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Cuts and Corrections

This was going to be awkward and uncomfortable. Considering how he wanted to become a lawyer, he also saw it as excellent practice.

Josh Sawyer stopped outside of the restaurant, he straightened his back, rolled his shoulders, stretched his fingers, and exhaled. To some neutral observer, he probably seemed nervous, a young man about to head into a fancy restaurant for a first date or maybe even a proposal. Although he did indeed need to prepare, that observer still would have been very wrong. Josh drew another breath, pushed his way through the doors, and quickly scanned the different tables until he saw her. Emma. She really was lovely with her long and straight black hair, especially the way her mane curved at the tips. Not only that, she had vibrant blue eyes and those soft freckles. From a distance, they weren't noticeable. As he got closer, however, he saw them and resisted the urge to smile.

“You haven't ordered anything?”

“No,” she said. “I figured our conversation would be more important.”

Josh quickly turned back, lifted his hand, and caught the attention of the server. “Two glasses of wine,” he called out. “Something white.” Without waiting for the follow-up questions, he turned back toward his girlfriend.

“I take it you disagree?” Emma asked, that edge sliding into her voice.

“Not at all,” he replied smoothly. “I know exactly how important this is.”

“Fine,” she replied. “If you need some alcohol, I guess I understand. Then go on. Talk.”

They hadn't seen each other face-to-face since Friday. It was Monday afternoon now. He thought of his weekend, everything that had happened, and what he now had to say to this woman. Simultaneously, Josh probed his own feelings. He thought of that little twitch of nervous energy in the pit of his stomach and reveled in one simple fact: he could control it.

As far as Josh could tell, feelings had always existed like that: somehow distant yet still accessible. Obviously, he felt them. He wasn't heartless, not completely. After all, he could still look over at Emma, admire the way the light played across her hair, the little blush on her cheeks, the curve of her lips, the shape of her neck and shoulders, the curves of her breasts…

For a second, he was tempted to try to go for something else. He wondered what it would’ve been like to dart between the different possible answers, to eventually reach out, to take her hand, to look into her eyes, and to say something apparently sincere. To her, these would be the right words.

When he first enrolled as an undergraduate, he remembered the vaguest sense of condescension that came from all over the science and engineering majors whenever his course of study came up. English and political science? What was the point? There were plenty of snide comments about working at Starbucks, at least until he told them that he intended to be a lawyer. As an attorney, he would need to understand language. He’d need to understand rhetoric, argumentation, and the logic required to bind various positions together. In fact, he could see that first step: mastering the skills, taking the LSAT, law school, internships, becoming an associate, partner, and eventually starting his own firm. He wanted to build something great, something that spanned the globe, a powerhouse of legal minds dedicated to the pursuit of something great. He wanted to become a kingmaker, someone utterly unstoppable, someone who could be ruthless without having to play pretend.

All of that would come later, of course.

In the meantime, he had to be patient, especially because he was once again tempted by that girl sitting in front of him.

He took a moment. He made a point of glancing around, as though that nervous energy kept him from looking back into her face. If another man had tried something like that, he probably would have come off as weak and pathetic. Josh was different, however. He knew how he looked with his thick brown hair, his sharp eyes, strong jaw, and statuesque features. For a very long time, girls had been attracted to him. He remembered noticing that for the first time in the sixth grade. This group of girls started teasing him. Initially, it had been annoying, only then he started talking to them and joking with them. Eventually, he noticed how they all seemed so eager for his attention. Little by little, he started to understand what kind of influence he could have on the fairer sex. Although he didn't like to think about it, some of that skill came from his mother's tutelage; while he had grown up, she had given him consistent lessons about female psychology, teaching him how he could apply the right effort at the right time to provoke the desired reaction. He needed to learn about each individual, consider her needs and desires, her pain points and expectations. Using that information, he could get whatever he liked. Granted, his mother never used those specific terms, but the lessons still stuck.

With that uncertainty still stretching across his face, he wondered about the challenge. He contemplated what it would take to get this girl to extend her hand and to take his so that he could pull her close. Then he could cup her cheeks, tilt her head to the side, lean in, and kiss her. Between every darting movement of his mouth against hers, he would remind her of what they could do and what they could be together. He would kiss her frantically, and fervently, igniting those urges deep within her. He would take her by the hand, bring her back to her apartment, open the door and push her down onto her bed. He would straddle her, his knees pressing against her flanks as he grabbed her wrists and pinned her. At the same time, she’d lose herself when he finally plunged his cock between her legs. He loved doing that with those various girls, feeling the slight distinctions in their bodies, hearing those little shifts in their voices as they cried out, each girl yearning for something slightly different yet always the same.

Not this time, he decided.

That night, he really needed to study. Besides, he had already enjoyed himself with Emma. He had memorized the contours of her breasts and all of the sounds she made. Lying with her for the sake of nostalgia seemed like a waste of time.

Still, his expression didn’t change. “We need to talk about Amy,” he said.

“She texted me. She said you cheated with her...she said...she said...” Emma's voice cracked. Her eyes watered. Angrily, she tried to wipe the tears away from her vision, but she didn't completely succeed. “She said you were both at a party, and she got drunk, and you slept with her.”

“It’s true,” he said. “It's all true. I had fun with her. She did this thing with her mouth, and it felt amazing. She might say she was drunk, but she was tipsy at best. That girl knew exactly what she was doing. Think about that when you consider how your friendship will proceed.”

Emma's brows tightened as she struggled through that battle between confusion, disgust, anger and hurt. He had cheated on her? Seriously? As far as Emma was concerned, something like that wasn't supposed to be possible. Obviously, she understood the concept. So many of her friends had been cheated on, but she was supposed to be the sweet girl, the smart girl, the one who could avoid this kind of infidelity. Besides, she had settled into the knowledge that she was with this amazing guy.

After all, Josh always knew the right things to say. He knew how to smile, how to reassure her, how to read her body language and tone of voice. Most of the time, there would be something she might want or need, and he would be able to figure it out before she even articulated those desires for herself. Fighting through that disorientation of seeing this man admit the truth, she crossed her arms over her chest, and she tried to glare at him as ferociously as possible. Emma didn't really succeed even as she asked, “So what do you have to say for yourself?”

“Emma, I love you because I have so much fun with you. You’re amazing in so many different ways.” As he spoke, he could see the anger on her face begin to crack away. After all, he was the only guy she’d chosen to be with. Even if they hadn't technically discussed marriage, the idea was there. As college seniors, they had been dating for more than a year. Throughout that time, he had been so sweet, so handsome, and so perfect in so many different ways. He knew how to give her what she desired (and expected)...until now. “You're funny, smart, and ambitious. But to be honest, that isn't enough for me, so I'm breaking up with you.”

“You're breaking up with me? You’re cheating on me and breaking up with me?”

“Yes,” he said simply. “Right now, I want something different. Our expectations don't align, so I think you should probably go now.”

“You're breaking up with me? I found out about how you cheated on me! You, you don't get to do this. You don’t get to sound like this!”

“Sound like what?” Josh asked. “I’ve kept my tone honest and professional.”

“You, you…” Jagged disappointment clouded her face even as her eyes tightened. She was crying again, but she was fighting it so hard. “You can't do this. You can't do this to me. What the hell is wrong with you?”

“Are you going to leave?”

By this point, the line hadn't yet arrived, and she never ordered anything to drink. She actually glanced down at the table, and he could tell that she wanted to pick up a cup filled with something cold and icy to throw in his face. From there, she glanced over at the other tables, but she wasn't going to be rude. She didn't want to make that kind of spectacle of herself, especially because she knew she would probably look like some bratty, catty girl unable to control her emotions. As far as he was concerned, she would be right about that.

She jumped to her feet, her knuckles clenched, and her nails dug down into her palms. “You bastard,” she hissed before she stomped away.

Once she was gone, he leaned back. He looked over toward the bar. Sure enough, he saw this girl with short, wavy red hair. Opening his mouth slightly, he ran the tip of his tongue along the edges of his teeth as he often did when he hunted.

He studied her for a few seconds, picked out a few useful details, and got up from his table. He walked over and sat down onto the bar next to her with casual ease.

Even from a distance, he spotted that one detail. He picked up his phone, aimed the camera lens, and zoomed in. With her back to him, that petite redhead didn't see what he was doing. In fact, he moved with the casual ease of someone who had every right to do whatever he liked. Young and attractive, he didn't draw unwanted attention. If anyone saw him, they probably just assumed he was taking a picture of the restaurant for his social feeds. Emma was gone, but he would get bored soon, so he needed another distraction. That redhead would do.

He took a picture of the keychain on her bag. He searched online, found some background, a few details, and nodded to himself.

“I hope you don't mind, but I saw the keychain on your back. You're a fan of My Dress-Up Darling?” She blinked, confused, and apparently surprised that he recognized the somewhat obscure anime. When it came to girls, he understood the importance of broadening his experiences. By expressing just a little bit of interest, he could ingratiate himself.

Better yet, she glanced up. He watched the different emotions play across her face. In so many ways, people could be so obvious. In that first fraction of a second, there was annoyance since she assumed he was just a guy trying to hit on her (technically, she was right about that), only then she saw him, realized he was handsome, and suddenly reconsidered. Right after that, she processed his question. The girl blinked, confused. She didn't understand how he could have known that.

“Your bag,” he said. “I saw the keychain. Very cute.”

“You're a fan too? I...I didn't think anyone watched that show,” she said.

“It's a really fun little show,” he said. “It's a shame they didn't include a second season.”

“Right?” That instant trust from before suddenly faded away, and they were talking.

Pretty soon, he would take her back to her place. He always enjoyed fucking redheads, and this girl would be an excellent pallet cleanser after the unpleasantness (not really) of dumping Emma.

Sabrina Sawyer waited patiently for her son. She had been very successful over the course of her career. Unofficially, she told people she made her money through key investments. It was true enough since she owned properties across the city. Additionally, she had always been patient when it came to the market. While so many men raced after the latest trend, Sabrina had been willing to focus on consistent growth and profitable companies even if they didn’t come with a flashy story about “the next big thing”. For her, it had been easy enough, if only because she knew how to control her emotions.

Underneath the investments, however, had come her initial source of income. She thought of the men she had trained and enslaved. She smiled at the thought, thinking through those different relationships. Some of those men had been sold off in one way or another. Others she had released once she was confident that they no longer required her attention. Ultimately, she was proud of the work she had done.

When it came to her boy, there was a different sort of ambivalence.

She didn't remember exactly when the idea coalesced behind her eyes. She never discussed it with anyone in particular. Instead, it simply germinated, growing little by little, especially as she had watched him develop.

Oddly enough, Emma had really made Sabrina question whether or not that original plan should be put into effect.

To put it simply, her boy deserved to be sissified. Occasionally, she smiled wistfully as she considered the different possibilities. In lots of ways, Josh was cute. More than one girl had commented on his high cheekbones, his long lashes, and his full lips. Additional modifications would be required, but Sabrina saw the potential there. At the same time, she recognized how he had grown up.

Brash, brazen, determined and ruthless, Josh was growing up into the kind of obnoxious alpha boy who thought he deserved to rule the world. Even if he made the right sounds about feminism and equality, his ambitions were clear: he intended to rule. He wanted to be the kind of guy who sat in the penthouse office, the kind of guy who could grab his secretary's ass or pull her in for a kiss before he slid his hand up her skirt and ultimately bent her over his desk. Of course, as a lawyer, he would make sure she signed so many NDA's that she would never be able to do anything about those advances. He'd get what he wanted without any kind of consequence.

She calmed down, locking her teeth together.

When he started dating Emma, however, Sabrina had started to wonder if maybe her boy would take a different path. Perhaps he could be a lawyer, someone powerful and competent. Maybe he could do all of this while also being a reasonably good man.

Only that afternoon, Josh had casually informed her, “Yeah. I think I'm going to dump Emma tonight.”

So now, Sabrina needed to know whether or not she was going to make a call.

Someone else might have accused her of unfairness. After all, Josh had no idea. He had blithely gone through his education, casually earning amazing grades and succeeding where so many others had struggled. Even so, she had planned this for a long time. She had made the arrangements. Emma may have given her reason to pause and reconsider, but it was time for Sabrina to make the decision.

That night, the door opened. She was waiting for him in the living room, one leg crossed over the other. She held her cup of tea to her lips; steam continued to rise up.

“You’re home late,” she said. Technically, he didn't have a curfew, so that wasn't an issue.

“And you're up late,” he said. “Is everything okay?”

“I was worried about you,” she said. Honestly. “Have a seat. I’d like to hear how your night went.”

“Pretty amazing, actually,” he said. “Are you sure you want to know?”

He didn't look drunk, but Sabrina could sense the difference. In some ways, her boy was always so controlled, but he knew how to keep his emotions locked down whenever necessary. But right then and there, he only saw Sabrina as his mother. He didn't know the truth about her; he didn't understand what kind of existence she had chosen for herself, or how she believed the world was actually supposed to work, especially for someone like him.

“I do,” she said. “What happened?”

“Well, we were hanging out and talking about her favorite show for a little bit. Then I suggested we go back to her place. She was a little bit nervous, but it was a blast.”

“You did all this with Emma?”

Josh snorted, “Emma? No. I broke up with her.”

“Why did you break up with her?”

“Because I cheated on her and the other girl ratted me out.”

Sabrina could feel something at the pit of her stomach go cold as she watched him. Worse, he started talking again, only this boy's words turned into this distant buzz of white noise. He was talking about how he had seduced this other girl, how he had played with her and teased her, touching her all over. He laughed at more than one point.

After a little while, he finally realized that Sabrina didn't seem amused. “Don't worry,” he said. “She was definitely into it.”

“I'm sure,” she said. “So you are done with Emma now?”

“Emma was kind of boring,” he said. “Don't get me wrong. She was a sweet girl, and I'm sure she's going to do great for herself, but I'm not interested in some country club lifestyle. You know what I mean?”

“Yes,” Sabrina said. Through much of her adulthood, she had felt the same way. Granted, she made the world a better place with her adventures.

“Anyway, it's really late. I'm going to head off to bed.”

“Good night,” she said.

The next morning, he didn't mention Emma or their conversation. As far as he was concerned, it wasn't a big deal one way or the other. Instead, he wanted to ask, “Is there anything I can do to help with the trip? Any arrangements you want me to make? Anything at all?”

“I already had my friend make all of the preparations for you,” Sabrina told her son. “Basically, you graduate, we head off, and you get your gap year. You did everything I asked. Amazing grades. Extracurriculars. All of it.”

“Thank you,” he said. At that moment, she had to wonder whether or not he really meant it. Clearly, this boy knew how to lie.

At the graduation ceremony, she had given him a hug, and he promised he would take some of this time to continue to study for the LSAT. Although he intended to push his way through law school, he also informed her that he wanted this chance to rest. With a gap year, he’d have the opportunity to recharge and prepare himself. Along the way, he could learn even more. Not only that, he understood that his career would be a marathon, not a sprint. Rushing into a difficult program could be a disaster, especially if it proved harder than he expected.

Several days after the graduation, the photos, and those sentimental goodbyes and best wishes to his classmates, they got on a plane, they flew, the driver picked them up at the other airport, and they made their way out into the wilderness. At least, that was how it felt to a boy like Josh. Since he had grown up surrounded by money in the heart of the city, he wasn't quite sure what to make of the expansive fields, the dark skies, the thick groves of trees, rivers or the sloping hills and their jagged rocks.

Still, he didn't complain.

Sabrina would take her son to meet James and Veronica, two of her oldest friends.

Strangely enough, Josh couldn't remember his mother ever mentioning them. Then again, he hadn't really paid attention to a lot of her stories. When she had useful advice, he listened. When she talked about her old friends and associates, he often let his mind wander while pretending to pay attention.

Really, it was just an excuse. He was getting on a plane to go on his global adventure, so his mother opted to tag along. Considering that she was the one paying for the entire adventure, he knew he couldn't complain very much.

Exhausted after the flight despite the first-class seats, Josh could barely keep his eyes open as the car pulled up in front of the estate. He marveled at the expansive green lawns, the columns outside the front doors, the triangular roof, and at the expansive wings stretching to the left and right. In the city, a couple of his friends and their families claimed to own mansions. A few of the sororities and fraternities also insisted that their homes were technically mansions as well. Granted, those same houses were crammed with young women and men. But still, those houses qualified as mansions, so that term went into all of the marketing materials.

This, however, seemed like something completely different. It was a country estate, massive and one that reminded him more of some small city than an actual house. He honestly wondered whether or not hundreds or thousands of people could fit in a place like this.

The driver got out, opened the doors for them, and loaded up the luggage. Josh pushed through his exhaustion, and he followed his mother up the front steps. The doors opened, and he saw a man and woman.

“James,” Sabrina said as she reached out and gave the man a hug.

Right away, Josh instinctively ran through his evaluation. This man was a little bit taller. He was older as well with some gray in his hair and down along the streaks of his stubble. Still, he was well dressed in a finely tailored shirt and pants. His shoes also looked expensive, at least in an understated way. These were the kinds of people who relied on brand names. Instead, it took a keen eye to recognize what kind of wealth they wore and the thousands of dollars they put into each garment.

Sabrina pulled away from her old friend, she leaned over, and she embraced Veronica. Again, Josh took those quick seconds to evaluate this woman. She was more attractive than he had expected. Although she was obviously older, he found himself intrigued by the curves of her breasts, the way they filled out her blouse, and her tight yoga pants. Clearly, this woman worked out. Just as clearly, he could have had a lot of fun sliding his hands along the contours of her petite frame.

“It's so good to see you,” Sabrina said to her friends. “And let me introduce you to Josh. Josh, this is James and Veronica.”

When Josh and James shook hands, the younger man was careful to use a solid grip. He understood how the previous generations had cared about those sorts of things. When Veronica leaned in to hug him, he gave her a quick embrace as well before pulling back. “It's good to meet you,” he said.

“The two of you must be exhausted. Please, come in,” Veronica motioned for them to follow.

The inside of the house was just as splendid as the outside. Josh didn't know much about paintings, fine vases, or the statuary that adorned the different hallways, but he understood that he was surrounded by a great deal of wealth. Strictly speaking, he didn't know if he was actually impressed. Personally, Josh probably preferred to have extra zeros on his bank account statements rather than these displays of success. At the same time, however, he could understand the necessity. Maybe James and Veronica invited wealthy patrons, donors, or other powerbrokers. If that was the case, this sort of demonstration may have been necessary.

When he eventually became an attorney, Josh would probably have to play those sorts of games. He hoped not. In his ideal future, he would be able to make his arguments, win his cases, and build his reputation without the trappings of money. He still intended to get rich, but he didn't wish to be beholden to these sorts of dynamics.

All too often, he suspected that the rich and powerful lost sight of what truly gave them influence. Money could be helpful, but Josh wanted to crush his opponents in the courtroom. After that, he wanted to see those looks of fear on the other lawyers' faces. He wanted his reputation to become a weapon; he hoped his keen logic and expert analysis would morph into something truly frightening.

Those ambitions could wait. Right then and there, he really did want to sleep.

“I can show you to your room,” Veronica said.

He followed after her. She talked about her home, and he made all of the appropriate listening noises. She opened the door for him, motioned for him to step inside, and he found his bed. “Just let us or one of the staff know if you need anything.”

Staff? That was especially impressive. Then again, it made perfect sense, considering how this huge estate stretched so far across the landscape.

“Will do,” he said. “Thank you so much for your hospitality.”

“Absolutely,” she replied. She closed the door, and Josh just threw himself on the bed. He didn't even bother taking off his shoes or climbing under the blankets. He just rolled onto his side, closed his eyes, and told himself he intended to rest his eyes for a few minutes. Within seconds, the exhaustion claimed him.

“If you have any doubts, now is the time,” Master James said to his old friend.

The two of them were seated in one of the fitting rooms. Surrounded by books and with the enormous window opening out to one of the pastors, this little library served as an excellent spot for this kind of conversation. On a sunny day, it could be bright and airy. Today, there was something a little bit darker, not quite gloomy, but certainly hidden.

Sabrina loved it. In fact, she wished she could skim their library. She wanted to run her eyes across the different titles and consider exactly what they had been reading lately. That could come later. For now, they needed to go through this last conversation.

“You think I might be having second thoughts? Is that it?” Sabrina said. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she cut the distance between her and her old friend.

Master James smiled again. “Please, take no offense. He's a bright boy, tall and strong. Not only that, I did a little bit of asking around.”

“You stalked him?” Sabrina asked.

“I did my due diligence,” James replied.

Mistress Veronica stepped into the library. “We both did,” she interjected. “I realize that we have been talking about this for quite some time, but I think it's important that we are all on the same page. Don't you, Sabrina?”

Josh's mother nodded. “Yes. You are right about that. I'm sorry if I sound petulant. I've been thinking about this for quite some time. And if I'm being completely honest, there have been second thoughts. I've been thinking about this quite a bit. But just the other day, Josh made the decision so much easier.”

“How so?” James asked.

In theory, Sabrina could have lied. First, she didn't really want to. For so long, she had raised her son while keeping so much of herself hidden away from him. First, there was the true source of her wealth. Others may have looked down on her profession, but she understood the value of taking control. She knew what the rich and powerful men who claimed to rule the world actually needed, and she gave it to them. In exchange, she extracted so much. She had enjoyed it. Even at that moment, she loved holding onto a whip, seeing a boy bound and broken on his knees, his hands tied behind his back before she struck again. There was also the groveling. She absolutely adored it when they begged, pleading for some small mercy.

Sometimes she gave it to them. Most of the time she didn't.

“I see the kind of man he is becoming,” she said.

“By all accounts, he is an empathetic, intelligent boy who has a bright future ahead of him.” Veronica tilted her head to the side. “Most parents would be proud of a boy like him.”

“Ironically enough, I'm very proud of him. It's remarkable what he has accomplished.”

“But…?” James asked.

Sabrina turned to James first. Then she let her eyes glide back over to Veronica. “He might be a smart and ambitious boy, but I can also see who and what he wants to become. Back when I actively trained men, do you know what I usually saw?”

“What?” Veronica asked.

“Spoiled, egocentric creatures. These were men who had worked hard, or gotten lucky. These were the kind of men who had developed a taste for power without really understanding what that meant, or what they should use it for. These were the kinds of men who never considered who and what they were. They lacked that self-awareness. They didn't understand the ethics of their decisions or how their choices affected other people. Even as they begged for punishment, they didn't understand their actual transgressions.” Sabrina smirked and shook her head from side to side as she considered the bankers, the CEOs, influential analysts, and even those politicians who had pleaded for the chance to lick her boots.

Sabrina paused for several seconds. Slowly, she continued, “I can already see it. That is what Josh will become.” She shook her head from side to side, clearly disgusted. “That's not what I want for him. The world is already selfish enough. There are already enough cruel and egocentric boys out there who think they can do whatever they want. Move fast and break things? Ignore the old rules? Denigrate the social norms? Expectations? The obligations?” Her eyes narrowed. “No. That's not going to be my boy. I'm not going to let him make the world a worse place. Our society is already cynical enough without him contributing to it.”

“I'm convinced,” James said.

His wife paused. Veronica continued to watch her. “As you know, once we do this, it's going to be…”

“Permanent,” Sabrina finished for her friend. “That's exactly what I want and exactly what he needs.”

“Again, for the sake of clarity, what do you have in mind?” Mistress Veronica asked.

Rather than answer right away, Sabrina allowed her thoughts to wander. She contemplated the different possibilities as she considered exactly which answer she should provide. Eventually, she nodded to herself. “Full sissification,” she stated. “My boy shouldn't be some domineering jackass. I don't want him to contribute to the world's problems. I want him pretty, feminized, adorable, eager, and completely subservient.” At this point, she smiled at her friends. “You think you can handle that?”

“No question,” James replied. “Along the way, you know it's going to be rough for him, don't you?”

“I do,” Sabrina replied. “And honestly, I wouldn't expect anything less. I know that it's going to hurt. I also know that this is ultimately going to be exactly what he needs.”

“And you're sure Chen is willing to do the work?”

“She's on her way,” Sabrina replied. “At this point, we’re calling it a favor.”

Veronica smiled and shook her head from side to side. “You know, I think we should probably feel honored.”

“Honored?” James asked.

Veronica looked over at her husband and nodded. “A woman with Sabrina's means? She could have easily taken him to an asylum. I'm sure she would have been able to find someone to give him the treatment he needs. But instead, she trusts us. Thank you.” Her last two words were aimed at her friend.

James nodded. “Of course, you know that I intended to have fun with your son. Once he has been transformed, I'm sure he's going to be very pretty, and I'm going to look forward to breaking in his holes.”

“I know,” Sabrina said. “I would expect nothing less. He had the chance to join the upper echelons of society, but he decided to be a spoiled, egocentric brat. That's why he needs this. That's why it's going to be good for him.”

“We're going to take such good care of him,” Veronica promised with another vivid smile.

Dr. Chen arrived, discussed the exact details of the procedure with the boy’s mother and headed into Josh's room with her assistant. The orderly, a tall and broad-shouldered man named Brad Wicker, had a cruel streak. But more importantly, he could also be breathtakingly competent. He was someone who always knew how to handle the patients back at the asylum. Sometimes, that meant a kind word to lull them into a false sense of security. At other points, it meant he could pounce, moving far faster than someone would have assumed considering his muscled frame. Most people saw him and assumed that he would be slow and dumb. He was neither, and he could demonstrate this fact at any instant.

None of the patients had ever caught him off guard. Once or twice, a few of them had tried to resist or rebel. In many cases, they had planned out what might transpire for days, weeks or even months ahead of time. It never did any good, not when Brad Wicker was around.

At the same time, Dr. Chen enjoyed having him close. She also discussed the different procedures with him. While he was just an orderly, he still had a vicious imagination. More than that, he could ask insightful questions that always sent her plans rushing ahead in two different directions.

“Are you ready?” Dr. Chen asked with her usual, clipped notes. She lowered her voice, if only slightly. Technically, that probably wasn't necessary. Even if their target had awakened in the night and was ready for them, Brad would still be able to take him down.

“Yes, Doctor. I'm ready.”

“Do it,” she said.

He opened the door, turned on the light, and the sprawling form on the bed started to move. Still exhausted after the nine and a half hour flight, Josh tried to comprehend what was going on. The light snapped him out of sleep, but he could barely get his eyes open. Even then, his vision didn't adjust right away to the stark light now beating down against him. He groaned like this was some sort of joke. Immediately, he flashed back to middle school and high school and those moments when his mother would need to awaken him way too early in the morning.

Only then, he registered the sight of the man barreling toward him. In his white uniform, Brad Wicker strode ahead, his arm extended, the needle already pointed for his target.

Josh tried to raise his arms, but he wasn't fast enough. He wasn't even close to quick enough to stop this professional.

The orderly injected the boy. That needle plunged down into the side of his neck. As always, Brad had perfect aim. He pushed down on the plunger, delivering it. That settled it.

Josh opened his mouth, and he wanted to shout, only those powerful drugs swam through his system, overwhelming his system almost instantly. These kinds of chemicals weren't available to most medical practitioners, but Dr. Chen had access to experimental and illegal concoctions.

The boy's eyes rolled back, his eyelids drooped, and he dropped right back down onto the bed.

“Strip him, bind him, and take him,” Dr. Chen said.

“Is he coming back to the asylum with us?”

“No,” said the doctor. “His owners have something better planned for him.”

Josh awoke.

For a long time, he couldn't tell the difference between being unconscious and being awake. Everything felt far away. His senses seemed out of sync with time. If he concentrated, he could feel his steady pulse. He could control his breathing now. His eyes cracked open, and there was a bright light overhead, shining down on him.

Distantly, he thought back to waking up after the flight, that moment where another burst of light hit him, but everything had transpired way too fast. He tried to speak. “Where am I? What's going on?” They were simple and easy and basic questions. Even so, he couldn't speak with the gag in his mouth. He could feel that rounded and bulbous tip pushing against the back of his throat. Not only that, something seemed to cover his lips and the bottom half of his face. Concentrating, he tried to sit up.

Over the course of his young life, getting up had always been easy. Except for those moments when he had been incredibly ill with some flu or a nasty cold, his body had always responded to him. Young, healthy, and the kind of boy who went to the gym at least four times a week, Josh always enjoyed that easy, physical control.

Only now, he couldn't move. He tugged on his arms and legs. He tried to twist, to roll off of the bed. More than anything, he just needed to get up onto his knees, so he could run his eyes, look around, and figure out what had happened.

At this point, he didn't understand that he was supposed to be afraid.

That would change soon enough.

“Hello?” Josh tried to call out again.

Tentatively, he turned his head to the left. He saw a blank, white wall. He turned his head to the right. Then he stopped, and his eyes widened as he caught the glint of the light playing across the steel blades. He saw scalpels, a small hammer, a box filled with gauze, a jar loaded with cotton swabs, and a variety of syringes. The needles glistened while he half-wondered what each of those slender, glass tubes contained.

Right away, he started to assume that maybe there had been some kind of accident or disaster. At first, he tried to remember getting into a car crash. In high school, there had been those presentations, lectures, and assemblies dedicated to the dangers of drunk driving. His friends listened...most of the time. Still, they were young, and they took risks. Maybe something had gone terribly, terribly wrong?

Only then, he closed his eyes, and he remembered the flight, the professional driver, the estate, and…

He had gone to bed. He had found his bedroom, and he had collapsed onto the mattress. After that, there was nothing.

A different memory flickered between the synapses in his brain.

A tall man dressed in all white. He moved quickly, almost like a predator. He had grabbed Josh, shoving him down, and then there was that quick and sharp pain at the side of his neck.

Had he been kidnapped?

The idea should have been absurd. His mother had some money, but she wasn't ridiculously wealthy. They weren't close to billionaire status. He gulped and worked to push the rounded, rubber tip of the gag out from between his teeth. When that didn't work, he tentatively lifted his head and looked down along the length of his body.

He was naked.

After another moment, he realized something else. He had been shaved! He was completely smooth. He couldn't see any of the body hair that had become so common in his daily life ever since he hit puberty. His nostrils flared, and aggression pumped through him. Finally, he glanced over at his ankles, and he saw the white, leather restraints. Taking another breath, he tried to kick his legs free. It didn't work. The frustration mounted. He grunted. He bit down into the gag, and he tried again, kicking over and over, yet he couldn't break free beyond that quarter-inch barrier. His restraints only gave him that tiny bit of slack. When it ran out, he couldn't move any further!

Giving up on his legs, Josh rolled his head to the side, and he looked over at his right arm. He flexed his fingers and tugged against the strap around his wrist. The same thing from before happened again. He could pull his wrist up a tiny bit, to one side or the other, and that was it.

Fresh exasperation pumped through his body. Throughout his life, Josh had been confronted by a lot of different difficulties. Usually, that meant some interpersonal problem, maybe a homework assignment, presentation, or something like that. It was supposed to be academic and safe.

“What is this?” Josh wanted to ask. “What's happening? Who would do this to me?”

Of course, he couldn't get any of those neatly articulated questions out onto the air. The frustration pumped through his body, pounding against his skin. He barely managed to keep his temper in check. As the seconds rolled by, his faltering control started to break.

He stared up toward the white, blank ceiling. At the same time, he tried to reason through the different possibilities.

This couldn't be a kidnapping. He wasn't worth enough.

He had been safe in a family estate out in the middle of nowhere. Maybe someone had broken in and kidnapped him, thinking he was related to James or Veronica? Oddly enough, that made the most sense. Still, that possibility didn't actually allow him to do anything. He tried to run through the other scenarios that could make as much sense. Despite his best efforts, he failed.

Then the door opened, and he saw a nurse rush in. She practically skipped forward. When he saw her, he definitely identified her as a nurse.

But then, he identified those specific features. She had long blonde hair tied into a pair of pigtails with a white cap seated on her head. Whenever she turned her head to one side or the other, those thick arcs of blonde bobbed and bounced. Not only that, he saw the pale pink of her eyeshadow, her long lashes, and the red lipstick she wore. She smiled at him, clapped her hands together. She already wore a pair of latex gloves as she considered him. “Hi there!”

He grunted. He growled. He demanded an answer, and some explanation for what was going on.

The blonde tilted her head to the side. At that point, he noticed her ridiculous cleavage. If she had been a real nurse, then she should have been in formless scrubs. Instead, she wore this tight white dress that seemed to squeeze her chest to show off her body as much as possible.

Josh had been to plenty of themed Halloween parties. At each one, the main goal had always been the same: the guys could wear whatever they wanted while the girls took this as an opportunity to dress up in something cute, sexy, and alluring.

“What is this? What’s going on?” Josh tried to shout out again. Gagged, he couldn't get out a single coherent sound. Everything was jumbled into meaningless nonsense.

She hopped over to his bedside, looked down into his eyes, and said, “Don't worry. Everything is good. You are exactly where you need to be.”

“What does that mean?” Josh tried to ask. Again, he couldn't get out a real sentence or question.

“Don't worry. The doctor will explain everything,” she said.

Right away, he started to expect some woman in an equally ridiculous outfit. Instead, the door opened, and he saw the tall man in white from before. Josh blinked a couple of times. Without thinking about it, he pushed his shoulders down toward the soft padding of the surgical table underneath him. Josh wished he could’ve been braver. He struggled to summon some barbaric rage or something. He wanted to launch himself forward, to kick out, to punch or fight.

Ultimately, he remained trapped, naked and spread out, his arms spread, his heels pointed toward the corners of the platform beneath him.

The orderly didn't say anything. Crossing his arms over his chest, he simply stepped out of the way.

When the door opened again, he didn't know what to do, say, or how to react. He blinked, and he saw his mother there. She walked right over to the table, she leaned down, and she cupped the sides of his head. She whispered into his ear, “It's okay, Josh. Just relax. Just relax because this is going to happen. We are going to take such good care of you. After this, your life is going to be so much better.”

He tried to answer. He tried to shout back. He had questions, demands, and growling protests. He needed to vent that rage, but he couldn't do it, not with the gag between his teeth and the restraints around his wrists and ankles. “It's okay,” she cooed down at him again and again. She brushed her fingers through his hair, gently stroking him.

For a second, he needed to hope that she was there to release him. Instead, she said, “We have a doctor here, and she is going to take such good care of you. You see, we have made a mistake. You and I have messed up. I'm sorry. Maybe I should have raised you differently. I was thinking that maybe it could be different. But now I see it can't. I see what kind of man you want to be now.”

What kind of man was he going to be? Wasn't that supposed to be his choice?

Apparently, his mother disagreed.

Josh struggled to make some real sounds. He fought as hard as he could, only the gag still worked. Spread out, naked and smooth, he didn't know how to assert himself. For so long, he had been able to confidently and competently articulate any idea that popped into his head. Even if he was feeling silly or aggressive, he still knew how to control himself. But now, this boy didn't know how to articulate himself. He didn't know how to get those words out there.

Worse, she said, “Just relax. Relax. The doctor is going to do what she needs to do.”

What was that?

As his eyes shined, Sabrina Sawyer seemed to recognize the desperation there, so she needed to go just a little bit easier (or harder) for him. Still, stroking his cheeks, she said, “You’re about to be feminized. You're about to be turned into a pretty little sissy.”

A pretty little sissy?

The words echoed inside of his head, only he didn't understand what they were supposed to mean. This didn't make sense. The words didn't cohere into anything intelligible. He tried to call out a question. He needed to demand real answers.

“As a sissy, you're going to learn to serve and obey your superiors. It's going to take months, and the surgery is going to be unpleasant, and the training might be humiliating, but that's okay. We just need to reorient your perspective. You see, there are lots of boys just like you who make really silly mistakes. They get aggressive. They insult the wrong kind of people. Or maybe they just live their lives wrong. That was going to be you.”

How could he live his life “wrong”?

This didn't make sense! He didn't understand!

Again, she seemed to sense his confusion and disorientation. Her touch was soft against his skin, and it helped him relax just a tiny bit. Even if he hated this, he could still struggle through the incomprehension. Maybe, on some visceral level, he thought his mother was there, so everything would work out for him.

This boy had no idea. Even though she just told him.

It could have been some instinct or denial. After all, he had grown up in a culture that told him he could do whatever he wanted. He could grow up to be anything he liked.

“My boy,” she said. “My sweet boy. Don't worry. It's going to be so much better for you. You're going to be happier this way! You don't really want to be a lawyer. You don't really want to spend countless hours with clients. You don't want to work with bad people as you try to help them avoid the consequences of their actions. Just relax. Relax and know that I understand what is best for you. Yes, I do. Besides, you're going to look so cute in pretty little dresses. You'll lift your skirt and take whatever your owners give you. You can do the same thing when you get down on your knees and open your pretty little mouth. You see, sissies love to suck!”

Owners?

“Oh, you didn't realize that? As a sissy, you're going to be property. You're going to be a slave, Josh.”

He tried to shake his head. He tried to shout back at her. He had questions. He had denials.

And yet, he still couldn't make a sound, and so she brushed her fingers through his hair again. “It's almost time.”

Before Josh could make another futile attempt at speech, the door opened again, only this time he saw a woman in a surgical gown. She wore a mask, and her arms were raised, the latex gloves right there in front of her.

She stopped at the foot of the operating table, and she looked down at her naked, captive patient. “Hello, Josh. My name is Dr. Chen, and I'm here to perform some corrective surgeries. Your mother has decided that you need to be feminized. As such, we're going to take care of it today. We will start with some facial reconstruction and breast implants. Are you ready? Are you ready, boy?”

Facial reconstruction. Breast implants. He heard those words, yet they seemed to come from far away, even as they echoed behind his eyes and between his ears. Within the meat of his brain, he stared at that woman.

Unlike the nurse, she looked competent. Unlike the orderly, she had actually spoken to him. Even so, he didn't comprehend what this meant. Individual words and sentences may have seemed logical, only they formed this insane tapestry.

This was a mistake. Yeah, that had to be it! Someone had messed up somewhere! Josh forgot all about the possible kidnapping.

He tried to speak, to call out one denial after another. The doctor came up to him, and she cocked her head to the side. Casually, she picked up one of the syringes, and now she aimed it for the side of his neck. She injected him.

Slowly, he realized something. Before, he had struggled. Obviously, he hadn't really been able to “move”. He couldn't jump up, kick out, or swing his arms around. Even so, his muscles had twitched and obeyed him.

The paralytic went to work, seizing control of his muscles and making it impossible for him to even squirm. His eyes may have been open, but now he couldn't even force himself to blink!

Instead, he was trapped. Remarkably, he could still move his eyes, darting his gaze to the left or right, up or down, if that was all.

“Don't worry,” she promised. “The paralytic also includes a numbing agent. This won't be as painful as it could be.”

Josh wanted to scream. He waited for the shout to vibrate through his gag like before. Instead, he remained utterly silent.

The doctor reached down, her latex gloves cool to the touch. As she forced his head to the left, then the right. From there, she picked up a pen, yanked off the cap and started to run the tip along his skin. She was doing it. She was seriously getting him ready for surgery!

Again and again, Josh tried to shake his head from side to side.

Better yet, he needed to plead with her. He had so much he could offer! He wanted to call out something about how his mother had money. She had connections! Even if he didn't know a lot about her business and her personal dealings, he still knew she could make it worth this woman's time to at least listen! Any small second would have felt like a victory if it held off the blades.

“That looks good,” Dr. Chen, more to herself than anyone else. “By the way, Mindy, don't forget to moisturize his eyes.”

That sounded like a small mercy, especially because he could already feel the dryness soaking into his vision. The nurse inched forward, opened up a small bottle, and she released a few droplets against his pupils and irises.

It almost felt like he was crying. He wanted to cry!

Josh hated that sensation. He was supposed to be a young man, brash and determined. He was supposed to be brave, only he didn't know how to contend with something like this. The fear pumped through his body. Even if he couldn't move, the dread still coursed along his veins. She was really going to do it.

Again and again, he searched for some reason to believe this wasn't really going to happen. He imagined that this was some kind of bizarre prank. Right away, he dismissed the idea. It was too realistic. It would cost too much. And yet, the doctor kept working.

She nodded to herself, apparently satisfied with the preliminary work.

It was time to get started.

She picked up the blade. She held it right there in front of him, and then she went to work.

Josh fought to flail against his restraints even as he tried to scream.

She cut. The blade slid down his cheeks. She picked up the hammer. She made adjustments. He could hear the cracking of bone. At one point, she pulled out a saw, and she worked on the edges. He didn't see what was happening. For that, he was grateful. Still, he could hear the bone as she used the saw. The dust hit the air. That acrid taste gathered at the back of his throat.

Distantly, he tried to focus on that woman. He needed to believe that if he could just make eye contact, she would understand what she was doing, which would mean that she would finally stop.

She didn't.

She continued to work, first on his face, and then she picked up a clean blade. It was time to go to work on his chest. She cut through his flesh, she took the gelatinous bags, and she slipped them under the flesh of his chest. He didn't know the names for any of those layers. He couldn't describe it, the musculature, just as he didn't know exactly how long it would take for him to heal. Part of him just wanted this to end, if only he could lose consciousness.

At some point, she stopped, she pulled away her mask, and she looked down into his eyes. Right then and there, she actually acknowledged him as an individual as she told him, “Josh, you are a healthy specimen, so I expect you to heal quickly. Don't worry. You'll be unconscious for most of it. From what I understand, that is the most entertaining way to do this for our patrons.”

Entertaining?

He tried to summon a fresh wave of anger. He didn't. He couldn't. Instead, there was just the exhaustion. That was strange, he knew. He had been able to move. The paralytic had done its job perfectly. Even if that dull ache soaked into his body, he still felt utterly drained, as though he had nothing left. His long-term reserves and reservoirs had been completely tapped. He just wanted to pass out. With his eyes open, he couldn't. Maybe, in a few more hours, the exhaustion would finally sweep in and lull him into some version of sleep where his gaze remained fixed on a random point. Until then, he had to stay just like that.

At least, that was what he had assumed. “Don't worry,” she said. “I am good at my job.” She lowered her head down. “You're going to be such a pretty little sissy.”

Finally, she picked up another syringe and injected him again.

This time, the scent and taste of blood and of the aerosolized bone all faded away. He lost himself, just as he had hoped for the last few hours.

Josh was unconscious.

Even while unconscious, he could feel it.

The fear. The struggle. He wanted to pull and twist and yank. He wanted to fight. Maybe he emerged from that darkness here or there for a few seconds. It could have been his imagination. Maybe his eyes fluttered open as the sedatives failed for just a few seconds. Or this could have been a dream. Either way, he remembered the feel of the soft straps, the cold air-conditioning running across his naked body, and the blade. The surgery.

Most of all, there was that struggle. There was the tension, pulling and twisting. He still remembered it again and again, almost like he couldn't stop. Maybe the impulses didn't have anywhere to go, as though he had tried, only the paralytic kept him from moving, so the command bounced along the different parts of his body like a pinball, over and over again with nowhere to go.

“Good morning,” came a voice.

He didn't know where those sounds came from.

At this point, he struggled. He lifted his eyelids, and this became a titanic challenge. Even so, he concentrated just as he had throughout his life. He focused, just like he did when he needed to prepare for final exams or some difficult conversation with a teacher.

He looked up. He raised his chin. And then he saw her.

For the first couple of seconds, he couldn't remember her name. Then he uttered those syllables, “Veronica.”

“Mistress,” she replied. “Mistress Veronica. That is how you are going to know me, sissy.”

“No,” he tried to shake his head. He managed to turn his face a little bit to the left, then a little bit to the right. He probably moved less than an inch in either direction. “I, I'm not a sissy.”

Sissy. That term sounded old-fashioned, yet he knew what it meant. Feminized. Girly. Servile and ready to obey. Subservient. Dainty. Small and weak. All of those different ideas spun through his head. Still, time seemed jumbled, like he couldn't fight through the narcotics, no matter how hard he tried. The lingering effects remained.

“Yes, you are. You are a sissy, and you're about to see for yourself. Are you ready?”

He wanted to tell her to go away. That was the best he could do. And yet, Mistress Veronica raised her hand, snapped her fingers, and the door opened immediately. That was when Josh saw him again. It was the orderly from before. He wore the same white scrubs, and he strode toward the bed. He removed the restraints, pulling Josh free. Then he pushed the patient up onto his feet. He was almost carrying Josh now, but he got his weight underneath him, and he took a few tentative steps.

For Josh, this felt like a victory. Only then, he saw his new reflection.

At first, he thought it was some kind of trick, like he was just looking at an elongated screen. And yet, his practiced eyes easily detected the smooth surface of the glass. This wasn't a screen, and those weren't pixels. Instead, Josh found himself looking at his reflection. It was his real reflection.

Only that wasn't right…

“Don't worry,” Mistress Veronica told him. “I can get the little nurse in here to do your makeup. When I present you to Master James, you are going to look utterly exquisite.”

“This can't be right,” Josh insisted. He saw his cheekbones, his plump lips, his narrow eyebrows, and the overall effect…

He looked like a girl.

Even if he could see the basic foundation of his features, he had been feminized. He didn't want to believe it even as he turned his head to the left, then the right. This still required a surprising amount of effort, but the disbelief granted him strength, almost like he just needed to find some reason to disbelieve the reflection in front of him. He wasn't looking at a man. He was looking at a young woman. Maybe, if inspected up close, someone would be able to see those foundational features, like someone would actually realize that he had once been a boy.

“This is me,” he insisted.

“Yes, it is,” Mistress Veronica told him. He snapped his head to the side, stared back at her, and saw her grin. “That's who we want you to be, so that's who you are.”

“But, but…” His heart was hammering now. The adrenaline granted him just a little bit of extra strength. Still, the orderly stood right there. On some level, Josh wished he could leap over, attack that woman, and show her what he could do. Even so, he knew that he was far too weak for that. Even if his treatment had included muscle stimulation, his limbs still felt atrophied. As he moved around, he didn't enjoy the easy and innate strength he had possessed before.

There was no way he could take on the orderly. That much was obvious. Even before he had gone into surgery, Josh knew he would have been too weak to take on a real man like that. The orderly's broad shoulders, impressive biceps, and toned limbs obviously possessed real strength. This was a man who probably could have knocked Josh down with the span of just a few seconds. Even if Josh had been allowed to throw the first punch, it wouldn't have changed anything.

The sissy ran through those calculations.

Only then, Mistress Veronica asked, “What do you think of your breasts?”

Up until now, Josh had been able to ignore the rest of his body. He had literally fixated on his face, so he hadn't noticed anything beneath his neck. If there were odd sensations or a weird displacement of weight, then it was just his imagination. He was recovering from surgery, so some disorientation made sense.

Mistress Veronica closed the distance between them with a few short steps. She came up behind him, brushed her fingers along the edges of his panties, and then she ran her hands up to the curves of his chest.

As a man, he had always worked out in order to develop his biceps. He had never tried to be a bodybuilder; he had never wanted to embrace some gym life, one where he spent every day watching videos about bulking up while simultaneously downing protein shakes. Even if he worked out, he had always sneered back at the guys who made exercise and muscle mass the focal point of their existences. He had more important goals. He planned to win arguments, to earn good grades, to make money, and to take control. He didn't need bluster, not when he aimed for real achievements.

All of those ambitions pumped through his head right until the moment when he saw the breasts on his chest. They were firm, rounded, and planted right there. They looked incredible, he thought. For a moment, this odd disconnection stabbed into him because he saw his face and those breasts...and he felt a twinge of attraction. Revulsion immediately crawled up the back of his throat, only he couldn't really focus on it.

“You're so pretty,” Mistress Veronica informed him. “And don't worry. You are already wearing your chastity belt under these cute panties. This way, you can get started. Master James and I are looking forward to giving you an introduction.”

“What, what are you talking about?”

“You'll need training before we break you in...eventually,” she said.

“No,” he said. “This can't be happening. This is real.”

“It's very real,” she reassured him. “And you are going to cooperate. You are going to be a good and eager little sissy slave. You will obey every command. You will do as we say. Because if you don't, there are going to be consequences, and I don't think you want to face that, do you?” Standing behind him, her reflection apparent, Mistress Veronica shook her head from side to side.

“This can't be happening,” he said, clenching his eyes shut, almost like he thought he could return to his previous existence if he only concentrated hard enough. She reached up, brushed her fingers through his hair. She grabbed onto his scalp, yanked, and his eyes flew open. He saw his reflection again: his feminized face and the curves of his breasts. When his eyes darted down, he could see the panties she had mentioned. They were bright pink, sleek and slutty.

Mistress Veronica leaned over, and she whispered into his ear, “Brat is going to get you dressed. I expect you to cooperate. Then he's going to take you into one of the training rooms. I'm looking forward to giving you just a taste of discipline. After that, I'm going to let you rest. Understand?”

He didn't say anything.

Her hand dropped down to his ass. She gently tugged at the edge of his panties. “Do you understand?”

Still, Josh refused to answer. If he spoke, it felt like that would make this real, and he refused to do that. He wouldn't give her the satisfaction, nor would he face the implications of this new existence. He didn't. He wouldn't. He couldn't!

She stopped his panties.

That didn't do anything. He closed his eyes, and he still tried to hide.

Then she wrapped one arm around his torso. Next, she grabbed his bottom with her free hand. She gripped him, and said, “This is going to hurt.”

He didn't know what she had in mind. Even if she had informed him, he probably wouldn't have believed her. She jerked her hand back, swung down, and struck.

She spanked him!

The pain snapped across his nerves. The disbelief followed an instant later. His eyes widened, his vision blurred, and he tried to jerk away from her grip. Mistress Veronica held him right there. Weakened after his recovery, he couldn't break free. She was older than him. She was a woman. None of those details mattered as she kept him right there.

She leaned in again, her voice hot, “You belong to us now. We will train you. We will break you. We will make sure that you are going to be an eager and obedient little slut for your master, whoever that happens to be. In the meantime, you will obey Mindy. You will accept her authority. Say it.”

He tried to fight her and insist that would never happen.

She struck, slapping his ass. His muscles clenched, and he tried to squirm away, but Josh remained trapped right there. After the surgery, he could only watch his own reflection as that pretty girl in the mirror got spanked.

She struck three more times, bringing her hand down fast. “Okay!”

“I am Mistress Veronica, and you belong to me. Say it.”

His nostrils twitched. He wanted to roll his eyes and stare up at the ceiling, only the fear prevented that kind of disrespectful behavior.

Fear. He wasn't used to it. Maybe he could get nervous or anxious, from time to time. Maybe she would laugh nervously when some teacher announced a particularly difficult or challenging assignment. But this was real fear. Nervous energy pulsed against the back of his neck, down between his shoulder blades, along his newly enhanced chest, and all the way to the pit of his stomach. His bare toes pushed down against the hardwood floor. At the same time, he wanted to break away, but he couldn't.

“Say it,” she whispered into his ear this time as she trained him.

“You are Mistress Veronica, and I…” His voice started to break up. At the last moment, he managed to complete that simple sentence, “I belong to you.”

“Again,” she commanded.

“You are Mistress Veronica, and I belong to you!”

“Good boy,” she said. “Now, let's get you dressed and presentable for Master James, shall we?”

Mistress Veronica had his right arm. Brad, the orderly, took his left. They escorted him out of the room. With every step, he could feel his recovery. And yet, he still walked along that hallway wearing nothing but a pair of panties. He hated it. He hated it. With every fiber of his being, only then they brought him into a small bedroom. He saw another mirror, a desk covered in different types of makeup, and a chair. Along the sides of the chair, there were two shackles waiting for his wrists.

Brad pushed him down into that seat. He grabbed his wrists, strapped Josh into position, spread his legs, and repeated the process. Soon, this sissy couldn't move.

From there, Brad stepped back, tightened his arms over his chest, and waited. Back straight, eyes directed forward, he seemed completely uninterested in the restrained sissy.

Mistress Veronica left. Before she departed, she stroked his cheek and said, “You're going to look so pretty. At this point, I'm thinking a straitjacket would look ideal, but a cute dress would help quite a bit.”

A straitjacket? A dress?

Josh tried to find the courage to argue with her, only his backside still stung. Worse, he still didn't know how to contend with the truth of that idea. Seriously, he was supposed to be a young man. A little bit of pain wasn't supposed to affect him...not like this. Despite his best efforts, he didn't know how to push that fear aside. He could bury it, burn it, or annihilate it.

Instead, he just sat there, sullen and frustrated as he stared straight ahead.

When the door opened again, Josh even refused to turn his head. Part of him wondered if it would be the doctor again. Or maybe Mistress Veronica had returned.

Strangely enough, he actually felt proud of himself for his ability to simply stare. He didn't move. He didn't react. Only then, Nurse Mindy stepped into his field of vision. She looked down at him, touched his chin, and forced him to face her. Her grip was surprisingly strong. More than that, he saw her, and he wondered if he could try to negotiate with her. The orderly was still in the room, and Josh wasn't brave enough to confront that man. But what about this girl?

Trying to keep his voice low, he asked, “Why are you doing this?”

“I work for Dr. Chen,” said the nurse. “But for right now, I have been loaned out to Mistress Veronica and Master James!” She sounded so perky! She sounded so cheerful!

Josh looked into her vivid blue eyes, and he realized something. This blonde airhead wasn't going to help him.

Worse, she said, “It'll be my job to get you dressed and ready. I guess we can't do that with the restraints, so just wait right here, and I'm going to go pick out an outfit for you. What kind of color would you like for your straitjacket?”

“I don't need a straitjacket,” he said. When Josh saw that she was actually listening, he tried again. “Look. I'm serious. I don't know exactly what is supposed to be going on here, but I can be trusted. Okay? I'm going to behave myself. I won't fight you or anything.” He meant it, if only because he needed to earn her trust. One of his high school teachers had brought up the idea of game theory, which meant making specific choices aimed at a particular outcome. That sounded simple enough, but most people didn't think through their explicit strategies. If he could cooperate with this nurse for just a little while, maybe she would start to see him as a person. Better yet, maybe she would eventually start to feel bad for him here. She might even help him escape.

He knew those outcomes weren't likely, but Josh still held onto those possibilities. He didn't have any other strategy, especially if his mother was part of this.

Still, Josh needed to believe he could get out. He would find a way to wiggle free. He didn't know how long it would take to get back to the United States, how long it would take to recover, but he could find a hospital. He tried to tell himself that his newly enhanced chest could be altered once again. Those breast implants could be removed, and he wouldn't have to look like a girl or a sissy!

“So you are going to cooperate, aren't you?” Nurse Mindy asked, sounding just as playful and happy as before.

“Yes,” he told her. That single word felt like some sort of betrayal, but she moved to the restraints. With the orderly in the room, this didn't feel like much of a sacrifice on his part. She touched his hand, slid her fingers between his, and tugged. He was up on his feet again, only now he felt like some of the strength had returned. Maybe the last of the sedatives were wearing off now. Even if he felt a lot weaker, at least he could actually move.

She brought him over to the closet, opened the door, and his throat dropped. His heart seemed to tighten, yet every pulse reminded him that he was still conscious of what was happening.

She pulled out a pair of socks first. That was easy enough. Next, she picked out a little pink dress, and he saw the white, Peter Pan collar, plus the matching lace and ribbon around the waist. “You're joking,” he stated flatly.

“Why would I be joking?” Nurse Mindy asked. Considering her huge breasts, her long blonde hair, her pigtails and revealing outfit, a dress like this probably seemed conservative. “Hands up,” she said next, without waiting for him to answer her question.

He glanced over at the orderly again. There was that big, powerful man who could have grabbed him. He could have forced Josh to wear this outfit, and there would have been nothing for the sissy to do about it.

Reluctantly, Josh raised his arms into the air.

She pulled the dress up and over his arms, then down his frame. He closed his eyes, yet he could still feel the soft fabric brush along the tip of his nose, his forehead, down his chin and along his chest.

She pulled the straps against his chest, and then she nodded to herself. “I don't think you’re going to need a bra quite yet. Besides, I think this looks really nice, don't you?”

Reluctantly, he opened his eyes. She turned his body to the left, and he saw his reflection. There he was. Over the last few days or weeks or months, his hair had grown longer. It wasn't anywhere near as lengthy as Nurse Mindy's, but he still looked so feminine. He looked like some girl in a hyper feminine dress, despite her marginally androgynous haircut. Somehow, that boyish element almost made him look cuter…

Josh hated the idea, yet this bizarre fantasy popped into his head. If he had gone out with his friends and saw a girl like this at a party, he would have walked up to her, sauntering over before he started to chat her up. He would tell her all about his plans for the future and what kind of guy he could be. Confident and reassuring, he would help that girl see just what kind of potential he had. Pretty soon, she'd start to fall in love with him, so he could take whatever he wanted.

Only now, he was that girl. He had become a sissy as he looked back at his reflection.

“No…”

“What was that?” Nurse Mindy asked.

“Nothing,” he told the ditzy blonde.

She shrugged like it didn't really matter. She probably did that a lot.

“Okay,” she said. “Let's get you into your makeup. Does that sound nice?” Nurse Mindy put her hands on his shoulders, and she guided him away from his reflection. She pushed him down into that seat, and she picked up a bottle. From there, she went to work.

At this point, Josh refused to look into the mirror. He didn't want to see it. He didn't want to see any of it.

Finally, she finished. She had spent long minutes applying eyeshadow, blush, foundation, gloss, and more. He didn't understand how all of those different gels and powders were supposed to work together. He didn't want to know either. Make up with something for girls. But then, he was supposed to be a sissy now.

His fingers tightened, and she finally announced, “All done.”

She touched the underside of his chin, she turned back toward the mirror, and he saw himself.

If he thought he had looked like a sissy before, he had been wrong. Now she had done an amazing job of highlighting his most feminine features.

Josh immediately thought of how men would react to him. But at that moment, he knew he wouldn't be among them. He couldn't be some hungry predator; he wouldn't be the hunter. Instead, guys would look at him, and they would want to take him hard.

“No,” he said. “No. Please, you have to get the stuff off of me,” he said, quickly abandoning his plan from before.

He jumped to his feet. Nurse Mindy didn't stop him, only then he turned back, and he was wearing that humiliating little dress, the makeup, and the orderly stood right there. Josh put all of those details together, and he instantly knew he wouldn't be able to stop this from happening.

“Let's get you into your straitjacket,” Nurse Mindy said. “And after that, I'm sure your trainers would love to see you. Are you ready to be shown off?”

He had wanted to argue. Had wanted to struggle. Again, the orderly's presence had been enough to stop Josh from misbehaving. When Nurse Mindy pulled up the straitjacket, he didn't argue, disagree, or try to fight with her. Instead, he cooperated, sliding his arms into the sleeves even as they were pulled up against his chest. The straps were tightened, and he knew exactly how he looked. Even so, Nurse Mindy still insisted on parading him in front of the mirror once again.

He looked just as feminine as before, only now he was bound.

At this point, Brad stepped forward. He grabbed Josh by the straps on the back of his straitjacket. He pulled, nudged, and pushed. Suddenly, Josh was forced back outside, down the hall, and into another room.

It all happened faster than he had expected. Worse, this mansion was just as big as he had remembered, so getting his bearings or keeping track of where they had been and where they were going became almost impossible.

Now he found himself in a large library. Huge, mahogany bookshelves dominated the walls. He even saw the rolling ladders. There were several desks arrayed around the room along with three couches, forming a square in the center of the space. Seated on one couch, next to each other with a bottle of wine on the coffee table in front of them, Master James and Mistress Veronica waited for him.

“Hello, Josh,” Mistress Veronica said. “Let's see what we have, shall we?” She smiled, the corners of her eyes tightening as she rose to her feet and walked over to him. She touched his chin. She forced him to turn his head to the left, then the right.

As she inspected him, Josh wondered what he could do or say to make this stop. At first, he wanted to offer something. He went through the inventory of what he had at his disposal. Unfortunately, he kept bumping up against the same reality. His mother had chosen this for him. She had submitted him to their training and authority. Even if he hated those ideas, he knew he couldn't escape that truth.

In time, he would have gotten rich. He would have made connections, forged alliances, and networked with some of the most powerful people on the planet. He had planned to go to an exclusive law school, make friends, and end up at a wildly powerful firm. He would have done the work, grinding through those weeks and weekends to win every case.

But that was a distant future, one which probably wouldn't happen now.

As such, he didn't have anything to offer. He didn't have any special skills or talents. He didn't have any money of his own. He couldn't call on connections or offer a favor. There was nothing. Worse, the two trainers in front of him seemed so focused. Their eyes danced across his body. They moved from his smooth legs and those cute socks up to the hem of his skirt, and the pastel pink of his straitjacket. He was on display. Worse, he knew he looked like a toy just waiting to be broken in.

Master James stood. He walked over to Josh, and this man seemed even more intimidating. Now.

He was older. He had experience. Not only that, his masculinity had been left intact. Josh had never really thought about what it meant to be a boy, only now he had been transformed into a sissy.

“How do you feel?”

“I don't like this,” Josh confessed. “Please. There has to be something else I can do. Please?”

Master James chuckled and shook his head. “No, I'm sorry.” He didn't sound sorry. “This is going to be your existence now. But don't worry. I think your mother made an excellent choice. You will serve. You will obey, and we will have so much fun with you.”

His eyes definitely sparkled as he enjoyed making this point. But now, he started to circle Josh.

This man was dangerous. That much was obvious. He was powerful.

“Every day, we're going to give you tasks. And if you misbehave or disobey, we will make sure you regret it. Understand?”

“Yes,” he said.

Master James stopped in front of the sissy. He grabbed the former boy by his neck and squeezed. Suddenly, Josh couldn't breathe! With his lungs cut off from air, he didn't know what to do or how to respond. His eyes widened, and his bottom lip trembled as he fought to get oxygen down into his chest, but Master James refused to release him.

“You will address me by saying Master or Sir.”

Master James released the sissy. Stumbling back, Josh didn't know how to answer. Only then, there was that reflexive movement along his lips and tongue. “Yes, Master!”

Master.

He hadn’t heard that word for a very long time. He didn't remember the exact moment when he had picked up on the meaning, but all of those different implications spiraled through his head. A master had power, strength, and control. Master James would be in charge. Josh would have to do whatever this man said.

And now his wife joined him. Mistress Veronica got up from the couch, and she walked over.

“Nurse, Mindy is going to show you around. Every day, we're going to give you chores and tasks. We are going to train you. Don't worry. You won't be broken in just yet. But when the time is right, I'm sure you will know exactly what to do, especially with that pretty mouth.”

Josh shivered. He turned away. He tried to close his eyes and hide.

A second later, something about the gravity of their personalities forced him to look up again. Maybe he tried to tell himself that he would find a way to resist or fight back. Perhaps he wanted to believe that he really would be strong enough, and capable of figuring a way out.

When he saw them again, he knew the truth. Whether he liked it or not, he was a prisoner here. This would be his existence, and he would serve and obey.

Ironically, they intended to build up his endurance. They wanted him to be stronger. After his surgery, he had been allowed to heal and recuperate. Even if he had been unconscious, that still qualified as rest.

That was about to come to an end.

He needed training. He required a different kind of sculpting.

Even if he would have disagreed, it didn't matter.

After his inspection, they brought him back to his room, a small space with just a bed, another desk, and more makeup. He saw the dresser, and he already knew it would contain additional “appropriate” outfits for this sissy.

But the next day, the nurse appeared in the doorway, and she told him to get dressed to work out. When he didn't know what that meant, she went over to the dresser, and she pulled out a snug pair of shorts and a white tank top. When he saw these two pieces, he could instantly tell that they hadn't been designed for a man. Instead, they would be tight; they would show off the curves and contours of his body, especially his breasts.

“You're joking,” he said to her. Even if Mistress Veronica and Master James intimidated this boy, he didn't think he would ever take the nurse seriously. To him, she was just this pretty bauble. Not only that, she sounded like a plaything. She spoke, she never seemed to push any real gravitas into her voice. Early on, he had learned the importance of sounding serious.

She didn't.

That didn't matter because she reached over, ran her fingers through his hair, yanked, and said, “I'm not joking. It's for your health!”

He wanted to believe that he could grab her wrist, pull her arm, and then shove her away. He itched to come to that same conclusion again and again because he was a boy and he was stronger. Only every time he inhaled, he could feel the weight of his breasts against his chest. Not only that, he knew he had lost so much muscle mass. During his recovery..

Worse, there was something about that girl. Even if she wobbled her head from side to side to make her long pigtails sway, Josh knew that she was stronger than she looked. If he went up against her, he really didn't know if he would be able to succeed. He honestly didn't know if he would be able to take her in a fight. That was supposed to be a strange and bizarre idea, one he would entertain because he was a man, which meant he was automatically stronger.

Only at this point, he didn’t know if he qualified as a man at all.

They called him a sissy. They had modified him. He looked so pretty…

Every part of his transformation reminded him of how he had to cooperate. Not only that, he thought about his last idea. He wouldn't be able to turn his trainers. Obviously, they were going to have fun breaking him. He could see it. He knew what Master James and Mistress Veronica wanted. Brad, the orderly, would be just as unlikely to turn against them.

But this girl?

Deep down, he still needed to believe that he had the charm and charisma to take a girl like her.

Reluctantly, he got dressed. He pulled on a fresh pair of panties, socks, those tight shorts that clung to his thighs and buttocks with that black fabric, plus his tank top. It squeezed against his chest, holding his breasts in place. From there, she took him by his hand. At least he didn't have to wear a straitjacket this time.

She brought him into a small, home gym. They had walked quite a ways once again. It took several minutes to get there. At the same time, Josh did his best to map out the mansion. If he could figure out the exact details and layout, that information could be useful. At some point, if he couldn't convince this woman to help him, maybe he would need to simply sneak away…

It was a nice idea, but he wasn't sure if it would work. After all, Josh wasn't a secret agent, and he didn't have any training. Realistically, he didn’t know how stealthy he could be, especially if this entire mansion was out in the middle of nowhere. Obviously, escape would become a lot more likely if he'd get this woman on his side.

“Master James and Mistress Veronica want you to be a lot stronger. They want you to firm up your bottom, tone your legs, and basically just look cuter,” she said, sounding ridiculously enthusiastic. “So this is what's going to happen. You're going to get on the treadmill, and I'm going to exercise you. First, I want you to do your stretches. After that, I will secure the shock collar around your neck, and if you jump off the treadmill, you'll get a painful punishment. Understand?”

The first part sounded almost reasonable. Only then he heard that one phrase, and he jerked his head back toward her. Eyes wide, he asked, “Shock collar?”

Nurse Mindy hopped over to one of the storage compartments, and she opened it up. She pulled out a metallic ring. It was big enough for his neck, and he saw the hinge, plus the stainless steel lock. Worse, he could already spot the battery, the electrodes, and the microchips inside.

“There's no way you're putting that on me,” he told her.

“Oh? Is that what you think?” Nurse Mindy asked him. Again, she cocked her head to the side, making her pigtails swing a little bit.

“Yes,” he said faster than he expected. “I don't need that. Look, I don't know why you're working for them, but I want you to know that I'm doing my best to cooperate.”

“And that's really sweet,” she said. “So get on your knees, look up at me with a big smile, and get ready for your shock collar. As long as you behave, we won't even have to use it beyond the demonstration.”

“Demonstration?” Josh asked in a small voice.

“What?” Nurse Mindy said. “You think it would be fair to punish you, without giving you a taste first? No, no. You need to understand what this thing can do first!” Again, she sounded so cheerful, like she was actually delivering good news.

He nibbled on the inside of his mouth as he tried to think of some way to get out of this. With women like her, he usually believed he could handle them. He usually saw through their bluster. He could make a joke or try some other angle. With a cutting observation or some backhanded compliment, he could take control of the conversation.

None of that would work right there, especially because she took a step forward.

His time was running out.

“On your knees,” she told him, turning those words into an observation and the command at the same time.

He hesitated.

The nurse watched him, she brought her hands up behind her back, and she shifted her hips from left to right and back again, almost like she was dancing to a slow song only she could hear. At the same time, she continued to watch him. That big smile on her face would have been endearing if he saw it on a girl at some party. But right then and there, he recognized her for what she was: a threat.

“You know you're going to do it,” she teased him. “You know you're going to cooperate.”

“How could you possibly know that?” Josh asked her, if only to earn himself a few more seconds before that collar slipped around his neck.

“Because you're a sissy. You're a subservient little sissy who wants to do as you're told.”

“What if I'm not?”

“You are,” she said. “Last chance. You don't want me to call the orderly, do you?”

“No!”

Remembering his plan from before, he took a step forward, allowed his knees to buckle, and he fell to the floor in front of her. Then he made the mistake of looking up as Nurse Mindy slid the shock collar around his neck. He didn't want to believe this sort of thing could exist. In some distant, abstract part of his mind, he understood that these sorts of devices were used on dogs. But those were animals. The rules were supposed to be different because he was a person. He was neither property nor chattel. He wasn't an animal, and he couldn't be owned!

Only then he thought of the trainers: Mistress Veronica and Master James. Whether he liked it or not, they controlled him. They could keep him as a captive. Worse, his mother had agreed to all of this. He bowed his head down, locked his teeth together, and silently promised her that he would figure this out.

“Now, are you ready for the test?”

Nurse Mindy slipped her dexterous fingers into one of her small pockets, and she brought out a small controller. Only an inch or two long, it didn't look like much. Still, she adjusted the strength with the small turn-wheel built into the side of the device. Once she was satisfied, Nurse Mindy said, “Brace yourself!” Again, she made it sound like a ride or something fun.

It wasn't going to be a big deal, he tried to believe. Exhaling slowly, Josh struggled hard to convince himself that he could handle this. Whatever it was going to be, however it would feel, he could handle it!

Agony! It snapped through his body. He had endured accidental static shocks here or there, but this was five or ten times stronger! Before, he thought he would be quiet and still, like he might twitch, but that would be it. Instead, he fell forward. “That was why I had to get down on your knees,” she said.

He jerked his head up and glared at her, his eyes wide and wet. He stared at her, his face tight with that obvious accusation.

“How could you do that to me?” Josh demanded, his voice high-pitched and shrill.

“You needed it,” she said with a shrug. “Master James told me you needed it.”

Master James. All at once, Josh wanted to leap at that man, to punch him and pummel him.

“Now, I think you're ready for your exercises,” she said. “Get up. Get started.”

Tentatively, he pushed himself up onto his feet. “And what if I don't?”

“Well, I'm about to turn on the treadmill. And when it's on, that means you have to be running on it. If you're not, it shocks you.”

He stared at her.

“It's automatic,” she said. “Are you ready?” Without waiting for a response, the nurse leaned over, and she hit a button on the treadmill. The display lit up, revealing the first numbers. The countdown.

“You had better get on there,” she cautioned him. “Trust me. It was just a test shock. Now that you know what it can do, do you really want to disobey?”

He didn't. He couldn't.

Even so, he glanced over at the console, and he saw that he had a few more seconds. With those last moments drifting away, Josh tried again to figure out what he could do or say to make this stop. Despite his best efforts, he found nothing but blank uncertainty.

“Go on,” she said, motioning for him to climb on the treadmill.

With one second remaining, he climbed up onto the conveyor belt. Immediately, the engine engaged, and it started to roll beneath him. He took one step, then another. He couldn't see any kind of speed readout. There wasn't another timer either. Instead, he just had to start walking, then jogging, trotting and running. Within moments, he felt like he was at a full sprint!

Somehow, this almost felt good, at least for those first couple of minutes. He stared straight ahead, his brows tight. At the same time, he kept his elbows clenched as he swung his limbs. His fingertips chopped through the air, and his feet slammed down against the treadmill.

Before his abduction, Josh spent a lot of time working out on machines just like this one. It was almost comfortable. Granted, he couldn't close his eyes, but he allowed himself to drift into a different kind of focus. Off to the side and just barely within his peripheral vision, Nurse Mindy stepped back. With her shoulders tight, she brought her hands behind her, and she waited, a vacant smile on her face while the sissy exercised.

At first, this made him feel strong. It made him feel powerful.

He ran hard, kicking down with every stride. He leaped forward, jumping from one step to the next. This was what he really wanted.

Almost immediately, however, he could feel the extra effort this required, especially since his endurance had withered during the course of his recuperation.

“Don't worry,” Nurse Mindy called out to him. “You can do it!” She sounded obnoxiously cheerful once again. Mostly, it must've been easy for her since she wasn't the one on the machine.

Before, he could have run like this for five or ten minutes. In half that time, he could feel the exhaustion start to creep through his body. Before long, he gasped for breath even as he continued to pump his arms and plant his feet down.

Part of him wanted to call out the obvious question. If he jumped away from the treadmill, what was going to happen? Just as importantly, how long would it take before he could slow down? He didn't know how to keep up this sort of pace.

He didn't ask. He already knew the answer to the first question. If he slipped free from the treadmill, then it would shock him. An automatic signal would jump from the machine to the collar locked around his neck.

At one point, he reached up and tried to remove it. It wouldn't come off. The nurse had laughed, apparently confident that it wouldn't matter how much he struggled, pulled, or fought with the band. It was going to stay there, right around his throat no matter how desperately the sissy wanted to remove it.

Finally, he panted out, “I, I can't do this!”

“Yes, you can!”

“No, I can't!”

Ridiculously, she shouted back at him, “Yes, you can! You can do it!” She was jumping up and down now. Her breasts were bouncing, and she was laughing. She sounded like some maniacal cheerleader. “You can do it! I know you can!”

He couldn't. The exhaustion pumped through his body with every kick of his heart. He finally let himself slide off of the treadmill and hit the floor.

For a second, maybe two, Josh started to hope. Perhaps she had been bluffing. The training couldn't really include this kind of discipline.

The shock collar activated. Blazing agony exploded along his body. It may have started at the electrodes pressed against his skin, only the energy flared along every nerve he possessed. It started at his throat and flashed down into the shoulders, arms, down his chest and throughout his legs. He fell.

Nurse Mindy grabbed him by his hair. Still gasping, Josh tried to catch his breath. “You only get a few more seconds.” She let go.

It shocked him again! That flash of pain made him cry out. He was practically screaming. Distantly, he could hear the sound of the nurse laughing.

Another jolt hit him.

He scrambled back up onto the treadmill. That wasn't good enough. He had to be running. He didn't know how the sensors worked, so he stepped down onto the conveyor belt, and he swung his arms again.

He ran hard. Sweat dribbled down his body. At the same time, he still couldn't catch his breath.

A different kind of pain stabbed into him, but that didn't matter. He had to keep going. He couldn't take the electric shocks.

Finally, the machine slowed. He was given a few seconds or minutes (Josh couldn't tell the difference) to recover. Then it sped up again!

“No!” Josh howled, but Nurse Mindy just laughed. She was clapping her hands together as he started to run again.

This was just part of his training.

It would get worse.

After his exercises, Mindy attached a leash to his collar.

“I still have to wear this?” Josh asked with a note of disappointment sliding into his question.

“Yup, yup,” she chirped. “But don't worry. This is your chance to take a shower. I'm sure a pretty sissy like you wants to get clean now that you’re all exercised.”

It was true enough. He felt filthy and exhausted. The idea of a shower sounded amazing.

Josh followed her into a bathroom. It was smaller than he expected, especially considering the grand dimensions of the rest of the mansion. He saw the tiled shower stall, the toilet, and sink. Nurse Mindy stepped back, and she watched him. “Go on. Get naked, sissy.”

Glowering at her for a few seconds, he tried to show her how he wouldn't break. Even if he cooperated, there was still some spark of defiance behind his eyes.

Even so, he pulled off his tank top. His breasts spilled out. From there, he shimmied out of his snug, damp exercise shorts. He kicked away his shoes and pulled off his socks. He was naked except for the collar around his neck and the chastity belt.

The chastity belt.

When he woke up with it on, hidden beneath his panties, he had tried not to notice or think about it. For the most part, he blocked it out. At this point, he couldn't.

Nurse Mindy stepped forward, and something precocious seemed to flash across her face. She reached down between his legs, brushed her fingers along the steel exterior, and she pushed down. “I bet, if you weren't a sissy, you would absolutely love to get your hands on me. Am I right?”

Josh froze. He couldn't answer.

When she came closer and invaded his personal space, he didn't know what to do. He was naked. This girl may have been fully clothed in her uniform, but that only made it worse. As a captive and a prisoner, he wasn't supposed to notice her. He was supposed to think of this girl as his jailer. At best, he might be able to negotiate with her or manipulate her. And yet, she was right there, and she brushed her fingers along his stomach. His abdominal muscles clenched. She glided her hand further up along his body until she cupped the underside of his right breast. She brought her fingers along his nipple. A gasp of surprise caught him.

“You're very sensitive, aren't you?” Nurse Mindy asked. She leaned forward, “Dr. Chen does a really good job. And you know, if we are lucky, maybe Master James would like to see the two of us make out. What do you think of that?”

“No,” he said. “Never!”

Nurse Mindy knew how to pout her bottom lip. She looked at him with adorably sexy eyes as she feigned insult. “What? You don't like me? You wouldn't like to run your hands along my body? I mean, I get to touch you.” Sure enough, she brought both of her hands up along his chest, and she slid her fingers over his nipples again. This time, he was somewhat braced for that assault on his senses. The feeling of excitement raced through his body. He arched his back as he stood there. Worse, he braced his weight against his toes on the balls of his feet as he leaned into her touch.

Intellectually, he hated it. Physically, he loved it!

She giggled at him, “That's good. That's really good,” she said. “But for right now, you need to go get clean, little sissy slave.”

“Don't call me that,” he said.

“Why not? I'm obviously not going to call you Josh,” she said, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

“That's my name,” he insisted.

“For now,” she answered. Then she leaned past him, turned on the water, and the showerhead came to life, shooting down jets of water. “Get washed,” she said. “Oh, and you should know that this is being recorded.”

“What?”

“This is being recorded,” she told him. “Master James is going to get to see you wash yourself. You have such a pretty body. You should be flattered.”

“He doesn't have the right to do that!” Josh insisted, only to tense up and press his lips together into an angry line.

“What's wrong?” Nurse Mindy asked. When she spoke, genuine confusion seemed to ripple through her question. She tilted her head to the side once again. She looked like a confused bird or an amused feline as she watched him. “You're so pretty. Dr. Chen did such a good job on that face of yours.” She leaned in and whispered to him as though sharing a secret, “You're going to be so popular!”

Popular. A jolt of fear ran through his body. He didn't understand why. Then, all at once, he thought of something. One of his teachers had once mentioned how women could be nervous frequently, especially because so many men viewed themselves as hunters. Consequently, the girls would feel those eyes on them. The girls would be aware that men were checking them out and wondering what they could do to them. Even if those guys never would have misbehaved or broken any laws, the women were still aware of what those men “would like” to do. The boys might've tried to be furtive, but they could never really succeed. The men might have tried to hide it, yet those instincts always seemed to somehow leak out.

Now he experienced something similar as he considered the concept. He didn't want to poke at it. He didn't want to prod the different possibilities, but he understood what she meant. “Popular” meant that guys would want him. They would see his pretty face, the angles of his cheeks and chin, his smile, and the shape of his eyes. They would see him, study the contours of his breasts and decide that they wanted him. Maybe they would come up to him and be polite. Maybe they would start chatting with him.

Only then, he swallowed, and he could feel the collar around his neck. At the same time, he thought of Brad. He thought of the restraints, the straitjacket and the knives...Every detail promised one truth: he wouldn't be able to escape. He wouldn't be able to fight back. Those men wanted him, they could take this sissy...

If something stopped them, it wouldn't be Josh. Maybe it would be his owner or his trainer.

Josh flinched.

“Get in the shower. Wash off. And remember, you have to put on a little show.”

“And what if I don't?” Josh demanded with as much aggression as he could muster.

“Do you really need to ask?” Nurse Mindy watched him, her eyes sharp. Earlier, she seemed so ditzy, like she couldn't possibly threaten anyone. At the same time, he thought about it. The flashing pain from before, the rush of agony, that twist of incandescent fury... All of it, and the humiliation as the pain dropped him to his knees.

“Fine,” he said.

He stepped into the shower, and he felt the hot water spray down against his body.

“Take your time,” she called out over the sound of the spray. “Enjoy yourself. You want to get clean. You don't want to be a dirty sissy.”

“I'm not a sissy at all,” Josh wanted to shout back at her. Maybe it was easier here, especially because he didn't have the surgeon right in front of him. The orderly wasn't around, either. There was just that girl.

Reluctantly, he dipped his head down under the jet of water, and he let the liquid run down his reshaped face to his neck, chest, and down along the length of his body. He turned around slowly.

Thinking back to his plan from before, he glanced over at the nurse. The blonde watched him, her eyes sparkling with amusement. Apparently, she enjoyed this. To her, it was fun. That sparked something within him. Josh tried not to think about it. He didn't want to get angry even as he made the mistake of running his hands up from his pubis to his stomach, along his rib cage and over his breasts. He hated how sensitive they were. At the same time, he couldn't help but experience that rush of pleasure and anticipation. It made his mouth water. He wanted to close his eyes and fondle his breasts. Worse, he could feel twitching between his legs.

That doctor had done so much to him.

Even if weeks or months had gone by, Josh didn't allow himself to consider the time frame. Instead, he needed to coax out genuine anger. He needed to get that primitive instinct to rush forward so that he could take whatever opportunity presented itself.

Still, he knew that they were out in the middle of nowhere. If he escaped the building, he didn't know where he would go.

He glanced back at the nurse again.

Josh came to the same conclusion. He needed her help. “Why are you doing this?”

“I work for Dr. Chen,” she replied.

“That's not what I meant,” he said.

“You're not putting on a show,” she pointed out. “Master James will be disappointed, and he can be pretty vicious with his whip. You don't want that, do you?”

“No…” Josh admitted as he stood there, his hands at his sides.

“No,” she agreed. As she leaned forward, showing off even more of her cleavage. He glanced back at her.

“You know, if you're a very good sissy, maybe Master James will tell us to have some fun together. Is that what you want? Are you hoping you might get to play with these?” As she spoke, she traced her fingers along the sides of her breasts. Even with her uniform on, she looked ridiculous. She was a parody of what a professional nurse was supposed to be.

She had mentioned the idea before, and now he resisted the urge to roll his eyes. Disdain may have stretched across his face, but he tried not to let it show, especially because he still needed her. He needed her help. “That would be fun,” he said quietly, diplomatically. “But I want to know something. Before I actually put on that show, why are you doing this? Why do you work for her?”

“I'm a good nurse,” she said. “I'm a good, dumb little ditz, and I do as I'm told!” She backed her eyes at him as though this was everything he needed to know. He looked at her again.

Deep down, he hated how some part of himself approved, like he secretly yearned to see more women in that position. Only then, he dipped his head down and studied his wet, glistening body. Worse, he could feel the collar around his neck. All of those details reminded him that he wouldn't get to be the aggressive playboy going after a bobble like Nurse Mindy. Instead, he would be the toy. He would be the plaything.

Biting down, he clenched his teeth. Forcing himself to focus, he looked back at her. “But you could be more than that. Do you think you could be more than that?”

“Dr. Chen cured me!”

He itched to argue. He turned to look right at her, to grab her, and to shake her, like he could convince her to go back to her old life. When he saw her, he had to wonder who or what she had been. He didn't understand exactly how Dr. Chen operated, but he remembered hearing a few whispers and rumors about a secret facility. But all that had just been a joke, right? It was a scary story rich people told their kids at parties…

Or maybe not. He couldn't know one way or the other, but Josh swallowed. There was something about the dedication and zeal in her eyes that made it hard to know exactly what she was thinking. Was it really possible to train someone like that? At the same time, he looked down at his own body.

“Last chance,” she chirped, pulling the controller from the small pocket on her uniform.

Josh faced away from her. He picked up the bar of soap, he erupted between his hands, and he started to wash himself. He ran the soapy lather down his arms, along his breasts, down toward his stomach, then along his legs.

“You want your movements to be elegant and sweet. You want your audience to enjoy this. Do a little spin in the shower, close your eyes, and enjoy yourself. Remember, you aren't getting clean for yourself. You're getting clean because you're a dirty, dirty sissy.” She practically sang out those words for him.

Reluctantly, he obeyed. His movements were mechanical and stiff.

“Go a little faster,” she said.

He didn't want to give her that sort of effort. He didn't wish to make it seem like he really cared or that he was actually hoping to impress anyone. Still, he glanced back at her; with that glimpse, he saw the controller once again.

This time, he tried harder.

He continued to wash his neck, his shoulders, his stomach and breasts. Then he bent over, and he knew how he looked. As he watched his shins and knees and thighs, he felt ridiculous. But those sinuous movements would appeal to someone else. That was the point. He wasn't thinking about his own perspective; instead, he concentrated on that other viewer. He imagined what Master James would want.

Lifting his head, Josh started to lose himself to those slow, sensual movements. The water felt incredible, and he didn't have to think. He could just relax. He could ease into the heat as it permeated his body.

“Play with your breasts,” she said. “After all, you are such a dirty sissy, aren't you?”

When he glanced back at her, his lips tightened and pulled back, just a tiny bit, revealing the edges of his teeth. Josh wished he could have done something with that frustration.

She made it worse, “Go on and smile.” With the controller wedged between her palm and fingers, she could hit that button at any moment. He didn't know what would happen, especially while the water splashed down against his curves. One way or the other, he was certain it would hurt.

Like a good and obedient sissy, he built up fresh lather between his palms, and he started to wash his breasts. This time, he wasn't faking it. Raising his chin, he let out a little moan. Simultaneously, he knew that he was being trained. He knew that this was all designed to break down his defenses. Right then and there, it started to feel natural. It felt so incredible! The different pieces fit together as that woman watched. At the same time, he could practically feel those hidden cameras pointed in his direction, taking in this sissy from every angle.

“Very nice,” she said. “You look so pretty! You like doing that, don't you? Let out a little moan for him,” she instructed next.

With his heart beating faster, he lifted his head, and he moaned just as she had suggested. He hates himself for doing it, yet his fingers brushed along his nipples. He gently pinched them, pushed them up, down, to the left or right. With every taunting movement, his body responded.

Finally, she turned off the water.

His shoulders slumped.

Josh wanted to touch himself. He ached for that powerful rush of desperation and satisfied need.

He didn't get it.

When he looked back at the nurse, she just smiled at him. “I think it's time for someone to rest.”

He was trained. They worked on his tone, the shape of his body, all of those little details. More than that, he learned to perform. He got dressed, he did his makeup, and he obeyed every instruction. When he didn't, he was punished. Day by day, he could feel the changes to his personality, as well as his body. The facial reconstruction and breast augmentation had only been the beginning. So much of it was psychological, especially when Master James or Mistress Veronica inspected him or gave him a  command.

More and more, he found himself obeying.

As all of this happened, Josh could also feel the rest of his life start to fade away. He thought of his schooling, his teachers, his friends, all of those ancillary details that became less and less important with every day and week.

He tried to remember his favorite hamburger spot, what he used to order when he went to that one Mexican restaurant, and how his friends used to tease him when they went up against one another in that PVP shooter. All of those details faded. He could conjure them if he tried especially hard. He did this sometimes while he worked on his makeup or adjusted his panties. He did when he could feel the tight bodice around his chest. There was always that squeeze and the restriction of his sissy outfits.

In his old life, he had never noticed just how free he felt in his clothes. Even when he had to put on something formal for a special occasion, it never felt like this.

This was different.

At one point, he realized why. He glanced back at Nurse Mindy. That ditzy blonde had smiled, of course. She always looked so cheerful and happy and enthusiastic. But again, that was part of her job, part of her training. Josh wondered how it would work for him. He wondered how long it would take before he adopted the same mannerisms…

Only now, Nurse Mindy woke him up, told him to get ready, and watched as he got dressed. She pulled out a dark red corset and a matching, layered skirt. He put them both on. He also had to wear a pair of high-heeled boots. As part of his training, he had learned how to walk around dressed like this. He felt uncertain on his feet, but that seemed to be fine for everyone else. As long as he could stand up straight, push out his breasts, and look cute and sexy, no one seemed to mind. After all, it wasn't like he had anywhere important where he needed to be.

Once he was fully dressed, Nurse Mindy took him by the hand. She guided him back into another room.

A bedroom. He saw the four-poster bed, the silk sheets, expensive pillows, and the works of art adorning the walls. He didn't understand those images, and he wouldn't have been able to explain any of the brush strokes or the underlying, philosophical implications. He was sure those paintings were expensive and were part of some ongoing conversation between different schools of thought. He just had no idea how they worked.

“Get on your knees, on the bed, and hold your hands behind your back. Bow your head down, and when the door opens again, tell your Master that you're ready to be taken.”

Josh jerked his head up. He looked at her. “Taken?”

She giggled. “What? Was that too subtle for you?” Nurse Mindy stepped forward, reached up, and brushed her fingers through his hair. It had definitely grown longer over the course of his training. “Master James is going to fuck you today!”

He opened his mouth again; his jaw dropped open as he tried to comprehend what he had just heard. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he wanted to shake his head from side to side, as though she had been joking.

“Go,” she said. She pointed. Even so, she still had that bright smile on her face.

He crawled onto the bed. He kneeled. At the same time, he could feel the hem of his skirt against that midpoint on his thighs. At this point, he wore the chastity belt, but he knew that his opening was vulnerable.

The doors opened, and he glanced up for just a second. It wasn't a genuinely defiant movement, but he didn't see Mistress Veronica or Master James. Instead, he saw someone else altogether.

Sabrina Sawyer. His mother!

Josh let out a breath. He meant to say something. He failed.

She strode over to the edge of the bed, held her hands to her chest, and she inspected him, just as the others had done. “So pretty,” she said, gliding her eyes up and down along his body. She studied the contours of his hair, the shape of his face, and the nervous expression curving at his lips and darting up to the corners of his eyes. She drank in every detail. He knew he was being analyzed, assessed, and evaluated.

“It's good to see you again,” she said. He opened his mouth. He tried to speak. She didn't touch his lips, yet she chided him, “Don't speak.”

With that one command, he shut his mouth. He bowed his head down again. He kept his eyes aimed at the edge of the bed.

Sabrina surprised her boy; she climbed up onto the mattress, grabbed him by the nape of his neck, and pushed down. He braced himself on his elbows, yet his face still touched the soft sheets.

The door opened again. “Look at what we have here,” said Mistress Veronica.

Another voice joined hers, “Beautiful.”

Beautiful.

He heard that deep, masculine voice. At the same time, he thought of his own body and how he had changed. He thought of what it was like to wear the corset, the boots, the collar and chastity belt. He thought of his skirt and the many times Nurse Mindy had told him that he was a pretty sissy. All at once, he wanted to look good for this man.

Josh hated that reaction. Consciously, he told himself that he was supposed to be better than this. He fought hard to get his emotions under control. He needed to reorder his expectations. And yet, that man strode forward. Josh wanted to jump ahead, only now his mother was brushing her fingers through his long hair, down toward his neck, and along his shoulders. She was petting him. Even through the heavy fabric and leather of his corset, there was something reassuring about her touch.

At the same time, Josh understood his position. Bent forward and braced on his elbows, he understood exactly what was about to happen.

Master James stepped right over to the side of the bed, he worked the buttons on his shirt, shrugged off that outer layer, and then he slipped his feet from his shoes. Finally, he slipped his belt free from his pants, and he yanked down his trousers along with his boxers. Within the span of just a few seconds, he stripped.

Josh didn't want to see this. And yet, something compelled him to stare. He saw that man's muscled body, the contours of his cock, his balls, and every other detail.

Most of all, Josh found himself studying that erect shaft. This man was hard. He was excited.

“Are you ready to be taken? According to Nurse Mindy, you're almost ready. We have been watching you and evaluating you. We have been the ones to decide how you get trained, Josh.” He chuckled, like this sissy's name was some kind of joke.

Josh understood all of those different details, yet he still gulped. He shook his head from side to side like that would make some difference. It didn't.

Master James climbed up onto the bed. As he moved, Sabrina leaned down again, and she said, “It's okay. It's okay. This is what you need. This is who you are now. When your Master decides he wants to use you, you get used. Do you understand? It's okay. Just relax. Just relax because this is going to happen and you're going to enjoy it.”

“No, I'm not going to enjoy it!” Josh yearned to call out. He needed to shout those words, only something stopped him. There was this tension at the back of his throat. It was fear. It was a lump of uncertainty and doubt, especially because he thought of how he had worked out, how he had performed, and how his body had changed. He thought of the sensitivity along his nipples and breasts. He thought of what it was like to be denied the use of his own manhood.

Instead, he was a sissy.

As always, Josh resisted the idea, only he couldn't push it to the side, bury it, or escape it. It seemed to hover there at the back of his mind.

Naked and relaxed, Master James climbed in the position.

Josh waited for that burst of movement. He was supposed to leap up, spin around, and face this man. Instead, he remained in position.

When he thought about it, he had to acknowledge that there was something almost kind about his mother's voice and the way she cooed down at him. “He's ready,” she whispered to him. “Master James is ready to fuck you. It might hurt a little bit, but that's okay because you're a sissy, and this is why we have you.”

Josh tried to answer; he tried to tell her that this was wrong. More than that, he could have viewed this as an opportunity. After all, he had her right there, and she was the one who brought him here. Presumably, she could get him out!

Fighting hard, Josh did his best to struggle through all of his training. He thought of his time on the treadmill, the bite of the shock collar, the way they had touched him, teasing him, stripping him, and using him. Even in that position, down on his hands and knees, he could feel his exposed opening, and he knew it would only be a matter of seconds before this powerful man pushed forward, thrusting into him.

Eyes clenched shut, Josh tried again. He fought to get out the words.

Yet there was that gentle cooing, the soft encouragement, and the condescension. “It's okay. It's okay, my sissy. My sweet little sissy boy.”

There! She called him a boy! The trapped sissy tried to use that. He concentrated on making some declaration. He could only get her to listen to him for a few seconds, a few minutes, then he couldn't believe that he could escape. He could convince her to let him go. Maybe he was never going to be able to win with Nurse Mindy, but his mother could be different!

He tried to look back up at her. She saw that little hint of movement. There was a soft laugh, and she reminded him, “This is good for you. This is what you need. This is going to be so much better for you. Yes, it will. Just relax. Just relax. I think he's ready for you. Are you ready for him, Master James?”

“Always,” grunted the trainer. He grabbed Josh by his hips, shoved forward, and the sissy let out a squeal. There was that quick little cry, the initial burst of sound. Right after that, Josh froze. His muscles tightened, but Master James had lubricated his cock. Not only that, he knew what he was doing as he penetrated this sissy.

The invasion made Josh stare straight forward while his thoughts scattered. His breathing froze, catching his throat. His heart seemed to drop even as it frantically kicked. His fingers bunched the sheets beneath his fists as his toes curled, and he wanted to fight. There was that instinct again. The urge pumped through his body. The desire refused to abate.

Despite all of this, Josh still didn't know what to do or how to win. He didn't understand what it might mean to try to resist or fight back.

He didn't. He couldn't.

The months of training had worn him down. Each day, he had obeyed. Not only that, time had become so distorted anyway. There was this strange sense of extension, like each day could stretch on and on because he didn't have anywhere to go. He simply followed the commands from the nurse. Sometimes he saw Master James or Mistress Veronica. They ordered him to comply with one set of instructions or another. He did it each time. That could mean stretching, posing, smiling, or declaring his status.

He was a sissy. He was a slave.

With every mantra, Josh had tried to believe that he could still make his own decisions. He might tell them whatever they wished to hear, yet those words couldn't really impact him.

If that was supposed to be true, then he didn't understand how Master James could control him so completely.

Panting from one desperate little breath to another, Josh needed to scramble forward. He didn't. He still couldn't!

His mother was there, stroking his hair, petting his neck, and reminding him that this was good for him. She told him that he looked so pretty as he took that cock for the first time.

“That's right,” she said. “Just relax. Relax and take it because a man wants to use you. This is what it needs to be a sweet little sissy slave. You can be his private slut right now. He can use you however you want, you're going to take it.” She made it sound so definitive, like there couldn't be any other possibility. In that moment, he tried, yet he still couldn't imagine any real defiance.

“Good. That's right,” she encouraged him. “You're doing so well, sissy.”

Sissy.

The words slapped him across his face; it pumped into his body.

Master James thrust forward, drew back, only to pump into him again and again. With every invasive movement, he showed Josh who he had become. He showed Josh exactly what he had become.

A sissy.

A slave.

He was going to be pretty. He was going to be soft and weak. Over the last few weeks, they had trained him physically, making him work out in all the right ways. His stretches, his routines, and that time on the treadmill had shaped his body just as much as his surgery. His upper body had become less developed. His breasts jiggled and bounced whenever he jumped up and down. He felt smaller, like his waist had gotten narrower while his hips widened. Each time he had to look at himself in the mirror, he saw those subtle shifts.

And now, he was getting taken like a sissy, and there was nothing he could do to stop it!

Josh closed his eyes, and he tried to hate this all over again, only Master James seemed to awaken something within this sissy. Master James seemed to entice him in a way he couldn't understand. All at once, there was a different kind of urge. While his mother continued to encourage him, and look down at him, Josh suddenly wanted to be good for this powerful man.

Something like that wasn't supposed to be possible. Something like this wasn't supposed to happen! Even if it was true, the reality of his situation dragged him down into those sensations. They overwhelmed him, washing across his psyche and dragging him into a different state of being. He didn't comprehend it. Instead, there was just a new impulse, something he could just barely articulate.

It was subservience.

The urge to obey, to follow commands and to please suddenly overwhelmed him. When he tried to combat those sensations, he failed. Those emotions bubbled up inside of him, because this man could show him exactly where he belonged. Worse, there were those soft and encouraging words. Every note that came out of his mother's mouth reinforced his subservience. She helped him focus. Rather, she made it harder for him to concentrate on resistance, rebellion. Instead, he knew he had to be good, docile, and obedient. He had to give this man everything he had.

Master James. Master. This man was different. He was stronger, far more powerful, and capable of things Josh could no longer imagine.

“You have an amazing ass, sissy,” Master James said with a grunt. In the next moment, the master of the household grunted. His fingers tightened, his nails pushing down into the sissy's hips. His cock throbbed, and he pumped harder now, moving forward, drawing back, taking everything he wanted as the pleasure raced through his body.

Josh threw his head back. He grunted. Obviously, he couldn't enjoy this to completion. There was that pleasure, that anticipation, that need and desire. All of those different sensations ran hot through his body as Master James took everything.

Then it was over.

Master James yanked back.

Josh wanted to collapse. There was that urge to fall onto his side or roll onto his back, bend his knees, and accept this. With his eyes closed, he struggled to catch his breath. When he opened his eyes again, he saw the three of them. There was Master James, Mistress Veronica, and Sabrina Sawyer. They stood there, whispering back and forth.

This was it, Josh's opportunity to speak. He could raise his voice and make them understand that he wouldn't and couldn't do anything like that again.

Instead, Nurse Mindy slipped forward, she put her hand on the nape of his neck, and she squeezed. She tucked him forward, nudging him out of the room.

Behind him, he could hear the others laughing as they considered his progress.

Distantly, he heard someone say before the door closed behind him, “The sissy training is going well, very well!”

Over the intervening weeks, Josh tried to tell himself that nothing had changed. The day after Master James used his opening, Josh struggled to hold onto the idea that he was still the same person he had always been. Besides, getting pumped like that shouldn't have really impacted who he was, what he believed, or how he saw the world.

Despite those quiet promises, Josh couldn't make himself believe any of it.

Instead, he started thinking of himself more and more as a sissy. There were even those moments at night, in his bedroom, when he would slide his hand down between his legs. He'd brush his fingers along his smooth skin or up to the contours of the chastity belt. He'd sense the rigid metal and remember what all of that meant.

Most of all, he couldn't feel the freedom, strength, or dependence before.

For so long, Josh had been confronted by a world where he could make every decision for himself. He had all of this potential. In school, his teachers gave tasks, and there was always the expectation he could do it. He had never really understood the concept of “poor self-esteem”. As far as Josh had been concerned, that sounded like some feeble excuse. Obviously, there were students out there who couldn't handle the stress or rigor of work. To him, they simply sounded weak.

But now, Nurse Mindy, Mistress Veronica, and Master James started giving him instructions. They told him to put on his servant's uniform each morning. He did. They ordered him to wear his makeup. He did. He had to brush his hair and to take on his chores.

He claimed.

The property was massive, of course. They gave him small chores at first. He had to fold laundry and put away those garments. When he first began, he waited for that surge of rebelliousness and defiance.

It didn't come.

Instead, he took on more chores. Nurse Mindy oversaw his behavior from hour to hour. Still, it was Master James and Mistress Veronica, who inspected him, who expected him to perform, to check his work.

When they weren't happy, they could have him shocked or whipped.

During these punishments, he could be stripped naked, chained to a wall within one of the small rooms in their home, left there for a few hours, only to suddenly feel the surge of pain. Boredom and fear would instantly morph into those bursts of agony!

The punishment worked. Or maybe it was just the time. As the weeks rolled into months, he knew that the rest of the world was going on without him. Very rarely, he tried to remember his academic ambitions and everything he had tried to accomplish. He thought about these abstract concepts like a GPA, standardized test scores, and more. He thought of the presentations he had given for his classes, the papers he had written, and everything he had learned.

It was all fading away.

It felt illusory, like the world had become some kind of mirage...or maybe a dream.

And now, he had woken up. This was his life. This was his existence.

Day by day, he worked. Not only that, he could feel himself almost earn the trust of those around him. It was a strange and novel idea, especially because he understood something else. This wasn't a trick or a trap on his part. He wasn't attempting to confuse his trainers, nor did he wish to trick them. Initially, he had that idea.

It had gone nowhere.

Instead, he could feel his obedience grow as he served them.

At one point, Master James and Mistress Veronica had found him while he was washing some dishes. Nurse Mindy had been standing nearby, but the others flanked him now. They had stroked his hair, grabbed his ass, and brushed their fingers along his arms. They had poked him and prodded him, teasing him.

Mistress Veronica asked, “Are you a good sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he had answered. The response had been reflexive, like he hadn't needed to think about it. Instead, the words just fell from his mouth as they expected.

“Good,” Master James had said. “Very good.” That was when he had grabbed this sissy, shoved Josh down onto his hands and knees, lifted his skirt, yanked down his panties, and pulled on his hair. The sissy became a sex toy right then and there! He got used just as hard as before. Master James pumped into him, showing this sissy exactly where he belonged, and what he had become.

Josh hadn't expected it, but as he had gotten taken hard, and the desires had swarmed through his body, it became impossible for him to think clearly. His cock had twitched within his chastity belt, but he hadn't been able to get out. He hadn't been able to fight back. Instead, he remained there like a good servant. He was taken by the Lord of the Manor.

Afterward, he was ordered to get cleaned up, and he had obeyed. When he washed, he had known that the shower would probably be recorded all over again, so he had turned around slowly, showing off his breasts, his tight waist, his flat stomach, his long hair, and his pretty face. He had smiled as he had yearned to earn their approval.

Their approval. He had to be good for Master James and Mistress Veronica.

With this new sense of subservience soaking into him, they decided that he could be invited to the party.

The party.

Mistress Veronica was the one to find him. He had been on his knees washing a window, scrubbing it again and again just to make sure that there weren't any streaks or errant pieces of dust on the glass. She had strolled over to him and touched the top of his head. Then she crouched down, and she looked into his eyes. On his knees, he glanced back at her. “How may I serve you, Mistress Veronica?”

The question came out automatically. Worse, he genuinely wished to know what he could do for her. He wasn't simply avoiding a punishment, nor was he hoping for some chance at a distance escape.

She smiled at him. He saw the red of her lipstick, the sharp curves of her mouth, and he instantly knew that he really would do anything and everything she wanted. For this sissy, there could be no other possibility.

“Tonight, we're having a party. Your task will be easy enough. I want you to walk around with a plate of food for anyone who would like a snack. The caterers will get everything ready for you, and there will always be a tray out in the kitchen for you to carry back into the main chamber. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand,” he said. As he spoke, he hardly noticed how his voice had shifted. It had risen. Not only that, he was quieter than he had once been. Before he came to their home, he had been aggressive and sharp with everything he said. Back then, he had wanted to practice being an attorney. As such, he always tried to speak with as much confidence as possible. This way, people would learn to respect him.

That night, he obeyed. The party began, the music played, and Josh put on a new uniform. It had a frilly skirt, a tight bodice, lace, and puffy sleeves. He didn't question the high heels he wore or how his uniform showed off his cleavage.

Ultimately, he understood exactly what this meant. His uniform signified slavery.

Once Josh finished brushing his hair and putting on his makeup, he had known that Master James could take him again. Or maybe they would do something else with him.

He tried not to think about that. Instead, he went out there, he confronted the guests, and he saw all of these different people.

Months ago, Josh would have tried to take this as an opportunity. Maybe he would have slipped one of them a note indicating that he really had been taken against his will, and that he needed help. It would have been a bold proposition, only Josh didn't even think of it now. Instead, he did as he was told. He went to the kitchen, to whichever tray one of the employees indicated, and he brought it back out.

Josh saw them. They were rich. They were powerful. Instinctively, he could sense their authority. These were politicians, business leaders, researchers, and tastemakers. They were the ones who could nudge society in one direction or another. Together, their decisions influenced the world's direction.

Somehow, Josh couldn't think about that. Where once he would have seen this as a networking opportunity, he now kept his head down as he served the different individuals.

They plucked overpriced cheeses, expensive meats, and rare slices of fruit from his tray. He didn't know anything about the food he was serving, but they didn't seem to care about his ignorance. Instead, he was a pretty bobble that moved from one cluster of individuals to another. He held out the tray without saying anything, and they didn't acknowledge him either. As far as they were concerned, he was just a servant. First, he brought them food. Second, he acted as a decoration.

In his previous incarnation, Josh would have been incensed. He would have raged at their arrogance. But now, he understood that this really was how it was supposed to work.

Like a good little servant sissy, Josh took out the food, saw the people, and then he looked over to see another group of individuals. One of them motioned for him to approach. He instantly recognized his mother, Master James, and Mistress Veronica.

Josh remained there, his feet locked to the floor for several seconds as he tried to figure out how he should respond to what he should do. The moisture drained away from his mouth as he considered the different possibilities, but he ultimately came to the only real conclusion. He had to go to them. If they wanted him, they could have him.

In his cute little uniform, he rushed forward as he held onto the tray in his hands. His fingers pressed down against the curved, metal edges. Careful not to make a mistake, especially because slipping or dropping the tray would definitely mean he would get punished right there in front of all of these people, the sissy servant presented himself. He stood there.

Sabrina Sawyer smiled at him. Mistress Veronica and Master James considered the creature in front of him. At first, Josh just tried to drop his gaze down to the floor. He didn't want to look at anything. He didn't wish to see anything. He just wanted to give them their appetizers and rush off as quickly as he could.

“Hello,” Sabrina said. “It's so good to see you.”

He glanced back at that woman as the rage surged through his body. He wished he could throw the tray down onto the floor, stamp his foot, and growl something about how she didn't get to talk to him. It would've been childish and extremely foolish.

Josh had been trained, so he knew exactly which words should draw from his mouth, “Yes, Mistress.” Mistress. That was her title. That was how he had to address every woman in that room. They all outranked him because they could own property. He happened to be the kind of property that would be owned. And now, his gaze drifted over to someone else.

Master James noticed. He tilted his head to the side, smirked, and said, “Oh, you haven't met Master Jared yet, have you?”

“No, Master, I haven't.”

“And how long have you been working on this one, James?” Master Jared inquired. He was speaking to his compatriot, yet his focus remained locked on Josh.

At that moment, Josh just wanted to be a cute sissy, someone who wouldn't be noticed. He wanted to be pretty. Most of all, he concentrated on the powerful women and men around him. Somehow, hiding seemed like the easiest approach. And if that didn't work, he wished to please them. He didn't know where that survival instinct came from, but this was the only way for him to avoid any kind of punishment.

Resisting the urge to let his knuckles and fingers tremble while he held onto the tray, Josh knew he hadn't been dismissed. Consequently, he couldn't move. He had to remain there, quiet and unobtrusive. That was what they expected from him. That was what they would get.

Still, he understood he could make a mistake. If he let his control slip, he might do something he would inevitably regret.

“Chastity, I assume?” Master Jared asked.

Sabrina Sawyer reached over and plucked a grape from Josh's trade. She popped it into her mouth and smiled toward her friends.

“Absolutely,” Mistress Veronica said.

Chastity. They were talking about his chastity belt, his denial, and his insistently itching torment. He tried not to think about it, of course, yet Josh still ached for relief. Over those initial days, he had thought about different girls he had known. The urges had grown almost unbearable, especially at night. Despite the exhaustion from his daily training routines, there had been those long minutes and hours where he had been compelled to remain awake, on his back in his room, his eyes open as he stared up into the black overhead.

At some point, the denial had become something else. The urges were still there, only he didn't know how to react to them. Part of him wished for them to remain. Part of him wanted to think of the man he had once been. And yet, he had his breasts, his new face, his long hair, and these other instincts. Master James and Mistress Veronica had done an excellent job with his regimen. They made sure that he felt like he lost more of his old identity each day. They were sending him down, softening those edges and taking away his masculinity. Little by little.

Even standing there, in front of his mother and these others made him feel like that.

“That's excellent,” Master Jared said. “A sissy should never consider pleasure. A sissy should never imagine what it’s like to get an orgasm. Maybe you can leave the desires there, but there's something to be said for fixing them.”

Those last two words made Josh swallow. Without trying, he knew what Master Jared said.

As these powerful individuals talked, Josh continued to stand there. But then, he had been trying not to notice the figure down on their hands and knees. Josh couldn't tell whether that was a woman or a man. Still, there was that bright red blur of leather and latex at the bottom edge of his vision. With his chin slightly inclined, Josh fought hard not to notice.

Ultimately, he failed.

“And what about your slave here? Does that mean they aren't allowed any kind of relief?” Sabrina beamed as she asked. From there, she took a sip from her wine glass as her eyes sparkled. At first, she looked to Master Jared, only then her gaze dropped down toward the figure at his feet.

This time, Josh yielded to the instinct. He glanced down, and he saw the slave.

Master Jared let a note of pride vibrate into his voice as he told the others, “This is Penny. Penny here used to be a pain in my ass. She thought she could blackmail me. Well, I had her sent to Crestwood, and here she is. Isn't she adorable in her uniform?”

Josh didn't know whether or not he’d count that creature down there as “adorable”. He could see the contours of her breasts, her long hair spilling out from her latex uniform, but that was pretty much it. There were her limbs, her narrow torso, the curves of her breasts, and her boots, not that she got to use them while she remained down on her hands and knees. Most of all, he was conscious of one detail.

Penny was imprisoned within that inescapable suit.

“How long?” Mistress Veronica asked.

“How long since Penny here has been allowed to enjoy an orgasm?” Master Jared asked. “She was in chastity for two years before I decided that we should just make it permanent. That's six years altogether,” he said. “Now ask me about the catsuit.”

Josh didn't want to know, yet he hadn't been dismissed.

The others chuckled. Master James grabbed a cracker off of Josh's tray and said, “Go on, sissy. Ask him.”

The others turned to Josh. His face dropped. He didn't know if they could tell underneath his makeup, but Josh gulped. At the same time, he understood that he could end up in a suit just like that. “How long has the sissy been in the suit, Master James?” Josh asked. His voice trembled, but everyone there seemed to enjoy it.

“Six months,” Master Jared replied. “That's six months of sensory deprivation.”

Josh behaved himself.

By this time, he really had no idea how long he had remained with Master James and Mistress Veronica. Even if Nurse Mindy oversaw his behaviors from hour to hour, the couple remained in charge of his punishment. Several more weeks (or had it been months?) had elapsed since the party. At the same time, Josh considered that other sissy. Penny. Her name buzzed in his ears.

At one point, he had been alone in his bed, and he thought about how Master Jared had referred to Penny as sissy. Then, all at once, he put the pieces together. Penny had been a man at one point. He had been a competitor and a rival. He had made the mistake of going up against the wrong man, and now he...she...wore that catsuit. She crawled around. She did whatever that man wanted.

The same thing could happen to Josh.

That fear pumped through his body, granting him the strength to try something.

The latex. The Suit. Not being able to see or hear. He contemplated what that kind of existence would be like, not knowing what was going on in the world outside, simply crawling, being on display, and not even knowing it…

Worst of all, he considered that concept of permanent chastity.

Josh had to try something.

He couldn't convince Nurse Mindy to let him go. Even now, he could look into her eyes and see her complete and total dedication to the Master and Mistress of the house.

Josh hadn't planned this.

One day, his mother came back. She was visiting with her friends, and she hardly acknowledged Josh. She was seated there in one of the small libraries, her legs crossed. She seemed very at ease with herself. Nurse Mindy had ordered him to fetch some snacks and a glass of wine from the kitchen. With practiced ease, Joshua obeyed. He knew exactly where everything went. By this point, he was a beautifully trained sissy slave. His makeup looked perfect, and no one would have been able to recognize him as anything other than a pretty girl. Maybe his shoulders were slightly broader, but that exotic difference actually made him more intriguing, especially considering Dr. Chen's beautiful work on his chest.

But now, he saw his mother, and he could feel something break inside of him.

He couldn't help it. Although she looked relaxed as she sat there in front of the large bay window and stared out at the field beyond, Josh had to try something. He needed to say something.

It wasn't planned. It wasn't some focused idea. He hadn't prepared some grand speech.

Instead, he stood there for several long seconds. She continued to enjoy the view. With this sissy off to the side, Sabrina Sawyer seemed completely relaxed.

Then he moved.

He set the tray aside. He lowered it down onto the coffee table, and he dropped to his knees in front of her. He looked up at this woman, and he started to beg. He couldn't help it! The words fell from his mouth, one after another. Eyes wide, he looked up at her. “Please. Please, help me get out of here? Please! I don't know what you want from me, but I'll give it to you! I'll be the best son you can imagine! I, I will do all of my chores! I can stay home! I can go to school or get a job! Whatever you want! Please, just get me out of here!”

“How dare you?” came the cold retort. “How dare you behave like that?”

It wasn't his mother; it wasn't Sabrina Sawyer, who spoke. Instead, Josh heard those words, and he knew Mistress Veronica's voice as the recognition and fear pumped through his body.

“Mother. Please!”

Silence.

Mistress Veronica wasn't alone. She had started to come into the room right as Josh began to speak. If he had waited only a few seconds longer, then he would have been able to stop himself. If he had started sooner and hadn't hesitated, then those two might not ever know about this. Instead, Master James and Mistress Veronica stood there. She had her hands on her hips, and he watched, his expression cold but not detached. Instantly, Josh understood something simple.

This sissy had misbehaved. Worse, he had embarrassed them!

He jumped to his feet, and he started to stammer out an apology, “Silence!” Mistress Veronica growled back at him.

Right away, he went quiet. He had no choice. The color dissipated from his cheeks, and he could feel that cold soak into his body. On his feet, he kept his knees held together. He didn't know what to do or say. He longed to run, but that wasn't a possibility. Fleeing would only make everything so much worse.

It was already bad. Was already so bad.

All of those realities pumped into him from one second to the next.

For weeks or months, Josh had behaved himself.

He had hoped he had earned some kind of goodwill.

If so, it was gone now!

Sabrina hadn't said anything about him. But now, she turned back toward her friends. She got up, and she walked over to them. Mistress Veronica still looked incensed. Master James glared at the sissy slave. Maybe the couple was waiting for Sabrina to say something. Maybe they wanted to know how she would react and respond.

Finally, she said, “I will leave his punishment to you.”

Punishment. Josh gulped. Mistress Veronica turned, and she walked right over to him. She tilted her head to the side, and she let her gaze sweep across his body as she evaluated him. Right then and there, she was probably trying to figure out where she had gone wrong. Master James stepped beside his wife.

“Speech is simply something this sissy doesn't need,” Master James said.

“What?” Josh squeaked out.

“Exactly,” Mistress Veronica said with a little sneer.

Mistress Veronica had reached into her pocket, pulled out her phone, and entered a message. Only minutes later, Nurse Mindy arrived, and Josh was still blubbering out his apology. Down on his knees, he stared up at the others. They had surrounded him, and he was pleading. A different sort of desperation pumped through his voice, “Please. Please, you don't need to make it so I can't talk!” He wasn't even sure how that would work. “Please! I swear, I won't make this kind of mistake again! Please, Master! Please, Mistress! I will do everything you want!”

Mistress Veronica could have laughed and said something like, “Didn't you just make that promise to Sabrina?” She didn't say it. She wasn't amused.

“You embarrassed us,” Master James stated. “For that, there must be a punishment. And I think we both have some very good ideas. Don't you?”

“Absolutely,” Mistress Veronica said.

Josh had tried to intervene once again. He needed to get them to listen to him. If he could just hold their attention for a few seconds, then maybe he could convince them to change their minds. They could pivot to some other punishment. He didn't care if it would involve the shock collar, a whip, or even extra hours on the treadmill. He would give them whatever they wanted, and he would never make that mistake again! Of that, he was sure!

Nurse Mindy came for him. Even as he continued to blubber out his apologies and promises, she took him. She attached a leash to his collar, and she tugged. When he didn't move right away, she shocked him. The others watched as he cried out. He even looked over at Sabrina, but she just smirked and shook her head from side to side.

Nurse Mindy brought him back into his room. She closed the door. She didn't technically need to lock it. Obviously, he wouldn't be bold enough to try to break out on his own, especially now.

Instead, he lowered himself down onto his knees, and he waited. He silently hoped for the opportunity to see Master James and Mistress Veronica again.

He would get that opportunity, only it wouldn't matter.

A few hours later, Nurse Mindy returned, only she wasn't alone.

The orderly came with her. Josh saw Brad, and his mouth opened. He wanted to cry out, to shout or scream, especially because Brad came with the gurney.

“No,” Josh squeaked out. He shook his head. He jumped to his feet, and he started to stumble back.

The powerful orderly stomped forward, grabbed the sissy, and pulled Josh across the room. He even lifted the sissy up, shoving the slave down onto his back. Then he strapped Josh in position. One restraint looped around his neck, another over his chest, then two more on his wrists and a final pair on his ankles.

Josh knew it was futile, but he couldn't help it. If he couldn't speak, then he wouldn't be able to even hope for the chance to escape. Talking had always been one of his great abilities. He knew how to convince people to do what he wanted. He knew how to get them to listen to him. Or at least, that had always been the case before he came to this country estate.

Thrashing, twisting, and fighting as hard as he could, he didn't have any chance. The orderly pushed the gurney back through the house.

Just a few minutes later, Josh found himself looking at the white walls of the operating room.

The orderly moved quickly. With a pair of scissors, he cut through the uniform Josh had been wearing. Soon, he was naked except for the collar and chastity belt. From there, the orderly removed the restraints.

Josh froze for a moment. His heart kept hammering, but he looked up at the orderly as Brad looked down at him. The man was waiting to see exactly what the sissy would do.

Josh tried to scramble off of the gurney. He wanted to run for it.

The orderly grabbed him, wrapping his arms around Josh's waist, lifting him up, and tossing him down onto the operating table.

Josh kicked out with his feet, his legs frantically slicing through the air as he did his best to break free.

He couldn't connect with anything; he couldn't get away!

Brad manhandled the sissy, shoving him down, spreading his arms, and restraining him one limb at a time.

Even though Josh had adrenaline on his side, the orderly knew what he was doing. In fact, he must’ve restrained plenty of patients before, so Josh wouldn't be any exception. The sissy was red-faced now, his skin hot, little droplets of sweat beading on his brow. The orderly looked utterly relaxed as he moved quickly and efficiently. When he finished, he smiled down at the sissy. “You're lucky your trainers haven't let me play with you.” That was all he said before he turned away.

Josh glanced over at the nurse.

“Do you know what they're going to do to me?”

“I don't!” said the blonde. “I'm sure it's going to be good for you!”

He drew in a breath. He was about to argue with her. Only then, Josh remembered that it would be useless. She had been thoroughly trained. She had been broken. Clearly, Nurse Mindy belonged to these people. She saw them as her owners and superiors. As such, she couldn't and wouldn't ever defy them.

Josh had tried.

Toxic regret spread through his chest.

Clenching his eyes shut, he tried to think of something he could do or say.

Only then, the door opened, and he saw her again.

Dr. Chen.

She walked forward, grabbed a syringe, and quickly injected Josh.

The paralysis spread through his body.

She looked down into his eyes. He couldn't see most of her face while she wore that surgical mask, but she told him anyway, “Your trainers have decided that you need piercings and several collagen injections. Are you ready?”

Ridiculously, he jerked his head back and forth all over again.

“You're ready,” she promised him.

She reached over, opened one of the drawers, and pulled out the piercing gun. He saw it, and he tried to say something, only now he couldn't feel his mouth. His lips and tongue had gone silent, as though he simply lost access to those parts of his body. Josh couldn't even shake his head this time. Instead, he remained right there. He couldn't move his arms and legs. He could struggle and squirm, but he didn't see the point even as she opened his mouth, reached in with a pair of clamps, and forced his tongue out. Then she started to pierce him.

He clenched his eyes shut each time he heard the piercings as they bit down through his flesh. There was that acrid flavor at the back of his throat. His stomach twisted.

She wasn't done.

First, there were six piercings.

From there, she reached for another syringe. She started with his bottom lip first. She went for his right side, then the center, then the left. She gave him those injections, one after another. Simultaneously, Josh closed his eyes. Despite the paralytic, he could still feel the needle as it punctured his skin. Or maybe that was just some kind of psychosomatic response.

When she finished with the bottom half of his mouth, she worked on the top. Dr. Chen moved with mechanical efficiency. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she made these modifications, one after another. When she finished, she looked down at her work once more, pulled off her surgical gown, and left the room.

He didn't want to see it. He didn't want to know. He had awoken in his bed, but he could feel the differences instantly. There was this strange warmth pulsating along his lips. Not only that, he pushed his tongue up against the roof of his mouth, and he could feel those piercings.

“You're going to have to get up,” Nurse Mindy told him. He had already known that, of course. As much as he wished otherwise, he couldn't just stay there on his bed, staring upward. He couldn't simply probe the changes to his body.

He hadn't seen the differences, only now he dreaded what he would find.

“Come on, sleepyhead,” Nurse Mindy said with too much joy in her voice as she grabbed him by his wrist and pulled him back up onto his feet.

Still naked, he stumbled to his feet. She pushed him up in front of the mirror. She pulled those loose bangs of hair behind his ears, and she presented him to the mirror.

He looked.

He saw his inflated lips, the added color, and then he opened his mouth. “That's me,” he tried to say.

The words came out muddled and incoherent. He tried again. He tried to articulate himself. He made random, wet sounds. As those little noises hit the air, he heard them and realized what had happened. Those sounds weren't words. No one would understand him.

“You know, from now on, it's probably better if you were seen and not heard,” she said. Then she leaned over and whispered, “That's okay. I'm sure the piercings are going to mean you can give amazing oral.” She giggled like she had said something naughty, and then she grabbed him, because it was time for this sissy to get back to his training.

Josh didn't make any other mistakes. Even if he wanted to speak, he couldn't. Technically, there were other options for him. He could have thrown a punch or kicked a wall. He could have tried to damage some of the property on the estate.

He didn't.

Even if that idea occurred to him as some vague abstraction, he knew better than to make any real attempt. Instead, he did as he was told again and again.

Days, weeks, and months passed. Life was simple enough. He worked out. He endured all of his training, and he offered his services. If he didn't, he already knew what the consequences could be.

Dr. Chen was still out there; the master and mistress could call her back.

Still, there was that other idea that sometimes floated behind his eyes. Josh wondered about Penny, this sissy trapped in the catsuit. Whenever that reality occurred to him, Josh knew he was lucky. Losing the ability to speak had been terrible, but he could still see. He could still hear. Not only that, there was the possibility that he could be released from his chastity belt.

It wasn't permanent.

That permanent loss seemed like too much, like the reality would break him.

Before his abduction, he had envisioned different scenarios for his life. He thought about his girlfriends, and he thought about the different ways he could enjoy himself. For other men, sex had been some kind of achievement. Seducing a woman would be the highlight of a year or even longer. For Josh, it had always seemed so simple, like he instinctively understood what it took to dance between the different things a girl needed to hear.

But now, he was about to experience something else as he presented himself in the living room. First, he saw his mother. There was that twinge. Instinct to plead with her pumped through his body. Again, only then he saw her guest.

Emma.

When he saw her, the heat lasted across his body.

It was his ex-girlfriend. He remembered their last conversation, and those snide comments.

He opened his mouth.

“You probably shouldn't say anything,” Emma said as she rose from her seat. “Just present yourself.” Then she glanced over at his mother. Clearly, Emma hadn't known exactly what to expect, but she had understood that he had gone through something of a transformation. She didn't look shocked. Instead, there was something else on her face…

It was amusement.

She was enjoying this.

Instantly, his instincts as a sissy kicked in, and he understood that this woman wouldn't try to help him. If anything, she probably hated him for everything he had done and said. He had played with her emotions, and now she got to see what the consequences of his actions had been. For her, it was close to perfect.

She had ordered him to present himself, so he parted his legs slightly, crossed his wrists behind his back, inclined his head, and stared forward. In that moment, he became little more than a doll.

She knew this. She had understood what the command would do to him.

Emma circled him. She was just as pretty as before. Now she casually stepped up to this sissy and tilted his head to the left, then the right. She smirked as she enjoyed herself. “You know, your mother told me that you had gotten out of line. Is that why you need those pretty piercings in your mouth?” At this point, she forced to separate his plump lips. She looked, and she saw the glistening steel curving along his tongue.

Josh couldn't answer. If he had tried, he would just make another mumbling noise.

She patted him on the head, laughed, and said, “Okay. I think this could be fun. You're sure you don't mind if I use him?”

“Not at all,” Sabrina said. “Would you like some privacy?”

“You don't mind?”

Privacy? What did that mean?

Josh tried to process the different implications, but Sabrina smiled and soon excused herself. Suddenly, he was alone with his ex-girlfriend. All at once, he wanted to motion to her for them to leave. He needed to convey exactly what had happened to him.

“You hurt me,” she said, bringing all of those other thoughts to a halt. “You hurt me, Josh, so I think it's perfectly fine. If you are transformed just like this. Talk? You don't need to talk. You never had anything worth saying. You loved to lie and manipulate people. But guess what? I get to see you just like this. Yes, I do.” She reached up and tapped his bottom lip with the pad of her finger. Then she laughed. “You look amazing like this. You look like such a stupid little slut!”

He opened his mouth. He yearned to argue. Then he closed his mouth because he knew it would be futile. She was right. He was a plaything, a toy, and a sissy slave. There were no other possible ways to describe him, especially after the long months of training he had received.

“But don't worry,” she said. “You get to do one thing for me before I leave. Well, one other thing. Seeing you like this has definitely been a treat.”

He wanted to ask her what she had in mind. Josh needed to know.

Emma seemed to sense this. That's why his ex-girlfriend allowed him to soak in the different possibilities. Then she changed her mind and said, “I want you to know something. When I first heard about your abduction, I was actually thinking about helping you escape. I mean, this is cruel. It's barbaric! Just look at you!” She swept her gaze up and down his body. She studied his corset, his skirt, his tights and his high heels. But then, she brought her eyes back up toward his face, and she shook her head. “I was thinking about trying to help you escape, but then I changed my mind. I think this is going to be better for you. I think your mother is right. This is where you belong. This is who you should be.”

No!

Eyes blazing, he tried to get her to change her mind with just the focus of his stare. With that look, Josh thought to get her to change her mind.

“But before I say goodbye to you, I was thinking you could give me a farewell gift,” she said. That was when she sat down, spread her arms along the back of the couch and watched him. A different kind of desire spread across her face while she continued to study the sissy in front of her. “On your knees.”

He fell forward. Technically, Emma wasn't a trainer. She didn't have the title of Mistress, either. Even so, he fell to his knees before her.

“Crawl over here,” she said as she spread her knees. “And lick me. I want you to make me come nice and hard. Let's see what your new piercings feel like, shall we?”

His eyes widened, and he yearned to call out some response. He was supposed to tell her that she couldn't do this. It wasn't right. It wasn't fair.

In this household, those concepts didn't mean anything.

He had no choice. He crawled forward. At the same time, he could feel that obedience surging through him. Suddenly, she peeled back her skirt to reveal that she wasn't wearing any panties. He saw the curves of her inner thighs and the tuft of pubic hair.

Back when he had dated girls, he had made it clear that he wouldn't go down on them. As far as he had been concerned, oral sex was only something a girl would do. But now, he was a sissy, so he had no choice. He slid his head up between her legs, and he positioned himself.

“Lick,” she said. With that one simple word, she forced his obedience. He had no choice but to comply.

At this point, Josh honestly believed that he was no longer susceptible to any kind of shame. He thought embarrassment had been burned out of him.

He was wrong.

As he began to service his ex-girlfriend, he clenched his eyes shut and tried to hide it. Even then, he couldn't ignore the taste of her excitement, the heat pulsating off of her pussy, or any of the other sensations that pumped through his body. He was really doing this. He really had become a sissy. Before, it had been so easy to manipulate this girl and young women just like her! And there, he wished he could just play with her, flirt with her, tease her, and mock her, just as he had always done without her even realizing what was happening.

But now, Josh worshiped her body. He went in deep. His tongue darted along the swollen curves of her clit. At the same time, he couldn't block out that taste. Revulsion and embarrassment smeared across his mind as he continued to pleasure her.

Before his abduction, Josh never would have viewed this girl as his equal. He was supposed to be ambitious and ruthless, relentless and unstoppable. She was just supposed to be a cute girl. She was supposed to be someone he could control!

But now, she reached down, sliding her fingers through his hair and taking a firm grip with each hand. She held on tight as she forced his head up, then down, forward and back. She pumped his face as she used him, turning him into a living and reactive dildo. At the same time, her breathing came faster. He could hear those quick, eager little rafts as she breathed in and out.

“That's right,” she said. “You like that, don't you? You need it, don't you? This is what a sissy lives for!”

He wished he could answer. He needed to shoot back something sharp and insulting. Even if he would have regretted it, Josh could have taken the risk. Instead, he kept licking. With that overriding sense of subjugation, he slid his tongue, up and down, in tight little circles, all for her. He worshiped her opening, giving her the satisfaction she craved.

Earlier in their relationship, Emma had asked him on multiple occasions if he would consider going down on her. Each time, he had said no. At first, he had been diplomatic about it. Later on, he laughed at her. He made it sound like no guy would ever give her something like that.

Lapping at her pussy, he felt her hands at the back of his skull again. She pushed him up right along her slit. Even deeper now, he licked. He swept his tongue along the walls of her crevice.

She squeezed his cheeks with her inner thighs. She was close, so incredibly close. Within just another second or two, she came hard! The explosion of pleasure radiated off of her. Worse, he could feel his cock twitch within his chastity case. He may have been just a sissy, but he still had that yearning, buried deep within his body. Programmed into his DNA, those urges had never gone away. Even though he had been taken himself, like some pathetic slut, Josh still yearned for release.

She pulled back. She looked down at him.

“What did you think of that?”

“Thank you for the opportunity to serve you,” he tried to say, only the words came out muddled and useless. After his latest modifications, there was no way for this sissy to speak. She knew it, but she loved taunting him with that inescapable truth. He kept his eyes downcast. His mouth shined, only it had nothing to do with the lipstick he often wore.

“You really are a sissy now, aren't you?”

He started to answer. She touched a finger to his bloated lips. “It's okay. Don't speak. We both know I won't be able to understand you anyway.” She threw her head back, laughed, and rose to her feet.

Still on his knees, he wished he could answer. He wanted to say something, anything. He needed this young woman to change her mind. After all, she was supposed to believe in social justice and a bunch of other abstractions that should have applied right then and there. Instead, she stopped in the doorway, turned around, and waved goodbye to her ex-boyfriend. That sissy just wasn't worth her time, not when she was gorgeous and could go find a real man.

“Wake up, Josh. Wake up. We have something special to celebrate,” she said to him.

At first, he thought it had to be Nurse Mindy. Only then, he realized that the voice was familiar, but it didn't belong to the girl who had followed him around or enforced his training protocols. It was someone else.

For another moment or two, Josh embraced the idea that all of his time back with Master James and Mistress Veronica had been some kind of bizarre dream. Even if he could remember almost an entire year of subjugation and humiliation, he still wanted to think of himself as a boy back home. He could go to class, hang out with his friends, date girls, and plan for the future.

That wasn't how it worked.

“Wake up, Josh,” Sabrina Sawyer said to him again.

He opened his eyes, and he saw his mother.

Right away, he tried to talk to her. He fought to speak until he felt the studs in his mouth and along his altered tongue.

He couldn't talk!

She reached down, brushed her fingers along his cheek and up through his hair. It had grown out a lot in the last couple of months. She smiled, kissed him on the forehead, and said, “We have something special for you today. Go on. Get dressed. Put on something cute.”

She stepped out of the room, leaving him there to obey.

Josh got dressed. He put on a pair of black boots, a dark gray skirt, and a white tank top with a built-in bra that would squeeze his mounds and show off his cleavage to the maximum effect. Reluctantly, he brushed his hair, put on his makeup, and stepped out into the hallway, where his mother was waiting for him.

As he had worked, his heart had skipped faster and faster. Part of him wondered if maybe she was going to take him home. It was a lovely idea, but he saw her face again, and there was something amused playing across her face. Somehow, he didn't think this would mean his release.

Along with Master James and Mistress Veronica, Sabrina had something else in mind.

She escorted him back through the mansion. At this point, he knew his way around, only he didn't know where they were going.

She opened the door for him, and she guided him into the drawing room. He saw the big windows, the works of art along the walls, and of those sculptures in the corners. More than that, he saw Master James, Mistress Veronica, and their other guest.

Master Jared.

Josh quickly turned back to face his mother. She saw him, smiled, and said, “Don't worry. It's okay.”

He didn't understand what she meant by that. But now, she walked forward, and then she stepped behind him before she raised her hands and pushed her palms down against his shoulders.

Josh fell to his knees. He looked up at the owners of the house and the guests. Sabrina slipped into his field of vision, and she told the others, “Master James. Mistress Veronica. I just want to thank both of you for all of your hard work and for the opportunity for Josh here to be retrained. But now, I think it's time for us to acknowledge that he should move on.”

Josh opened his mouth. He longed to cry out. He wanted to shout and demand answers. Better yet, he wished he could plead for the opportunity to go home. But even as hope and fear combined at the pit of his stomach, Mistress Veronica reached out and gave her friend a hug. “Always. You know, we are always here for you. Whatever you need, we are on your side.”

“Thank you for that,” Sabrina replied. Only now, she looked over at Master Jared. “If I check my account now, will the money be there?”

“I made the transfer more than an hour ago,” he promised. “But still, I might be marginally insulted if you felt the compulsion to check.”

“Don't worry,” Sabrina said with a quick wave of her hand through the air. “I'm just teasing you.”

“Indeed,” he said. Even if he was speaking with Josh’s mother, he turned back to the sissy. “The important thing is that I make this purchase right here and right now.”

“Purchase?” Josh tried to ask.

Before Sabrina could say anything, Master Jared chuckled. “That's right, sissy. Your mother here has decided that she wants a payday. Well, it's more than that, I suppose.”

“I think you will be the ideal master for this sissy.”

“You know what I enjoy, don't you?”

“I do,” Sabrina said. By now, her expression hardened. The jovial amusement from before had disappeared. “But maybe you want to tell him?”

Josh had an idea.

He thought back to the other sissy, her long mane and everything she had endured. He remembered the shape of her body within the suit, the captivity, and the knowledge that she would never be able to escape.

“Josh, you now belong to me. That means we're going to give you a new name. Before I tell you.” He lifted his hand, brushed along his cheek, and he nodded, “Kitten. That's going to be your name from now on. You are Kitten, my sweet little sissy, and you're going to crawl around at my feet. And yes, you will wear a collar, and it will have a sweet bell.”

“No…” Josh tried to say. Again, he couldn't make his tongue dance to shape any kind of real word. Instead, he made that moaning little sound from deep in his throat as he tried to deny the future he faced.

“Yes,” Master Jared replied smoothly. Even if they couldn't understand exactly what Josh had tried to say, it was easy enough to guess, based on that horrified look dancing over his features. “In a few days or weeks, I'm going to have you fully enhanced. That means your breasts are going to be bigger, your waist is going to be smaller, and we're definitely going to need to do something about marking you. I think a tattoo,” he said. “Then again, branding, you might be easier.”

His eyes widened. They moistened almost immediately.

“But before we get there, you need to understand that you're going to be just like Penny. But you, Kitten, are going in a different kind of suit. Different but similar. And yes, it's going to involve a permanent chastity belt. It's going to be locked on, the key broken, the opening filled. No one will ever be able to get that titanium reinforced chastity cage off of you. You're about to lose access to your little sissy part.”

Breathing faster, Josh looked back at Master Jared. Simultaneously, he tried to think of what he could say or offer. A blow job? His ass? Only right then and there, he could tell that Master Jared wanted his captivity. That was what this man craved above all else. There were no other priorities, no other secret desires.

Most of all, Josh understood that this man could have all of it.

He walked over, leaned down, and looked right at the sissy slave. “Your name is Kitten. Nod your pretty head, Kitten.”

Josh wouldn't do it. He tried so hard to fight. And yet, his heart kept pounding faster and faster. He was right there on his knees in front of these people, and they had already broken him. He realized that within just a few more seconds. The fear may have granted him some small relief, yet Kitten nodded her head.

Like a good girl, Kitten looked up at her Master.

“Very good,” he said. “But that does raise an interesting question.”

“Oh?” Sabrina asked.

Mistress Veronica laughed, “Do you want the sissy to get an orgasm before she is locked in permanent chastity?”

“I hadn't thought about that,” Sabrina said.

Kitten dropped her head down against her chest. Breathing in and out, she could accept her new status. She could accept the reality of what was happening. She even understood she would go back into the operating room for other surgeries. And when she came out, she really would be just a ditzy plaything for this powerful man. But she couldn't take permanent chastity!

Unfortunately for Kitten, she wasn't strong enough to figure something else out. She wasn't smart enough or clever enough.

At the same time, Sabrina continued to wobble her head from side to side. “It's a very big decision. I understand that you are going to lock her up, but should she get one more orgasm?”

“I think she deserves one more,” Mistress Veronica said.

“What do you think, Master James?” Sabrina asked.

Master James glanced back down at the sissy slave. Opening his mouth slightly, he touched the tip of his tongue against his incisors as he contemplated the different variables. Finally, he said, “I think one more would be a good idea. Let the little sissy remember exactly what she is about to lose.”

Kitten didn't know what to do or how to fix this.

“On your hands and knees,” Sabrina said.

Kitten obeyed. “Nurse Mindy, can you get some restraints for her?”

“Absolutely,” said the nurse before she scurried off. In the meantime, Sabrina crouched down beside the sissy who had once been her son. “Kitten,” she said, almost testing the syllables out. “I like it. It's going to fit your new existence. And don't worry. From what I understand, Master Jared already has your suit ready for you. We're going to zip you up, lock you in, and you won't have to think about hearing or seeing anything for a very long time. How long do you think you'll be able to keep her locked up like that?”

“Unending, for at least a decade,” he said.

A decade?

Kitten heard those words, but she couldn't understand what they meant. After all, she was young. A decade seemed nearly endless for her!

The nurse came back, and she dropped the restraint planks down on the floor. Kitten saw them, and she understood how these would work. She would be bound by her wrists, elbows, knees and ankles. Trapped on all fours, she wouldn't be able to get away or move her limbs.

“Into position,” Sabrina said.

Master James and Mistress Veronica both watched as the sissy complied. She slipped in the position, and now she could feel the restraint as they were tightened around her limbs. Just as she had suspected, all eight restraints were soon locked on. Just like that, she was trapped in that position.

Sabrina held out her hand, and someone gave her the key.

She unlocked Kitten's chastity belt!

“Look at that. Your cute little cock has definitely shrunk down over the last year.”

A year. Kitten just heard that confirmation, and she knew it was true. It was undeniable. This was her life now. This was the existence she faced, only she turned her head and peered up at Master Jared. Right away, she knew that he wasn't joking.

A decade.

A decade in a catsuit. A decade bound. Blind and deaf, she would have to crawl after him. He would tug on her leash, and that cute pet would follow wherever he wished for her to go.

With the belt pulled away, Sabrina reached up, and she stroked his cock. “You know, I could stop right here and now,” she taunted him. “I don't have to let you have the completion.”

That was true; she was right.

Even if he didn't want to believe it, he understood the reality of his situation. His heart kicked faster, and she tried again to speak. Fresh incoherence left her mouth.

Sabrina began to stroke at the sissy. She started to glide her fingers along that adorably erect shaft. Kitten started to moan. This time, she wasn't speaking. She knew better than to talk.

“There we go. Just remember, this is the last one. You want to make it last. After this, you won't ever get another orgasm. Master James is going to keep you locked up. He is going to make sure that you never, ever get out!” As she made those promises, Sabrina made this sound like something he could look forward to.

Kitten understood the reality.

She squeezed. She stroked him. She taunted him and played with him from one moment to the next.

Kitten did her best to hold out. She believed them. She believed everything they told her!

But now, she lost control. As she got touched and stimulated, the desires overwhelmed her! She could feel that throbbing. She grunted. She moaned. She panted like a horny little animal as the need spun into something unstoppable.

It was done.

With her head bowed down, she could already smell the ejaculate as the aroma wafted up onto the air.

Sabrina released the restraint. “Lick it up,” she said.

The sissy slave obeyed, bowing her head down. Her tongue slid along the tiled floor.

Eyes shut, she forgot about the catsuit.

Nurse Mindy pushed it down onto the floor, and then they stripped her. Working together, Master Jared and Mistress Veronica and Master James and Sabrina and Nurse Mindy shoved her down into that suit. Before they locked her in completely, they locked her into another chastity belt. She could feel the leather squeeze against her toes, calves, knees and thighs. Her arm slid into the sleeves, and they zipped her up.

“That was your last orgasm,” Master James said. “That was your last taste of pleasure. After this, it's only pain for you, sissy. Have fun, Kitten.” As he said those words, he zipped her up, blinding her, deafening her, and making sure that he really would own her for at least another decade. After that, maybe he would sell her, maybe he would keep her, or maybe he would just share her with all of his friends. There were so many possibilities, and he obviously didn't have to decide just yet. Instead, he started to think about Kitten's next set of modifications.

The End
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Commissions:

If you’re interested in a commission, you can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com, or you can check out my other titles!

The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

OEBPS/image_rsrc100.jpg
Cuts and
Corrections






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




