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Chapter One

Dressed just as I’d expect the owner of a chain of adult superstores would dress the owner of Kink Addiction, a tall, gorgeous blonde locked the front door. I waited in the shadows. She turned on her six-inch shiny leather boots and headed for her car. Embracing her voluptuous hips was the tightest black PVC skirt. Her skirt was so tight she could take only short, quick steps. Those quick seductive steps made her walk the sexiest and most arousing I’d ever seen. Her mouthwatering tits jiggled inside the tight black corset top with each stride. Hoping one of her fleshy tits might pop free, my cock swelled.

Once her car pulled around the corner, I waited ten more minutes before heading for the backdoor. This would be an easy score. I had the key, the safe combination, and the alarm code care of a wild romp with one of her stupid female employees. After getting her drunk… Mary, Melony, or Mabel can’t remember her name. I fed her a line of horseshit, fucked her silly, and disappeared in the middle of the night. That’s me: Love them and leave them, Chucky.

Once I turned off the alarm, I got to work, the professional burglar I am. Except I can’t get the owner out of my mind, and I can’t quell the ache in my cock. I’m hard and throbbing the entire time I busted open the cash register. Bigger than the average guy, and let me tell you, the ladies appreciate my cock. Chucky’s jawbreaker constantly shifts out of my underwear as I open the safe. Throbbing and even… damn it, leaking like a teenager.

I’ve got no time for this. After four attempts, I got the safe open after battling my hard, dripping cock—wasted time. Wasted time is the crook’s worst nightmare. That’s why my records clean. I don’t waste time when I’m on the job. Once the safe is open, I see my tip paid off. It’s a gold mine. I start with the cash. Stuff it in my backpack. The jewelry. The diamonds. Satisfied, I head for the door. Chucky’s jawbreaker pumped and ready to stick down the owner’s mouth. Fuck I can’t get my mind off her. Maybe, I’ll visit her after I screw her out of every penny she has. I laughed. She won’t know. Serves her right.

With my backpack full, I head for the door passing toys, clothes, and accessories: paddles and whips, blindfolds and restraints, and a demonstration area with a leather restraint hanging from the ceiling surrounded by an intimidating array of toys. Stopping, curious, I picked up a leather harness with an intimidating dildo attached to it. What kind of guy would let anyone stick this up his ass?

“Damn it, Chucky. Quit wasting time.” I whisper.

Every minute I dawdle puts me at risk. I head for the door. On my way, I pass a mannequin decked out in frilly pink panties with a pouch for its cock, a matching bra, pantyhose, and lingerie. I have an idea. Leave a present for the bitch. I’m not gay or anything, far from it. Before I know it, I’m naked, slipping the sissy panties off the mannequin and sliding them up my legs. I moaned as the soft, delicate fabric cradled my cock. It was like nothing I had felt before. The soft lace of the panties wraps around my ass perfectly. They feel right. Maybe I’ll take them with me. No. Much more fun to leave a present.

What about DNA? I can’t leave any trace behind.

Then the thought popped into my mind what the hell am I doing with these things on, anyway? I’m not gay, but it feels so good. I’m throbbing and dripping, I can’t resist the temptation, so I jack off. Closing my eyes, I lose myself in a fantasy. Staring down at a pair of heavy, fleshy tits, the owner on her knees, bobbing her head up and down, sucking Chucky’s jawbreaker. Her tits swayed back and forth.

Leaving the panties here after I shoot my load, how great it would be to see her face when she updates the display, finding the pouch full of my sticky cum.

The lights come on. I’m busted, caught red-handed. Cock in hand. Virtually naked. Who could it be? The cops? The owner?

I turned. Standing behind me with a hard look stood the owner brandishing a handgun too big for her delicate hands. She’s taller than I thought and more imposing. Her fierceness was undeniable, not blinking an eye or shaking, aiming the gun between my eyes. Her eyes were as cold and hard as steel. Looking for fear, I see none. Instead, she’s smirking and staring at my groin.

Why would she be frightened? I’m standing here naked, in a pair of faggot panties and hard. I glanced down. Chucky’s jawbreaker was not only a long tent pole stretching the frilly pink fabric but there was a visible stain.

What do I say? What do I do? Am I worried about going to jail? About getting shot? Nope. Do I rush her? No. Try to talk my way out of this. No. Scare the shit out of her? Nope. I say the lamest thing in the world. “I’m not gay or anything.”

She glanced at the backpack, then all my all-black clothes piled on the floor.

“Put your hands up.”

I do.

She strolled towards me. The skin-tight PVC skirt hugged her curves like a second skin, accentuating every inch of her voluptuous hips, swaying, hypnotizing me. Swinging back and forth like a pendulum, heels clicking against the wooden floor are intimidating, not sexy anymore. It was the pair of black thigh-high boots that grabbed my attention most. Under her boots are toned, tanned legs. She’s fit. My eyes wander back up to the gun, then up her arm. Her bare arms are firm and toned.

There’s an electric charge in the air. Dominance was all I could think of looking at her. I swallowed hard, wanting to run my hands over every inch of her body, kissing every curve and crevice until she begged for more. But I’m frozen. What could I do? What could I say? Normally I’m quick-witted and know what the ladies want to hear, but I’m dim-witted and tongue-tied. So, I stand silently, watching her with a smirk on her lips.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” She said, her voice laced with an undercurrent of amusement and malice.


Chapter Two

Again, I tried to speak. But my words evaporated, and I wanted to vanish into the floor. What’s strange? I’m not worried about the cops. Or that every cent she had was in my backpack.

“Looks like you can’t talk anymore, sissy?” She said three feet from me, smiling. Fear gripped my heart. Not from getting shot or going to jail. But going to jail dressed like a prissy queer.

I sputtered out nonsense.

“What have we here?” She said, an unmistakable tinge of amusement in her voice.

The world stopped, and the surrounding air thinned. I should have run, but I’m frozen, standing there in lingerie. Cock hard. Yes, my fucking cock’s still hard as a rock. I opened my mouth again—the third time. No words escaped. I felt embarrassed and exposed, vulnerable in a way I couldn’t explain.

“Cat got your tongue?” She said, scrutinizing me from head to toe, her eyes lingering on my crotch. A surge of excitement and fear run through my body.

“You like the way they feel, don’t you? The panties. Are you a panty boy? Or a full-fledged sissy? Do you just like wearing panties or desire the entire ensemble?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. Listen, why don’t we talk about this.”

“Yes. Why don’t we? I think you have a lot to talk about.”

Then something happened that I’ll never be able to explain. Not in a million years. She put her gun on a nearby table. That’s truly amazing. But what did I do? React as the professional thief and con man I am. No, I didn’t grab it. I didn’t tackle her. I didn’t grab my backpack and run. My reaction was. “I’m not gay.”

She laughed, stepped behind me, and grabbed my cock. She pulled me into her while stroking my cock. God, I was so close, right there, ready to cum. It usually takes me all night to blow my load, but in the panties, and with this dominant woman behind me….

I’ll let her jack me off, relieve my ache, and then make for the door. Nestling her chin into my shoulder, her breathing’s heavy. It should be. She’s stroking Chucky’s jawbreaker. Women love my cock. After biting my earlobe, she whispered. “You look so right in those panties. Do you like them?”

I didn’t answer. I did like them. I’m not admitting it, though. Well, I liked them with her stroking my cock. Then she pulled back, taking my earlobe with her. She let go of it before tearing the tender flesh off my body.

“Ohhhhh. Fuck.” I said. My heart raced faster than ever. This was my chance. Hit her. Push her out of the way. Run. Tackle her. Grab the gun. Point it at her.

The thoughts of the broken register, the destruction of the office door handle, and the empty safe came rushing back to me. She didn’t care about any of those things. What she wondered about was if I liked the panties. As quickly as these thoughts ran through my mind, I wondered why she hadn’t called the police. Was she still giving me a chance to explain, or was something else happening here?

A heated “No!” came to my lips. Something amazing happened. I told the truth. “I’m not gay. I was going to cum in them to teach you a lesson for making me hard. I watched you leave. Yeah, I was out front watching.”

Nervously glancing downwards. Nothing but a pair of panties clinging to my hips, sissy panties with a satin pouch for... Holy fuck! Time halted as a flush of humiliation shot through my body. What the fuck was going on?

“Really? You’re in luck,” She said with a sinister grin as her hands glided down my chest, stopping temptingly close to my throbbing cock. Tickling my flesh, taunting me, teasing my manhood with her long, perfectly manicured, bright red nails. My cock shot straight up. What the hell? I stood frozen, unable to move. Why don’t I take control? Grab the gun. I glanced down. There it was on the table. Right there for me to grab. But, somehow, in three minutes flat, this woman had eradicated every ounce of the alpha male.

What’s more amazing? Being submissive to her was making my cock harder than it had ever been, and I wasn’t dribbling pre-cum. It was gushing out like a river.

Her hand slid back up to my chest. She rolled one of my nipples between her fingers, pinched it, and twisted it savagely.

“Holy fuck. What kind of crazy bitch are you?”

She returned to my cock, stroking my head. “Take off your panties and show me what you got there.”

I didn’t move.

In a commanding tone, “Did you not hear me? Take off your panties. Or do you want me to call the police?”

What could I do? The lady gazed at my thick throbbing cock. I couldn’t resist. “No,” I said weakly. “I’ll do it.”

Standing there with my legs shaking, I slipped the panties to the floor, stepped out of them, and stood naked. Chucky’s jawbreaker stood proud.


Chapter Three

I stood naked, my cock hard, as this beautiful woman stared at me, and I stared at her. I couldn’t think of anything to say. What do I say? Was she going to shoot me? Call the cops? Stare at me?

Then she spoke. “So we have a couple of choices... what’s your name?”

“Listen, This is not what it seems?”

She laughed. “Oh, it isn’t? The cameras record everything that happens here.” She fished her cell phone out of the hem of her tight skirt. “Choice one: I call the police and let them pick you up, naked, and turn over the tapes of you with a backpack full of cash, a hard-on stripping naked, and trying on my sissy clothes. By the way, they are one of my most popular items. Along with the bondage gear. Why don’t you slip those sissy panties back on, so when the cops get here...”

There was no way I was going to jail, looking like this. “Listen, what do you want? I’m sorry I broke in. I’ll do anything.” In my mind, “anything” meant satisfying a frigid unsatisfied MILF with my love-making expertise.

“Yes, you will.”

She glanced at a corner of the store set up as a dungeon. Hanging from the ceiling were chains, ropes, whips, paddles, and other kinky-looking shit. In the back was a room labeled private.

“There,” she picked up the gun and pointed toward the door with her gun. “Over there.”

We walked to the corner, my cock swinging back and forth, her heels clicking. She opened the door labeled private. I stepped inside. She followed, turned on a light, and waited. The room was small. On a table was a bright pink ball gag, two pairs of pink steel handcuffs, high heels, and an assortment of women’s clothes. Lingerie mostly. I’m not gay, but as my eyes pour over the sexy things about the room, Chucky’s jawbreaker bounces with joy.

Seeing my cock’s response, she said. “My… I thought you would hate this. That would have been so much more fun for me. I don’t want to force you to do anything, though.”

I laughed. “You got a gun pointed at me. Anything you make me do will be forced.”

“You want me to lower the gun?”

“Yes.”

“Turn around. Put your hands behind your back.”

“Okay. But, I’ll sue you for this.” I turned around and put my hands behind my back. She grabbed my wrists, cuffed them, grabbed a ballgag, and dangled it in front of my face.

“Since every word that comes out of your mouth is probably bullshit until we reach an agreement, we’ll keep this in your mouth. Now, I won’t do anything you don’t want, okay? So if at any point you want to end this… shake your head three times, and I will certainly be happy to turn over the security footage, and….”

I said. “You’ll be on it too. You fucking crazy bitch.”

“Ahhh… Yes. That will be hard to explain. But….” She glanced down at my cock. I’m handcuffed. She’s holding a ball gag in her hand, ready to silence me, and yet, Chucky’s jawbreaker was still erect, standing tall and dripping pre-cum steadily.

“I’ll take my chances. Do you wish me to call the police? Or do you wish to accept, shall we say, my unique form of corrective behavior? We can call this justice. Femdom justice. Or maybe community service. Since you broke into my establishment, your community service should serve my community. Right?”

She broke out in laughter. “Why are you so hard? You like this, don’t you? Being restrained. I see you eyeing the panties. You want them back on, don’t you, sissy?”

“Your nuts, lady. Nothing wrong with me. My cock is hard because half your tits are spilling out. I’m not into all this shit. Like I told you, I’m not gay. I tell you what, let me fuck you with Chucky’s jawbreaker, and you’ll be the one serving me.” I glanced down at my cock, then let my eyes travel over her tits, hips, and legs, licking my lips. Then flicking my tongue like a serpent, I said. “I’m very talented, orally. Bet you squirm and squeal for more when I put my tongue inside you.”

She laughed. “Oh yeah? Do you think you can please me, and you named your cock? Holy shit. Tell you what, I’ll have a new name for it in twenty minutes. Ginger’s Sissy Clitty.”

“Who’s Ginger?”

“Me. In no time, that cock of yours will no longer be your cock but my sissy clitty.”

“Come on. Let me stick it in you, and you’ll beg me for more.”

“No thanks. I’m not your typical gal. We have a long way to go. So which is it?” She punched the first number, and her phone beeped. I understood it to be a nine.

“Okay. Okay. I agree.”

“I agree, Mistress.” She said.

“Fuck you.”

“Okay, for now. That’ll be okay. Now it’s time to listen. Open.”

“Listen, this is coercion. Fuck no.”

“Okay. I call the cops.”

What choice did I have? No way I’m going to jail like this. I said, “No!” But I opened my mouth wide, ready to accept her order. What had she done to me?


Chapter Four

I figured I’d play along with her until she lowered her guard again. This time I’ll not be so submissive.

She put the ball gag in my mouth, buckling it securely behind my head. I stood there helplessly, drool running down my chin. She set the gun down, grabbed a riding crop from the table, and ran it lightly over my body, teasing and staring at me, her eyes dark and cold. Down my chest, circling my nipples, down my stomach, rubbing it over my throbbing cock, down my inner thigh, and back up. Then she smacked my cock.

“Oh, fuck what’d you do that for?” I said. Did she understand it. I doubt it. My cock swung up and down briefly, then settled back still. But it was still hard.

“You’re a bad little girl. And that cock.”

“Nice, isn’t it? Just admit it. You want it.” I mumbled.  The words lost, but plenty of drool spilled out.

She ran the tip of her riding crop down my inner thigh, rubbing it teasingly, watching my cock bob. 

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

“No! Half your tits are hanging out. That’s all.” More garbled mess and drool spilled out.

After winding up her riding crop, she smacked my balls. And what the hell happened? Chucky’s jawbreaker throbbed. My breathing became labored when she whispered, “You are going to be my sissy slave. Serve me and my customers until we have rehabilitated you. That is if you agree to it. Nod if you agree.”

My eyes felt like they’d popped out of my skull as I jerked my head from side to side. No way! I’m not doing this. Then the thought of going to prison came to my mind. Okay, I’ll agree to it. Who’s going to know? I’ll play along and feed her some of my best lines, get my dick wet in her juicy MILF pussy. Once she's tasted Chucky’s jawbreaker, I’d have her eating out my hand.

I nodded.

She guided me to a padded black leather table, pushed my head down, kicked my legs apart, and I’ll be damned, but Chucky’s jawbreaker swelled even more. It’s never been this hard, and it gets pretty hard. Dangling between my thighs, bent over, cool air blowing on my ass feels…. What the hell was wrong with me? Good? How much more humiliating can this be? I’m bent over, my ass on display, my hands restrained, and a pink ball gag in my mouth, and I’m horny?

“What the fuck are you going to do?” I said. Whether it was understandable as anything but a jumbled mess of words was beyond me.

She laughed. “Having trouble speaking? You’ve been a bad boy. Soon, you’ll be a good girl.”

I shook my head and mumbled no.

She smacked my ass hard. “If I tell you, you’re a bad boy, you are. Understand?”

I stood. I turned around and glared at her. No way, I’m going to take any more of this.

Calmly, no fear in her, she said. “You can leave now. Or stay. If you choose. If you stay, though, you will be my bitch. Serve me until I have rehabilitated you. You know I was going to call the police when I saw you in those frilly pink sissy panties. But the way your hands stroked your cock. It strained, jerked, and jumped under the soft caress of the sissy panties, aching for release. I knew. I knew you were a sissy. Maybe you don’t know it. But you will, and maybe once you realize your true nature, your compulsion to steal will disappear, replaced by something more suitable for a sissy like you. Serving. So either bend over and accept your fate, or I call the cops. Tell you what. I’ll give you option three.”

She stepped aside, lowered the gun, and waved toward the door. “Leave. Run. If you can pick up the bag of cash, go ahead.”

“What? Take the gag off, the handcuffs.”

She put her hand to her ear. “What? I’m sorry. I don’t understand you.”

I gave her a bold sweeping gaze. There was no way I was running outside looking like this. My eyes settled on those tits of hers, so perfect. I watched her chest’s gentle rise and fall. No fear or intimidation, just power. My knuckles knotted with hate, my cock throbbed with lust. Two opposite reactions to the same stimulus.

She reached around and squeezed my ass as if she owned it, as if I was hers. It felt good. I’m unsure if it was the physical act of having my ass squeezed or being overpowered by this woman. I jerked back, surprised at how much I enjoyed being her toy.

“Well? I will not wait all night. Assume the position, or I call the police.”

Not much of a choice. I turned and dropped my head on the table as a garbled mess of words left my mouth. “I’m doing this only to keep out of jail.” And yet, I was curious. I put my head on the table. Waiting. She took off the ball gag, lifted her skirt, lowered her panties, and rubbed her wet pussy back and forth across my ass.

“See how wet you make me. Being my sissy.”

She removed the ball gag and said. "Answer me, sissy."

“Don’t get any ideas about fucking my ass with one of your sick toys. Not happening. That’s where I draw the line.”


Chapter Five

“Okay. I respect your decision. I don’t want to do anything that you disagree with. But, I’ll make a deal with you.”

“Oh, I love your deals.”

She cupped my balls and squeezed them. I moaned. She squeezed them harder. Then she grabbed Chucky’s jawbreaker and stroked it. “That’s a nice big cock, and I hate to have it go to waste. You beg me to fuck you. In the ass. Beg me, and I might not agree when you do, and you get to fuck my pussy. Agree now, and we do it with no pain. Or humiliation. But you are going to agree to it. Mark my words, sissy.”

I laughed as she stroked and played with my cock. “Play with it long enough, and you’ll be begging me….”

She smacked my cock with her hand. It stung. Then she swatted my balls. They swung left and right several times before settling. I was confused, not because of what she’d done. But because my cock remained hard, my heart pounded with lust.

She smacked it again. “Bad boy. Don’t you dare back talk again?”

“Okay. Okay.”

“Okay, what? Or I smack it again.”

I took a deep breath. What choice did I have? Play along for a little while. Because I said it doesn’t mean I will be her bitch. I’d wait. Bide my time, jump her, and run when she drops her guard. No way she’s calling the cops.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, we’re getting somewhere. I’m going to turn you into a sissy. When you have served me, then you may leave or stay. But for now, we train you to be a sissy. I know a sissy when I see one. What man would strip naked and put on girly panties?”

I couldn’t argue. I remained silent.

“Silence I take as full acceptance of your fate. So, we begin. I’m going to have to make you a sissy girl. I want you to beg me to make you a girl. You are a sissy, aren’t you?”

“Fuck you. What do you mean? I mean, make me your sissy?”

“Fuck you?” She said. This time it wasn’t her hand that hit my ass. It was leather. It was hard. And it stung. She smacked each butt cheek again and again. When she stopped, my ass was burning and throbbing.

Deep down, though, I deserved it. I know.

“Stand up. Turn around and face me, slut.”

I turned around.

“I’m going to make you a bitch, Chucky. Do you agree?”

“Listen, I’m not gay!” I protested, fighting the tears that blurred my vision. “That just isn’t me.”

“Oh, but you are,” she replied softly. “Maybe not today or tomorrow, but eventually, it will come out. Accept it. Beg for it. Let’s get you into a bra and those lacy panties too. You know you want to.”

“They are too small.”

She smiled. “Oh, they’ll fit just fine.”

She reached down and slid the panties up my legs, grabbed my cock, and slipped it into the pink pouch. Then came the bra. She took my knit cap off, guided me to a mirror, undid my ponytail, fluffed my hair out, grabbed my chin, and turned my face from side to side.

“All woman.”

She ran her hands up and down my legs, then over my arms and chest. “You shave your body? Are you kidding me? You’re telling me you’re not a sissy?”

“Girls like a smooth guy.”

She took a long whiff of my legs. “Moisturizer?”

“Mmmm…. I can’t believe my luck. Are you trying to tell me you aren’t a sissy? Sissies shave their legs. Men don’t.”

She slid her hand under my panties and caressed my ass. “You’re fucking ass is smooth and soft, and you’re telling me you’re not a sissy?”

“I do it for the ladies. I fucked your assistant manager. How the fuck do you think I got in here. I made a cast of her key. Then I memorized the combination. Dumb bitch. Hey, why don’t you let me up? Let me tie you up, and we’ll have a grand time.”

“You know what I think. Your macho bullshit is all an act. By the end of your community service, we’ll know. First, we need to do something about that cock.”

“This isn’t any community service. This is blackmail. Coercion. Slavery.”

“You may leave. Please go. Maybe you’re not serious about reform or rehabilitation. I should call the cops. Tell them when I came in, you were spanking your ass. Wearing some of my sissy panties.”

“It’s on tape. You spanked me.”

“And you let me. Did you go for the gun? Run? You remained submissive…. and hard while I administered corrective action. So which is it? Call the cops, or do your time here. With me.”

My jaw dropped open. What was she planning on? I’m not into this kinky shit. I want to hit her with the gun and kick her ass! She guided me to a corner of the room with a bar hanging from the ceiling. On it were two leather cuffs.

I can’t get my eyes off the restraints. Being at the mercy of this woman made my cock throb. “Okay. I draw the line here. Let me go.”

“Are you sure? You know, I know one guard at the county jail. Perhaps we’ll leak the video of you breaking in and stripping naked… Letting me spank your ass red. While your cock dribbles pre-cum. There’s no audio, but what it’ll show…”

“Okay. But I’m not gay.”

She laughed. “You know the guys who protest the most about not being gay are those who like to suck cock the most.” She undid my handcuffs.

What did I do? Jump her. Push her out of the way and run. Nope. Looking at her intoxicating magnificence, all I could think was that she was my Goddess. My eyes drifted to her jiggling, fleshy tits, and she slapped my ass. “Those are for only good girls. You aren’t there yet. Prove your worth first.” She looked up at the ceiling. “Hands in there.”

With my hands restrained, she locked them and said. “I’ll be right back, sissy.” Then put a blindfold on. I tried escaping, but I wasn’t getting out of there. My slender arms weren’t known for their strength.

When she returned, she stroked my ass, massaging it. She stroked my cock through my sissy panties. What the hell was she doing?

I said. “You like that, don’t you? You can’t keep your hands off it. Let me out, and I’ll show you a good time.”

She ran her hand up and down my cock. I knew it. She couldn’t keep her hands off it. She teased me mercilessly through the silky panties. I hated myself, but the sensation of being jacked off felt a hundred times better with the panties on. I squirmed. My legs twitched. Being deprived of sight made the sensation even more intense. Maybe this kinky shit wasn’t so bad.

My balls tightened as I closed in on an orgasm. My toes curled. I’m turning and twitching. I said. “God, I’m so close. Okay. Okay. Right there. Oh, yeah.”

I am at the point of no return. It was here, and as much as I hated to admit losing control was highly sensual, giving up all control to her was worth it. She pulled down the panties and let my cock hang free. Spit on it and stroked. Stroked and spit. Damn, she’s got soft hands.

It was time. “I’m cumming.”

She pulled her hand away and squeezed my cock at the base with one hand and, with the other, put something over my cock. Ice. Touching my bare flesh, sending lightning bolts of pain through me. Oh my God. Ice. She’s freezing my cock. It’s so cold it hurts. She’s running the ice over my dick, making it throb with pain. She stopped. The ice was gone. My orgasm happened, but it didn’t. It was terrible. A few drops of cum drizzled out of the tip.

She said. “Bad boy’s don’t deserve orgasms. Maybe at another time. Maybe if you beg for it and when you’re my sissy. I’ll allow it. When you have proven, you deserve it… then…”

She rubbed lube over my balls and cock. Round two? A round hard ring slipped over my cock, and slowly, carefully slipped it over my balls. Something went over my cock. Then I heard a soft click. The blindfold came off, and I glanced down. The bitch had put my cock into some cage. Then she undid the restraint. My hands fell free.


Chapter Six

“Now… That’s better.”

I couldn’t stop staring at my cock, or the intimidating black thing it was in. “Better? Did you lock my cock up? You crazy bitch.”

“It’s Mistress to you.”

“Listen, let me go.”

“Okay.” She held the phone up in front of my face, dangling it, teasing me. “An app controls the lock on the phone. I’m the only one with access. The phone opens with facial recognition. So… I now own your cock. Unless you want to leave.”

“Unlock it.”

“No. You may leave with your cock locked up.”

I touched it. Felt around the shaft, the ring that encased my balls, and wiggled it. It was metal, sturdy, and locked up tight. “Bitch.”

She said. “I’ll be right back.” She disappeared into the office with the safe. I’d concluded I wasn’t getting myself out of it. I’d be behind bars. Fifty guys taunting me with some cage on my cock. Whatever she had planned for me, jail would be worse. There was still the possibility that I could swoon her into being my bitch instead of vice versa. I’m Chucky Desmond, after all.

When she returned, she said. “As added security, I put the phone in the safe—the only phone with the app-and changed the safe combination. Now, a good thief might get himself out of that nasty thing. Would you like to leave and try?”

“Fuck you, cunt!”

“It’s Mistress to you. I’m fine with you leaving. So, go ahead.” She stood, arms crossed, legs spread as far apart as the tight PVC skirt would allow. No gun. I could push her out of the way and run if I wanted. She’d offer little resistance. Maybe knock her out. Tie her up. Then crack the safe. I’d done it before. But that might take hours. Then the phone. I knew a guy that could open a locked phone. But how would I explain it? I can’t go out like this. Even if I got out of the door, she’d turn over the tapes and me stealing her blind. I glanced down at my cage. Metal. Secure.

“It’s an extraordinary design. Bluetooth controls the lock, and the phone with the app is in the safe. The phone is locked, and… if you can escape your predicament, it’ll take some time.”

“Bitch! What am I supposed to do?” There was no way I was leaving with my cock locked up. I hung my head and ate crow. “Mistress. Please let me stay.”

As the words slipped from my mouth, suddenly, I was horny. What was it about being controlled? I came, or I thought I had an orgasm. Sperm sputtered out a little, but I didn’t feel that sense of well-being, ecstasy like I normally do. Now what? This is massively frustrating.

“Okay. Now we’re getting someplace.” She handed me a blank sheet of paper and a pen. “Let’s make it official. Repeat after me.”

I repeated and wrote what she said. “I, Chucky Desmond, agree to any rehabilitation, justice, and punishment Mistress Ginger deems necessary. I will remain locked in chastity until Mistress Ginger sees fit to release me. I will clean Kink Addiction, dress, and serve whomever Mistress Ginger wants. Sign.”

“No, I’m not signing. What do you mean to serve in any way? I’ll tell them you forced me into this cock cage.”

“Did I force you to break into my store? Steal my money? Put my product on without permission… You were my bitch when you broke in.”

“This is bullshit. Let me out of this.”

“Okay. After you turn yourself in to the police and the cops arrest you, I’ll remove it.”

“You know what they’ll do to me in jail with this on?”

“Make you their slut, I suppose. That’s what I’m going to do. But my sentence leads to rehabilitation.”

“What? Being your slave leads to rehabilitation?”

“Yes. I know a sissy when I see one. Once you’ve accepted who you are, a slut, a sissy slut, you’ll no longer steal. Make your choice. Sign or leave.”

I paced back and forth. Naked, except for a bra and a metal cage. “You can’t do this! I have rights.”

“Yes, you do. That’s why I’m giving you an option. Take responsibility for your actions or… consider your servitude reimbursement for the damages.”

I signed.

Not long after, the young woman I fucked, made a cast of the shop’s key, and stole the alarm code and safe combination showed up. When she arrived, she stood mouth agape staring at me. “Chucky?”

I lowered my eyes. What could I say? She turned to Mistress Ginger. “Ginger, what gives? What’s going on?”

“Mabel….”

That was her name. Mabel.

“Seems your little friend got the key, the alarm code, and the safe from you and broke in tonight. He was just about to make his escape. He would have, but he stopped to try on some of our sissy clothes. So… to pay for the damages and as punishment, he will serve as our sissy slave until he’s reformed. And between you and me, we are going to exact some justice. Get him looking like a girl, Mabel. I know you can.”


Chapter Seven

Mabel pushed me upstairs, down a hall, into a small apartment, then into a bathroom. Scowling at me, she had nothing but anger in her eyes. “You fucker. You are one rotten son-of-a-bitch. All your bullshit about loving me, I’m the best. Blah. Blah. Blah. And you were out after one thing. To break in here and steal from Ms. Ginger. You’re going to pay, sissy bitch.”

She turned on the shower and collected a razor, girly shampoo, shaving cream, and moisturizer. When the shower was steaming hot, she said. “Shame it’s all locked up. She’s trying out her new cage. It’s designed for the resourceful sissy. It’s like four hundred dollars and almost impossible to get off.”

She laughed. “I’m going to make you pay.”

This wasn’t good. Not good at all.

With the shower hot and an evil smirk on her face, she dropped a razor into my hands. I wouldn’t get much hair off because I kept my body smooth. Being forced to shave wasn’t the most emasculating thing, but being watched and made to do it made it humiliating. Reluctantly I complied, ridding my body of what hair I could find while Mabel taunted me.

Once finished, she guided me into the bedroom and began applying makeup. Hate and a desire for vengeance filled her eyes. “You broke into the wrong place, you bastard. I liked you. It serves me right for inviting a strange guy up to my room. I’m going to make you pay, asshole. But first, let’s get you looking all nice and girly. I will dress you in the pinkest, frilliest, tightest clothes I can find.”

I conned her once with my bullshit, and maybe I could do it again. “Listen, Mabel. I do. I love you. I’m sorry. I don’t know why I steal. I’ve had a hard life and…. Stealing is like a high for me. It makes me feel better. I’ll quit for you. I swear. Please get the phone out, and get me out of this cage. I promise I’ll go straight.”

Mabel laughed. “I don’t think you’re going straight at all. After Mistress Ginger is done with you, you won’t have an ounce of straight left in you. Perhaps getting all dolled up and….“

“And what? What are you going to make me do?”

“Shut up. Sit still. Watch me transform you into a sissy. Maybe it’ll give you a new high, and you’ll give up your life of crime.”

She pointed to the mirror in front of me and began. She made my eyes appear larger and more captivating, carefully blending shades of pink eye shadow until it glimmered. With graceful fingers, she smoothed the skin-toned stuff she called foundation over my face, each stroke feeling like the gentle touch of a safecracker’s finger on a safe’s dial. The foundation felt like a mask, as it covered my face. Ever the thief, if I learned to do this myself, it would be a great disguise.

She paid attention to every detail, covering every inch of my face like a second skin. When finished, I peeked into the mirror and saw someone strange staring back at me, someone with perfect porcelain skin and sharp pink cheekbones, lips a soft pink, outlined and finished with a glossy shine.

Mabel styled my long blonde hair into two pigtails on either side, giving me a sweet innocent schoolgirl look. Finishing up, Mabel’s skilled hands painted my fingernails and toenails pink each stroke took away more of my manhood, my control.

“What the fuck?” I said.

“Shut up, Chucky. Pink is what sissy faggots like you wear.”

“How often do I have to tell you I’m not gay.” On the one hand, feeling like a princess with my toes and fingers adorned relaxed me. Shamefully so. I felt uneasy knowing that once complete. I’d be one step closer to being a sissy.

While my toenails and fingernails dried, Mabel headed for the door. “I’ll be right back. I going to get your clothes, and Chucky, I’m picking out the sweetest, girliest stuff we have full of ruffles, pink bows, and… that’s what you’ll wear until you’ve been rehabilitated.”

“How long?”

“That’s up to you, sissy.”

Mabel returned with a handful of clothes, a sinister reminder of enslavement.


Chapter Eight

Mabel dropped to her knees, lifted my leg by the ankle, and guided one leg at a time into the two silky white thigh-high stockings. It surprised me how alluring they felt on my legs. My cock twitched, suggesting that, strangely, I found this process sexually gratifying. Then came a shiny pink garter. After straightening it on my hips, she clipped it to the tops of the stockings. The feel of the straps on my thighs and the gentle tug on the stockings made me shudder. Next came the panties. They slid up easily, though I could feel nothing on my cock. The way they snuggled my ass was… it felt right. With the frilly panties, stockings that clung to my calves and thighs, and a bra, she added a tight and uncomfortable corset. Then a blouse, and finally, a frilly pink thing flared at the bottom with ruffles. She called it a petticoat. It was too short and barely covered my ass, sealing my fate.

I didn’t recognize myself when Mabel finished. I looked entirely different. Feminine and attractive! The transformation was incredible. Next came two pink bows in my two new ponytails. Then I was done. The only question was, what did these two freaks have planned for me?

Mabel handed me a pair of shoes. They were a towering pair of seven-inch heels with a platform that had to be three inches. I nearly fell over when I stood. The frilly pink feathers on the ankles and toes put the cherry on the sissy cake.

Mabel guided me downstairs, and I mean guided, as I struggled to keep my balance. Once downstairs Mistress Ginger said. “Now to break you. Make you admit you’ve always wanted to be a sissy. To serve a woman like me.”

“Yeah, right? Listen, you know nothing. I’m doing this because you’re making me. To keep out of jail. You made your point. You have had fun. So, let me go. Yeah, you’ve had your fun. Now let me out of here. Let me get cleaned up. Hah. Hah.”

Mistress Ginger laughed. “You think you’re done? This is but the beginning.”

“Beginning?” What more could she want?

Her gaze stuck on the strapon for a moment. She then shifted to the broken door handle. Then she shook her finger at me. “You are not done. Not done by a long shot. What do you think, Mabel?”

Mabel said in a clipped irritated tone. “I’m going to make you beg for it. Like you made me beg for it.”

I laughed. “You don’t have a cock like mine. You loved it, and you know it.”

Mabel spoke in a sing-song teasing voice. “You will. You will.”

Mistress Ginger said. “Mabel, let’s leave him here until we open. Let him think about his next steps. Grab his clothes. Put the money back in the safe.”

“Hey, you’re not leaving me here? Where do I sleep? Eat? I’m hungry.” I glanced at the clock, then at Mabel as she picked up my clothes and my cash haul, returning the cash to the safe.

“We open at ten until then. You have a choice. Leave.”

“Like this? I’m dressed like a girl. I… I… You locked my cock up. Okay, unlock it.”

“Surrender to the police, and I’ll unlock it. Or stay, and in the morning, we begin what I’ll refer to as my Femdom Justice and Rehabilitation Program. You know what I think, Chucky, that you steal because, deep down, you want to be a girl—a sissy. But you can’t admit it. We shall find out.”

“How long? I mean, how long do I have to be here? Locked up.”

Mistress spun on her heels and headed for the door with Mabel beside her. After opening the door, she glanced back at me and said. “You will remain here until I’m satisfied you will not steal again. Tomorrow will be your sissy debut. If you obey and please me, I might reward you. Think about what you want. If you are here in the morning, be prepared for an intensive feminization program to begin. Or… let the law deal with your wicked ways.”

The door closed. I swallowed hard. There wasn’t an option. I would not go to jail.




The End

Book Two coming soon...
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