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Her Voice

It felt like dreaming.

The other details and experiences fell away. He forgot about the rest of his life. Instead, there was just that the warm, soft embrace of her voice. He savored those sounds. As she spoke, her voice seemed to envelop his world. When she talked, she could tell him what to think, what to believe, and he accepted it, all of it. Maybe, if he had been able to delve deeper into the past, he would’ve been able to remember his experiences in college, his struggles as a professional, and so much more. Perhaps his blossoming arrogance would have reasserted itself. He would have been able to remember the kind of man he "wanted" be, only her voice continued to pulse through his mind again and again.

Plus, there were those images.

For the most part, he followed along. He listened to the sound of her voice, and he surrendered. It was so easy.

It started with the colors, warm and alluring pulses of light right there on his phone. Maybe, if he concentrated really, really hard, he could think through the sounds he had heard as well, the digital pings combined with those other sounds. Were they the notes coming from a violin, a flute, maybe stray keys from a piano? He hadn't been able to think about it, yet the music worked in concert with her voice, drawing him into that warm, luxurious sense of relaxation. It reminded him of waking up suddenly, only to realize that he could drift off to sleep all over again. He had the day off, and he didn't need to rush out the door. He didn't need to think about gathering up his stuff, brushing his teeth, or accomplishing anything at all. He could just relax. He could dream and sleep.

The dreams…

There were those images, quick flashes. For the most part, the contentment overwhelmed him, although there were specific words and phrases that should have made him nervous.

First, the images seemed to come in quick flashes. He remembered the dresses, cute and petite, the corsets, snug and tight, the shoes with their kitten heels or elaborate bows and ribbons, all of those sweet little details. If he had seen them on a woman, they would have enticed him. But of course, he knew that all of those garments were for him.

If he had been allowed to think about this, then he would have gotten upset. Maybe he would have balled his fingers into fists, thrown some punches, or gotten upset. He would have channeled all of his rage and to pounding his hands against walls or kicking out.

He didn't do any of that.

Instead, he let it all happen because there was the sound of her voice.

Her voice…

It shifted. Sometimes she spoke in these gentle whispers, words that buzzed and popped at the edges of his perceptions. At other points, she sounded gently amused, like she couldn't wait to start playing with her new toy…

Her voice…

Of course, the words were there. They were always there. Even when he couldn't hear her speaking, they seemed to echo and reverberate through his mind and body. Sometimes, she teased him, exciting him. Sometimes, she simply worked on the programming, strengthening the bulwarks of obedience she had crafted so carefully within him. She had worked carefully, first drawing him in, and eventually trapping him. With those precisely calibrated pulses of light, the music, and the sound of her voice, she had ensnared him. A "man" like this probably thought it would have been impossible. Perhaps he would have raved about his own independence, his desire for freedom. Those ideas sounded amazing, but they couldn't wipe away her influence.

Relax, she said. Relax and listen to the sound of my voice. Concentrate on what I am telling you now. You can feel it, can't you? The rest of the world is falling away. You can feel the world shrinking, shrinking, shrinking. You don't need to think. You don't need to worry. You know that right here, you are safe. You have your phone in your hand, and your world is shrinking. It's shrinking. You don't need to worry about the rest of the world, the rest of the country, the rest of the city. You can feel your world shrinking. It's shrinking, shrinking, shrinking. You’re focused right here and now. There is nothing else. No past. No future. Just now. You are here exactly where you need to be.

Words weren’t supposed to be this powerful. They were just symbols on a page or sounds out on the air, nothing more. And yet, he could feel his wry amusement begin to dissipate. The tension faded from his body, and he started to relax more and more as he listened to her.

She became his whole world.

There was only the sound of her voice.

Relax and listen to the sound of my voice. There's nothing but the phone in your hand and the sound of my voice. You don't need to worry about anything else. You can't worry about anything else. There's nothing else to worry about. It's just you and me. It's just you and me here and now, and there's only the sound of my voice. You want to relax. You want to listen to me. You feel so good, so warm and relaxed when you listen to me. There's nothing else. There's just the phone in your hand and the sound of my voice. Even the phone won't last. Eventually, there will only be the sound of my voice…the sound of my voice.

Distantly, he knew that she was beautiful with her long brown hair, her bright blue eyes, those stray freckles along her cheeks, her full lips and her amazing body. He had fantasized about her before. The outline of her breasts, the shape of her legs, and the alluring curves of her waist. When she walked into a room, he was drawn to her. There was something so powerful and magnetic about her. Sure, he had originally wanted to hold onto those sexist ideals, like he thought he should be able to grab her and push her down onto a bed. He wanted to pounce like an animal, pinning her, mounting her, kissing her, fondling and groping her. It should’ve been so easy. He wanted to believe in those traditional ideas.

Only she had something else in mind. She had something better planned for him.

And now, his old fantasies had faded away, drifting into oblivion. Perhaps they still existed in some other part of his mind, but those ideas had been locked away, and only she had the key. It was just her voice.

Occasionally, she told him to look at her, and he turned, but he didn't experience that familiar flash of antagonistic desire. Instead, there was a different urge. She had programmed into obey.

But it all started with the sound of her voice.

Relax. Relax and let go. You don't need to think because you don't need to worry. You know that I'm in control. You know that I will tell you what to do. When I tell you to obey, you will obey. When I give you a command, you will follow it. You can't help yourself because it feels so good. You want to hear the sound of my voice. When you hear the sound of my voice, you need to obey. You don't need to think. You don't need to worry or consider your actions because you will obey. It always feels so good to obey.

She was right. It always felt so good to obey.

In fact, when she held out the panties, there hadn't been this boom noise of resistance or defiance in his skull. Instead, there was just…her voice. Before she had downloaded that program onto his phone and handed it back to him, he probably would have argued at every step. He would have insisted that he could make his own decisions. But then those colors played in front of his eyes, and the light hit his pupils—more importantly, he started to hear her beautiful, perfect, sweet and subliminal voice. More and more, he had surrendered, letting go of the tension, the frustration, the aggression, and the need to control.

He didn't need to control anything. He didn't even need to control himself.

She would do it.

He could listen to the sound of her voice and relax.

More and more, she had taken control, keeping him trapped in that trance.

When she held up the panties, he hadn't argued.

When she told him to strip, he had obeyed, rising to his feet. He had pulled off his shirt, jacket, shoes, socks, pants and boxers. Each of those garments had been another component of his masculinity, but she was going to take all of that away.

If he had been allowed to think clearly and focus, then he would have glanced up at her and noticed the way she was smiling. Perhaps he would have even picked up on that shine in her eyes as she savored her newfound control and influence. He was naked now, and she gave him the panties.

They were soft, black satin.

"Put them on," she had commanded.

It was a simple order, and he should have been able to fight back. At the very least, he should have been able to shake his head from side to side or throw the soft satin down onto the floor. Instead, he raised one leg, and he slipped the panties on, feeling their snug embrace.

Then he stood there with his arms at his sides. "Just stand there and relax," she said.

From there, her words became fuzzy again. Sometimes, he could pick out the individual syllables and commands. But then, there were those other notes, the words that slipped straight into his psyche. They didn't hit him like sounds. Instead, he had a hard time telling the difference between his own thoughts and the sound of her voice.

Yes, the sound of her voice superseded everything else. He needed to listen to her. Those words were the most important. She had told him so.

You're wearing panties. When you wear panties, you know you need to obey my commands. You need to listen to the sound of my voice and do as I say. When you're wearing your panties, you know you belong to me. You are my special toy. Yes, you are. You are my special toy because you know you need to listen to the sound of my voice and focus on what I tell you. As I speak, you can feel the psychological bonds. You know you belong to me. You know that you must obey me. You must surrender. It feels so good when you surrender. You can relax into your new status. You aren't a man. What are you? Who wears panties? That's right. You wear panties. My doll wears panties.

Maybe it only happened in one session.

But after that, he started listening to her more and more. There was always the sound of her voice, compelling him to obey, to do whatever she asked. He couldn't help himself. He needed to follow those instructions, no matter what they meant.

There was a flash of memory, just a few seconds, but he remembered being in a bathroom and running the razor blade along his legs. Yes, he shaved. He started by shaving his legs.

She had told him to do so. The sound of her voice had compelled him, and so he did it. The memories mostly faded into nonexistence, yet there were still those traces, this quick flashes, a few sparse seconds here or there. He had shaved his legs, his chest, and under his arms.

Then he remembered standing in front of the mirror in the bathroom and seeing his body. He had looked smaller.

But then the sounds of her voice had overwhelmed him again.

My smooth boy. My sleek toy. Now, we can use this cream. It's going to make sure your hair doesn't grow back. Doesn't that sound lovely? Yes, it does. You want to be smooth all over. You want to be smooth, feminine, and girly. You want to look smaller, don't you? Real men grow out their hair. Not you. Never you. You listen to the sound of my voice. You listen to the words I tell you, and you surrender to me. He didn't know he was being manipulated, shaped, controlled or sculpted.

He didn't understand what he was about to become either.

After all, the panties were just beginning.

After she inspected him, she gave him another pair. These were bright pink, snug, and they came with little white ribbons at the hips. These panties were going to look so cute on him!

Once he listened to the sound of her voice and pulled them up along his legs, she grinned ferociously as she picked up her phone and aimed it at him. His phone was used to control him. Hers would be used to document her accomplishment. And to think, he had scoffed at her abilities. He hadn't believed it would be possible for her to take this kind of control.

Technically, she could have released him from the trance for a few minutes, just to mock him and tease him. She hadn't done so, not yet anyway. Maybe later. Maybe…

Instead, she reveled in her accomplishment as she held up the phone, and the lens, and stamped the pictures, one after another.

Then she grinned. "Strictly speaking, this isn't necessary, but I love the idea. Besides, I want to make sure I have every advantage." He hadn't really understood those words. Ensnared by the power of her voice, he relaxed and stood there he remained at ease, his muscles slack as she tugged down his girly underwear and began to lock him in chastity. Under normal circumstances, he would have raged at her. Perhaps he would have even tried to shove her back.

Instead, he stood there as she slipped the cage into position, applying one piece after another. There was the ring around at the base of his cock, the tube over his shaft, and the different fasteners. Then she held up a silver, heart-shaped locket. She dangled it back and forth. "This is going to make sure you can't take your chastity cage off." Of course, he had already been imprisoned in his own mind, but she liked this detail. She loved knowing that he would be able to enjoy an erection, let alone an orgasm.

She attached the lock. There was the sound of the mechanism engaging. With that click, she took control of him. Now she truly owned him.

Fresh words slid into his psyche, bypassing all of his normal defenses. Still entranced, he absorbed those sounds as they shifted his identity. Or rather, she crafted something new, something better.

The panties and chastity cage were still only the beginning. When we are with other people, you will tell them all about how much you love being my feminized little dolly. You can talk about how much you love wearing panties, how you want to be owned. You want to serve. You want to obey any woman who gives you a command. Of course, you have to listen to the sound of my voice first, but you know you aren't supposed to make your own decisions—women are superior to you in every way. You know you can't resist. You are a servant. You are a servant sissy.

Sissy. If he had been thinking clearly, this word would have seemed strange and perhaps antiquated, like it came from another generation. But because she said that word, it struck him like the most important concept in the entire universe. Yes, he had become her sissy servant. He would obey her orders, one after another.

And that's why he needed a new uniform…

It was pink and white, silky and satin. There was the apron along his front, the puffy dress, the petticoats, tights, and high heels. Not only that, she accented his femininity with little ribbons in his hair, making sure everyone would know that he was this sweet, docile and girly servant.

Once he was fully dressed, she continued to program him, No matter what happens or where you go or what you see, this is who you are. You belong to me, and you know you want me to dress you however I see fit. I'm in control. I own you now. You belong to me, and you must always obey me. When you hear my commands, you will act. You won’t need to think. You will act and obey. Obedience makes you happy. You are a servant, and so you must serve your owner. I am your owner. You belong to me, and you will do whatever I say. You will always do whatever I say. It feels so good to do whatever I say. When you hear the sound of my voice, you relax and obey. Relax and obey. It feels so good to relax and obey.

The repetition drilled into the last of his psychological defenses. Maybe, in some hidden corner of his mind, his old personality persisted, but she didn't really care.

She told him to crawl around her living room. She made him kiss her shoes. She had stand and pose. She took pictures from different angles, encircling him as that fierce grin continued to play across her face.

And why not?

It felt so good to have this kind of control and power over her sissy. She reveled in it. She enjoyed every single second of having him turn to the left, to the right. She had him grab the edges of his white skirt and bend one knee as he surrendered to a curtsy. Most men insisted on arguing and fighting at every step.

Not this boy...not this sissy.

By the power of her voice, she had given him a new set of instructions, and he surrendered to them. He did little twists and twirls. He got down on his hands and knees. For so long, women had been posed in similar positions, put on display for the men who might see those images. Now he learned how to tilt his head, how to smile like a silly bimbo, and she loved it! The excitement ran through her voice as she reinforced his conditioning.

Yes! That's right! Relax and obey. Show me your best angles. Tilt your head to the side. Smile. That's right. Smile for me. You don't need to think. You just need to be a sweet, cute little sissy servant. That's who you are. That's what you are now. Relax and enjoy it. Enjoy your captivity. Your little sissy clit is all locked up, and you belong to me. You're always going to belong to me. You are my servant. That's right. Then turn around and lift your skirt. Show me those panties!

If he had been allowed to think for himself, then he would have resisted. Even now, she noticed how some lingering element of his personality remained because his cheeks burned bright with blush. But then she snapped her fingers and lowered her phone and she realized something.

"I forgot your makeup!" she gushed.

His captor grabbed him by his hand, pulled forward, and seated him at the small desk back in her bedroom. From there, she started teaching him.

At first, she seemed uncertain, like she wasn't sure he would be able to remember this. And yet, she would tell him about foundation and quiz him a few seconds later. Despite his trance, he answered her. In some ways, she reminded him of wet mud. Maybe it was a dirty metaphor, yet it fit pretty perfectly. She could give him a set of instructions, ask him what she had just said, and he told her. Again and again, he got the right answers. He learned all about eyeshadow, blush, various creams, lipstick, and more.

This first time, however, she wanted to do it herself. She played with him, experimenting with the different shades. Pretty soon, he looked perfect.

He was a sweet, sexy little sissy, and she grinned as she reached down. This time, she touched his neck, gliding her fingers along his skin.

"Tell me the truth. How does that make you feel?"

"Embarrassed. Aroused," he said.

"Perfect," she said.

From there, she went back to their impromptu photo shoot. She had him dance around, twirling and spinning. She didn't have to settle for still images, not when she could record as much video as she liked.

Then she started to give him a script. "Tell me all about how you’re a servant and a slave. Tell me how much you love being my feminized little sissy doll!"

"I'm a servant and a slave," he had started out.

"No," she purred excitedly. "You can do better than that. Remember, you are my sweet sissy dressed in that amazing little uniform. Think about your apron, your tights, your panties in petticoats!" It was true. Every time he took a step, his skirt bounced around his hips. Of course, the hemline was high; each time he bent over or even tilted his body to one side or the other, his panties were revealed, making sure everyone around him could tell that he'd been dollified to the deepest levels.

That was what she wanted, and that was what she got.

After she finished with the pictures, she stepped back, and she started whispering into his ear again. She circled him even as she spoke. As she helped them to relax, he stared straight ahead, unseeing. Instead, he concentrated on the sounds of her voice. He no longer needed the program from the phone.

This is who you are now. This is how you are going to live your life. You will serve me. You can give up on your job. You can give up on all of your responsibilities. You only have one goal now. You only need one goal now. What is that goal?

"I must listen to the sound of your voice. I must obey you," he said.

"Say it again. Raise the pitch of your voice and try to sound girlie."

"I must listen to the sound of your voice!" he chirped. "I must obey you!"

That's when she pulled out the pink, leather collar. It matched the rest of his uniform perfectly. She slid it around his neck and attached the leash. There. It wasn't necessary, obviously. And yet, she loved that little detail. It worked so perfectly. It added so much.

That's right. Relax and obey. Relax and listen to the sound of my voice. There's nothing but the sound of my voice. Of course, I might wake you up at some point. Maybe I will let you know exactly what you have become. Are you ready for that? No, of course not. Maybe in a couple of days. Perhaps a couple of weeks. Months? Who knows?

When she smiled, she knew he was trapped.

He started to cook and clean for her. Of course, she was amazed by how an entranced slave could still be functional. But that was the amazing part of the human mind, wasn't it?

Generally, people wanted to think that they were in control of themselves, their thoughts, and their perspectives at all times. But this simply wasn't true. How many people could drive for miles and miles, zoning out and not being able to remember any of their thoughts or what they had done? It was common enough.

That's what this boy experienced.

As her sissy slave, he performed so many routine tasks from one day to the next.

Her favorite part?

His oral servitude.

Vaguely, she was aware of that male fantasy about having a girl who would obey any kind of sexual command. That was the theme for a lot of pornography, right? Like a guy could just his fingers and have a girl go down on him. Well, she started to understand the appeal.

When they first started, her appetite hadn't been wild or excessive. After all, sex always seemed more like a chore with her previous boyfriends. With those guys, she always had to negotiate. A few of them might be willing to go down on her, licking two or three times before pulling away and insisting it was time for sex.

Her enslaved dolly didn't get that kind of option. And so, she snapped her fingers, sat on the edge of her couch, and peeled back her skirt. Having already removed her panties, she waited for him to obey. Because he couldn't resist the sound of her voice, he crawled into position, brought his lips up to her pussy, and he started licking, moving his tongue up and down, left and right, all for her pleasure.

When the orgasm shot through her body, she wondered if maybe she should reciprocate.

But why? He belonged to her!

She laughed at her enslaved dolly, and he couldn't argue. Yes, there was that hint of heat and blush along his cheeks and down his neck, making her think maybe he understood what was happening. If so, too bad.

"Do it again," she commanded.

She could have as many orgasms that she wanted! She could turn him into a masturbatory toy, licking and touching her however she saw fit.

And no, she didn't have to reciprocate. No, she didn't have to worry about his feelings or desires. Instead, she could take him again and again, using him however she saw fit. This was perfect!

"Wake up," she said. "Wake up when you hear me count to zero. Focus on the sound of my voice, and listen. As I speak, you’ll feel yourself come back. You will feel yourself come back, and you will be ready to face your new life. You remember everything from before. You won't remember your panties or your dress. You'll only remember what happened before you act up that phone, before you looked down and saw all of the pretty lights and colors, before you listened to the pretty sounds. Ten. You can feel your body again. You can feel the weight of your form. Nine..."

As she brought him out of the trance, excitement pulsed through her body.

She counted down, dropping from one digit to the next as she waited for him to return.

Then, he finally blinked his eyes open, and he looked around. He was down on his knees in the middle of her bedroom.

"What, what's going on? Where am I?"

Curious about her remaining influence, she ordered, "Stand."

Like a puppet, he obeyed, jumping up onto his feet. He probably felt uncertain. First, he must've been taller than he expected, especially while he wore his high heels. Second, he didn't know how to stand no shoes, so he wobbled for a second, quickly adjusting.

"Come here," she said, beckoning him toward the mirror.

He took one unsteady step forward after another. "What, what is this?" he asked, his tone adorably fraught with uncertainty. Then she reached out and took him by the hand. Yes, he could have been bigger or stronger, but he just looked so adorably feminine in his uniform. Better yet, she enjoyed that look of confusion is played across his face.

"What, what is this?"

"That's you," she said. She pointed to his reflection. "Don’t you look cute? Don't you look sweet?"

"What, what did you do to me?"

"I hypnotized you," she said. "What? You don't remember? You were going on and on about how hypnosis isn't real, how it couldn't possibly work on a man like you. You loved talking about how you were too strong, how your will couldn't possibly be shaped by a little bit of hypnosis. Look at you now. What are you wearing?"

He stuttered. He stammered. His lips tensed, but he couldn't shape any real sounds, probably because he couldn't reconcile the image playing out across the mirror in front of him. After all, he was wearing this tight corset that emphasized his waist, giving him a more feminine physique. Every time he turned his body to the left or right, his dress seemed to ripple and shimmer around him. It was all too much; he couldn't understand it.

Then she precociously reached down, grabbed the edge of his dress, and he lifted it up, showing this boy his panties! "They're so cute on you! Oh, and don't forget your chastity cage!"

"My what?"

She stepped in front of him, reached down, and grabbed his shaft. She squeezed the outer layers of his cage, showing him exactly what he was wearing.

"You, you have me dressed like a…" His voice trailed off, like he wanted to get angry, only couldn't find the right words.

"I have you dressed like my sissy slave," she said. She stepped behind him and looped her arms around his waist. She pulled him close, and he tried to squirm.

For him, it must have felt so strange. After all, he could wiggle there against her body, but he couldn't actively pull himself away. Better yet, she had installed specific conditional responses. Without the right phrase or permission from his owner, he couldn't challenge her. He couldn't channel his normal strength. Instead, he was helpless as she held him tight. He could squirm and try to push away, but he wasn't powerful enough, not when he could only use a fraction of his normal strength.

In that moment, released from his trance, he still felt like a girl!

"Okay," she decided. That's enough of that. Get on your knees."

At once, he obeyed. He heard the sound of her voice, and he had no choice.

By now, his cheeks had heated up. They were a bright shade of red, and he stared down at the carpet just in front of her feet for several long seconds.

A barely stifled growl vibrated deep within his throat as she circled him. Then she reached down, and she brushed the back of his neck, gliding her fingertip along the outline of his collar. "You look so sweet like this. I'm glad I can own you; this is what every girl should have for herself: a sweet, feminized little slave who will do whatever she says."

"I won't do whatever you say!" A few of the memories had come back, instances and recollections of how she had dressed him over the last few weeks. He remembered cooking and cleaning, dipping his head down between her legs, and…

No. Her cute boy in that tight corset, panties, and petticoats tried so hard to push those memories aside. Because he knew he wouldn't be able to win the argument about what had happened, he pivoted toward the future instead, "I don't know how you did this, but I'm not going to let you get away with it. I am my own man."

"Man?" She only needed to ask this one question. With a singular syllable, she undermined everything he yearned to believe about himself. Because he couldn't answer, she continued, "Is that what you think you are? A man can get hard on his own. A man can enjoy an erection, he can touch himself, and he can savor the pleasures of an orgasm. A man might wear boxers or briefs, but he won't wear panties. A man won't be wearing tights, and he won't be smooth below his eyebrows. Face it, sweet little sissy, you belong to me, and you're always going to belong to me."

"No, that's not true!"

"Tell me you're a feminized slave boy who will always belong to me."

This time, there was no doubt, no hesitation. If anything, his expression softened, and the words just flowed out one after another. He had been released from the trance, yet that hardly mattered because there was still the sound of her voice and the power of her command, "I’m a feminized slave boy who will always belong to you."

"There we go," she said. Then she sat down, and she stretched out her legs. "Unzip my boots and pull them off of me."

As he obeyed, he contemplated what she had in mind. What had she planned for him? How was she going to use him? Unfortunately for this boy, he couldn't think of any good answers. Or at least, he couldn't think of any possibilities that allowed him to keep his dignity or self-respect.

"You know, all of your former friends enjoyed seeing you like this. They were shocked at first, but then they decided it was only natural."

"What?"

"They said you looked adorable! Not only that, they said you were so much more useful this way, bowing down, doing little curtsies, fetching drinks…"

"That, that's not true!" Although he called out those words with all of the vehemence he could muster, it wasn't enough, and it didn't work. No matter what he said, he couldn't alter the basic facts of his new reality.

"Yes, it is," she said simply. She didn't raise her voice. She didn't need to yell or shout. And just like that, set against her casual certainty, he understood the truth. He realized that she actually meant it. It happened, and nothing he said or did would change that fact. "They thought you were so cute. They thought you were adorable, and they just loved having you serve them. Especially Ronald."

Ronald. Technically, they were friends, but he had always competed with this other guy. And now, he had lost. No matter what he did or said, he would always be the guy who had been bound by panties and a chastity cage.

"Now, are you ready to service me with your mouth?"

"I'm not going down on you," he growled.

That's when he realized he had already unzipped and removed her boots, revealing her dainty toes underneath. He studied the slender arches of her feet, and his mouth started to water for some reason.

"No, you're not going down on me, not yet," she confirmed. "But you are definitely going to suck on my toes. You might not remember it, but I love it when you do that."

"No!"

"Suck my toes, sissy slut," she ordered.

He gulped back in the moisture in his mouth, but it didn't matter because he still bowed his head down, and he wrapped his lips around one of her toes. The worst part? It was effortless; he did it all without thinking. His lips moved along the contours of her toe as his tongue flicked out. There wasn't any strategy on his part.

In fact, when he tried to stop, he couldn't. Instead, it felt like this irresistible muscle memory. He yielded to her sonic power authority. Her voice had already shaped him, and so he licked and sucked, pleasuring her. He moved from one toe down to the next. As he inhaled, he caught the aroma of her skin, and he tried to hate it, but he couldn't do it. The worst part was that his cock twitched in his cage, like some part of him craved this sort of servitude. He worshiped this beautiful woman, and he couldn't stop!

As her sissy slave, he worshiped her. His tongue darted and danced for her pleasure, all which the arousal pumped through his body.

Purring with satisfaction, she said, "That's right. Show me what you can do, sissy slave. Worship me. You belong down on your knees, don't you? You’re little more than my toy. That's why I get to dress you. I can put you in cute, demeaning little outfits and show you off to all of your former friends. Yeah, I'm sorry, but they aren’t interested in being your friends anymore. Now, they like to come visit me, but only because they know what you can do for them." She let those words hang in the air. There were possibilities and forbidden ideas he refused to acknowledge.

Instead, he continued to suck. His tongue played along her toes, and then she said, "Enough."

For a second or two, he relaxed, thinking his ordeal was finished.

Instead, she lifted her other foot, and she said, "Suck, sissy slave."

He dipped his head down again, he wrapped his and lips around her toes, and he sucked just as he had done before. With each moment, he theoretically had another opportunity to demonstrate his capacity for defiance, only he still couldn't win! No matter how hard he tried, he kept sucking on her toes like an obedient servant. He worshiped her, all while she watched.

He glanced up at her for just a moment. With his eyes open, he saw the glint along her irises. She was having fun with him. She was enjoying every moment of this. For her, it was a deep satisfaction, rich and incomparable.

"Remember when you used to be able to think for yourself?" She shook her head from side to side. "That was a mistake. It's so much better when you just listen to the sound of my voice. You know, this kind of behavior modification has been a dream for so many people. After all, you used to be my enemy, my rival, and what are you now?" She snapped her fingers as though a revelation had just occurred to her. "You are my servant! You are my property!" She giggled and chortled at the thought. "Yes, you are. And no, you're never going to get away. You're never going to be able to break free because you love the sound of my voice. Tell me love the sound of my voice."

This time, he couldn't tell if she forced him to obey or if he really wanted to do it, but he broke away from her toes, and he glanced up at her for just a moment. With fresh waves of embarrassed heat roiling across his body, he surrendered to her. "I love the sound of your voice." Those words came out like an admission.

"Yes, you do," she said with another triumphant smirk. "Now, are you ready to service me with your mouth?"

"No. Don't make me."

"But you love the taste of my pussy. More importantly, you love servicing me. You love making me happy."

He sucked in a breath.

"If you can tell me the you honestly don't want to go down on the right now, I won’t make you," she said. "Go on. Tell the truth."

He could feel those words there at the back of his throat, vibrating, thrumming, angry and defiant. And yet, he couldn't speak them. If he had been allowed to lie, then maybe he could have just channeled his frustration and then his best to hide the truth.

Unfortunately for this boy, that wasn't going to work. He sucked in a breath, held it, and then he cried out, "I want to go down on you!"

"Do you want to show me how could you can make me feel? Do you want to make yourself useful as my slave?"

"Yes…"

"Beg for the privilege."

His eyes widened, and he tried to fight it, but that was a direct command. Programmed to obey the sound of her voice, he leaned forward, pushing his knuckles down against the carpet, and then he gave her exactly what she wanted. "Please. Please, may I go down on you? May I lick you? May I pleasure you?" The words tumbled out of his mouth as though he had uttered them many times before. Again, this seemed somehow habitual, like another muscle memory that he was only now rediscovering.

His owner touched a finger to the corner of her cheek, and then she finally allowed, "Yes, you may." She spread her legs. She peeled back her skirt again. Her pubic hair, her inner thighs, and her slit were all on display.

He tried not to look, and yet there was something so enticing about this woman. It wasn't just the sound of her voice. It was the contours of her cheeks, the curls in her hair, the way she smiled, and the lines of her body. He was addicted to her outline, to everything about her…

That's when he crawled forward, and he tentatively slid his head between her legs. He wanted to believe he had never done this before, and yet he knew the truth. He couldn't deny it.

When he tasted her pussy, his tongue glided along her opening, and the flavor was right there. It was warm, welcoming, and utterly overpowering. At that point, he stopped thinking. Instead, he surrendered to those impulses from before...from his trance. It wasn't even a rhythm he followed. Instead, his tongue played up in these strange patterns before gliding down again. He worked her at different points. Additionally, he quickly discovered that the soft give of her clitoris. She was excited. There was taste of her juices and the heat of her body, plus the moans vibrating out onto the air.

He licked faster, going deeper. He pulled back a quarter of an inch, only to delve deeper again.

"Yes, that's right. You know who you belong to now, don't you? You don't need to worry about anything beyond me. You don't have to worry about your job, your car, taxes, or anything like that. You’re mine. You belong to me. You will always belong to me."

He couldn't murmur a response. He couldn't do anything but service her. He concentrated on her pleasure, on her satisfaction. Nothing else mattered. Nothing else could be important. Even if he tried to pull away, his muscles simply wouldn't obey him. His body belonged to her, even at moments like this one he enjoyed some kind of nominal control over his thoughts and actions.

When she cried out, he thought he was done. He pulled back, and she chuckled. "Now, we do it again," she ordered.

Her sissy’s eyes widened, and he shook his head, but she had given him the order, and so he had to obey. He's leaned forward again, and he started laughing at her sex. He moved his tongue up and down along her crevice, just as she knew he would.

Marveling at her power and authority, she enjoyed this. She relaxed, perfectly confident her ability to control him. Elsewhere in the world, maybe there were slaves like this boy who had been feminized, only those women didn't enjoy this kind of total power.

She enjoyed two more orgasms, and then she pulled him back. She touched her fingers to his for head and nudged him, "I think my little sissy deserves a treat. Go fetch my harness."

He jumped up onto his feet, bowed his head down, and he rushed back to her bedroom. He didn't understand what he was doing, not really, yet he still had those programmed movements ready. He went to her closet, and that's when he pulled out the harness. First, he thought it was just a belt, only then he saw the dildo attachment.

Right then and there, he promised himself he would be able to resist this time. For once, he would be able to fight her. If he could break her hold a single time, then maybe he would be able to reassert himself. Perhaps he would be able to channel his defiance into a consistent stream of miniaturized rebellions.

Despite those ideas, he scurried back to his owner, and he handed her the harness. He found her standing there in front of the couch, only she had unzipped her skirt, dropping it to the floor. Now she pulled on her harness, and she positioned the cock right in front of him. "On your knees. Let's get this nice and lubricated."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"You're going to suck, sissy. You're very good at it."

No…

He didn't want to believe it. There was so much about his new existence that he tried to hide from, but there was no way for this boy to change his fate.

Like an obedient servant, he lowered himself down onto his knees, and then he leaned forward. He licked his lips and wrapped his mouth around the artificial cock. With those contours gliding along his mouth, he started to bob his head forward and back as he serviced that toy.

She moaned.

Why?

It was the power, he realized. It was her sense of authority and control.

In some ways, this must've been even more powerful and intense than the orgasms she received from his tongue.

At first, he hoped it would only take a few seconds.

Nope. She enjoyed his mouth on that toy for at least five, ten, or fifteen minutes. Every second was stretched out; he hated it. He still couldn't stop.

Worse, he could feel his shaft push against the confines of his cage. Even now, the arousal rolled through his body.

"Turn around," she said.

He lowered himself down onto his hands and knees, he spread his legs, and he raised his ass.

Oh no.

At first, he didn't even believe it. He was positioned like some dog in heat. She came up behind him, and she nudged his skirt and petticoats out of the way. Giggling, she enjoyed the way the fabric rustled around him even as she tugged down his tights and panties. Then his backside was exposed, and she aimed her cock for his opening.

"Beg."

A different kind of instinct activated deep within him. "Please. Please, take me. Take me hard! Show me I'm just a sissy slut." Once the last of those words left his mouth, he stopped, frozen in place by horror and disbelief. He didn't really believe he uttered those pleas, and yet he couldn't block out that recent memory or the echoes along his lips. Besides, she put her hands on his hips, and now she into the take this her cock for his opening. She pushed it down, thrusting into him. He locked his teeth, he sucked in a breath, and he stared straight ahead.

"Tell me you love getting taken. Tell me you want to be fucked like a pretty little girl."

"I...I love getting taken. I want to be fucked like a pretty little girl!" He knew he meant those words. These words weren’t lies. Even if she compelled him to tell her, he couldn't deny the truth.

She pulled back and rammed into him. She pumped him, slow and steady at first. Then she started to speed up, pushing more and more force as she stretched the walls of his opening.

"This is how you get taken. This is how I use you," she said.

"Yes. Yes, I belong to you!" As he called out those words, he realized something. She hadn’t compelled him to make that declaration. Instead, it had felt natural to did have felt right.

When she penetrated him, she taught him.

She showed him the truth.

His owner jerked the cock away from his opening, and then she removed the harness. Not only that, she shoved him down onto his back. Spread out and powerless, he could only watch as she lifted the key. Instantly, he stared, and he could have tried to make a demand. Instead, he peered up at this woman, and he could feel it deep within his psyche: the truth. He really did belong to her. Yes, he was now a feminized servant. No, he would never get back to his old life. He would never be anything but her toy.

She unlocked his chastity cage. Instantly, he hardened.

Despite what he wore and how he had been trained, he still ached for this.

She took him.

His owner lowered herself down, and she casually started to ride him, using his cock like he was nothing but her toy. "No, you're not very big, you're not very impressive, and you'll never be able to truly satisfy me, but I still love owning you."

Practically bouncing up and down, she rode him hard.

Immediately, he tried to climaxed. He tried to channel all of his frustration into one big burst of pleasure, like he could choose this moment.

It didn't work.

That's when she grabbed him by his hair and pulled his head back. She looked down at him even as she continued to ride him hard. "No, you don't get to make that choice. Really, you don't get to make any choices." Even without the chastity cage, he realized with a sinking twist in his stomach, she still owned his body.

She rode him up and down, gliding the tightened, wet walls of her pussy against his shaft. The friction of their bodies made twitching cry out. "Please. Please, let me come!" He had no choice but to cry out those words. The urges overwhelmed him; they became far too powerful for him to resist.

She didn't answer him.

Why didn't she answer him?

She was toying with him, he quickly realized.

"Now," she said as she flipped her head back and let her hair splashed down against her shoulders. "Come for me right now!"

Because his body belonged to her, he felt that throbbing between his legs. Hot pleasure coursed through him, and he lost control. It was all over, she leaned down and looked into his eyes. "Now, go get cleaned up, and start making me dinner."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, his tone shifting. His voice came out higher; he sounded more like a girl. And when he got up, he grabbed his tights and his panties.

"Oh, we can't forget this, now can we?" She held up the chastity cage in wiggled it from side to side. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she watched some of the color drained from his cheeks. "Let's get you locked up."

Once again, he obeyed.

The End
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