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Chrysalis Chamber

Before I opened my eyes, I heard her voice, "Wake up. Wake up, Kristy."

That's not my name, I thought. My name is—As I struggled to come up with the right answer, my eyes blinked. They turned into fuzzy static as I attempted to push through the exhaustion. My body tingled and ached at the same time. The pain was quickly fading, only to be replaced by something else. What was it?

"Wake up," she said again. Her voice was sweet and delightful. Instinctively, I wanted to do as she said. And yet, I felt so weak and exhausted. Tentatively, I managed to open my eyes.

She was beautiful. She had pale skin, bright blue eyes, a few freckles along her cheeks and up along the ridge of her nose. She was wearing this shade of dark red lipstick, and her mouth curved into a smile. "Who are you?" I managed to ask, only something was wrong.

My voice.

What was wrong with my voice?

Just because I had to say something, I quickly tried again with that exact same question, "Who are you?" An edge of panic slipped into my voice, but I didn't hear the deep, resonant notes of a man. Instead, my voice sounded different. It had somehow morphed into a higher pitch; it sounded sweet and uncertain. I tried to cough, to clear my throat, but when I spoke again, I sounded just as feminine as before.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I had to rush the chrysalis process a little bit this time. You see, you have been recruited, Kristy."

"Recruited? Recruited for what?" I asked. At the same time, my chest tightened, and that's when I attempted to sit up. I couldn't. Something held down my wrists and ankles.

"It's okay," she said. When I looked back up at the dark-haired girl, I experienced the strange twinge again. It was pleasant. When I saw her, I enjoyed this jolt of attraction and desire. Simultaneously, I felt the subtle twitch between my legs. But that's when she reached down and touched my cheek. Her fingers brushed along the curve of my jaw, then down to my neck. "You’re going to start to wake up more and more, and then you'll feel a lot better. I promise. But for right now, would you like me to let you out of the restraints?"

"Yes, please," I said. This time, it wasn't just the higher pitch of my voice. It wasn't simply the fact that I sounded like a woman, or more likely a young girl. I still couldn't understand what was going on, but she reached down for my ankles, and she removed the first set of straps. She did the same with my wrists.

"Climb out," she said.

I was on some kind of table, and I could see the edges of a retracted, hemispherical lid. What was this thing? But I climbed off of the table, and I quickly realized I was naked. Hot blush rushed along my body as I looked around. The table was white and stark and glass and futuristic. The rest of the room seemed somehow gentler, like this piece of high tech equipment had been dropped into the middle of a random guest room in someone's house. I saw the closet, and I glanced over at the mirror, but this woman reached out and touched my cheeks again.

"Do you know who I am?" Her palms were pressed against my cheeks, and she made sure that I looked in her direction. That's when I realized something. She must've been really tall. Yes, she had a petite physique, but she was standing over me by one or two inches, at least. It was always rare that I've met a woman who was even close to my height. At six two, I usually towered above most of the females I encountered.

At first, I intended to tell her that I had no idea who she was. Yes, she was beautiful and I enjoyed being in her presence, but my brows creased, and then a name popped into my head. "You're Claire…" My voice trailed off, mostly because I still didn't understand how that was possible.

"That's right," she said. "My name is Claire Oliver, and I'm going to be taking care of you. I'm going to make sure that you have been properly trained, and then I will hand you off to your first client."

"My first client?"

"Don't worry about that. You don't have to worry about that at all. Now, I want you to look down. Look down at your boy part, Kristy."

Boy part? What was she talking about? I was a fully grown man...I worked out two or three times a week, and I was twenty-seven. I was...

Before I could think any more about this, she brushed her fingers up along my smooth cheeks and slid her hand into my hair. She pushed my head down, and that's when I saw my new body.

I didn't understand how this could be possible. First, I realized something. Claire wasn't exceptionally tall for a woman. If anything, she was shorter and very slender. Even so, she was taller than me! Somehow, I had shrunk. Not only that, the well-defined muscles of my biceps, pectorals, and abs had all been taken away. Instead, I looked smooth and soft and very, very feminine. All at once, I realized that I was a lot smaller and weaker than I had been before.

"How is this possible?" I squeaked out. My hands jumped up to the base of my throat. "And why do I sound like this?"

"I'm sorry about that," Claire told me. "Normally, you would spend more time in the chrysalis, but that wasn't really an option." The dark-haired woman standing over me shook her head from side to side; the light played along her midnight tresses as I struggled against the warring emotions deep within my chest. Part of me glanced up at her, and it felt like everything would be fine so long as I did as she said. Another part of me was freaking out! Seriously, how could something like this happen?

"Check out your boy part," she said.

My nostrils twitched, but I experienced the strange urge to do as she said. Lodged within me, this instinct to follow her commands seemed to sing through my body, and it seemed like a reasonable request. I obeyed her, dropping my hands to my crotch, and that's when I felt the small, pink chastity cage. It was tight around the base of my scrotum and along the curves of my manhood.

Somewhere online, I had come across chastity cages before. Maybe they were part of some meme; maybe a friend of mine sent a link to me as a joke. Either way, I recognized the pink tube and the band encircling the underside of my balls. And yet, my genitals had shrunk down…

"I'm smaller," I said, breathing out the words.

"That's right," she said. "I know. I know. This is always such a shock, but it's necessary. We put you in your panties, we want to make sure that you can behave like a proper slave girl."

"What?" I squeaked out.

"I'm sorry. I'm getting ahead of myself. For right now, I just want to know you can’t remove your chastity cage. Go on. Try."

In an instant, I decided I would remove it, only I was telling myself it had nothing to do with her instructions. Obviously, I wasn't going to wear some stupid, pink chastity cage! I was a man, and so I deserved to have access to every part of my body! My cock belonged to me, and then I noticed the small, heart-shaped lock. A fresh surge of anger shot through me, even as another, quieter instinct whispered about how the lock was actually really cute. Pushing that second voice aside, I tried to grab onto the cage. I tried to pull it, to remove it. I squirmed, wiggling my hips from side to side.

I didn't care what it took; I was going to remove this thing!

One way or another, I would get it off!

"Stop," Claire commanded.

Immediately, my hands pulled away from my chastity cage. I didn't make a conscious decision to listen to her. I didn't glance up and ponder the different options. Even though I wanted to keep going, I had stopped just because the stranger told me to.

Who was she?

"That's right," she said, touching one finger to the underside of my chin, forcing me to look up at her. She was beautiful, and I wanted to do what she said, but there was also something intimidating about her, like I could never compete with this woman. She was in charge, and she could do whatever she wished.

Where did those thoughts come from?

In that instant, I wanted to raise my hands and shove her back. I wanted to turn around and march toward the door. I needed to get out of there. I needed to escape or find a doctor or…

"It's okay," she said. "You're going to be one of our most popular girls, I can tell. Would you like to see yourself?" Before I could respond, she reached out and placed both of her hands on my shoulders. I was naked, and now she nudged me up in front of a full length mirror. When I saw it, my eyes widened, and I drank in my reflection.

Again and again, I itched to believe this had to be someone else. I was looking at the reflection of a young woman, maybe a girl who was pretty and a teenager; this couldn't be me. It had to be someone else!

I parted my lips and I meant to say something, only she reached up and touched her finger to my lips. She instantly silenced me, "Shush. Don't speak. I know. I know. The programming didn't completely take, so you're very confused, but we have an important VIP coming today, and he wanted someone just like you, Kristy."

At the back of my throat, I feel those words vibrate and form, "That's not my name." As hard as I tried, I couldn't speak, not even when she pulled her finger away from my mouth. So now she rested both of her hands on my shoulders and she gently squeezed. Despite the desire to spin around and shove her back, I stood there.

"Just look at you. Look at what a pretty girl you are," she said to me. "You have soft shoulders and these cute arms. You have the small hands and this flat little tummy. Look at these."

I hadn't really wanted to notice before, or maybe some part of my psyche had rebelled against seeing those details, but her hands dropped down to my chest, and she brushed her fingers along my mounds. The curves were supposed to be there. Worse, when she touched me, fresh waves of tingling heat washed over me, and then I could feel the twitch between my legs as my body responded.

"So pretty," she said as she dropped her hands down to my buttocks and squeezed. "Yes, you are. You are going to be such a pretty slave girl. We just need to get you dressed, I can test you, and then I can hand you off to your client."

"My client?" I asked, squeaking out the words. "I sell industrial equipment to factory managers."

"Not anymore," she said.

"What, what do you mean?"

"You see the machine right there?" Claire had her hands on my shoulders again, and she turned my whole body toward the table where I first awoke. "It's a Chrysalis Chamber. We use it to make pretty girls just like you. Now, we have a select group of clients who have very specific tastes, and you will cater to their needs, Kristy."

"That's not my name," I whispered. I attempted to push as much vehemence as I could into those words, only my voice trailed off. As hard as I tried, I couldn't get angry. I fought to summon some burst of primal, troglodyte rage. It didn't work. Instead, I stood there, timid and defenseless.

"Would you like me to get you dressed? Would you like me to put you in something cute and sweet before I test you?"

"No…"

"Say yes," she instructed.

My lips parted, and I knew what I had to say. I understood exactly which words were needed. I knew what I wanted to tell her, yet another sound buzzed at the back of my throat, I couldn't resist it. "Yes," I whispered.

"That's right," she said. "You're a slave girl now, and you want to do whatever you're told. It doesn't matter who gives you the command. You love being obedient."

"That, that's not true," I told her.

"You know, if you obey, we might let you out of your chastity cage for a little while. Would you like that?"

My miniaturized shaft struggled against the chastity cage. I could feel the tension right there between my legs as it pushed up against the curves and contours of its restrictive prison. Hot frustration kindled at the bottom of my stomach, but there was nothing I could do about it. Worse, Claire had asked me a question, so the urge to answer was right there, right behind my eyes, in between my ears, "Yes. Yes, I would like that very much," I told her. When I spoke, I sounded like some little girl, participating in a pretend tea party.

"That's what I thought," she said.

Claire sauntered over to the closet and slid the door open. She gathered up an outfit and carried it back over to the table. She set down the various items, only to pick up something pink for me to wear. She held it up, by the corners and lifted it up for me to see.

When I saw the small, skimpy pair of pink panties, my eyes widened. I saw the ruffles, little bows along the sides, and the moisture drained away from my mouth.

"No," I said with a defiant shake my head. Yes, this required all the willpower I possessed. Since I knew what she wanted me to do, but I wasn't going to wear anything like that! This looked like little girl panties. Actually, worse, they reminded me of something a woman might wear in order to allude to sexy innocence.

"Yes," she said. With that single syllable, she held them out, and I could feel this itching desire to take the panties and obey her.

Somehow, I pushed my fingertips down against the palms of my hands, and I held out. I resisted the urge to obey her, even if those desires swirled powerfully deep within my gut.

That's when she shoved me back, and I was suddenly seated on the edge of the Chrysalis Chamber's table. She lifted my feet, slid the panties up along the length of my legs, and suddenly I was wearing this girlish underwear. The snug, slinky silk encapsulated my crotch. I glanced down, and now my cock and balls looked like they had completely disappeared.

"Very cute," she said. "But now you want to put on this," she said to me.

When I saw the padded bra, my eyes widened. She came up behind me, and she hooked the harness around my chest. I could feel the strap slide over my shoulders. Just like the panties, the bra was tight against my body. It was restrictive and snug. I wouldn’t be able to forget what I was wearing.

"There we go," Claire said. "That's right. You want to be a pretty little slave girl for me, don't you?"

"No…" I said. I had intended to shout that single word. Instead, I just barely whispered it. In fact, I couldn't tell whether or not Claire had even noticed.

"Tell me you want to be a pretty little slave girl. Tell me look cute in your panties and your bra. You can't wait for me to put you in a pleated skirt and a button-up blouse with a red ribbon around your neck."

This time, I managed to disobey, but only because I focused on what all of those items put together would look like. "You want to dress me like a schoolgirl?"

"Yes," she said simply. The word cut across the air. It was so assertive and powerful. Somehow, I couldn't match her tone. "Now be a good girl for me, Kristy. Tell me how you want me to dress you."

I needed to push away from the table. I needed to run toward the door and escape. Maybe if I found a doctor, they would be able to reverse this process, whatever had happened to me. As hard as I tried, I couldn't do it. She was right there in front of me, and this woman exuded authority. I felt like I was caught in her gravity, and so there was no way for me to escape.

"I want you to dress me," I said.

"Very good," she replied. That's when she grabbed me and pulled me forward. She held up the white blouse. When I saw it, I immediately discerned the differences. Of course, I had worn collared and button-up shirts over the course of my life, but there was something so different, soft and light and feminine about this shirt. Maybe it was the fact that it wasn't very long. Maybe it was the slender cut of the sleeves. In any case, she held it up, and I slipped my arms into place.

Again and again, I tried to stop myself, only I couldn't do it. Then she worked the buttons on my shirt, and next, she held up the skirt.

It was worse. It was so, so much worse! Black and blue with a plaid pattern, it looked exactly like something some high school girl would have been forced to wear. The only difference was the length. The skirt was short. It was so ridiculously short!

I stared at the fabric as she held it up.

"Put it on," she instructed. I saw the zipper along the side, and I took the skirt from her. Moment by moment, I wanted to fling it down onto the floor and kick it beneath my heel. There was absolutely no way I was going to wear a skirt. Even if I was already wearing a bra, blouse, and panties, I knew I could stop. I had to stop!

Instead, I stepped into the skirt, lifted it up along the length of my legs, and then I pulled up the zipper and it tightened around my waist.

"And these," she said, handing me a pair of socks. At first, they looked normal enough. I leaned against the side of the table and pulled them up along my toes, all the way up to my knees. Yes, I was wearing knee-high socks. Last, she handed me a pair of black, leather shoes with silver buckles. I stared at her.

"Yes, they look old-fashioned," Claire said. "It might be so cute on you."

I slipped my feet into the shoes. They felt strange, especially because they had higher heels. They strained my calves, and probably made me look even more feminine.

Finally, Claire grabbed the red ribbon, and she pulled it around my neck, tying it just beneath the curves of the collar on my blouse. And when she finished, she grabbed me and pulled me over to the mirror. I saw my blonde hair again, my bright blue eyes, my small nose, and my full lips. I looked like a girl. I kept searching for some hint of my old masculinity. Maybe a little bit of stubble? Maybe some strength in my jaw?

No, it had all been somehow taken away by the Chrysalis Chamber. My heart hammered faster, and then she said, "You look so cute. But you know, our VIP is going to want more than just cute. Let's do your makeup!"

"No!"

She wrapped her arms around my waist, pulled me close, held me tight, and said, "Tell me you want to be a pretty slave girl."

"I, I want to be a pretty slave girl," I told her. The Chrysalis Chamber had done more than simply modify my body. It had somehow altered my psyche. Every time she gave me a command, I experienced the urge to obey. Listening, and doing as I was told seemed so much easier and simpler than trying to fight or resist.

Maybe she was right. Maybe the desire had been implanted deep within my psyche.

No! Behind my eyes, I struggled against those urges. Again and again, I told myself that I needed to fight. I had to battle these urges to win. I couldn't become a slave girl. I couldn't let this woman strip away my independence and freedom. I wasn't going to become her slut!

In spite of these silent declarations, she reached out and told me, "You are such a good girl. That's right to tell me exactly what I want to hear because you can't help yourself, can you? Deep down, you know who you are and you know exactly where you belong."

"Please, take all of this stuff off," I pleaded with her.

"No," she told me. "We need to do your makeup. Now stand in front of the mirror."

It felt strange and awkward to do so, but I obeyed. She pulled my hands behind my back. She crossed my wrists, and I felt like I was a toy, that I had become her doll, and now I was on display.

"Close your eyes," she commanded.

I should have been able to keep my eyes open. I just had to stare straight ahead to defy her. And if I could resist this one command, then perhaps I could fight through others. Maybe she wouldn't be able to influence or manipulate me…

As much as I loved those thoughts, I closed my eyes. I did it automatically and without thinking. It was just so easy to obey her. I did exactly what she wanted, and it felt right somehow.

When she giggled, I could hear that wicked smile in her chortling notes of amusement, "That's right. You like doing as you're told, don't you? It makes you feel good. It makes you happy to obey. It doesn't matter if it will be me or one of your clients. You will do whatever you're told. You might try to fight it, but that makes you even more adorable." She reached up and pinched my cheek. I still had my eyes shut.

Then I started to feel the brushes. She started with my cheeks. Next, she slid something along my lips. Gloss? Lipstick? From there, she lengthened my eyelashes and applied something to the spaces just beneath my brows.

The seconds tumbled into minutes, and I couldn't stop her. My body felt frozen in place, like I really had become just a toy. I was a bobble and a plaything, and I didn't know how to retake control. Occasionally, she said, "That's right beauties want to stand there like a good girl." Her words reinforced my captivity. Frozen in place, I didn't move.

Then, finally, she stepped back. "Okay, pretty girl. Check out your reflection." Again, it was a command. The words washed across my brain and body, and I obeyed her. I opened my eyes, and then I saw my reflection.

If I had seen a girl like this walk into a club or a bar, I would have jumped up to my feet and strode across the room to ask her out. I would have stopped her and let my eyes slide up and down along the length of her body from her shining leather shoes to her short skirt, her toned legs and her flat stomach, then there was that pretty face.

But that was my face! I wasn’t checking out some girl! This was me!

I saw the blush and foundation on my cheeks, the eyeshadow, and the red lipstick.

"You look beautiful," she said. "In fact, I'm sure we’re going to make a lot of money off of you."

"No…" I whispered.

"Yes," she said as she walked over to the closet.

For the next few seconds or minutes, I remained entranced.

At first, I just studied my reflection like some narcissistic high school girl. I kept staring. Perhaps I wanted to convince myself that I was searching for some sign or hint of the man I had been before they abducted me. Little by little, however, I had to accept the truth. I was studying my reflection because there was something interesting about the pretty face looking back at me. I didn't know how they had done it, but I looked dainty and soft, sweet and innocent, all at the same time.

"Look at me," Claire commanded.

When I turned around, I expected to see her again, still wearing those black pants and that matching shirt. Instead, she had pulled off her shirt, revealing a white tank top underneath. Not only that, her pants were gone. Instead of panties, I saw her wearing a strap on harness. The moisture drained away from my mouth, especially because I knew what I would have to do.

"Get over here, girl," she commanded.

I moved forward, taking one tentative step after another. Then she lifted her hand, and she ran her fingers through my blonde hair. She pushed me down onto my knees, and suddenly I was poised right there in front of her. Her dildo was right in front of my face.

"Suck," she commanded.

"No, I won't," I said with a frantic shake of my head.

"Yes, you will," she promised me. "You are slave girl, so you can't help yourself. You know somewhere deep down that you belong on your knees. You want to suck cock, don't you? You want to be an obedient little slut. You don't want to think for yourself, do you?"

I should have snorted or scoffed. I should have been able to laugh in her face. There was absolutely no way I wanted to "suck cock". And yet…

Those urges continued to swirl. It spun through my body. I was already dressed like some horny schoolgirl. I couldn't help myself, so now I looked up along the length of her body. I was down on my knees, and she seemed so powerful. She was like this goddess, and I had to worship her. I was her toy, so she could play with me however she liked. She had already dressed me.

Besides, it was just a dildo, I tried to rationalize. This wouldn't really change anything, would it?

Right?

I already knew the obvious answer, yet that hardly mattered because she could have me however she wished. In the span of just one or two seconds, I ran through those thoughts before I leaned forward. I stuck out my tongue, and I started to lick the underside of her dildo. "That's right," she said. "You like worshiping me, don't you? You see I’m your superior, and you must obey. You can't help yourself because it feels right. Tell me it feels right."

With a satisfied yet humiliating whisper, I told her, "It feels right."

"You like sucking my cock, don't you?"

"Yes," I said. "I, I like sucking your cock."

"And you're going to do this for anyone who asks, won't you? You understand that you are a slut, and you deserve to be used."

"Yes," I said.

"Perfect. I can still see some of that resistance in your eyes, but it doesn't really matter. If anything, our VIP is going to have fun with you, because you will try to resist but you'll fail, and you’ll look just so adorable as you do it."

"Yes…" I moaned even as I wrapped my lips around her member. I licked and sucked, gliding my tongue along those curves. At the same time, my lips tightened around her length.

Then she reached into my hair. She took a firm grip on my scalp, and she started to pump my face. My eyes widened with shock, yet I didn't tell her to stop.

"That's right. Keep sucking. You know you belong on your knees, don't you? Good girl. There's a good slave girl!" Excitement reverberated through her voice. It wasn't a matter of physical sensation; instead, she reveled in the power and authority she wielded over me. Maybe she knew about my previous life. Maybe she understood the kind of man I had been. As hard as I tried, I still couldn't recall my name. There were flashes of memory in the sense that I was supposed to be bigger and taller and stronger, but I could feel those urges fading. Instead, I felt like I needed to be this pretty, dainty girl. I belonged in a short, pleated skirt. The blouse started to feel more comfortable, like this attire really fit me somehow…

"Very good," she said, pulling free.

Her shaft glistened right in front of me, but then the corners of her eyes crinkled. "Now, I think you're ready for our client."

Our client. That's what she said, but that's not what she really meant.

This individual would be my client. When she took me by the hand, I should have jerked away, but I couldn't do it. Instead, I found myself following her. She escorted me out of the room, down a carpeted hall, and straight to another door. She opened it, and suddenly I saw the fourposter pink bed. It looked like something a little girl might have appreciated. The walls matched, and my throat clenched. Then I saw the shackles at the corners of the bed.

"It'll be interesting to see whether or not he needs those," she said. Then she brushed her fingers through my hair and smirked. "You know, I think we should do something with your hair, especially since he hasn't arrived yet." Holding onto my hand again, she pulled me over toward the small desk. She sat me down, and then she quickly tied my blonde tresses into a pair of pigtails. Once I realized what was happening, I tried to protest, but I couldn't do it.

"There," she said. The white ribbons matched my blouse.

"Have fun," she said, patting me on the head.

She got up and walked away.

I remained there, seated at the desk, my knees held together, my hands resting demurely on my skirt.

The door closed behind her, and I knew I needed to jump up onto my feet and try to escape.

Something held me in place. I wasn't restrained, but that didn't matter.

Then, right as I started to stand up, the door opened, and that's when I saw him.

"Hello, Sir."

"Hello, Kristy," he said.

He walked over to me, and I was still seated at the desk. Just as Claire had done, he reached out, and he brushed his fingers along my neck, then up to the underside of my chin. When he touched me, something inside of me tensed. I wanted to be close to this man. I had the urge to get on my knees in front of him, and to promise my obedience and service, whatever that meant.

He had a little bit of stubble along his cheeks. He had broad shoulders, and I caught the aroma of his cologne. This man exuded power and independence. He was the kind of individual who could make up his own rules. I imagined him as a successful businessman.

The moisture drained away from my mouth, and he asked, "Are you ready to be a good girl for me?"

"No," I wanted to call out. I needed to say something like, "I'm not going to do this. I have been abducted and transformed. I’m not supposed to be some dumb, slutty girl!"

Instead of saying anything like that, I told him, "I, I don't know."

"It's okay if you're shy," he said. "Let's start with something easy. On your knees."

I slipped off of the seat, and I dropped down in front of him. He ran his fingers along the top of my head, and then he unzipped his pants. He pulled out his cock, and I saw his member, and suddenly I felt myself salivate. I wanted to dispute this. I hated it so much. When I saw his cock, I kept waiting for disgust to shoot through my body, only these people had reprogrammed me.

Even if I couldn't comprehend how something like this might be possible, I still had to deal with the reality of my situation, and now he grinned. "That's right. You want to suck my cock, don't you?"

"Yes, Sir," I said.

"Good girl. Now, let's see what you can do." He grinned down at me, and I didn't know exactly how I was supposed to respond or react. Then I leaned forward. I stuck out my tongue, and I licked the side of his shaft. I tasted him! The heat and solidity of his body sent shivers racing down my back. The next moment, I withdrew, hoping maybe I could look up at him and tell him what had happened. I wasn't supposed to be some pretty girl there to please him. I was supposed to be a man, someone who could make his own decisions! But no, I wasn't a man, not with these long toned legs, my dainty feet or my small hands. I was a girl now. My heart hammered faster.

I leaned forward, directed my lips around his cock as he watched.

"Look at me," he demanded.

Silently, I tried to disobey. Instead, I lifted my gaze, and I stared up at him. He was watching me, smirking, and enjoying my subservience. Worse, I tightened my lips around his shaft as I serviced him. I dipped my head forward, only to drop back. I wanted to stop. I didn't.

But he grabbed my pigtails, and he pumped my face. He used me like I really was nothing but his sex toy. I had become a prop and a plaything, and he used me. He pushed forward it drew back again and again. I kept expecting my gag reflex to kick in, but my new owners had trained me. They had programmed me, so I licked and slurped like an obedient slut.

Then he let go.

"I want you on that bed."

"No. I, I can't," I said.

I jumped up onto my feet, and I took one tentative step after another.

The client grinned, revealing the edges of his teeth. The corners of his eyes crinkled with amusement, especially when I jumped forward like a frightened deer.

His arm shot out, and he grabbed me. He threw me onto the bed. The next thing I knew, I was on my stomach, and he grabbed my wrists and pulled them up towards the corners of the bed. He started to tie me down! I flailed out with my feet. Maybe if I had been able to think clearly, I would have been able to really fight back, only it didn't work.

He tied me down. Then he lifted up my skirt, he yanked down my panties, and he smacked my ass. "A good slut does as she's told," he told me. "A good slut services her superior without question. And she definitely doesn't try to run away."

"I'm sorry!" I cried out. Worse, I actually meant it. Guilt and regret filled my chest.

He spanked me hard, one, two, three, six times. I lost count. But my backside was ready, and he freed his cock all over again. He was still wet with my saliva, but he grabbed one hand around my neck even as he used the other to slide his cock down between my butt cheeks. He penetrated me, and I loved it! Hot pleasure and sharp humiliation exploded through my body as he pushed down. I was this dainty girl, and this was how he wanted to use me. He took me.

Instinctively, I struggled against the straps holding me to the bed.

The client pumped down into me. At the same time, he held onto my neck. He squeezed, and he was choking me and thrusting into me all at the same time, and my new reflexes reacted. My body tensed, and he savored the tight heat of my frame. He had wanted a pretty girl, and he could take me however he wanted.

"That's right," he growled down into my ear, "You know where you belong, don't you, slut?"

I tried to gasp out something, but I couldn't breathe! Finally, he let go of my neck, only to grab onto my pigtails. He pulled on my blonde hair as he used me.

He pumped me harder and faster, and then he exploded. I sensed the way his body tensed behind me as he finished. I took it, every inch of his cock. Then he pulled back, and he laughed.

"I’ll let your handler know that I'm done with you," he said, patting me on the head.

That was only my first client. There would be many, many more.

The End
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