breathless laughter eventually gave way to unmistakable sounds of shared pleasure, leaving Bobbi painfully aware of his own restriction. 

He wanted to turn around. 

He wanted to see Sabrina. 

He wanted, irrationally, to remind both women that he was still in the room, but he did none of those things. 

He remained where Sabrina had placed him.

Eventually the room became quieter again. Bobbi heard the women catching their breath, followed by Valentina's soft laughter before Sabrina finally spoke. “Sissy.”

Bobbi straightened. “Yes, Mistress?”

“I am quite proud of you.”

The words affected him immediately.

“You stood exactly where I put you. You never turned around, never complained, and never tried to make my pleasure about you.”

Bobbi swallowed. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Valentina murmured something he couldn't hear, making Sabrina laugh.

“What?”

“Nothing that concerns you yet.”

Bobbi stared suspiciously at the wall.

“You've spent this entire weekend learning that disobedience has consequences,” Sabrina continued. “Perhaps it's time you learned the opposite lesson.”

Bobbi's attention sharpened. “What opposite lesson?”

“That exceptional obedience can earn exceptional rewards.”

He almost turned around before catching himself, which made Sabrina laugh. “Very good. You are learning.”

“What reward?”

“You don't get to choose it.”

“Naturally.”

Valentina laughed again. “You're going to spoil your Sissy.”

“No,” Sabrina replied. “I'm going to train him.”

The distinction sent a shiver through Bobbi. There it was again: Sabrina wasn't talking about their dynamic as a game anymore. 

The power Valentina had described was becoming real to her. Sabrina liked having him obey. She liked determining when he was punished and when he was rewarded. 

She liked knowing that Bobbi's frustration, embarrassment, and submission could all be directed toward her pleasure, and perhaps most significantly, she no longer seemed remotely embarrassed by how much she liked it.

“Besides,” Sabrina continued, “after everything my Sissy has surrendered tonight, I think he's earned a special reward.”

Bobbi smiled despite himself.

Then Valentina said, “I have an idea.”

His smile vanished.

Sabrina was silent for several seconds before she laughed.

Bobbi stared at the wall. “What?”

Neither woman answered.

“Mistress?”

“Keep facing forward.”

“That is not reassuring.”

“It wasn't intended to be.”

Bobbi heard another whispered conversation behind him, too quiet to understand. Whatever Valentina was suggesting, Sabrina was clearly intrigued. That should have terrified him. Instead, beneath the jealousy, chastity, humiliation, and uncertainty, Bobbi felt anticipation.

SissyVille had changed him. That much was undeniable, but standing there while Sabrina and Valentina quietly discussed the reward his obedience had earned, Bobbi finally understood that he wasn't the only one being transformed. 

Sabrina had arrived in SissyVille as his girlfriend, cautiously experimenting with becoming his Mistress because it was something Bobbi wanted. Now she was beginning to enjoy being Mistress Sabrina because it was something she wanted.

And after the cruise conversation, Bobbi could no longer avoid the other possibility lurking beneath that transformation.

 He had entered SissyVille assuming he could become Sabrina’s Sissy without changing the fundamental relationship beneath the costumes, chastity, humiliation, and obedience. Sabrina would remain his girlfriend, he would remain her boyfriend, and Mistress and Sissy would simply become provocative new titles layered over something permanent.

He wasn’t certain Sabrina believed that anymore.

Valentina certainly didn’t.

The cruise had been the first unmistakable proof. Sabrina had taken something Bobbi instinctively considered theirs and chosen to share it with Valentina instead. Then she had ordered him into the corner while she pursued her own pleasure and expected him to remain there without making himself the center of the experience. Bobbi had obeyed.

Worse—or perhaps more truthfully, more confusingly—some part of him had found fulfillment in obeying.

He looked at the blank wall and felt the rhinestone letters resting against his throat.

SISSY.

He had wanted the word. He had chosen it. He had publicly declared himself Sabrina’s Sissy and discovered that pleasing her could matter more than preserving his pride. What Bobbi had never seriously considered was whether surrendering himself so completely might eventually require surrendering the assumption that he could define what place Sabrina gave him in return.

Behind him, Valentina whispered something else.

Sabrina laughed.

And Bobbi had the uncomfortable feeling that whatever reward the two women were devising behind him was about to show him just how much that distinction mattered.


​CHAPTER 21

“Don’t look back yet, Sissy,” Mistress Sabrina said. “If you do, you won’t get your reward.” Bobbi’s imagination immediately betrayed him. 

          After everything he had endured while facing that wall, reward sounded dangerously promising. Perhaps Sabrina intended to give him some relief from the chastity she had imposed, although he knew how unlikely that was. 

Maybe his reward would simply be permission to turn around and watch Sabrina and Valentina continue their intimate evening rather than being forced to experience it entirely through sound and imagination. 

For one wildly optimistic moment, he even entertained the possibility that they might invite him to join them somehow, but he dismissed that almost immediately. 

Sabrina had already made his new position abundantly clear. Whatever happened between the two women belonged to them, not him. Still, anticipation worked its way through him until remaining motionless became almost unbearable.

“Are you ready for your reward, Sissy?” Mistress Valentina finally asked.

Before Bobbi could answer, both women dissolved into mischievous giggles. His optimism promptly evaporated. He had become familiar enough with Sabrina’s particular varieties of laughter to recognize when something was about to happen at his expense, and apparently Valentina shared the same instinct.

“Your Mistress asked you a question, Sissy,” Sabrina said.

Bobbi frowned at the wall. “My Mistress?”

“Indeed.”

That was enough to make him risk turning his head slightly before Sabrina immediately corrected him.

“Eyes forward.”

Bobbi faced the wall again. “I thought you were my Mistress.”

“I am. Now Mistress Valentina is too.”

Bobbi went still.

Sabrina allowed the statement to settle before continuing. “Valentina and I have decided that our relationship isn’t going to end when we leave SissyVille. And since she and I intend to share certain parts of our lives, that includes our Sissies. What’s mine can also fall under her authority, just as what’s hers will fall under mine.”

“Mistresses share their Sissies that way all the time,” Valentina added cheerfully. “You should be flattered.”

“I’m struggling to locate the flattering part.”

The women giggled again, but Bobbi could almost see Sabrina’s expression without turning around.

“Careful.”

He swallowed the next remark and tried to absorb what she had just told him. The cruise had already been difficult enough. Now Sabrina wasn’t merely announcing that Valentina had become her lover; she was proposing that Valentina would possess authority over him as well. 

After everything Valentina had been telling Sabrina about the difference between a lover and a willing servant, Bobbi couldn’t dismiss the significance. Sabrina wasn’t merely expanding their sex life. She was beginning to redefine his place within it.

“I never agreed to that.”

The teasing disappeared from Sabrina’s voice. “You agreed to submit to me. I don’t require your permission for every decision I make within the authority you gave me. What you still control is whether you remain in the arrangement.”

Bobbi hadn’t expected the acknowledgment. “Then I can say no.”

“You can say Switch Off.”

His stomach tightened.

“You already know what that means,” Sabrina continued. “If this changes our arrangement into something you genuinely don’t want, you have your way out. But if you remain my Sissy, then I’m telling you what I want our arrangement to become.”

“That’s not fair.”

“Face the wall, Sissy.”

He reluctantly obeyed.

“I understand it doesn’t feel fair,” Sabrina said, her voice calm rather than apologetic. “You imagined submitting to me without understanding every consequence that might eventually come with it. You’ve been discovering that all night.”

“That doesn’t make this any easier to accept.”

“I don’t care whether it’s easy to accept. Those are the terms.”

There was a brief silence before Mistress Valentina spoke from somewhere behind him. “I think he’s deciding whether he wants to say Switch Off.”

“If he does,” Sabrina said, “then this is where it ends. Completely. He leaves this room, and he doesn’t get to turn the arrangement back on tomorrow because he changes his mind.”

Bobbi stared at the wall. There it was again: the maddening architecture of the life he’d chosen. Sabrina could push him into territory he hadn’t anticipated, and Bobbi could complain, protest, blush, become jealous, or tell her exactly how much he disliked her decision. 

None of those reactions automatically ended his submission. But the ultimate boundary remained his, and Bobbi knew himself well enough by now to recognize the difference between wanting out and being terrified by how much deeper the rabbit hole had suddenly become. Those were not remotely the same thing.

“I am becoming bored with this,” Valentina said. “Are you accepting the terms, or are you getting out so Sabrina and I can get back to our evening?”

Bobbi was irritated by how casually she reduced what felt like an enormous decision to two possibilities. Unfortunately, those really were the possibilities. He could say Switch Off and bring the entire arrangement to an end, or he could accept that Sabrina bringing Valentina into her life also meant bringing Valentina into the authority structure Bobbi had chosen for himself. Beneath the jealousy, embarrassment, and apprehension was one certainty he could no longer pretend away. He did not want this to end.

“Fine.”

“Fine what?” Sabrina asked.

Bobbi sighed. “I accept that Mistress Valentina has the same authority over me that you do.”

There was a brief silence. Bobbi couldn’t see the two women, but behind him Valentina looked directly at Sabrina. Her expression wasn’t triumphant so much as pointed, as though Bobbi had just answered a question Sabrina hadn’t realized Valentina was asking.

“Was there ever any doubt?” Valentina finally asked with a wicked little laugh.

“There was quite a lot of doubt, actually.”

“Careful, Sissy,” Sabrina warned, although Bobbi could hear the amusement returning to her voice. “You’ve made your decision. Now behave like you understand it.”

That was going to take some practice. Bobbi had spent the weekend gradually learning to submit to Sabrina, and now his world had expanded to include a second woman who seemed every bit as delighted by his discomfort as the first. Yet even that realization produced the peculiar spark of satisfaction he was beginning to recognize. 

Valentina was enjoying herself. Sabrina was enjoying herself. Bobbi was standing in the corner wearing a rhinestone SISSY collar while trying to comprehend how his life had become this ridiculous, and apparently that was entertaining them both. By Sissy logic, he was doing wonderfully.

“Good Sissy,” Sabrina said. “Now are you ready to turn around and receive your reward?”

Bobbi no longer trusted the word reward in any context involving Sabrina. Whatever fantasy he’d entertained earlier had been thoroughly compromised by the women’s giggling, but he was committed now and saw little point pretending he wasn’t intensely curious about whatever they had devised.

“I am, Mistresses.”

“Then turn around.”

Bobbi slowly turned, and whatever response he’d prepared disappeared. Sabrina and Valentina stood together in the middle of the room, transformed from the elegant Mistresses who had attended the rave into something considerably more intimidating. 

Their lingerie was deliberately provocative, but it was the collection of implements they had arranged beside them that made Bobbi’s eyes widen. Each woman held a wooden hairbrush, casually slapping it against her palm, and wore a matching pink strap-on Sissy training dildo. 

The coordinated devices made their intentions unmistakable, transforming the promised reward into something considerably more intimidating and far more sexually charged than anything Bobbi had allowed himself to imagine.

“Oh my God,” he whispered.

“Goddesses will do nicely,” Sabrina said.

“You’ve got that right,” Valentina added.

Bobbi should probably have been frightened. He was, a little. Unfortunately, fright was sharing space with fascination, and Sabrina knew him well enough to recognize both.

“Come here and present yourself for punishment,” she ordered.

Bobbi’s jaw dropped. “Punishment? I thought this was my reward.”

“The reward comes afterward. First, Mistress Valentina and I have decided that your earlier behavior requires correction.”

“For what?”

“For starters, the disrespectful way you spoke to Mistress Valentina when she arrived.”

“But I didn’t know she was my Mistress when she arrived.”

“That is inconsequential. There’s another lesson you apparently need to learn. When you’re in the presence of a Mistress, whether she belongs to your particular arrangement or not, you will address her with the same basic submissive respect you give me.”

“I do, but—”

“There is no but,” Valentina interrupted. “Your Mistress has determined that your behavior requires correction. Instead of arguing about it, perhaps you should recognize that she’s taking the time to train you properly.”

“And what should a grateful Sissy say when his Mistress takes the time to correct him?” Sabrina asked.

Bobbi looked between them and felt the old instinct to argue rising again, only this time he understood how pointless the argument would be. Not because Sabrina had somehow stolen his ability to object, but because he had deliberately given her authority over this exact territory. 

He had surrendered the key to his chastity, stood before an entire ballroom and acknowledged what he wanted, accepted Sabrina’s expanding authority over him and, only minutes earlier, chosen to accept Valentina’s authority rather than leave the arrangement. Those choices were his. The consequences belonged to him too.

Bobbi lowered his eyes. “Thank you, Mistress Sabrina, for correcting my behavior.”

Sabrina waited.

Bobbi knew immediately what he’d missed. He turned toward Valentina. “And thank you, Mistress Valentina, for helping my Mistress correct me.”

“Much better.”

Valentina looked toward Sabrina again. It lasted only a moment, but this time Sabrina noticed. There was something evaluative in the look, as though Valentina weren’t merely enjoying Bobbi’s obedience but inviting Sabrina to pay attention to how quickly the man who had protested her authority moments earlier was now thanking her for exercising it.

Sabrina gestured toward the bed. “Now present yourself. No more speaking unless one of your Mistresses asks you a question.”

This time Bobbi didn’t argue. He moved into the submissive posture Sabrina had taught him, exposing himself to the humiliation of being disciplined in front of Valentina without attempting to hide behind another joke. The position alone made his face burn. 

That embarrassment, however, was no longer something Bobbi automatically interpreted as a warning to retreat. He had spent the entire weekend discovering that humiliation was woven into the experience he’d wanted for years. The difficult part was learning when to stop fighting it.

“I am ready to receive my lesson, Mistresses.”

Sabrina’s smile told him that this, more than anything else, was the response she’d been waiting for.

“Since the original offense involved Mistress Valentina, I think she should have the privilege of beginning his correction.”

“Don’t mind if I do.”

Bobbi heard Valentina approaching and instinctively tensed. The first sharp strike of the hairbrush startled a gasp out of him and immediately reminded him why he’d learned to regard that particular object with considerably more respect than he once had. He remained where Sabrina had placed him.

“Thank you, Mistress Valentina.”

Valentina laughed softly. “Oh, Sabrina. He really is learning.”

“I told you he had potential.”

Again, Valentina looked toward Sabrina, and this time the meaning behind the glance was harder to miss. She had corrected him once. He had thanked her for it. 

More importantly, Sabrina had given him no instruction to thank Valentina; Bobbi had already learned enough about the role to understand what response were pleasing to them.

Bobbi closed his eyes as the hairbrush tapped ominously against Valentina’s palm again. Somewhere behind his apprehension was the absurd satisfaction of knowing he’d pleased Sabrina by accepting the correction without another argument.

Then he remembered there were two hairbrushes.

“This is going to be a very tough lesson.”

Sabrina’s voice came immediately. “Did somebody give you permission to speak?”

Bobbi pressed his lips together.

Valentina giggled.

The next strike landed, and the lesson properly began.

Valentina proved considerably less interested in speed than Bobbi had feared. She seemed to understand that anticipation was its own form of punishment, allowing enough time between each measured strike for him to wonder when the next was coming. 

Sometimes she deliberately waited until he began to relax before delivering another sharp reminder. Sabrina found this immensely entertaining, particularly when Bobbi’s attempts to remain composed deteriorated into involuntary little jumps.

“He’s anticipating,” Valentina observed.

“I do not—”

Bobbi stopped the instant the words escaped him.

Sabrina slowly entered his field of vision and crouched in front of him. She didn’t look angry. The amused disappointment on her face was considerably worse.

“What was the instruction?”

“No speaking unless prompted, Mistress.”

“Were you prompted?”

“No, Mistress.”

“So you’ve managed to earn a correction during the correction.”

Valentina’s delighted laugh came from behind him. Bobbi almost smiled before catching himself, but Sabrina caught it too.

“Don’t get pleased with yourself. You’re still being punished.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sabrina rose and disappeared from his view again. A moment later Bobbi heard the unmistakable tap of the second hairbrush against her palm and remembered, with growing concern, that Valentina had never been intended to conduct this lesson alone.

Sabrina took over with the advantage of knowing him considerably better. She understood his reactions, knew exactly how long to wait before his nervousness peaked, and recognized the tiny movements that betrayed an approaching complaint before Bobbi had even decided to make one. 

More importantly, she kept the punishment focused on what she expected from him rather than merely on discomfort. His lesson was about respectful speech, obedience when given a clear instruction, and ending his habit of treating every command as the opening round of a negotiation.

“You’ve spent this entire weekend trying to get the last word,” Sabrina said. “And for once you’re doing an excellent job resisting the temptation.”

Bobbi remained wisely silent, although the praise produced an embarrassing spark of pride that apparently showed on his face.

Valentina noticed. “Look at him. He likes being praised.”

“He’s terribly predictable.”

Bobbi felt his cheeks warming as both women laughed. Yet the humiliation now carried the peculiar satisfaction he increasingly associated with serving Sabrina. Their amusement wasn’t incidental anymore. Pleasing his Mistresses—even by becoming the object of their teasing—was becoming part of the reward system itself.

Valentina watched his reaction closely. “You didn’t promise him anything for behaving, did you?”

Sabrina glanced toward her. “No.”

“And yet look how pleased he is with himself.”

Bobbi’s cheeks grew even warmer.

Sabrina looked at him more carefully. Valentina was right. There were no competition points anymore, no cruise to win, and no audience to applaud him. Sabrina hadn’t offered a privilege or promised to shorten his punishment. She had simply told Bobbi he was doing well, and the approval itself had affected him.

Valentina gave Sabrina another small, knowing smile but said nothing more.

That realization would have horrified Bobbi when they arrived in SissyVille. Now it merely made him wonder what they would demand next.

The correction continued until Bobbi gradually stopped treating every strike as something to resist and concentrated instead on maintaining the posture he’d been given. That, he realized, was what Sabrina actually wanted. She wasn’t testing how much discomfort he could tolerate. She wanted to know whether he could remain obedient when his first instincts were to squirm, protest, negotiate, or hide behind another joke.

Eventually the hairbrushes went quiet.

Bobbi remained exactly where Sabrina had placed him. The silence stretched long enough for him to wonder whether the lesson had ended, but no permission to move had been given, and he wasn’t about to earn another correction by assuming one.

Valentina noticed first.

She looked at Bobbi, then at Sabrina. “You didn’t tell him to stay there.”

Sabrina frowned slightly. “I didn’t tell him he could move.”

“Exactly.”

Something in Valentina’s tone made Sabrina look at Bobbi differently. He wasn’t remaining in position because she was actively threatening another punishment. He was waiting because Sabrina had defined the rules of the moment, and he had learned to regulate his own behavior according to what he believed she expected.

“Well?” Valentina finally asked. “Do you think he’s learned anything?”

“Possibly,” Sabrina replied with insulting seriousness.

Every argumentative instinct Bobbi possessed demanded a response.

He kept his mouth shut.

Valentina laughed. “Oh, he definitely has.”

Sabrina came around until Bobbi could see her again and crouched in front of him. “You may speak.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“For?”

“For correcting my behavior.”

“And Mistress Valentina?”

Bobbi turned toward her. “Thank you for helping with my correction, Mistress Valentina.”

“You’re welcome, Sissy.”

Assuming he had finally been released, Bobbi started to rise, only for Sabrina to place one finger against his shoulder.

He stopped immediately.

Valentina’s eyes went to Sabrina.

Sabrina noticed.

“I didn’t tell you the lesson was finished.”

Bobbi settled back into place as Valentina giggled. Sabrina’s disciplinary severity had disappeared, however, replaced by the mischievous amusement Bobbi had learned to regard with even greater suspicion.

Valentina stepped closer to Sabrina and lowered her voice, although not quite enough to prevent Bobbi from hearing. “You barely touched him.”

Sabrina looked at her.

“And he stopped.”

Sabrina’s gaze moved toward Bobbi again.

Valentina didn’t explain what she meant. She didn’t have to. Sabrina had spent most of the weekend thinking successful dominance meant learning how to push Bobbi hard enough that he finally obeyed. 

What stood in front of her now was something different. One finger against his shoulder had been enough because Bobbi increasingly wanted to give her the response she expected.

For Sabrina, it was evidence that his training was working.

The satisfaction in Valentina’s expression suggested she saw something more.

Bobbi waited until Sabrina gave him permission to speak. “What happens now, Mistress?”

“Your punishment is finished,” she said. “Your reward isn’t.”

Bobbi looked from Sabrina to Valentina as the two women moved together in front of him. Their matching expressions suggested that whatever they considered a reward probably bore little resemblance to his definition. 

Worse, he suddenly remembered the other accessories he’d glimpsed earlier, and apparently his face betrayed the thought because Sabrina and Valentina exchanged delighted smiles.

“Oh, look at him,” Sabrina said.

“I think he remembered.”

Bobbi swallowed as Sabrina lifted his chin with one finger.

“Relax, Sissy. You’ve completed your correction.”

“Then may I ask what my reward is, Mistress?”

Sabrina glanced toward Valentina.

The two women smiled.

Bobbi immediately regretted asking.

“Your reward,” Sabrina said, “is that tonight you aren’t being sent back to the corner.”

Bobbi blinked.

Valentina moved closer to Sabrina, the erotic charge between the two women unmistakable.

“You wanted to be included,” Sabrina continued. “Tonight, we’re going to let you discover what being included as our Sissy actually means.”

Bobbi’s pulse accelerated. He looked between them, acutely conscious of the chastity he was still wearing and the fact that neither woman had shown the slightest inclination to release him from it.

“So I get to join you?”

Sabrina smiled.

“Don’t get ahead of yourself. You’re still our Sissy.”

Valentina’s expression became positively wicked. “And we have very specific ideas about how a Sissy participates.”

Bobbi swallowed.

Only minutes earlier, accepting Valentina as his second Mistress had felt like the deepest point yet in a rabbit hole that seemed to have no bottom. Now both women stood before him together, no longer merely discussing what his new place in their relationship might mean.

They were preparing to show him.

Valentina studied Bobbi for another moment before looking at Sabrina. Something had shifted in her expression.

 She had spent the punishment watching Bobbi obey, watching him accept correction from a woman who had possessed no authority over him an hour earlier, watching him respond to Sabrina’s praise as though approval itself were a reward, and finally watching him stop moving at the slightest touch because his Mistress expected him to remain where he was.

Sabrina recognized that Valentina had been demonstrating something all along.

Bobbi had believed the punishment was about correcting his behavior.

Sabrina had believed it was about training him.

Valentina had been testing what training had already made possible.

She gave Sabrina a small smile, then returned her attention to Bobbi.

“Come here, Sissy.” Mistress Valentina crooked one finger. “And open wide.”


CHAPTER 22 

Bobbi’s mouth tasted of rubber and the artificial sweetness of lubricant coating the silicone dildo that stretched his lips taut. He remained on his knees in the elaborate black-and-pink witch costume he had worn to the Halloween rave, his platform heels awkward beneath him and the layered skirt spilling around his legs.

Only hours earlier, he had strutted through the ballroom in that costume while hundreds of people watched. Now he knelt before Mistress Valentina while she used the dildo to punish the same mouth that had been getting him into trouble since he arrived in SissyVille.

Valentina’s hand remained firm around the base of the silicone shaft as she worked it into his mouth with deliberate, unforgiving precision. Bobbi’s jaw ached, his eyes watered, and his tongue struggled uselessly beneath the intrusion. Every instinct told him to pull away, but Valentina maintained control, forcing him to endure the punishment rather than retreat from it.

“You think you’re clever,” Valentina said. She wasn’t asking. She pushed the dildo deeper until it caught at the back of Bobbi’s throat and his body betrayed him with a violent gag, saliva spilling from the corner of his mouth and trailing down his chin.

Valentina continued. “Every time that sassy mouth of yours decides it has opinions, I want you to remember this. Every argument. Every smart remark. Every time one of your Mistresses gives you an instruction and you decide it’s the beginning of a debate.”

Somewhere behind him, Sabrina’s heels clicked slowly across the hardwood. “Including telling your Mistress, ‘Oh, shut up.’”

Bobbi’s eyes widened.

“Yes,” Sabrina said. “I did not forget your unforgettable impasse.”

Valentina withdrew the dildo just far enough for Bobbi to drag in a wet, desperate breath. “Your Mistress has been keeping a list.”

“She remembers everything,” Bobbi gasped.

“That sounded suspiciously like another complaint.”

“It was an observation, Mistress.”

“I’ve already given the Sissy a similar punishment, but he has yet to learn his lesson,” Sabrina said.

Valentina smiled. “That means his Sissy mouth needs a lot more work.”

Before Bobbi could defend himself, Valentina thrust the dildo back between his lips, silencing him. His eyes flooded as the hotel room blurred at the edges, leaving Valentina as the only clear thing in his field of vision: her severe expression, her dark hair pulled tightly away from her face, and lipstick the color of a warning.

“Every command your Mistress gives you isn’t an invitation for a discussion,” she said, pushing the dildo into his throat. “A command is not a negotiation, and your Mistresses do not want a running commentary from their Sissy every time something embarrasses him.”

Sabrina wasn’t intervening. Bobbi understood that much. This wasn’t Valentina getting carried away with her new authority over him; Sabrina had allowed the punishment because Bobbi had accepted Valentina as his second Mistress and then immediately demonstrated how badly his mouth still needed training.

Worse, Bobbi understood why Sabrina considered the punishment deserved. He had been sassing her from practically the moment they arrived in SissyVille. 

Nervousness became jokes, embarrassment became arguments, and instructions became invitations for Bobbi to explain why whatever Sabrina wanted was unreasonable. Even after publicly declaring himself her Sissy, he had still told her to shut up when she teased him about pouting over the cruise.

Valentina finally withdrew the dildo. Bobbi coughed and sucked in several deep breaths, his jaw aching as he remained on his knees. He didn’t make another smart remark. For once, he had absolutely nothing clever to say.

“Better,” Valentina said.

Sabrina stepped into view. “Stand up.”

Bobbi obeyed, somewhat awkwardly in the platform heels. After the punishment he had just endured, standing in the elaborate costume suddenly felt strange. Only hours earlier, he’d considered it the most humiliating outfit Sabrina could possibly have put him in. 

Now, compared with kneeling before two Mistresses while Valentina disciplined his mouth with a dildo, the shimmering skirt, towering heels, layered petticoats, and ridiculous bows almost felt like armor.

Sabrina apparently intended to correct that. Her gaze traveled slowly over him before settling on the costume. “Strip down. Take off the costume.”

Bobbi looked down at himself. “All of it?”

Valentina smiled. “Problem?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then change.”

Bobbi quickly stripped down, and when he was finished, he instinctively covered his chastity cage with both hands, a last desperate attempt to preserve some shred of modesty in front of Valentina.

“Do not attempt to conceal your cage, Sissy,” Sabrina ordered Bobbi.

“Yes, Mistress.” Bobbi reluctantly lowered his hands.

Valentina inspected the cage, then looked at Sabrina. “That cage is too big. We’ll need to refit him with a smaller one.”

“Smaller?” Bobbi gasped.

Valentina turned her attention back to Bobbi. She gripped her strap-on dildo and pointed it toward him. “One more word of sass out of that mouth, and this is going right back down your Sissy throat.”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

“Better,” Valentina said.

Sabrina pointed toward the velvet ottoman. “Change into what we’ve provided for you.”

Only then did Bobbi notice the garments arranged there. Pink. Not subtle pink. Not rose, blush, coral, or any other sophisticated variation that might have lent the color a little dignity. This was unapologetic cotton-candy pink: a lace bra, matching panties, and silky thigh-high stockings laid out with the suspicious precision of a uniform awaiting inspection.

He picked up the bra and slipped his arms through the straps, reaching behind himself for the clasp. Months ago, he probably would have needed Sabrina’s assistance. Tonight, he managed it himself, an accomplishment he wasn’t entirely certain should make him proud. The panties presented a more practical challenge.

Bobbi stepped into them and carefully worked the silky material upward, maneuvering it around the chastity device until everything was contained beneath the pink fabric. 

Concealing the cage was more embarrassing than leaving it visible. The lingerie didn’t erase what Sabrina had done to him; it incorporated the evidence of his chastity into the feminine presentation she’d chosen for him.

The stockings came last. Bobbi rolled each one slowly up his leg until the elastic settled high against his thighs, then stood before his Mistresses awaiting inspection.

“There’s our pretty Sissy,” Valentina said.

She circled him slowly while Sabrina remained in front of him with her arms crossed. Without the elaborate Halloween costume, Bobbi felt more exposed despite technically being covered. The bra emphasized his flat chest. 

The panties concealed the cage without allowing him to forget it existed. The stockings left a conspicuous strip of bare thigh beneath the panties, while the collar completed the ensemble with an unmistakable reminder that none of this had happened accidentally.

“Look at that,” Sabrina said. “I think we found the true Sissy.”

The matching pink strap-on Sissy training dildos were impossible to misunderstand.

Bobbi’s stomach tightened.

“You do understand what’s about to happen, right?” Sabrina asked.

He understood perfectly. Sabrina had spent the entire weekend dismantling his ability to pretend that submission was an abstract fantasy. The hairbrush was a hairbrush. Chastity meant being locked in a cage. Humiliation meant being deliberately embarrassed. And the pink dildo Sabrina was preparing to use on him was not a metaphor for the next stage of his training.

Bobbi swallowed. Sabrina saw the nervousness immediately.

“Down on your hands and knees, Sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Bobbi was beyond argument. His thoughts were too scrambled for another protest, and what followed was deliberately sexual, deliberately humiliating, and considerably more intense than anything Sabrina had previously demanded from him.

Sabrina knelt directly in front of him and guided her dildo between his lips. Bobbi barely had time to adjust before she gave it a firm push inward, filling his mouth and forcing his attention forward just as Valentina moved behind him. He heard the faint shift of her position and felt her hand close around his Sissy plug.

Then she pulled.

The sudden emptiness lasted barely a heartbeat.

Before Bobbi could brace himself, Valentina drove her strap-on dildo into his Sissy hole.

A sharp squeal tore from Bobbi around the silicone filling his mouth. His entire body jolted forward, but Sabrina was there to meet him, controlling his mouth while Valentina seized his hips with both hands. Her long-manicured nails dug into his skin as Bobbi instinctively squirmed, caught between the two women with nowhere comfortable to retreat.

The two Mistresses quickly established a coordinated rhythm that kept Bobbi overwhelmed from both directions. His arms trembled beneath his weight, his fingers spread desperately against the floor, and his eyes watered whenever Sabrina pushed deeply enough to trigger his gag reflex. 

The silky lingerie clung to his increasingly heated skin while the chastity cage beneath his panties became a maddening reminder that his own arousal remained completely beyond his control.

After several minutes, Sabrina and Valentina changed their timing, alternating their movements rather than working in unison. The change destroyed whatever ability Bobbi had developed to anticipate them. 

His gagging mixed with helpless little moans, his breathing coming in ragged bursts whenever Sabrina gave him enough space to catch his breath. 

Soon the individual movements ceased to matter. There was only the relentless sensation of being worked between his Mistresses, his body struggling to accommodate both while his mind surrendered any hope of keeping track.

There was no room left for sass, arguments, or clever remarks. There was barely room for coherent thought.

After several exhausting minutes, both women abruptly withdrew.

Bobbi nearly collapsed. He remained on his hands and knees, gasping for air, saliva wet on his lips and chin while tremors moved through his arms and legs. Every muscle seemed to remain braced for sensations that had suddenly stopped.

“Don’t move, Sissy,” Valentina ordered. “We’re not done with you.”

Bobbi forced his shaking arms to remain beneath him. “Yes, Mistress.”

Sabrina and Valentina exchanged places.

Bobbi lifted his head just enough to see Valentina positioning herself in front of him while Sabrina moved behind. The realization sent another nervous shudder through him.

Valentina pressed the dildo against his lips. “Open.”

Bobbi obeyed.

This time there was no need for either Mistress to explain what came next. Valentina took control of his mouth while Sabrina continued his training from behind, and Bobbi found himself overwhelmed all over again by the reversal. 

Each Mistress handled him differently enough that changing positions forced him to surrender whatever familiarity he had gained during the first round.

They kept him there until the individual sensations blurred together and Bobbi lost any meaningful sense of where one ended and the other began. He was embarrassed, aroused, exhausted, and acutely conscious of his subordinate position between them. 

The lesson was unmistakable. The sassy mouth that had spent the entire weekend arguing with his Mistresses was finally far too occupied to argue about anything at all.

Valentina gave him enough space to breathe. “Have you ever thought about it, Sissy?”

“Thought about what?” Bobbi asked.

“If Mistress Sabrina started seeing a real man.”

Bobbi’s attention sharpened immediately.

Valentina traced her thumb along his lower lip. “You’ve established that Bobbi’s chastity doesn’t mean yours. What if someday you wanted a man in your life too?”

“Maybe,” Sabrina said. “Depends on the man.”

“And what happens to your Sissy?”

That question penetrated Bobbi’s thoughts more effectively than anything else happening to him. He had already accepted the principle that Sabrina’s freedom and his chastity were separate matters. 

Valentina herself had transformed that principle from theory into reality. Sabrina could have lovers. Bobbi didn’t possess veto power over her sexuality merely because he had agreed to surrender control over his own.

A man, however, introduced a different question. Not whether Sabrina could be with him, but whether Bobbi might eventually be expected to serve him.

Valentina apparently arrived at exactly the same thought. “Suppose Sabrina wanted you to serve him too. Would you?”

Bobbi hesitated. “That’s different.”

“Why?”

“Because accepting who Sabrina fraternizes with and being expected to participate in that relationship aren’t the same thing.”

Valentina smiled. “Good. At least you understand the distinction. So what happens if your Mistress someday tells you that serving someone important to her is part of serving her?”

The question opened a space inside Bobbi’s thoughts that physical sensation couldn’t entirely occupy. Would that be the line? Would another man finally be the thing that made him say Switch Off? 

He tried to imagine serving one because Sabrina asked him to. Bringing him drinks. Following his instructions. Perhaps accepting a level of intimacy Bobbi had never imagined sharing with another man. The image produced a reaction he couldn’t easily categorize. 

Resistance was there, certainly, but so was the increasingly familiar uncertainty that accompanied almost every boundary he’d approached since arriving in SissyVille.

“I don’t know,” Bobbi admitted.

“But if it happens? When it happens, you decide whether it’s something you can submit to.”

“And if it isn’t?”

Sabrina didn’t hesitate. “Switch Off.”

Valentina apparently decided they’d been philosophical for long enough, and the training resumed.


CHAPTER 23

By the time Sabrina and Valentina finally finished with him, Bobbi had stopped trying to decide whether Sabrina’s definition of reward bore any recognizable relationship to the English language. 

He was exhausted, embarrassed, and intensely frustrated by the chastity cage that had remained locked throughout the entire encounter, while the two women responsible for his condition appeared considerably more energetic than he did.

Sabrina and Valentina settled together on the edge of the bed, exchanging private smiles while Bobbi tried to restore some semblance of dignity to an evening that had systematically dismantled it. 

He remained in the pink lingerie Sabrina had selected for him, the silky thigh-high stockings, collar, and remnants of makeup that had survived the rave and everything afterward. His wig was slightly disheveled, his body carried unmistakable reminders of his Sissy training, and the cage remained firmly locked beneath his panties.

Valentina studied him. “You know, Sabrina, I’m beginning to wonder whether somebody made a mistake.”

“What mistake?” Bobbi asked.

“I’m not talking to you.”

Bobbi closed his mouth.

Valentina smiled approvingly and returned her attention to Sabrina. “I’m wondering whether our little Sissy wasn’t supposed to have been born a girl in the first place.”

“I’ve wondered that myself.”

Bobbi nearly objected before remembering what had happened the last time his mouth became excessively opinionated.

“Good,” Sabrina said. “Maybe the lesson worked.”

“Look at him blush,” Valentina added.

Being discussed while standing directly in front of them was somehow more humiliating than being addressed. Bobbi wanted to point out that putting him in pink lingerie, stockings, makeup, a collar, and chastity did not constitute compelling evidence of anything except Sabrina’s terrifying commitment to a theme, but defending himself would merely provide additional entertainment. 

Besides, he was finally beginning to understand that his embarrassment could serve Sabrina too. He didn’t have to enjoy every humiliation the way she did to find satisfaction in giving his Mistress what she wanted.

Valentina watched him for another moment before looking at Sabrina. “He learns quickly when you find the correct motivation.”

Sabrina smiled. “Apparently.”

Bobbi knew they were discussing him again, but this time he resisted the impulse to insert himself into the conversation. Both women noticed. 

After everything they had just put him through, what seemed to interest Valentina most was how little effort it now took for Bobbi to govern himself according to Sabrina’s expectations. He was learning when to speak and when to remain silent, and Sabrina’s approval was becoming enough to make him correct himself.

Valentina leaned back against the bed. “There is one thing we haven’t settled.”

Bobbi recognized the shift in her tone and immediately became suspicious. “What?”

“The question we were discussing earlier.”

His suspicion became apprehension.

Valentina continued, “You understand that Sabrina may someday want a man in her life. You also understand that accepting her lover and personally serving him would be two very different things.”

“Yes.”

“And you don’t know whether you could do the second.”

“No.”

“Good. I don’t expect you to know.” Valentina glanced toward Sabrina. “But perhaps we’ve been making the hypothetical unnecessarily complicated.”

Bobbi looked between them. “That sentence worries me.”

“It should,” Sabrina said.

Valentina smiled. “The first man you might have to learn to accommodate doesn’t necessarily have to be Sabrina’s lover.”

Bobbi stared at her.

Valentina let the implication settle before continuing. “I already have a Sissy.”

That immediately caught Sabrina’s interest. Bobbi’s reaction was considerably less enthusiastic. “You do.”

“Of course I do.”

“And why do I suddenly feel as though that information is about to become extremely relevant?”

“Because you’re learning.”

Sabrina laughed.

Valentina explained that if she and Sabrina were going to share parts of their lives—and apparently authority over their respective Sissies—then sooner or later the two men would have to meet. The observation was reasonable enough that Bobbi briefly allowed himself to believe the situation might remain reasonable.

“Fine. We shake hands. Exchange pleasantries. Perhaps holiday cards.”

Valentina smiled.

Bobbi’s optimism died.

“What if your Mistresses decided you should be closer than that?”

“How much closer?”

Neither woman answered.

“That’s an alarming silence.”

“Perhaps you need a Sissy companion,” Valentina said. “Someone who understands you.”

“I have friends.”

“Someone who understands this part of you,” Sabrina added.

That silenced him more effectively.

Another Sissy represented something entirely different from Sabrina taking another lover. Bobbi had spent years keeping these desires private because he’d assumed nobody he actually knew would understand them. 

SissyVille had introduced him to many hundreds of men who  did, but he’d experienced them mostly as strangers, competitors, or examples of what he might become. Having one deliberately placed in his life was another matter. 

More importantly, the hypothetical man Valentina had raised earlier had represented the possibility of Sabrina eventually asking Bobbi to extend his service to someone else. Valentina’s Sissy suddenly moved that possibility considerably closer to reality.

“How would you feel about having a Sissy mate of your own?” Valentina asked.

“Could we please not call it that?”

“No,” Sabrina and Valentina answered together.

Their simultaneous response dissolved both women into laughter.

Bobbi sighed. “I walked directly into that.”

“You really did,” Sabrina said.

“Are you actually asking what I want?”

“I am.”

Yesterday, Bobbi would have rejected the suggestion reflexively, if only because rejecting everything before eventually admitting curiosity had become his preferred method of navigating SissyVille. Tonight, the earlier conversation had already forced him to acknowledge that he genuinely didn’t know where this particular boundary existed.

“I don’t know. I don’t even know what another Sissy is supposed to be to me. A friend? A rival? Somebody I’m supposed to learn from? Somebody I’m supposed to help?” He looked between the women. “Whatever you’re imagining when you say mate, I’m fairly certain I’m not qualified to decide it after one weekend.”

“Then who is?” Sabrina asked.

Bobbi considered the question. Only minutes earlier, he had told them that serving another man might be the boundary he couldn’t cross. He wasn’t retracting that uncertainty. If the reality became something he genuinely couldn’t accept, Switch Off remained available to him. 

But immediate discomfort had proven to be a poor predictor of what he ultimately wanted throughout the weekend, and within the arrangement he had chosen, he had repeatedly agreed to trust Sabrina’s judgment.

“I don’t think that’s entirely mine to decide anymore. If you’re both my Mistresses, then within what we’ve agreed, I suppose I’d have to trust your judgment.”

The silence that followed was immediately suspicious. Sabrina looked at Valentina. Valentina looked at Sabrina. Slowly, the same delighted expression appeared on both their faces.

“No,” Bobbi said.

“What?” Sabrina asked innocently.

“I recognize that look.”

“What look?”

“The one where I’ve accidentally said something that gives you an idea.”

Valentina was already reaching for her phone.

“What are you doing?”

“Finding out whether you meant what you just said.”

“I meant it philosophically.”

“Philosophy has consequences.”

Bobbi appealed to Sabrina, but she merely settled comfortably against the pillows. “Why would I stop her?”

“Because you’re my Mistress.”

“So is she.”

“That rule has been in effect for less than an hour, and I already hate it.”

Sabrina’s eyebrow rose.

Bobbi immediately remembered his mouth punishment and pressed his lips together.

Valentina laughed. “Oh, Sabrina. It really did work.”

Bobbi glared at her but wisely remained silent.

“Good Sissy,” Sabrina said.

The praise produced precisely the reaction Bobbi wished it didn’t. Valentina noticed and looked toward Sabrina with quiet satisfaction. Bobbi had gone from telling Sabrina to shut up to stopping himself in the middle of another smart remark because a single warning look reminded him what his Mistress expected. Valentina didn’t need to explain the significance. Sabrina had seen it too.

Valentina unlocked her phone and began typing.

Bobbi watched her thumb move across the screen, then stop above the button that would send the message. The earlier conversation returned with uncomfortable clarity.

Would another man finally be the thing that made him say Switch Off?

Valentina’s Sissy wasn’t Sabrina’s hypothetical future lover, but the distinction suddenly seemed less reassuring than it had a few minutes earlier. Valentina was deliberately bringing the question closer to reality. 

Whatever happened when her Sissy arrived, Bobbi would have to discover whether trusting his Mistresses’ judgment was something he genuinely meant or merely something that had sounded good when the consequences remained theoretical.

Valentina waited.

Bobbi knew why.

If he genuinely wanted the experiment stopped before it began, the words remained available to him.

He didn’t say them.

Valentina sent the message.

The tiny whoosh seemed disproportionately loud.

“To whom?”

Valentina placed the phone on the nightstand. “My Sissy.”

Bobbi swallowed. “How far away is he?”

Valentina smiled. “Close.”

Bobbi had barely begun wondering exactly what close meant when the elevator chimed somewhere beyond the hotel-room door.

Sabrina’s smile became positively wicked. “You wanted to know what comes next, Bobbi.”

Another sound followed from the hallway.

Footsteps.

Bobbi stared toward the door as everything Valentina had asked him about during the past hour suddenly stopped being theoretical.

“It seems---,” Sabrina said, “you’re about to meet him.”


CHAPTER 24

The knock came sooner than Bobbi expected.

Valentina seemed completely unsurprised. Of course she wasn’t. She had summoned her Sissy with the casual confidence of someone ordering room service, and now she crossed the hotel room while Bobbi remained beside the bed in the pink bra, matching panties, collar, and silky thigh-high stockings his Mistresses had ordered him to change into after his punishment.

Without the elaborate black-and-pink witch costume he’d worn to the Halloween rave, he felt considerably more exposed. The costume had been ridiculous, but at least its layers had provided somewhere to hide. 

The lingerie offered no such protection, while the chastity cage beneath his pink panties remained a persistent reminder that changing clothes had altered his appearance but none of the terms Sabrina had established.

“Stay where you are,” Sabrina said as Valentina opened the door.

Valentina’s Sissy stood in the hallway wearing an elaborate blue-and-black Sissy dress trimmed with lace, stockings, and modest heels. He was smaller than Bobbi had anticipated, with narrow shoulders and a nervous quality to his movements that immediately undermined the intimidating possibilities 

Bobbi had constructed in his imagination. A pink ball gag was secured around his head, preventing any introduction, but his eyes found Bobbi almost immediately as Valentina ordered him inside.

There was something strangely intimate about the recognition that passed between them. Bobbi had encountered dozens of Sissies throughout the weekend, but this man had been deliberately summoned because of him.

“Isn’t he adorable?” Sabrina asked as Valentina closed the door.

“Sometimes,” Valentina replied.

Bobbi glanced toward Sabrina and immediately caught the mischievous calculation in her expression.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m taking notes.”

“About what?”

“The gag, for starters. There is definitely one in my Sissy’s future.”

Bobbi wanted to protest, but the memory of Valentina disciplining his mouth with the dildo only minutes earlier convinced him to keep it shut. Valentina noticed his restraint and laughed.

“Oh, he’s learning.”

“Slowly,” Sabrina said, placing a hand against the small of Bobbi’s back and correcting his posture with gentle pressure. She explained that he’d been in training for only three days, which earned a genuinely surprised look from Valentina. 

When Valentina observed that Sabrina had accomplished quite a lot in such a short time, Sabrina merely said that she recognized potential. Bobbi felt an absurd little flicker of pride before remembering precisely what achievements they were discussing.

Valentina brought her Sissy farther into the room and removed the gag, giving him a moment to work his aching jaw before directing his attention toward Bobbi. “This is Sabrina’s Sissy. He’s new.”

The other man gave Bobbi a tentative smile. “Hello.”

“Hi.”

Sabrina sighed theatrically. “Electrifying.”

“That will do for now, Sissy bitch,” Valentina said. “Put your gag back on and remove your dress.”

Valentina’s Sissy obeyed without hesitation, fitting the pink ball between his lips and tightening the straps before lifting the blue-and-black dress over his head and carefully setting it aside. 

Beneath it, he wore black lace lingerie and stockings, with a chastity device clearly visible beneath the thin material of his underwear.

Bobbi’s attention went immediately to it. Seeing another man standing only a few feet away under essentially the same restrictions made his own situation feel suddenly less singular. When he returned his attention to the newcomer, he discovered the other Sissy studying him with much the same curiosity.

Valentina noticed, naturally.

“Stand together.”

Bobbi hesitated just long enough for Sabrina’s hand against his back to become more insistent.

“You heard your Mistress.”

He crossed the room and took his place beside Valentina’s Sissy. Bobbi wore unapologetic pink while the other man was dressed in black lace, but otherwise there was an uncomfortable symmetry between them: lingerie, thigh-high stockings, collars, feminized appearances, and chastity cages concealed beneath garments selected by the women who possessed their keys.

“I like this,” Valentina said.

That statement worried Bobbi considerably more than it pleased him.

Valentina positioned them opposite each other and instructed them to stand closer. By the time she was satisfied, perhaps a foot remained between them, close enough for Bobbi to see the imperfections distance had concealed. 

Faint blond stubble remained beneath the other Sissy’s makeup. His fingers trembled slightly at his sides. His eyes were green, perhaps hazel in the dim hotel lighting, and the nervous uncertainty in them was so familiar that Bobbi suspected the same expression was staring back at him.

Until that moment, Bobbi had imagined Valentina’s Sissy primarily as another escalation. Standing face-to-face with him made that abstraction impossible. This was another man navigating his own complicated surrender, someone who apparently understood many of the same things Bobbi had spent the weekend struggling to understand.

Then Bobbi became conscious of a considerably more uncomfortable realization.

He found him attractive.

Not in the immediate, overwhelming way he’d always responded to Sabrina, nor in the intimidating fascination Valentina inspired, but enough that Bobbi couldn’t dismiss it as simple curiosity. 

The delicate build, carefully feminized presentation, and even the nervousness in the other man’s expression combined into something Bobbi had never encountered before.

He had never been with a man and certainly had never imagined himself standing in lingerie opposite another feminized man while both of them were locked in chastity by the women controlling their keys. 

Yet the situation didn’t produce the instinctive rejection he might once have expected. It produced curiosity, embarrassment, and a growing sexual charge made considerably more intense by the knowledge that Sabrina and Valentina were watching him discover it.

Bobbi glanced toward Sabrina and immediately regretted doing so. Her smile told him she’d already noticed.

“Eyes on your new Sissy friend.”

Bobbi returned his attention to the other Sissy, who gave him a tiny sympathetic smile. There was enough shared embarrassment in it that Bobbi couldn’t help returning the gesture.

“Well?” Valentina asked Sabrina.

Sabrina took her time considering them, clearly enjoying Bobbi’s discomfort almost as much as whatever possibilities she was contemplating. “I think you were right.”

“Right about what?” Bobbi asked.

“That perhaps our Sissies should get to know each other.”

Only then did the conversation from earlier return to Bobbi: friend, rival, companion, mate. Valentina had brought her Sissy here immediately after Bobbi admitted that he didn’t know what another Sissy might become to him and that, within the limits he’d chosen, he was willing to trust his Mistresses to help him find out.

Now the two women had arranged them face-to-face and were watching closely enough to notice the curiosity neither man was doing a particularly convincing job of hiding.

Bobbi finally understood.

This wasn’t an introduction.

It was an experiment.

And he was apparently half of it.

“Now hold each other’s cages,” Valentina said.

Bobbi’s breath caught. The other Sissy’s hand moved first, fingers brushing the front of Bobbi’s pink panties where the chastity cage pressed visibly against the fabric. The touch was tentative, almost cautious, but it sent a current through Bobbi’s body that made his knees weaken. 

He reached down in response, his hand finding the thin lace of the other Sissy’s underwear and the metal beneath it. The cage was warm against his palm, the other man’s cock straining inside it with the same desperate urgency Bobbi knew intimately from his own chastity.

“Hold it properly,” Sabrina said. “Not through the fabric.”

Bobbi looked at her.

Sabrina merely raised an eyebrow.

He slipped his fingers beneath the edge of the black lace. The metal was smoother than he’d expected and hotter against his palm, alive with the other man’s pulse. 

His own cage tightened painfully in response while the Sissy’s hand slipped beneath Bobbi’s pink panties and closed around his cage in return. They stood there, hand to cage, eye to eye, and Bobbi felt something unmistakably sexual move between them.

The gagged Sissy’s eyes widened above the pink ball.

Bobbi understood.

He was feeling it too.

“I think they like each other,” Valentina said, her voice dropping as she looked toward Sabrina. “Should we let them mate?”

Sabrina shook her head. “Mine’s in a ninety-day training phase. No chastity release. No exceptions.”

“Shame.” Valentina’s thumb traced the line of her Sissy’s jaw. “Mine gets a release today after so many months of chastity. I promised him, and this seems as good a time as any.”

Then she looked directly at Bobbi.

“Would you?”

Bobbi frowned. “Would I what?”

“If your Mistresses ordered you to pleasure him?”

The question landed with considerably greater force now that Bobbi’s hand was actually wrapped around another man’s chastity cage.

He had never been with a man. He had certainly never sucked a cock. Even thinking the words made his stomach tighten while his own cock strained uselessly against Sabrina’s cage.

“This isn’t fair.”

Valentina giggled almost wickedly. “There is no such thing as fair for Sissies. There’s only what your Mistress allows.”

Her hand slipped into his hair, fingers tightening around the curls at the nape of his neck.

Bobbi looked at her.

Sabrina’s expression became serious.

“Comply or say Switch Off. Your choice.”

Bobbi didn’t want to stop.

The cage between his legs, Sabrina’s hand in his hair, and the gagged Sissy standing before him with nervous curiosity in his eyes had become part of a country whose borders Bobbi was still discovering. He didn’t know what crossing this particular border would mean afterward. For once, he didn’t need to know.

He wanted to cross it.

Bobbi looked at Sabrina.

“Okay.”

“Okay what?”

“I’ll do it for you, Mistress.”

Sabrina smiled. “I know you will.”

Valentina produced a small key and inserted it into the lock at the base of her Sissy’s cage. The mechanism clicked. She removed the device, and the other man’s cock sprang free, already hard after months of enforced chastity, the head flushed and wet with anticipation.

Bobbi stared.

There was no abstraction left now. No theoretical question about another man. No discussion about something that might happen someday.

A naked cock was directly in front of him.

“On your knees,” Sabrina said.

Bobbi knelt before his Sissy counterpart.

The hardwood pressed against his knees through the thin fabric of his stockings. The gagged Sissy stepped closer until his cock was level with Bobbi’s face, and Bobbi became acutely conscious of everything about the moment: the masculine scent of him, the heat radiating from his body, Sabrina standing immediately beside Bobbi with one hand still resting possessively in his curls.

“Now pleasure his Sissy clitty,” Sabrina said. “Don’t worry, you will know how. You were born for this, Sissy.”

Bobbi looked at the cock. He had never heard the term Sissy clitty before, but something about it excited him in a way he hadn’t expected. 

His thoughts immediately turned to his own cock, still securely locked away in chastity beneath his pink panties, and he wondered whether he should start thinking of it as his Sissy clitty too. The idea sent an unexpected thrill through him. It felt so feminine. So girly. That was definitely something he would have to explore with his Mistresses later.

He then opened his mouth and prepared himself for what was coming. The head of the Sissy clitty touched his lips, warm and wet. Bobbi instinctively pulled back half an inch before forcing himself to remember the choice he’d just made. The Sissy made a desperate sound around the pink ball gag, and Bobbi steadied himself before opening wider and taking the cock into his mouth.

The sensation was startlingly immediate.

Warm flesh pressed against his tongue. The taste was salty and intimate; unlike the silicone dildos his Mistresses had used to train his mouth. This was a Sissy responding to him, and when Bobbi closed his lips around the shaft, the gagged Sissy shuddered hard enough that his knees nearly buckled.

“Breathe through your nose,” Sabrina instructed. “Take him deeper.”

Bobbi obeyed.

His nose filled with the smell of the other man’s body while his mouth filled with the Sissy clitty. The gagged Sissy’s hands settled against Bobbi’s shoulders, fingers digging into him with barely controlled need. He hadn’t been allowed a release in months, and Bobbi could feel that deprivation in every tremor of his body.

Bobbi’s own cage became agony.

His own Sissy clitty strained against the metal with an intensity that blurred pleasure and pain, and the frustration of being unable to touch himself only made what he was doing feel more sexual. He began moving his tongue experimentally along the underside of the shaft.

The reaction was immediate.

The Sissy moaned helplessly around his gag.

Bobbi did it again.

Something changed.

The uncertainty remained, but it no longer dominated the experience. Bobbi discovered that he liked producing those sounds. He liked feeling the other man react to his mouth. He liked the humiliating contradiction of being on his knees in pink lingerie with another man’s cock between his lips while Sabrina watched approvingly.

His mouth moved more confidently.

His tongue explored.

He sucked harder.

The gagged Sissy’s fingers tightened against Bobbi’s shoulders.

“Oh, look at him,” Valentina said. “Our little Sissy is a natural Sissy clitty sucker.”

Bobbi’s face burned, but he didn’t stop.

“Keep going,” Sabrina told him.

He did.

The gagged Sissy’s breathing became ragged. His hips began moving involuntarily, shallow thrusts that pushed his Sissy clitty deeper into Bobbi’s mouth. Bobbi gagged once, recovered, and took him again while Sabrina’s hand remained in his hair.

“The Sissy is going to pop,” Valentina said.

The Sissy’s thighs tightened.

Bobbi felt the change before he completely understood it.

“Don’t pull away,” Valentina warned.

Bobbi remained on his knees.

Sabrina leaned closer.

“Take it for your Mistresses.”

The Sissy clitty pulsed against Bobbi’s tongue.

“Every drop.”

The first ejaculation struck the back of Bobbi’s throat, hot and sudden. His body reacted instinctively, his throat constricting as another pulse filled his mouth, followed almost immediately by another. For one frantic second, he nearly pulled away, overwhelmed by the physical reality of what he had agreed to do.

Then Sabrina’s fingers tightened in his hair. “Remember, good Sissies always swallow.”

Bobbi obeyed and swallowed, feeling the cum slide down his throat before another shot burst into his mouth. Then another. He kept his lips sealed around the Sissy clitty and swallowed each one until the pulses finally subsided.

When it was over, Bobbi remained kneeling, the other Sissy’s Sissy clitty softening between his lips as he breathed through his nose, stunned by what he had just done and by the realization that he had chosen to do it.

Sabrina gently stroked his hair.

“Good Sissy.”

Bobbi slowly released the Sissy clitty from his mouth.

Sabrina smiled down at him.

Bobbi took in a gasping breath.

The gagged Sissy looked down at him with wide, grateful eyes. Without being told, he retrieved the chastity cage Valentina had placed on the floor and presented it to his Mistress. Valentina took it with obvious satisfaction and locked him back inside.

Click.

The sound seemed extraordinarily final.

Bobbi remained on his knees. The taste of another Sissy’s cum lingered in his mouth, and the cage beneath his pink panties throbbed with an ache that had nowhere to go. He placed one hand against the floor to steady himself while his mind tried to absorb what had happened.

He had crossed a sexual boundary he’d never imagined crossing. Nobody had tricked him into it. Nobody had prevented him from stopping. Sabrina had explicitly given him the choice. Bobbi had chosen to take the Sissy clitty. He had chosen to suck it. And when Sabrina told him to swallow, he had swallowed.

The realization didn’t suddenly provide him with some grand answer about his sexuality or identity. It gave him something much simpler.

He’d wanted to know.

Now he knew.


CHAPTER 25

Sabrina was looking at Bobbi with a strange, unreadable intensity, as though something she had just witnessed had significantly altered her understanding of him. 

         Bobbi couldn’t tell whether that change was for better or worse, only that she seemed to be seeing him differently now, not as the man who had arrived in SissyVille with her, struggling against every embarrassing new demand, but as the Sissy he had finally allowed himself to become.

What Bobbi couldn’t know was that Sabrina was beginning to understand the same thing. She still loved him. Watching him kneeling there hadn’t diminished that love; if anything, she felt proud of what she had helped him discover. 

During the past several days, the games, chastity, discipline, and humiliation had gradually stripped away Bobbi’s excuses until tonight, when she had watched him cross a boundary neither of them could have imagined when they arrived and emerge from it more certain of himself.

Bobbi wasn’t pretending anymore.

He was a Sissy.

“Impressive,” Valentina said, running a hand through her Sissy’s hair with proprietorial affection. “Your Sissy is quite the little cock slut.”

“Indeed,” Sabrina agreed.

Bobbi said nothing. There were no words he trusted enough to explain what was happening inside him, and for once he didn’t feel compelled to manufacture them.

Valentina stretched languidly. “That has got me all turned on.”

She was looking at Sabrina.

Bobbi was still on his knees in pink lingerie, the immediate aftermath of what he had just done impossible to ignore, when Sabrina’s lips curved into something slow and unmistakably hungry.

“Me too. Absolutely.”

Valentina’s eyes flicked toward the bed before returning to Sabrina. “What about the Sissies?”

“Let them watch.”

Sabrina’s hand returned to Bobbi’s hair, no longer gripping but stroking gently through the curls at the nape of his neck.

“They’ve earned it.”

Earned it.

The words settled warmly into Bobbi’s chest. His Mistress wasn’t ashamed of what he’d done. She was pleased with him, and the pride in her expression meant more to him than he wanted to admit.

Valentina glanced between the two kneeling Sissies. “They look nervous.”

“They’ll survive.”

“Perhaps they should comfort each other.”

Sabrina smiled. “I like that.”

Bobbi immediately became suspicious.

“Put your arms around each other,” Sabrina ordered. “You’re going to watch together.”

Bobbi looked toward Valentina’s Sissy. The other man was already watching him with the same dazed uncertainty.

“Go on,” Valentina said.

Bobbi moved closer. The embrace began awkwardly, neither man apparently knowing where his hands belonged, until Valentina sighed.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake. You’re Sissies, not teenagers at their first school dance.”

Sabrina laughed. “Hold him properly, Bobbi.”

Bobbi slipped his arms around the other Sissy’s waist. The other man responded by drawing Bobbi against him, and suddenly the embrace stopped feeling quite so ridiculous. Their lingerie pressed together. Bobbi could feel the warmth of another body against his own and the nervous rise and fall of the other Sissy’s breathing.

“Better,” Sabrina said.

Valentina wasn’t finished. “And since you’re going to be comforting each other…”

Her gaze dropped meaningfully.

Bobbi knew immediately where this was going.

“No.”

Sabrina raised an eyebrow.

Bobbi corrected himself. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“Much better.”

“Hold each other’s cages,” Valentina ordered.

The two Sissies exchanged a look before obeying. Bobbi slipped one hand between their bodies and closed it around the cage beneath the other Sissy’s lingerie. A moment later, he felt the other man’s hand settle around his own. The contact sent another frustrated surge through him, but neither could do anything about the arousal trapped inside the devices.

“There,” Valentina said. “Now you can comfort each other properly.”

Sabrina’s smile widened. “And no letting go.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Bobbi said.

The gagged Sissy nodded.

Sabrina and Valentina moved toward the bed, but they never made it there cleanly. Valentina caught Sabrina around the waist and pulled her into a hungry kiss. Sabrina answered with equal enthusiasm, one hand sliding into Valentina’s hair while the other settled against her hip. 

The strap-ons they had used during Bobbi’s training were still strapped around their hips, making the sight even more provocative. Bobbi couldn’t look at them without remembering what his Mistresses had done with them only minutes earlier.

He felt the other Sissy tighten against him.

“Keep holding each other,” Sabrina reminded them without breaking away from Valentina.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Valentina glanced toward them and smiled. “And the cages.”

Bobbi reluctantly tightened his hand around the other Sissy’s cage. The other man’s hand did the same around his.

“There,” Valentina said. “Much better.”

Then she kissed Sabrina again.

This time Sabrina deliberately looked toward Bobbi while she returned the kiss.

The message was unmistakable.

Watch.

Bobbi did.

The Mistresses traded control playfully, each taking a turn backing the other toward the bed, kissing and touching, testing who would yield first. 

Sabrina laughed when Valentina managed to push her backward onto the mattress, only to catch Valentina and reverse their positions moments later. Their strap-ons remained part of their play, provocative reminders of the authority both women had exercised over the kneeling Sissies earlier.

Every so often, one of them looked toward the floor.

Toward the Sissies.

Valentina seemed particularly delighted whenever she caught Bobbi staring. Sabrina was worse. She knew him too well. She recognized every change in his breathing, every involuntary shift of his body, every moment when his frustration became intense enough that his fingers tightened around the cage he had been ordered to hold.

"No touching, sissy"" Sabrina teased. “That doesn't belong to you.”

Bobbi loosened his grip immediately. “Sorry, Mistress.”

The other Sissy made an amused sound around his gag.

“Oh, don’t encourage him,” Bobbi muttered.

Sabrina laughed and returned her attention to Valentina.

The teasing continued as the two women disappeared more completely into one another, long kisses giving way to breathless laughter and then more kisses. Sometimes Sabrina took control; sometimes Valentina did. 

Neither seemed interested in maintaining the roles they had adopted while training Bobbi. This was something they were taking for themselves.

Bobbi became painfully conscious of the contrast. 

Sabrina and Valentina could touch and kiss whomever they wanted, taking control or surrendering it whenever the impulse struck them, while Bobbi couldn’t even touch himself. 

All he could do was hold another Sissy against him while that Sissy’s hand remained wrapped around Sabrina’s cage beneath Bobbi’s panties.

The other man shifted closer, and Bobbi embraced him more tightly.

He knew Sabrina’s body. He knew her expressions, her breathing, the subtle changes that overtook her when pleasure began stripping away her composure. 

Watching those reactions emerge with Valentina hurt in a way Bobbi hadn’t anticipated. He wanted Sabrina, but he hadn’t been invited onto the bed. His place tonight was here, locked in chastity and holding another Sissy while they watched together.

Then Sabrina looked at him.

She saw the embarrassment and frustration in Bobbi’s expression, but she also saw something that hadn’t been there when they arrived in SissyVille. He was no longer fighting himself. Even now, denied everything he would once have assumed belonged to him, he remained exactly where she had placed him.

And suddenly the distinction Valentina had been trying to explain became clear.

Sabrina loved Bobbi. That hadn’t changed. But Bobbi wasn’t her boyfriend experimenting with becoming a Sissy anymore. He had discovered genuine fulfillment in surrender, service, chastity, feminization, obedience, and the trust he placed in her authority.

He was her Sissy.

Sabrina hadn’t lost him. She had helped him find himself, and she could love what he had become without trying to force him back into the relationship they had once understood.

Her attention returned to Valentina.

Bobbi saw something change in Sabrina’s expression without understanding it. She looked lighter somehow, as though something she’d been carrying since their arrival had finally been put down.

Valentina noticed it too.

She smiled knowingly at Sabrina before pulling her into another kiss.

The encounter between the women intensified, their earlier playful struggle for control giving way to the unmistakable pursuit of pleasure. Bobbi and the other Sissy remained wrapped around one another exactly as commanded, each holding the other’s cage. Neither could obtain any meaningful relief. They could only feel each other’s frustration while watching their Mistresses take what they wanted.

For Bobbi, the hardest part wasn’t simply Sabrina’s pleasure. It was recognizing that she was experiencing something with Valentina that she had never experienced with him.

That hurt.

But when the other Sissy tightened his embrace, Bobbi instinctively did the same. There was comfort in discovering that he wasn’t alone in the peculiar mixture of arousal, frustration, humiliation, and jealousy. They were both locked, both excluded from what was happening on the bed, yet intimately connected to it through the women controlling them.

They watched together.

When the encounter finally subsided, Sabrina and Valentina remained tangled together on the bed, exchanging lazy kisses as their breathing gradually returned to normal.

Bobbi and the other Sissy were still embracing.

Still holding each other’s cages.

Bobbi looked at Sabrina and discovered something beneath the jealousy he hadn’t expected.

Happiness.

Not uncomplicated happiness, but Sabrina looked fulfilled, and Bobbi was beginning to understand that loving her didn’t require being the source of everything she wanted. Tonight his place had been in another Sissy’s arms, watching Sabrina take exactly what she wanted, and somehow seeing her happy made the sacrifice feel worthwhile.

Sabrina looked across the room at him and felt the same clarity from the opposite direction.

She loved her Sissy.

That was enough.

Valentina followed Sabrina’s gaze and smiled.

“Good show.”

Bobbi wasn’t certain whether she meant them or herself.

Then Valentina’s smile became dangerous.

“Now get in the closet.”

Bobbi stared.

“And you two behave yourselves in there,” she added, “or there will be hell to pay.”

The gagged Sissy made an eager muffled sound around the ball.

Bobbi reluctantly released the cage in his hand, and the other Sissy did the same. The sudden absence of contact felt strangely noticeable. He stood beside the other Sissy in his pink lingerie, Sabrina’s chastity cage still locked beneath his panties, and felt embarrassment, apprehension, and curiosity competing inside him as he wondered what their Mistresses expected to happen next.

He looked toward Sabrina.

She was lying beside Valentina, naked and satisfied, watching him closely. There was love in her expression, but no impulse to rescue him, reassure him, or call him back to her side.

Bobbi realized he didn’t need any of those things.

“Come on,” he said quietly to the gagged Sissy.

The other man nodded.

Doing exactly as they’d been told; Bobbi and Valentina’s Sissy crossed the room together. At the closet entrance, Bobbi paused and cast one final glance toward Sabrina. 

Only days earlier, he would have demanded an explanation. He would have wanted to know what the closet meant, what he was supposed to do inside it, what Sabrina expected from him, and exactly where the next boundary waited.

Tonight he understood something simpler.

If he reached that boundary, he could decide then.

Sabrina watched him step into the closet beside the other Sissy and smiled. She didn't need another realization or explanation. Bobbi had finally stopped fighting who he was, and she was happy for him.

Bobbi pulled the door closed behind them.

Darkness swallowed the narrow space.

The other man’s body was only inches from his own. Bobbi could hear his breathing through the ball gag, smell the lingering traces of perfume and sweat on his skin, and feel his own heartbeat pounding against the cage of his ribs almost as insistently as his cock strained against Sabrina’s cage beneath his panties.

Neither man moved away.

Bobbi had entered the evening wondering whether another Sissy could possibly become a friend, rival, companion, lover, or something he wasn’t prepared to name. After everything that had happened between them, he still didn’t know exactly what this man would become to him.

But for the first time, uncertainty didn’t frighten him.

Standing in the darkness beside another Sissy, Bobbi realized he wanted to find out.


CHAPTER 26

Bobbi awakened slowly to warmth, cramped muscles, and the peculiar sensation that someone was breathing against his neck. For several drowsy seconds, he had no idea where he was. 

       The mattress beneath him was much too small, his shoulder ached from being wedged at an unnatural angle, and something silky was tangled around his legs.

Then the memories of the previous night returned in a disorganized rush, and Bobbi opened his eyes to discover that sometime during the night he and Valentina’s Sissy had apparently given up any pretense of maintaining separate territory in the oversized dog bed. 

They were curled together beneath a blanket, one of Bobbi’s arms wrapped around the other man’s waist while the Sissy had nestled against his chest with a stocking-covered leg thrown comfortably across both of Bobbi’s.

Morning light suddenly flooded the closet as the doors opened.

“Good morning, Sissies,” Sabrina said. “Now isn’t this just adorable.”

Bobbi squinted against the light and looked up to find Sabrina and Valentina standing over them. Sabrina was smiling with undisguised affection, while Valentina regarded the tangled pair with the smug satisfaction of someone whose experiment had produced exactly the result she expected.

“We leave two Sissies alone for one night,” Valentina said, “and they turn into a pair of sweet little puppies.”

Valentina’s Sissy awakened at the sound of her voice and immediately tried to sit upright. Bobbi attempted the same maneuver, only to discover that their legs were still entangled beneath the blanket. The resulting scramble nearly rolled both of them out of the dog bed before Bobbi caught himself against the closet wall.

“Good morning, Mistress,” Bobbi muttered as he disentangled himself.

“Good morning, Sissy.”

The words should have embarrassed him. Instead, Bobbi felt a ridiculous little warmth spread through him at the sound of Sabrina saying them. After everything that had happened, there was no hesitation in her voice anymore and, perhaps more importantly, none left in him.

Valentina pointed toward her own Sissy. “You. Up. Your supervisor is waiting for you. You’ve got another work assignment this morning,” Valentina continued. “And after what I spent at the spa and bar this week, you still have quite a tab to work off.”

Her Sissy sighed dramatically through his pink ball gag. He climbed obediently from the dog bed and straightened his lingerie.

“Oh, don't give me that attitude, or so help me.”

Her Sissy turned toward Bobbi, and for a moment the two simply looked at one another. Less than twenty-four hours earlier, Bobbi hadn't known what to make of him. 

Now they had crossed boundaries together, comforted one another while watching their Mistresses, and somehow spent the night curled together in a dog bed.

“See you around, Sissy,” Bobbi said.

The other man mumbled something similar.

Bobbi realized he genuinely hoped that he would.

Valentina gave her Sissy an affectionate swat toward the door. “Go. My debt isn't going to work itself off.”

He hurried from the room, leaving Bobbi sitting in the dog bed with his hair disheveled, his pink lingerie wrinkled from sleep, and his chastity cage still securely locked beneath his panties.

Sabrina watched him for another moment before extending her hand. “Up, Sissy. We need to have a little chat.”

Bobbi accepted it and climbed out. “I know, it’s our last day and we’re going home?”

Something in Sabrina’s expression changed.

Not dramatically. There was no mischievous smile announcing another humiliation, no playful threat, and none of the exaggerated authority she had learned to wield so effectively over the past week. There was only affection and a certainty that made Bobbi considerably more nervous.

“No. We are not.”

“No?”

Sabrina crossed to the bed and pulled back the coverlet.

A SissyVille Academy uniform had been laid neatly across the mattress. Bobbi recognized the style immediately, but this one was new, perfectly pressed and waiting beside a matching pair of stockings and polished shoes.

Bobbi looked at Sabrina. Then at the uniform. Then back at Sabrina.

“I already graduated from the Sissy Academy.”

“You completed the five-day program. I enrolled you in one that lasts for a full year.”

For several seconds Bobbi simply stared at her. “A full year?”

“Indeed.”

“But what about us?”

Sabrina stepped closer. “I'm leaving you here, Bobbi.”

Bobbi looked down at the uniform again. Only a week earlier, seeing it waiting for him would have inspired an immediate argument. Now his first reaction was still fear, but it wasn't alone anymore. Curiosity was there too, along with something dangerously close to relief.

“We came here thinking this was something we were going to explore together. You'd experiment with being my Sissy, I'd experiment with being your Mistress, and we'd figure out how to fit it into the relationship.” 

Sabrina glanced toward the uniform. “But that isn't what happened. You stopped pretending you were somebody else and finally owned up to what you truly are.”

“I’m a Sissy.”

“Yes, and you need to be free to explore everything that means for you,” Sabrina said gently. “Now suit up, Sissy.”

Bobbi hesitated for only a second before complying with her command and putting on the Sissy Academy uniform. Part of him still felt ridiculous as he adjusted the skirt and straightened himself in front of the mirror, but he understood that was part of the point. 

The uniform stripped away the last pretense that this was merely a costume or some temporary Halloween game. This was who he was here, and for once, he didn't feel the instinct to argue with it.

When he was fully dressed, Bobbi studied his reflection. Only days ago, the sight of himself like this would have filled him with embarrassment and sent him scrambling for some sarcastic defense. 

Now the embarrassment remained, but something warmer had settled beneath it. He saw the uniform, the carefully styled hair, the collar at his throat, and the Sissy staring back at him—and instead of wanting to look away, he smiled.

The feeling that washed over him was difficult to explain. Relief was part of it, but it went deeper than that. For years, Bobbi had carried these desires around as something secret, something he could fantasize about but never quite allow himself to become. 

Now, standing there without another excuse left to hide behind, he felt as though he had finally stopped running from himself.

He was now a Sissy of SissyVille.

It felt like coming home.

“Maybe someday I'll come back and collect you when you're properly trained.”

Despite himself, he smiled. “Collect me?”

“Or not,” Sabrina continued. “Maybe you'll have another Mistress by then. Maybe you'll decide you don't want to belong permanently to anyone. Maybe you'll build some completely different Sissy life here that you have yet to discover.”

“You're remarkably cheerful about giving me away.”

“I'm not giving you away.” Sabrina brushed the hair from his forehead. “I'm letting you go.”

That hurt. But it also felt different from rejection. Bobbi looked again at the uniform waiting on the bed. “A full year.”

“A full year.”

Another question occurred to him. “Wait. Who's paying for this?”

Sabrina smiled.

Bobbi immediately became suspicious. “Why are you smiling?”

The room door opened. Mistress Switch entered with two Bulls flanking her.

Bobbi looked at Sabrina. “You planned that entrance.”

“Pure coincidence.”

Mistress Switch surveyed him from his tousled hair to the wrinkled lingerie he'd slept in and smiled approvingly. “Good morning, Sissy.”

“Good morning, Mistress Switch.”

“I understand you've been enrolled in our extended Academy program.”

“So I've just been informed.”

“Excellent. Tuition, room, board, wardrobe, training expenses, disciplinary fees, and the considerable cost of entertaining your former Mistress for the past week have all been added to your account. But we will find ways for you to work that off.”

Bobbi stared at her. “Mistress, how exactly am I supposed to work that off?”

Mistress Switch smiled. “Oh, we have plenty of opportunities available for you.”

The Bulls exchanged amused looks as Mistress Switch began circling him with the air of someone conducting a professional evaluation.

“SissyVille has Academy courses, private parties, conventions, weekend retreats, Mistress-training seminars, and introductory programs for women interested in exploring their dominant inclinations. A properly trained Sissy can be remarkably useful.”

“Useful how?”

“You could serve at parties, assist instructors, demonstrate obedience exercises, and work with aspiring Mistresses who require a Sissy on whom to practice commands, corrections, and discipline.” 

Mistress Switch paused behind him. “And considering the reports I've received concerning your aptitude for serving in both Sissy holes, I suspect we'll have no difficulty finding considerably more demanding assignments for you.”

One of the Bulls chuckled.

Mistress Switch continued with the cheerful professionalism of a guidance counselor discussing career opportunities. “We host groups of Mistress-curious women throughout the year. Imagine an entire weekend retreat filled with women who have always wondered what it would be like to command a Sissy and suddenly discover that you have been assigned to serve them. There are a great many opportunities for a properly trained Sissy in SissyVille.”

Bobbi should have been horrified. Instead, his imagination betrayed him.

Mistress Switch noticed immediately. “There it is.”

Bobbi frowned. “What?”

“That look.”

“I don't have a look.”

“You absolutely have a look,” Valentina said.

Sabrina folded her arms. “Sissy is intrigued with the possibilities.”

“I am not.”

Three women stared at him.

Bobbi glanced at the Academy uniform. “Maybe a little.”

“Good Sissy,” Mistress Switch said.

The words sent that same humiliating little thrill through him.

Valentina checked the time. “As touching as Bobbi's career counseling has been, Sabrina, we need to leave. The cruise is booked.”

Bobbi looked toward them. “The luxury singles cruise?”

“The very one,” Valentina said. “An entire ship filled with prospective new Sissy candidates for us to degrade and humiliate.”

Sabrina laughed. “Color me intrigued.”

“I knew you would be.”

Bobbi shook his head. “Mistress Valentina has created a monster.”

“No,” Sabrina said. “Our time in SissyVille has awoken a desire in me to be a dominant Mistress. In a way, I have you to thank for that.”

Sabrina stepped toward him. 

For a lingering moment neither spoke. There was too much history between them to reduce the moment to a simple goodbye: the relationship they'd arrived with, the secret Bobbi had been afraid to acknowledge, every argument and humiliation and discovery that had followed, and the strange new affection that remained after both of them had finally stopped pretending they could simply return to what they'd been.

Sabrina kissed him gently on the forehead. “Take care of yourself, Sissy.”

“You too, Mistress.” Bobbi's throat tightened. “And thank you for helping to change my life.” Bobbi looked down at himself. The lingerie and stockings. The collar around his throat. The chastity cage beneath his panties. And the Academy uniform waiting for him. “For helping me realize who I'm supposed to be.”

Sabrina smiled.

“May I serve you one last time?”

“What did you have in mind?”

Bobbi knelt before Sabrina. He retrieved a polishing cloth and carefully began working it across her boots. The gesture required no command and no humiliation. For once, Bobbi simply wanted to serve her. He polished each boot methodically until the leather gleamed, aware of Sabrina watching him but no longer embarrassed by what she saw.

When he finished, Bobbi sat back on his heels.

Sabrina looked down at him.

“Good Sissy.”

Bobbi smiled. He loved hearing that.

Sabrina removed the silver chain from around her neck, the key to Bobbi’s chastity cage dangling from its end, and placed it in Mistress Switch’s waiting palm.

“I relinquish my Sissy to your custody.”

Mistress Switch closed her fingers around the key. “I'll take excellent care of him.”

“That is precisely what worries me,” Bobbi said.

Mistress Switch clipped a leash onto his collar. “Still sassing off.”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

Mistress Switch gave the leash a gentle tug. “Come along, Sissy. You have an entire year of training ahead of you, and you're already late for class.”

Bobbi followed her toward the door, the two Bulls falling into step behind them. At the threshold, he stopped and looked back.

Sabrina stood beside Valentina.

For one final moment, Bobbi remembered the person who had arrived in SissyVille with her, terrified that somebody might discover what he wanted and even more terrified that those desires might mean something real. That version of himself no longer seemed shameful to him.

He simply seemed unfinished.

“Goodbye, Mistress Sabrina.”

“Goodbye, Sissy.”

Mistress Switch tugged the leash. Bobbi turned and followed her. This time, he didn't look back.









Minutes later, outside the hotel entrance, Sabrina and Valentina stood waiting at the valet stand. The uniformed Sissy valet pulled up in Bobbi’s car and climbed from behind the wheel. He hurried around the hood and opened Sabrina's door before presenting her with the key.

“Your vehicle, Mistress.”

“Thank you, Sissy.”

Valentina delivered a hard slap to the Sissy valet’s backside. He squealed and jumped.

“One last swat for the road?” Sabrina asked.

“It was a tip,” Valentina said with a sneer. “Sissies love it. Trust me.”

Valentina slipped into the passenger seat while Sabrina shook her head and climbed behind the wheel.

Valentina looked approvingly around the interior. “Nice ride.”

Sabrina started the engine. “It was Bobbi's.”

Valentina settled deeper into the seat. “Now it's yours. He won’t ever need it again.”

Sabrina rested her hands on the steering wheel but didn't immediately put the car into gear. Through the windshield she could still see the entrance to the SissyVille Grand.

“I'm kinda going to miss him.”

“All Mistresses miss their first Sissy.” Valentina studied her for a moment. “Don’t you worry, there will be others.”

Sabrina curiously glanced toward her. “How many have you had?”

Valentina considered the question. “I’ve lost count. Dozens!”

Sabrina stared at her. “Dozens?”

“Most are here in SissyVille. Not that I would recognize most of them. All Sissies look the same to me.”

“You are diabolical.”

Valentina smiled. “Someday you will be too.”

“If you have your way, I will.”

“I’ll always have my way with you.” Valentina leaned across and sensually kissed Sabrina.

“Don’t go thinking you’re going to be my dominant Mistress.”

“No, more like a partner in crime. Now let’s roll, Mistress.”

“As you say, Mistress.”

Sabrina put the car into gear and pulled away from the SissyVille Grand. The town rolled past outside the windows in all its impossible morning normalcy. 

Mistresses strolling between shops. 

Academy Sissies hurrying toward classes. 

Uniformed Sissies carrying luggage and packages, others washing windows or serving breakfast on crowded patios. 

Other Sissys following obediently behind Mistresses who were holding their leashes.

Somewhere among them was Bobbi. Not waiting for Sabrina to come back and restore the life they'd had before. Starting his own Sissy life. 

Sabrina smiled at the thought and pressed the accelerator. She and Valentina drove away into their new life together.

A NEW AWAKENING 
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