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1: Tamed

“Jenny, get Miss Bradley in here right away.” I said into the intercom to my secretary. “Have her bring my coffee when she comes.”

“Yes, Mr. Green.” Jenny chirped back subserviently.

I sat behind my desk waiting for Cecilia Bradley to walk through my office door. Any second she would demurely walk in carrying my fresh cup of coffee. It was beneath her, of course, but the thought only made my dick swell harder.

I was the head of the department. A dozen women, including Cecilia, answered to me, but she was an executive. The second highest ranking employee in the department. Bringing the boss his coffee was the sort of mindless chore that you delegated to the office girl or the junior secretary. It wasn't the sort of thing that an up and coming young career woman was supposed to do.

And it certainly wasn't anything that Cecilia wanted to do. She put on a good act. Pretending to be soft and demure. But I've looked into her eyes and saw the hatred just beneath the surface of that picture perfect face. She might go along with all of the things that I'd make her do, but it was all an illusion.

She'd been working under me for two months before I found out about her little … problem. It was embarrassing, could cost her her career, get her sent to federal prison for a very long time, and now resided on my computer. It had cost a considerable amount of money and a few favors, but it was well worth the cost.

Cecilia's original blackmailers were too mundane to think beyond the few thousand dollars they extorted from her. I'm an innovator and a classicist. The modern office isn't what it used to be. Once upon a time a man in my position had certain perks that are no longer an option. It's now frowned on to have affairs with co-workers or to use your influence as boss to get your underlings to do those special things that your girlfriend won't do.

I showed Cecilia what I had purchased and told her what I expected of her. I'd humble her a bit around the office, make her do a few menial tasks that were beneath a woman of her standing, but I'd leave her reputation intact. But behind closed doors she was to be my eager and willing sex slave even if she had to fake it. Just so long as she faked it well enough. Over the past few months I'd taken her dozens of times bent over my desk, up against the wall, or had her climb underneath my desk and blow me off while I chatted on the phone.

I heard a timid knock on the door.

“Come in.” I ordered.

The door swung open revealing Cecilia. She stood there framed in the doorway her face turned to the floor demurely. She was taller than me. A lot of people were. I'd been blessed with brains, not stature. She was dressed in a black business suit and white blouse. The skirt was perhaps an inch shorter than it should have been, and probably a bit tighter than Cecilia cared for, but nothing too outrageous for the office. She used to dress in pant suits, but I insisted on seeing her stocking covered legs every day and Cecilia had no choice but to obey me.

“You called for me, Mr. Green?” Cecilia asked.

“Yes.” I said. “Close the door. Jenny, see to it that we're not distrubed.”

I saw my secretary nod her head as Cecilia closed the door.

Cecilia carefully walked to my desk and placed the steaming hot cup of black coffee down in front of me. She had learned not to spill a drop after I'd pulled her over my knee once and gave her a sound spanking with my hand and belt.

Cecilia stood there in front of my desk with her head down awaiting my next order. There were times when I'd have her stand there for half an hour before making her do anything. Giving her time to imagine all of the things that I was going to do to her.

But I was too horny today to play those sorts of mind games. I just needed a receptacle and Cecilia was prettier than the toilet.

“Strip.” I said.

Cecilia stepped back a few feet to give me a full view of her body as she disrobed. Even after all this time she still blushed whenever she took her clothes off in front of me.

I took a long sip of the hot coffee as she unbuttoned her jacket and draped it over the chair. Then came the zip of the skirt and it joined the jacket. I made a gesture with my hand for her to stop. The sight of her standing there with her white dress shirt hanging down over her like a too short mini-dress was just too good to waste. I could see the tabs on her garter belt. Where they attached to her black stockings. I could see her thighs and the barest hint of her pantied crotch.

It was tempting to just take her like that. I'd done it before. Just pushed her up against the door and pounded her until she moaned and I shot my hot load up her tight little ass. We both knew that Jenny must have heard everything. I took pride in that. I doubted Cecilia felt the same way about it.

I gestured for her to go on and she began to unbutton her blouse revealing a peach colored bra underneath and a matching pair of panties below. Cecilia never matched her lingerie until I took over. She knew that if I ever caught her unmatched that she would be punished. And my punishments could get very creative.

Cecilia removed her blouse and bent down to remove her heels. Her long brown hair cascaded downwards temporarily shielding her body from my view.

“Give us … a … twirl.” I said. My voice sounded distant. I felt like I was wading through molasses.

“Are you all right, Mr. Green?” Cecilia asked. She was staring intently at me with those deep blue eyes of hers.

“... yeah … keep on … getin'” The words just weren't forming anymore.

“You don't look so good, Mr. Green.” Cecilia said.

She was standing right in front of me now on my side of the desk. How did she get there so quickly? She had to have been almost ten feet away only a split second ago.

I tried to speak, but only gibberish and drool were coming out.

“There are two things that you're going to live to regret, Mr. Green.” Cecilia said. “Letting me make your coffee for you and leaving your computer turned on when I walked through your door.”

I tried to turn my head around to look at my computer. Maybe there was still time for me to turn it off. But she put her hand on my chin and wouldn't let me move. I was as weak as a puddle in her grip. What the fuck had she put in my coffee?

“It's too late for that, Mr. Green.” Cecilia hissed in my face. “Pretty soon it will be too late for anything.”

Cecilia let go of my face. I tried to move my head, but I didn't even have the strength to do that. I looked up at my victim. Former victim. She pulled back the hand that had held my chin. The next thing I knew I heard a sharp slapping sound and I was suddenly staring at the other side of the room. It took me a minute to realize that Cecilia had slapped me. Whatever it was that she'd put in my coffee had dulled my senses so much that I couldn't even feel it.

I felt Cecilia place two fingers under my chin. It didn't take much effort for her to turn my head back around so that I was facing her. I hated the self satisfied look that she had plastered on her face.

She put her hands on either side of my face and leaned in close. Her deep blue eyes stared directly into mine. It felt like she was looking into my soul. I tried to turn my head or get out of her grasp, but I'm not even sure if she could tell I was trying.

“There are going to be some changes around here, Allie.” Cecilia said.

Not “Mr. Green.” Allie.

A part of me rebelled at the feminization of my name, but not a part that could do or say anything to stop it.

“But you don't have to worry your pretty little head about any of that. I've got it all planned out. I'm just going to need you to fall asleep for me. This will go easier if you're asleep. Easier for you. Now I'm going to count down from ten. When I get to 'zero' my little Allie better be asleep and dreaming or I'm going to be very cross with her.”

She couldn't be serious.

“Ten.” Cecilia started her count.

I took in a deep breath and tried to focus my energy.

“Nine.”

I tried to tear my eyes away from her relentless stare, but her hands were too strong and it was impossible for me to move them.

“Eight.”

I closed my eyes. Not because I was getting sleepy. Just to keep from having to look in Cecilia's eyes.

“Seven.”

My body felt heavy. Like it was being held down by chains. Very soft chains.

“Six.”

I could smell the faintest whiff of her perfume. It was my favorite.

“Five.”

It was getting harder to think. It was too close and warm stuck in this chair.

“Four.”

I don't remember her getting to zero. I couldn't even keep myself going for a ten count.

I didn't dream. Or if I did, I didn't remember any of them. I was vaguely aware of my body being picked up and moved. At first by one person. Later, two. Then there were odd sensations that my unconscious brain had trouble processing. The room suddenly felt much much cooler. Then I felt a very pleasant familiar sensation from my crotch followed by a spreading warmth. Had I pissed myself in my sleep?

I was dimly aware of another woman's voice talking with Cecilia. I didn't recognize it. If I'd been really awake and aware I'd have been furious over being drugged and treated like a piece of meat by my subordinate and some woman she knew.

After a very long time I finally woke up.

I was laying on the floor of my office face down in the carpet. Drool had puddled under my half open mouth. The air felt cold against my skin.

I was naked.

I sat up as quickly as I could. My head felt like it was going to explode, but I managed to keep from being sick. I looked around the room and saw that the sun had gone down and that Cecilia was sitting in my seat behind my desk. I was laying naked in the exact same spot where she usually stripped for me. Cecilia, as far as I could tell, was fully clothed.

“This is more like it.” Cecilia said. “Me in the driver's seat. And you riding bitch.”

“What did you do to me?” I asked. I tried to stand, but didn't get that far.

“All sorts of fun things that you're probably too groggy or stupid to notice. Rub your hands over your legs, Allie.”

I shouldn't have obeyed her, but I was curious about what she'd done to me while I was out. I put my hand on my knee and worked it down to my ankle, then back up.

“You shaved my legs!?”

“More than that.” Cecilia said, smiling wide.

I ran my hands over the rest of my body. Chest, armpits, arms. I was completely hairless from the eyebrows down.

“Why did you fucking do that, bitch?” I was trying to sound intimidating, but the drugs in my system made it sound more like whining.

“Body hair is something that a real man has.” Cecilia said. “And you're not a real man.”

“The hell I'm not.” I tried to get to my feet again. This time I managed to get to my knees and stay there.

“A real man respects women. A real man doesn't treat every woman he meets like she's a series of holes to blow his pathetic load into. A real man doesn't have to bribe a woman into fucking him. A real man makes his partner cum. You are not a real man, so I'm taking away all your masculine trappings. Not all at once. You'd be able to adapt to that too quickly. I want you to feel every single thing that I take from you just as clearly as I felt every time you stuffed that cock of yours inside of me.”

“Just wait until this drug wears off.” I said, crawling on my knees, getting closer to the desk. “Then I'll show you who's really in charge.”

“I like that you're fighting this. I was a little worried that you were one of those closet submissives. One of those type A personality he-men businessmen who secretly get off on being pissed on by their secretaries. But you really don't like being helpless, do you? The thought of some stupid little cunt like me getting the better of you doesn't get you off. Does it make you angry to know that I'm about to take over your life? Does it make you so scared you could piss yourself?”

“Fuck off!” I said and pulled myself a couple steps closer to my desk.

“You want to show me who's really in charge? Put your hand between your legs and tell me who's the boss.” Cecilia sat back in my chair and rested her hands behind her head.

I looked down to my crotch and saw nothing.

No. I saw a thin hard metal plate pressing my cock and balls so flat against my body that it looked like they didn't even exist. It was held in place by thin straps running along my waist and hips. If I didn't know better I'd swear that they were some kind of exotic underwear. God! The drugs must have really did a number on me if I didn't even feel that. I might be short, but I have the cock of a man twice my size. It must really be packed in under that plate.

I ran my fingers over it. It felt smooth and warm. I could almost feel my trapped cock throbbing underneath the steel.

“What did you do to me?” I asked looking up at Cecilia.

“I took away your penis.” Cecilia smiled a thin forced grin as she spoke. “Real men get to know what it feels like to have a cock bouncing around between their thighs. Real men get to feel it get stiff when they get horny. Real men get to cum. In their hand. In a warm mouth. In a tight wet pussy. But you're not a real man so I've taken that all away.”

“Bullshit.”

I grabbed a piece of the chain holding the plate in place and tried to pull it away enough for me to free my dick. I wasn't getting anywhere.

“It's a male chastity device and it's the last 'male' thing that I'll leave you with when I'm through with you.” Cecilia said. “I paid a lot of money to get something that you wouldn't be able to get out of. Not without the key. Even had an expert come in to fit you while you were taking your nappies on the carpet. She did all sorts of fun things to you while you were out. Got rid of all that manly hair. Fit you with your chastity device. And a few other things that you'll find out about later.”

I continued to struggle with the chastity. I tried to wedge my fingers under the plate and pull the damn thing off, but all I managed to do was scrape my fingers on the unyielding surface.

“I don't think I like the idea of calling it a chastity device. Or chastity belt. That sounds so clinical. How about 'pussy pants?' I kinda like the sound of that. I put you in your pussy pants and now you don't have a cock.”

“Once I get over whatever you drugged me with I'll get this off.” I said as confidently as I could kneeling on the floor of my office wearing nothing but my pussy pants.

“It's cute that you think that.” Was all Cecilia said.

“Give me the key or I send what I have to the Feds and the CEO.” I was done playing around with this bitch. I was tempted to do it even after she caved, but I'd wait and see how I felt.

“Go ahead.”

Cecilia pushed herself, chair and all, away from the desk and gestured at the computer magnanimously.

I tried to rise again, but stopped when my vision began to grow black. I had to crawl around to the other side of the desk on my hands and knees and access my computer while kneeling on the floor.

I knew that she'd been through my files. It was obvious that she didn't fear me any more. She'd definitely found the primary copy of the data I had. She probably found my backup copy. But there was no way she had found the third copy.

I found the file I was looking for immediately. It didn't even look like she'd taken anything off my computer. What a dumb bitch.

“Little sluts who bite the hand that protects them get punished, Cecilia.” I said, starting to feel like my old self again. “When I finish with you you'll wish that you'd been gang banged by a cyclone.”

“Ohhhh the little man in the pussy pants is trying to scare me. Whatever shall I do?”

“That's it. I'm going to send this right now.” I said, preparing to e-mail the whole thing out. I'd long ago set up the means to get it in front of the right people. All I needed to do was press a button.

“If you insist, but I'd take a look at what you're sending before you press send.”

Cecilia didn't sound like she was worried or scared about what I was about to do. Could she have manipulated the data while I was unconscious? Did she even have that kind of skill set? Then I thought about the other woman who was in this room with her. The “expert” who depilated me and fit me into the chastity pussy pants. And did other things.

I clicked on the file and began to read through the information.

This wasn't good. I don't know how she did it, but the files had been doctored. Instead of incriminating Cecilia it now pointed the finger at me. The paper trail was perfectly changed. There was even corroborating evidence from my personal bank accounts. And video of me supposedly making a pickup. How the hell did they do that?

“Take your time looking that over.” Cecilia said, playing with her phone. “It's very complicated and you are a bit of an air head. I do have to say it wasn't really smart of you to cross the Russian mafia like that. Those boys play mean. Once you send that out you'll be lucky if the Feds get to you first.

“Of course the Russians have inside men in Federal prisons. The sort of men who'll take your dick away too. Only they won't put you in a comfy pair of pussy pants; they'll just carve you your very own vagina and fuck you to death while you bleed out.

“I happen to have everything that you have there on my phone. And a few other places you'll never find. You can either agree to be my little bitch and do everything that I tell you to do or I can hit send. You have five seconds to say 'yes.'”

Jesus Christ! She wasn't kidding. I might be able to convince the Feds that these files had been tampered with, but that wouldn't stop the Russians from fucking me over biblically. The thought of being Cecilia's sissy butt boy was humiliating, but at least it kept me healthy and alive. And I was sure that I could get out of it pretty soon. She might have the advantage now, but I was smarter than she was and I knew how to use people.

“Yes.” I said, before she could push send.

“Good boy.” Cecilia put her phone down. “Now crawl over here.”

“What?”

“That sounds like someone who wants to be pussy carved fucked to death to me.” Cecilia began to punch something into her phone.

“No!”

I swallowed my pride and crawled on my hands and knees to this woman. I humbled myself before a woman that I had once literally pissed on just because I could.

“That's better.”

She put her phone up, but not out of her reach. She slid her foot out of her shoe and placed it in front of my face.

“Kiss it.” She ordered. “Make love to it with your mouth. Lick and suck and make me happy.”

She pressed the stocking covered foot right in my face. It smelled of her sweat and the leather from her stilettos. I was mildly repulsed, but this minor humiliation was better than being handed over to the Russian mob.

I took her foot into my mouth. The wet nylon tasted disgusting on my tongue, but I kept it in my mouth anyway. I tried not to think about what I was doing as I sucked her toes into my mouth and licked along the soles of her dirty feet.

“Admit it, Allie.” Cecilia said. “This is the way it's supposed to be. This feels right. Me sitting here in the big boss chair and you kneeling on the floor naked and afraid. Your mouth full of whatever part of my body that I'm generous enough to let you suck. Tell me you love it. Tell me that you wouldn't have it any other way. It's alright, sissy. I give you permission to take my foot out of your mouth.”

I let her toe slide out of my mouth. A thin line of spit briefly connected the wet fishnet to my trembling lips.

“This has gone far enough, Cecilia.” I said. I needed to regain control of this crazy situation. “Maybe I was wrong to do what I did to you, but that doesn't give you the right to do this to me. I am a man. I am your boss. It's about time you started treating me like that. I hate what you're doing to me and I will fight you with every ounce of my strength if you keep it up.”

Cecilia looked me up and down from her superior position. I knew I didn't look impressive kneeling there at her feet, but I hoped that my message was getting through. Nothing that had been done to me was permanent. I hoped. The pussy pants could be taken off. My body hair would grow back. I'd forget the taste of Cecilia's dirty feet. I needed this to stop before she did something to me that couldn't be undone.

Cecilia stood up slowly. She kicked off the other shoe and stood in front of me in her stocking feet. She was so close to me that I wanted to back up, but she put her hand on my shoulder when I tried. I was too weak from the drugs she'd given me to offer any serious resistance.

She smoothed out her skirt. I was so close to her that the back of her hand brushed my face as she ran her hands up and down her long legs. My face was at the same level as her crotch.

I thought about all the times I'd had her in the same position I know found myself in. In this office. Her bare knees pressed into the carpet. Naked before her superior. Her mouth at the perfect level for my pleasure. The memory was strong enough to make my cock react despite the drugs still working their way through my bloodstream.

I felt my trapped cock throb impotently against its metal prison. I looked down at my crotch. Partly to avoid Cecilia's penetrating blue stare. Partly to see some some visible signs of my penis straining at its restraint. Some proof that she hadn't just had it cut off and covered with the pussy pants and that the throbbing I was now feeling was just a phantom sensation like a wounded soldier feeling an itch in a leg that had been blown off a decade before.

There was none.

My crotch remained as flat and feminine as ever.

As I knelt there looking for some sign of my stolen manhood, Cecilia took control. She grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled up until my eyes were starting to tear.

“Is the little sissy gonna cry?” Cecilia said in an exaggerated, mocking tone. Like a schoolyard bully picking on a little kid. “That's ok. Real men don't cry. Not from having their hair pulled by weak girls like me. But we've already established that you're not a real man. Go ahead and cry … Bitch.”

I fought back the tears. There was no way I was going to give her the satisfaction of making me cry. I beat my fists against her hands, but I was too weak to make her let go.

She dragged me by my hair across the room. I tried to fight, but it was useless. She dragged me like she was a caveman and I was her newly captured bride.

I wanted to disappear into the ground. Or wake up. Or anything that would make this end.

Cecilia pulled me to my feet by my hair and pushed me against the wall. She let go of my hair and grabbed my thrashing fists. She was easily able to pin both of my hands above my head with just one of hers.

She loomed over me, holding me close. As close as we were it was impossible to ignore her height advantage. Even without her heels she towered over me by at least a full head. I felt like a little boy being bullied by the big kids.

No.

I felt like a little girl.

“You can start fighting me anytime you'd like.” Cecilia taunted me.

“Fuck you!”

“With what?” Cecilia smiled. “I took away your dick.”

Cecilia kept my hands pinned above me with her left hand. She placed her right index finger on my chin and slowly ran it down my neck and onto my chest.

“These muscles are going to have to go.” Cecilia said. “They are far too butch for my sweet little femme-y sissy. From now on you are no longer allowed to go to the gym or lift anything heavier than five pounds. If you need help, ask me or one of the other ladies in your life to help you. We won't mind doing the heavy lifting for a pretty little lady like you.

“Maybe I'll sign you up for an aerobics class. Once you start filling out your leotard properly. You'll need some exercise. I want you soft and full of girl curves, but not fat.”

“Just wait until this drug wears off.” I said. Even I thought I sounded pathetic.

Cecilia ran her finger down to my hairless nipple. She placed the long finger nails of her thumb and forefinger on either side and pinched.

Hard.

I winched audibly at the pain arcing out of my vulnerable flesh. I thrashed about under her. Even tried to kick her. But didn't manage to stop the torture. Cecilia counted to 100 before she let go.

I thought she was going to torture the other nipple next, but she surprised me by lowering her head down to my chest and taking my abused nipple into her mouth. She ran her tongue back and forth over the swelling nub of flesh. Her warm, wet tongue felt so good that I let out a little moan of pleasure.

“My little girl likes that, doesn't she?” Cecilia said, her mouth almost touching my bare chest. Her warm breath on the moist nipple was effecting me more than I thought it could.

“No.” I lied.

“Is this making you horny, sissy?” Cecilia asked in between kissing and licking my breast. “It's so hard to tell. If you were a real man all I'd need to do would be to look at your cock. It's not that easy to tell with girls like you.”

I felt Cecilia's hand reach down and cup my crotch. I could feel the gentle pressure against my trapped penis. The intimate contact of her hand and mouth were getting to me. I closed my eyes and breathed in her perfume as my cock pounded uselessly against the feminizing metal.

“No.” The moan that I was making was the only proof that Cecilia needed to know that I was lying.

“Liar.” Cecilia said. “You're wet, you little slut.”

She took a step back, taking her mouth away from my nipple and her hand away from my smooth crotch. My body tried to follow her as she pulled back, but her other hand kept me pinned to the wall. I flushed red with shame at the way I was acting. Not like a man. More like some feminine fuck puppet.

“Open your eyes.” Cecilia ordered.

I obeyed without thinking.

Cecilia was holding two fingers out in front of my face. They glistened in the artificial light. A few drops of my pre-cum had leaked out of my trapped penis and through the chastity prison. Probably from whatever pee hole the damned thing had for me.

“This is how girls get horny.” Cecilia said. “They get wet. Men get hard; girls get wet. Their pussies get soaked to lube the way for real men's cocks.

“I'm very proud of you, sissy. It's only been an hour since I took your penis away from you and put you in your pretty pussy panties and you're already adapting. Now open your mouth and I'll show you something else that sissies are good for.”

I turned my head away, but Cecilia twisted my pinned wrists until the pain became too much. I opened my mouth to her invading fingers.

It might have been easier if it weren't two fingers. It wasn't that they stretched my mouth. I could easily hold them. But two fingers were enough for Cecilia to pretend that she was shoving a penis down my throat.

“How does that taste, Allie?” Cecilia asked. “Bitter. Salty. I know. I've tasted it dozens of times. You see there used to be this real bastard who forced me to get on my knees and suck him off. He'd slap me senseless if I didn't swallow his entire load.

“Now it's your turn.”

Cecilia pistoned her fingers in and out of my mouth like they were a cock about to explode. She did this for several minutes until she stopped and left them in my sore mouth.

“Now it's time for me to lay down the law, sugar tits.” Cecilia said.

“From now on you're not allowed to call me by my first name. It's not respectful for a slave to be so casual with her owner. When we're around people you will call me MS. Bradley. No exceptions. When we're alone you'll call me Master.”

I tried to object, but her fingers in my mouth acted as an effective gag.

Cecilia rolled her eyes at me.

“I know. Most women in my position get called 'Mistress' or 'Goddess,' but a mistress is someone that men cheat on their wives with and there is nothing divine about what I'm going to do to you. I like the word 'Master.' It just screams power and control. Don't get hung up on gender stuff. By the time I'm through with you I will be way butcher than you. So don't worry your pretty little head about it. Now tell me 'Yes, Master. I understand.'”

She took her fingers out of my mouth and rested the hand on my flat crotch.

“Go to Hell!” I hissed at her.

That was a mistake. Cecilia drove her hands between my legs and lifted me up by the crotch. Some of my weight was balanced on the wall, but all of it was being supported by one hand pressing into a metal plate that was pressing directly into my trapped penis.

The pussy panties might have kept me from feeling pleasure, but they sure as fuck let pain through. I could feel my balls pressed up inside my body. They felt like they were about to explode from the pressure.

“Want to try that again?” Cecilia asked. I could hear the strain in her voice from holding me like this.

“Yes, Master. I understand.” I barked the words like a first year cadet. I would say anything to stop the agony between my legs.

“What's your name?” Cecilia didn't let go or lower me.

“Alan. Alan Green, Master.”

“Wrong.” Cecilia pushed her hand deeper into my tender flesh.

“Allie. My name is Allie.” I squeaked.

“Better, but you need to learn respect. I need to punish you for that.”

This wasn't punishment enough?

Cecilia stood there for several agonizing seconds thinking about what she could do to me. I was a blubbering mess by the time she decided.

“I'm going to take something else away from you.” Cecilia finally said. She was straining to hold me up almost as much as I was straining to remain conscious. “It's not a masculine trait. I have a schedule for when you'll lose those. No, you're going to lose a grown-up trait. Something anyone past the age of five has come to grips with.

“From now on you're not going to refer to yourself in the first person. You aren't going to say 'I want.' You're going to say 'Allie wants.' You're not going to say 'I'm;' you're going to say 'Allie is.' It's going to be Allie, Allie, Allie for you until I think you've learned your lesson and you can grow up. Fuck this up and maybe I'll take away something else that adults take for granted. Like toilets.

“Does Allie understand?”

“Allie understands! Allie understands, Master!”

“Now thank me.” Cecilia said.

“For what?” I asked only remembering to belatedly add “Master.”

“For all the wonderful things that I've done for you, you silly sissy. The more specific you are, the sooner I let you down.

“Allie thanks Master for taking away all of my … er … Allie's smelly gross boy hair.” The tears were running down my face.

“And?” Cecilia prompted.

“Thank you for taking away Allie's penis, Master.”

I hoped it was enough, but Cecilia kept me pressed up painfully against the wall.

“And … and thank you for putting Allie in her pretty pussy panties. And for making Allie talk like a little girl. And telling Allie that Allie can't go to the gym anymore or lift anything heavy so Allie's muscles get all soft and girly. And for telling Allie how girls get wet. And for giving Allie a taste of Allie's lube. And not telling the Russians about Allie.”

I was just saying anything that came into my head at that point. Anything to make the pain go away. It must have been enough cause Cecilia dropped me to the floor and let my hands go. I collapsed to my knees, too weak to stand on my own.

“Thank you, Master.” I said through my heaving tears.

So much for not letting her see me cry.

I felt powerless. Weak. Emotional. All the cliched girly traits that I hated, but Cecilia wanted to ingrain in me.

“Look at me, Allie.” Cecilia commanded.

I wiped away some of the tears with the back of my hand and looked up at my new Master. Despite all the pain and humiliation I still found her beautiful. I felt so small beneath her. Not just height and weight. I felt that I was so much less than she was.

Cecilia took my chin in her hand and forced my eyes to meet her gaze.

“I like it when you cry, Allie.” Cecilia's voice was almost gentle. “It means I'm winning. It turns me on. Every time your cheeks get wet so do my panties. You know about getting wet now, don't you?”

I nodded my head. I didn't know what to say.

“I'm going to leave you alone for the weekend. I have plans for you, but they don't need me to hover over you right now. Go home and pretend to be a real man for as long as you can. Your new life begins in earnest on Monday. Keep your phone near you at all times. I may call you. If you don't answer you'll be punished.

“There's just one more thing we need to do before I go.”

Cecilia reached into her blouse and pulled out a small prescription bottle.

“These are your sissy pills. They're for taking away your masculine traits a little bit at a time. You'll take them every morning. Every day you'll come to me. Get down on your knees. Put one of these in your mouth. And feel a little bit of the male you disappear. It won't happen overnight. The changes might be so slow that you won't even notice until you start growing boobs, but they'll be there all right.

“I'm not going to see you this weekend so I'm going to give you all three days' worth right now. A little jumpstart on the process. Now open your mouth and I'll give you a sissy surprise.”

I was dumbfounded. Boobs? These had to be female hormones. How much of them could my body take before the changes became irreversible? Did I have any choice?

Cecilia's stern look told me that I didn't.

I opened my mouth. Cecilia put the first pill on my tongue.

“One sissy pill.” She said and waited for me to swallow.

I did. I knew it was only one pill and I'd just taken it, but I imagined that I could feel it coursing through my system already. My sore nipple throbbed as if it were starting to swell into a female breast.

Cecilia put the next pill on my tongue.

“Two sissy pills.” She said and I swallowed.

Cecilia put her hand between my legs and rubbed more of the remaining pre-cum onto her fingers. It wasn't much, but I saw the slime on her manicured nails. She put the third pill right on my cum and put the two fingers in front of my face. She pushed her crotch close the back of her hand to drive home the fellatio analogy.

“Open up, sissy.” Cecilia ordered.

I did.

Cecilia pushed the fingers past my lips. I felt the third pill fall into my mouth and tasted the salty bitter remnant of an orgasm that I'd never have. So pushed her fingers all the way into my mouth with a push of her hips. I felt like I was going to gag, but I swallowed the pill and she removed her fingers from my mouth.

“Three sissy pills.”


2: Cleaning Girl

When she was done with me Cecilia just walked out the door. I watched from the floor as she strode confidently down the hall and around the corner to the elevator. She didn't bother closing the door behind her. After a few seconds I heard the elevator ding and carry my blackmailer away.

I lay there in a crumpled, defeated heap directly opposite the open door. Anyone who happened to glance this way would get a good look at the depths that I had fallen to. I was still technically their boss, but there would be no way that they would ever respect a man once they knew his cock was locked away. Or that he'd had all his body hair removed. Both by a woman that he'd been blackmailing into having a sexual relationship with.

Fortunately for me it was half an hour past quitting time on a Friday afternoon. There was no one left to witness my humiliation. No one left to rub the first stages of my feminization in my nose. I still felt weak from the drugs that Cecilia used on me and didn't want to waste my strength crawling to the door and closing it. I'd get up eventually, but there wasn't any rush to preserve my privacy or modesty.

I sat up, leaned back against the wall, closed my eyes, and tried to make sense of the events of the past few hours.

The woman I'd spent the last few months fucking in every humiliating way I could imagine had drugged me. Removed all of my body hair. Locked my cock away in a pair of “pussy panties.” Tampered with the evidence that I was using to blackmail her so that it looked like I was the once who had screwed the Feds and the Russian mob. Now she was getting her revenge by slowly transforming me into some sort of feminized freak. I could almost feel the female hormones from her “sissy pills” working their way through my bloodstream.

There had to be a way out of this.

But what?

I couldn't go to the police. Even if I could convince them that the evidence was doctored they'd want to know why I didn't come forward with it months ago. They might find out about my blackmailing. They'd probably charge me as an accessory after the fact no matter what they found out. And that would probably be good enough for the Russians to come after my balls.

I couldn't go to the senior management of my company. They'd have the same questions as the police and no tolerance for that kind of toxic attention in the press. If I spoke to them I'd be out of a job and reported to the police. Unless they just contacted the Russians directly to take care of both of their problems.

I'd just have to try to ride out the storm. Let Cecilia think that she'd won and play along with her little dress up games while I tried to work a plan that would get me out of this. I'd need to look up how long I could be on her sissy pills before the effects were irreversible. But what if she was thinking about surgery?

I was sitting there feeling pissed at Cecilia and sorry for myself when my reverie was disturbed by the sound of female laughter. My eyes flashed open and I saw one of the Indian cleaning girls standing in the doorway pointing her phone at me. Her smile was as big as her pretty brown face.

“Close the door!” I ordered. My voice rose high from panic totally undercutting any authority I tried to project.

I realized what I must have looked like to this girl. My legs were spread casually in a traditionally masculine man-spread. That would have been fine had I been wearing pants, but my nudity meant that this menial laborer was getting a full straight on view of my feminized crotch and hairless body. If it weren't for my face and haircut, I might have been mistaken for a flat chested woman.

I clamped my knees together and returned to a kneeling position. I'd have preferred to stand, but I didn't think I had the strength to both stand and try to preserve my modesty. Kneeling at least meant that my crotch was covered and my bare ass was behind me facing away from this intruder. I didn't even realize that my arms had gone up to my chest in an unconsciously feminine gesture until I'd heard a fresh peel of laughter from the young maid.

“I said close the door.” I tried to maintain my dignity. Not very well, but I tried.

“Yes, … Ma'am.” The cleaner said with a hint of an Indian accent and a heavy dose of sarcasm. “Of course, Maa'am.”

She pushed her maid's cart into the office, stepped inside, and closed the door. I heard the lock click with an ominous clang. She turned towards me again and rested her back on the door, blocking my only exit from the hell that used to be my office.

“The door is closed, Ma'am. Is there anything else you require?”

I didn't need to see the look on her face to hear the mockery in her voice. It was bad enough that Cecilia had seen me like this. Made me like this. She at least was a peer. It was humiliating and degrading to be seen by her, but it was somehow worse to be brought low before a peon like this girl.

“I want you to leave, girl.”

“My name's not 'girl.' It's Kiara.” She said, putting her phone down on the maid's cart.

“I want you to get out of here, Kiara.”

Kiara didn't say anything to that, she just reached up to the top most button on her uniform dress and began to slowly unbutton her way down.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Getting you something to wear, Ma'am. A grand lady like you can't go around like that. It's not respectable.”

“I'm not a lady.” I tried to explain.

“Not like that you aren't. Kneeling there naked as a bird. What were you doing with your legs spread open like a common slut facing an open doorway. You are lucky that a man didn't walk by and see you like that. He would have come in here and taken out his tool. Made you kiss it. Made you take it in your little slut mouth. Made you beg for him to stuff it between your slut legs. Show you the sorts of things that a grand lady such as yourself should never ever see.”

Her uniform dress was blue and had buttons running down the front from the neck to the waist. She finished unbuttoning the front. I could see a plain white bra beneath. And the tops of a matching pair of equally mundane panties and the waistband of her nude pantyhose. She looked like she was 20 with an ok figure and pretty enough face. The sort of girl that I'd usually ignore. Nowhere near hot enough for me to even have second thoughts about under normal circumstances.

But this was as far from normal as my life could get.

“Or maybe. Just maybe. You were hoping that such a man would arrive and do those things to you.” She said, stepping out of the dress.

“Look, Miss. …. Kiara. I don't want to get you in any trouble. I know what this probably looks like, but I'm an executive at this company and it's really important that you leave here now. I don't want to have to speak to your superiors, but I will.”

“Go ahead.” Kiara said, tossing the dress at my prostrate knees. She kicked off her red Keds and tossed them at me too.

“Listen, little girl.” I said, feeling the anger start to flow out. “You may have caught me in an awkward situation, but I am still your superior. One word from me and your ass is back on the streets.”

I'd hoped to intimidate her. Put the fear of God into her and never see her again.

“That would be very sad.” Kiara undid her bra, letting her small but firm breasts spill out into the air. I could feel my cock strain in the confines of my pussy panties. “Me without a job. Out there on the streets. With some very interesting pictures on my phone. Videos too.”

Fuck!

“You can't show anyone those pictures.” I said. My poker face must have been crap cause her smile just got wider.

“You mean the pictures of you naked? Sitting there on the floor of this office with your legs spread. Your crotch as smooth as a Ken doll's. Trying to lure some man into your perverted little games. Are those the pictures you don't want anyone seeing?”

All I could do was nod.

“No.” Kiara tossed her bra at me. It landed on my kneeling lap. “I won't show them to anyone else so long as you are a good girl and do everything that you are told.”

Kiara put her thumbs into the waistband of her underwear and pantyhose and pulled both down at the same time. She had a full dark bush surrounding her pussy. I wasn't used to pubic hair on a woman. I'd made all of my partners clean up down there. I found it a turnoff.

We were now both naked, but there was no doubt who had the power between us. I knelt there on the floor like some simpering slave while she stood tall and confident above me.

“This is all a huge misunderstanding.” I tried to explain. “I'm not some exhibitionist. And I sure as hell don't want to attract a man. This is all a big joke. A practical joke that one of my co-workers is pulling on me. Things just got out of hand. You know how those things can be.”

“A joke?” Kiara asked.

“Yeah, a joke.”

“A very funny joke?”

“A very funny joke.”

“I like jokes.” Kiara said, smiling.

“Me too.” I started to feel relieved. I'd finally managed to diffuse the situation.

“Do you know what would be an even funnier joke?” She asked. “The funniest joke yet?”

“No, what?”

“If you put these on.”

Kiara tossed the tangled panties/pantyhose at me. They landed right on my face.

“You can't expect me to wear these.” I said. “I'm not a cleaning girl. I'm an executive. I spent years going to college to get where I am today. Not to dress like someone who cleans offices.”

“I'm putting myself through university. I want to be an executive too. One day. Maybe while I'm waiting I can play executive with you while you get the chance to play cleaning girl.”

“That's not right.” I pleaded.

“But that's what makes it such a funny joke.” She crossed over to where I was kneeling and bent down to put her face very close to mine. “Now you can play my funny joke or I'll share yours with your superiors and it will be your ass back on the streets.”

“Alright.” I said. I'd have to concede defeat and humble myself before this woman. At least it wouldn't go past this room.

“Not good enough.” Kiara's tone was sharp. “A girl of your lowly station. A cleaning girl. A girl who picks up the filth and the dirt of her betters. A girl like that says 'Yes, Miss.'”

“Yes, Miss.”

This day couldn't get any worse.

“Then get dressed for your duties, girl.”

Kiara stepped back to give me the room I'd need to transform myself into a domestic servant. It took me some effort to stand up. The drugs that Cecilia had hidden in my coffee were wearing off, but I was still a lot weaker than I wanted to be. If Kiara tried to make this a physical I doubted if I could resist her.

My obvious weakness wasn't lost on the cleaning woman.

I began by untangling the underwear from the pantyhose. They were still warm from Kiara's body. The smell of cleaning chemicals was strong, even in her undergarments. Beneath the bleach and the detergent I could smell a faint whiff of Kiara's body odor.

I pulled the plain granny panties up my smooth legs. I'd had the thought that they'd be tight on my mostly masculine body, but they fit me perfectly. Especially over my smooth crotch.

Kiara had picked up her phone and was filming this new humiliation for posterity. I thought about objecting, but didn't think it would go over well. Besides, Kiara had plenty of dirt on me already. Worse than putting on a dress.

It took forever for me to get the bra adjusted and clasped shut. I'd gotten dozens if not hundreds of women out of theirs over the years. I had never imagined I'd have to put one on one day.

I'd be doing this a lot if Cecilia gets her way. The thought frightened me.

Kiara tossed me some rags from her cart to fill out the front of my bra. I stuffed until I'd filled the A cups of her bra. It felt so strange having something sticking out of my chest like that.

I had to sit on the edge of my desk to get the pantyhose on. I could see my male suit and shoes sitting on the chair on the other side of the desk. At least I had a masculine escape route once Kiara finished playing with me.

I had to turn my back on Kiara to pull the hose up the rest of the way. As soon as I did she let out a laugh. She stepped over to where I was standing and pulled the tops of my panties down and laughed even more.

“What's so funny?” I asked, trying to crane my neck to see my own backside.

“You don't know?” Kiara almost squealed. “That is so funny. Don't worry about that right now. I like my cleaning girls ignorant. Just finish getting dressed.”

I slipped on the red Keds. Like everything else, they were a perfect fit.

Just one more thing to go.

I was trembling as I stepped into the cheap uniform dress. I pulled it up over my shoulders and began to work the buttons. Awkwardly. My hands were shaking and I wasn't used to buttons being on the side they were for female fashion.

I finally had everything in order and stood before Kiara in her uniform.

I was a successful man. I'd graduated in the top ten percent of my class. I'd clawed my way up to heading a major department of a fortune 500 company. I'd had women. Power. Influence.

Now I stood in front of my own desk in my own office feeling like I didn't belong in this world. My power had been taken from me by Cecilia. I had been stripped of my suit. My power. Even my penis by that bitch. I was wearing the uniform of an Indian cleaning girl awaiting her inspection. Hoping that it was satisfactory.

Kiara was taking away my dignity.

“Is this your first dress, Allie?” Kiara asked.

How did she know that name? Had Cecilia told her? Was this all some plot from my former blackmail victim?

“Yes, Miss.” I said, looking down. I couldn't look her in the face. Not looking like this.

I wanted to ask her about knowing my name. The name that Cecilia had called me. But I found myself unable to form the words. I'd been able to leverage multimillion dollar deals, but I couldn't bring myself to question some nobody little cleaning girl.

“Of all the dresses in the world. All the fancy gowns. Elegant frocks. Little black dresses. Of all the dresses in the world you end up wearing a maid's uniform your very first time. Not even a sexy little French maid's outfit. One of those things that men fantasize about and women wear to please their men. No. You're wearing a real maid's dress. Something worn by someone with no money and no power. Not even the power to turn men on.”

Kiara walked around behind the desk. I looked up and saw her pick up the neat pile of my clothing on the chair.

“This is a different kind of uniform.” Kiara said. “A uniform of privilege. An executive's uniform. My uniform now.”

I watched as she pulled my silk boxers up her dark hips. I thought they would be too large for her despite the fact that her underwear fit me perfectly. My underwear fit her just as perfectly. She reached a hand through the fly and laughed.

“I don't think you'll be needing this anymore, do you?”

Kiara picked up my t-shirt and pulled it over her head. I could see her nipples through the thin fabric. They were hard. Was this turning her on? Was putting me in her place getting her off?

My dress shirt fit her well. Her small breasts barely creased the material. Piece by piece she became the executive that I had been. With each article of clothing she added she became more and more my superior. Our roles were defined – she wore the pants; I wore the panties.

“You were an executive.” Kiara said, straightening her tie. “You went to college. You probably live in a very nice place. Maybe you have a cleaning girl of your own. Do you?”

“Yes, Miss.” I said. “She comes in three times a week.”

Why was I letting myself go along with this? Yes, the little bitch could make my life embarrassing, but was that enough reason to degrade myself this much in this way?

“Do you ever make her do anything more than clean your house?”

Kiara walled around the desk and stood before me. It may have been my desk, but at that moment it felt more like it belonged to her than me. That I was the lowly cleaning girl working her way through college cleaning up other people's messes and she was the successful businessman.

“sometimes.” I said in a whisper, looking down at my bright red shoes, unable to look her in the eyes.

“And what did you make her do?” Kiara ran her fingers over my cheek. Her calloused fingers brushing my smooth skin.

“... I … sometimes made her go down on me.” I admitted.

“That was her place then? On her knees? Taking you in her mouth.”

“yes.” I said the word so softly I don't even know if I heard it.

“I think you know where you belong.”

Kiara placed her hands on my shoulders and applied gentle pressure. I felt myself go down to my knees, but it all seemed distant. Like it was happening to someone in a movie I was watching and not to me.

A part of me was screaming inside to run away from this. To just man-up and tell her to fuck off. But another part of me was just focused on obeying. Was this a side effect of Cecilia's sissy pills? An inability to control or assert myself. Or was this some hidden aspect of my own personality that had never had the chance to come out and play? Some deep submissive need that was being triggered by Cecilia and Kiara.

“You know what to do, girl. You don't need me to tell you.” Kiara rested her hands on the top of my head.

I stared forward looking directly into the crotch of Kiara's pants. My pants. My hand was trembling worse than it was before as I reached out and fiddled around to find the zipper. I never thought that I'd be unzipping my pants this way.

I unzipped the pants. Kiara took her hands off my head long enough to undo the belt and pull it out of its loops. I looked up and saw her coil the leather around her right fist. She ran it over my cheek before returning both hands to the top of my head. Was she planning on using the belt or was she just holding onto it? Letting its presence act as a threat. The tangible proof that punishment was only a flick of the wrist away.

Kiara pushed my head back down so that I was staring into the open fly. I reached up and undid the button. I pulled the pants back and partially down, taking the silk boxers with them. Leaving her hairy bush exposed.

I could see glimpses of pink through the long fine hairs. I think that was what broke whatever spell I was under. Like I said before, I both wasn't used to and didn't like pubic hair on my women. I also didn't like going down. I'd tried it once in college after the girl I'd been trying to score with flat out refused to touch me if I didn't lick her clit and it had been a disastrous experience. I loved pussy. At least as a place to put my cock. But I hated the taste, the smell, and the throbbing wet warmth in my mouth.

And that had been a girl who'd had a Brazilian.

I shook my head no and tried to pull away, but Kiara's strong hands held me firm. She slowly pulled me closer and closer to her pussy. I put my hands on her thighs and tried to use that as leverage against the inevitable, but I was still too weak to resist.

“You seem reluctant.” Kiara's voice came from above me. “Maybe you don't really like girls after all. Maybe that is why you've hidden your penis away and put on a dress. You've decided that you don't like girls – you want to be one. Have your own little breasts. Your own long hair. Your own cunt.

“Would it help if I tell you that my boyfriend fucked me earlier. He does that to me. A lot. He has a huge tool and he likes to bury it deep within me and make me scream with pleasure. Maybe it will help you to think about that when you put your mouth there. That you are kissing and licking the place where he puts that monstrous tool. That you are just one step removed from taking him in your mouth. Now be a good little cunt lapper and make me enjoy this. If you don't then I'll know that you really want my boyfriend in your mouth and not me. And I can have him here in a very short time and he will love seeing the big bad executive turned into the prancing maid.”

Kiara pressed my mouth against her pussy. It was wet. Dripping. It was obvious that this scenario she was putting me through was turning her on. Her juices began to well up inside my mouth. I wanted to spit them out, but was afraid that she'd make good her threat to call her boyfriend and I'd soon find things spiraling even further out of control with his cock in my mouth.

Or other places.

I swallowed her juices with some effort and tentatively extended my tongue between her swollen lips. I didn't have much experience with cunnilingus, but I could find a clitoris without a map and compass. She was already turned on. All I had to do was push her over the edge and this nightmare would be over. She'd put her uniform back on, give me back my clothes, and we could both go on with our lives.

All I had to do was get through the next few minutes.

Kiara began to respond to my tongue. Most of the credit probably had to go to Kiara. Her arousal was making things easier for me. If this was foreplay then she'd probably be rolling her eyes and looking at the clock.

She twined her fingers through my hair and pushed my face deeper into her sopping pussy. I rested my hands on her butt. I could feel her ass cheeks tighten as she ground herself into my face. Feel her ass through the fabric of my own suit as she masturbated herself on my face.

She kept her fingers in my hair using it to control the action. Using not so subtle prompts to make me lick faster or harder. Pressing me deeper and deeper into her sopping bush. There were times when she'd hold me there so long that I thought I'd pass out from asphyxiation.

All the while she rained verbal abuse and mock praise down on me. Calling me her girl. Her little lesbian. Her cunt lapper. Sometimes she spoke in Hindi and I felt confused and stupid for not understanding her.

Kiara rode my face long after my tongue became too tired to service her any longer. I hated everything about the experience. The smell, the taste, the feeling of her warm wet flesh being rubbed off against me. And all the hair. I think I almost swallowed as much of her thick pubic hair as I did her flowing juice. But the worst of all was the position. On my knees, submitting to this cleaning girl turned master.

I lost track of how many cums Kiara had ridden my face to by the time she finally let go of my head. I felt tired and used. I just wanted this to be over. To go home and put some pants on and pretend that none of this had ever happened.

“Look here, girl.” Kiara's voice was breathy, but commanding.

I looked up to see her pointing her phone down at me. I could only imagine how I looked at that moment. My hair was messed up. I was on my knees. Wearing not only her uniform, but her underwear as well. My face was still glistening with her warm juices. A few stray pubic hairs hung out the sides of my mouth.

“Tell me what you are, girl?” She said. I guessed she was recording it.

I looked up at her confused. What did she want me to say? It almost didn't matter what it was anymore. I just didn't know what she wanted to hear.

“Tell me that you are Kiara's cunt lapper.” Kiara made it sound like it was the most natural thing in the world to say.

After what I'd just been through maybe she was right.

I looked straight into the camera and said, “I am Kiara's cunt lapper.”

“Now thank me for allowing you to lap my cunt, girl.” Kiara ordered. “Thank me for the privilege of servicing my magnificent pussy.”

“Thank you for allowing me the privilege of being your cunt lapper, Miss Kiara. You have a magnificent pussy and it was a pleasure to service you.”

I didn't mean any of the words I was saying, but I was too numb to care. And I would say anything so long as it got me back in pants.

“How do you feel right now, cunt lapper?”

“Like a whore.” I said.

I meant that.

“Have you ever used a whore before, girl?”

“Yes, Miss Kiara.”

“Do you ever plan on visiting one again?”

“ … yes … probably.” When I got my penis out of these pussy panties.

“When you do I want you to remember this moment. How you feel right now. I want you to remember what it was like to be used by another human being. To be abused for another's pleasure and to receive no satisfaction be it sexual, spiritual, or emotional in return. Just money.”

Kiara reached into the pocket of her suit and pulled out her wallet. No. She reached into the pocket of MY suit and pulled out MY wallet.

“You did good tonight, cunt lapper. There's room for improvement, but I'd hire you again. You can tell your pimp that.” Kiara pulled out a few bills from the wallet and tossed them down at me. “Buy yourself something pretty.”

I was stunned speechless.

She had taken my clothes and all the possessions that I needed to navigate my life as a man. Threatened to expose me if I didn't wear her cheap uniform. Used me like some back alley slut in the most humiliating sexual experience of my life.

And she was “paying” me with my own money.

“Thank you, Miss.” I finally managed to get out. The words tasted worse than her pussy.

I collected up the cash. Continued to be the good girl and play the part of her whore cunt lapper. If it got me out of this mess any quicker, I was willing to do it. I didn't have any pockets so I stuffed the bills into my bra without looking at them. It was all my money anyway, what did it matter?

Kiara pulled her boxers up over her still steaming sex and zipped up her pants. She extended her right hand out as far as she could and let the leather belt uncoil from her fist and dangle in my face.

“This is a symbol.” Kiara said. “It shows who wears the pants in our relationship. It shows who has authority over whom. Who wears the pants, girl?”

“You do, Miss.”

“Who has the authority? The power.”

“You do.”

“Then show me you believe it.” Kiara said. “Kiss the belt.”

I leaned forward and pressed my lips against the warm Italian leather. I gave it the most heartfelt kiss that I could. Only a few hours ago I had worn this belt and all of the power that it symbolized. Wielded the authority that I was now submitting myself to.

I felt my cock stir in the feminizing confines of my pussy pants. This wasn't the first time that I'd begun to become aroused at the thought of submitting to another; I hoped it was the last.

“Stand up!”

Kiara barked the order and I meekly obeyed.

I was still unsteady on my legs, but I felt less groggy than I had before. Cecilia's drug was finally starting to wear off. I wondered if I'd have had the courage to challenge Kiara if I'd had my full masculine strength.

Kiara grabbed me by the back of my neck and bent me over my own desk. I struggled and screamed, but my old strength still hadn't returned and I was soon pressed, face down, into the wood. She pushed me to the center of the desk. My feet no longer touched the floor.

Kiara held me down with her left hand while she whipped up my skirt with the right. It took more effort for her to yank my panties and pantyhose down to my knees, especially with me kicking my legs trying to fight her.

“WHY ARE YOU DOING THIS!?” I screamed at her, my voice cracking and shrill.

“Because I can.”

I felt vulnerable and exposed. My ass felt cold after the sweaty heat of the panty hose. I felt like a naughty school girl getting punished and not even knowing why. I'd done everything she'd asked me. Why did she feel the need to humiliate me like this?

I kept asking myself that question until the first belt landed on my upturned ass.

It was agony. I'd never have imagined something as simple and common as a men's belt could inflict such pain, but I learned quickly. By the third hit I was begging for mercy. By the fifth I was bawling like a baby and kicking my legs like the school girl I'd imagined I was. At that moment that was all I was. Not a respected businessman. Not a leader of the community. Just a naughty child being punished for some unknown sin.

Kiara got up from the desk. I reached around to push down my skirt and pull up my panties, but Kiara slapped my hands away when I tried. When I tried to stand up I got a sharp sting from the belt whip. I resigned myself to just lay there sobbing and exposed while Kiara took pictures and video of my reddened ass.

I couldn't remember the last time I'd cried before today. Over the course of the last few hours two different women had reduced me to a weeping mess casually.

I lay there recovering from my punishment. I hoped that I'd done enough to earn the return of my clothing and Kiara's continued silence. I half expected her to try to extort money from me. I wouldn't have minded. Anything was better than this feminine hell. To be able to take off this damn uniform and return to a normal life again. At least as normal as Cecilia was going to allow me.

I heard Kiara walk away from the desk. Was she silently planning the next assault on whatever remained of my masculinity or just looking for a fresh angle to record my shame?

“This has been quiet an evening hasn't it, cunt lapper?” Kiara didn't bother waiting for me to stammer out an answer. “I don't think that I've ever climaxed so many times in one night. I'd still be at you, but I'm tired of your womanly mouth. I need a man inside me now and there isn't one here. I'm taking the rest of the night off to be with my lover.

“We should do this again. Soon. I was serious about talking to your pimp. Well, whoever locked away that little tool of yours. I suppose she must have more power over you than a typical pimp would. Most pimps can only beat their whores; yours owns you.”

I heard the lock click and the office door swing open. What was Kiara doing?

“Have a good weekend, girl.” Kiara said. “I'll see you Monday.”

I looked up in time to see Kiara walk out the door still wearing my suit and shoes. She was putting the belt back through the loops. The door swung shut behind her with an ominous click.

Shit! Kiara had my wallet. Keys. Phone. And every stitch of male clothing that I had access to.


3: Mr. Sissy

I scampered off the desk and tried to run after Kiara as fast as I could, but I ended up tripping over the pantyhose that had bunched up at my ankles and ended up landing face first on the carpeted floor.

It only took a few seconds for me to recover, but by the time I'd managed to scamper/crawl to the door Kiara had vanished. I looked down the darkened rows of cubicles and offices. There was no sign of anybody else, but I didn't dare take the chance and follow the woman who had stolen my clothes and left me wearing a cheap maid's uniform.

I stepped back into my office and slammed the door shut behind me and put my back to it. I was terrified that anyone else would catch me like this. I reached down and pulled my panties and panty hose up.

Jesus Christ! Had I just referred to these degrading clothes as mine? I had to keep my head on straight. I was wearing Kiara's uniform. Her cheap, smelly, maid's uniform. Kiara was the maid. Not me. I was Alan Green. I had an important job at an important company. I was an executive. I managed dozens of people and brokered million dollar deals.

Only I didn't feel like that at all. I felt scared and confused. Impotent. I felt like Allie.

I let my back slide down the door until my sore butt landed on the carpet. I sat there trying to figure out a way to get out of this situation. I had no money. I couldn't get into my car to get home; Kiara took my keys. I was dressed like a woman, but there was no chance that I could pass as one safely to get home. And even if I did I couldn't get inside my house once I got there.

What was I going to do?

At least I had the land line in the office to call someone. Kiara had my phone as well.

I could call my girlfriend, Emily. Have her bring me some clothes and a spare key to my place. I think I'd given her a pair. But how would I explain the dress? A costume party? No. Maybe a practical joke gone wrong. But what if she noticed the shaved legs? Would she run her hand all the way up my skirt and discover that I was as flat as a Ken doll thanks to Cecilia's pussy pants.

Maybe it would be best to avoid Emily until after I'd dealt with Cecilia and her blackmail. It wasn't like I was going to be able to fuck Emily any time soon. Not with my balls pushed up into my body and my dick forced flat against my body. And fucking was all Emily was good for. I made no bones about the fact that she was a trophy who knew how to screw. She just hoped she'd become a trophy wife.

Maybe one of my friends? No. Having any of them see me like this would be worse than Emily. I could always dump her.

As I was wracking my brain for a solution there came a knock on the door. The sudden sound and pressure on my back made me leap forward.

“Mr. Green?” A woman's voice asked through the door. I didn't recognize it.

Had anyone heard me slam the door just now? Or scream like a little girl when Kiara had me bent over my own desk and was spanking me with my own belt? Or had someone just seen the light on in my office and decided to investigate?

I held my breath and tried to remain as silent as I could. If I was lucky they'd just go away. I wish I'd had the forethought to lock the door when I'd closed it. If I locked it now the mystery woman on the other side of the door would know I was in here.

“I know you're in there, Mr. Green. My name is Joan Sorenson. I'm overnight security. My badge number is 598. I've spoken with Kiara. She told me about how she's helping you with your Halloween costume. And about the little joke she played on you. I realize that this is very embarrassing for you, sir, but I'm here to help you. Please just open the door.”

“Do you have my clothes?” I asked after weighing the options and finding no good ways out.

“We can talk about that face-to-face, Mr. Green.”

I didn't see any alternative. No good ones anyway. So I opened the door being careful to keep my body behind it, leaving on my face peeking out. Shielding my feminized state from the female security guard.

Joan strode into the room. She was intimidatingly tall. Kiara was about my height. Cecilia, the woman who got me into this mess in the first place, stood about a head taller than me. Joan almost had to duck when she walked through the door. She was long and graceful. A little older than me, but still attractive. She was wearing the standard security guard uniform. Not much to look at, but at least it had pants.

I'd sunken so low that I now envied rent-a-cop pants.

She smiled when she saw me.

“It's all right, Mr. Green. You've got nothing to worry about.” She said, and slowly closed the door that was shielding me from her view.

Joan's smile broadened when she saw me standing there in my blue polyester maid's dress, cheap panty hose, and red Keds shoes. But she didn't laugh. I don't think I could have stood it if she'd laughed.

“She sure did a job on you.” Joan said, letting out a whistle.

“Yeah.” I fidgeted and played with the hem of the cheap uniform skirt.

“You're really going all out for Halloween, aren't you?”

“Yeah.”

“Which is a little weird since it's late November.” There was a twinkle in her eye as she said it. Like she'd caught a naughty little girl in a fib.

She had.

I must have looked like a deer caught in the headlights as I tried to sputter out an explanation.

“It's OK, Mr. Green.” Joan said, reassuringly. “You are far from the first businessman I've had to damsel in distress their way out of this building.”

“Really?”

“It's pretty common with men who have high pressure jobs. Getting the chance to see how the other half lives. Being a girl. Doing what they're told. Not having to give orders. I guess it relaxes them. But you'd know more about that than I would.”

She thought I was some kind of submissive transvestite. The sort of guy who actually got off being treated like this.

“This is nothing like that.” I tried to explain. “Kiara … Kiara made me put this on. I really don't want to wear it. I mean look at it. It's humiliating.”

“Of course it is, Mr. Green.” Joan's tone was skeptical and condescending.

“No. I don't like any of this. Kiara made me do it all. I'm not trying to get her into trouble or anything, but this is not how I like to spend my Friday nights.”

“So the cleaning girl made you put on her uniform while she got dressed in your $3,000 suit. How exactly did she manage to do that, Mr. Green?”

“It's … complicated.” I said. “And private.”

“Did she spank you, Mr. Green?”

“WHAT!?”

“Did she spank you?” Joan repeated. “You do know what a spanking is, don't you?”

“Yes.”

“You aren't the first man I've met who was 'forced' to wear women's clothes and get spanked. It's none of my business what two consenting adults do in their private lives, Mr. Sissy. I'm just trying to help you out of your current jam.”

“What did you just call me?” I asked.

“Mr. Sissy.” Joan said, nonchalantly. “I don't know your girlie name. Besides. Someone as cute as you doesn't deserve a serious name like Mr. Green.”

“Now listen here, Joan ...”

I'd had enough of this oversized security guard and was just about to give her a piece of my mind when she placed a finger on my lips and went “shhh” while shaking her head. I felt like a child being spoken down to by a grownup only I'd never been treated this way in my life. I was outraged.

But I stopped talking.

“I don't have the patience to listen to you tell me how much of a manly man you are, Mr. Sissy. You aren't. I'm not trying to hurt your feelings or your male ego, but I will never think of you as butch after seeing you prance and preen in that cute little frock of yours.

“You need my help getting out of the mess you've gotten yourself into. You'll do what I say without any backtalk about hating the girly girl lifestyle that a 20 year old cleaning girl supposedly imposed on you. Disobedience and backtalk lead to me leaving you to your own sissy devices. Capishe?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

I hadn't meant to call her that. I thought I was calling her Joan, but somehow that slipped out of my mouth instead.

“I like the sound of that.” Joan said. “I've played with my share of sissies in my time as well. Maybe we can play together. Some other night. Right now you look like a marathon runner on his 90th mile. Your hair's a mess. It's obvious you've been crying. Kiara's cum is all over your face. And I bet that little tushie of yours is on fire.

“I need to get cleaned up.” I said. Joan looked at me for several seconds before I took the hint and added “Ma'am.”

“Kiara has eight offices to clean. You can start here and move on down the line.”

“I meant clean my face. Not the office. I'm an executive. That's not my job.”

“What are you wearing, Mr. Sissy?” Joan asked.

“A dress.”

“What kind of dress?”

“A maid's uniform.” I admitted.

“As far as I'm concerned you are dressed the way you want to be dressed. You can give me all the cock and bull stories about Kiara forcing you to put on her things, but you look like you're enjoying wearing that cheap piece of polyester a little too much.

“And since you want to look like a maid I don't think it's asking too much for me to make you live the fantasy and be one. At least for tonight. Now start cleaning. The faster you get done the faster you can get back to pants and peeing standing up.”

She gave me a gentle slap on the ass and sent me off to work.

“Can I please wash my face first?” I asked.

“No.” Joan said. “I'm sending you home with Kiara's cum on your face. You can wash it off there or sleep with it. I hear it's great for the skin.”

“But … “

“That wouldn't be backtalk that I'm hearing now would it?”

“No, Ma'am.”

“Then get to work.”

To say that I wasn't happy would be an understatement. In only a few hours I had gone from top of the world to prancing around my own office wearing a cheap dress. Joan stood there and watched while I began to perform the menial job she had assigned me. She smiled, looped her thumbs in her heavy belt, and leaned back against the closed door.

There was no way out until she let me out. And she wasn't about to let me out until this office. My office. Was cleaned.

The work wasn't hard, but I wasn't used to it. Or the clothing that I was forced to wear. Every time I moved I felt my “breasts” sway in their bra. And I had to keep reminding myself of the pussy pants every time my legs came together. The empty space was far more disconcerting than than my fake boobs. Then there was the pantyhose. It felt like a sauna down there.

“I see London. I see France. I see Sissy's underpants.” Joan sing-songed behind me.

I'd bent down to empty the waste basket and must have forgotten what I was wearing. And I was facing away from Joan at the time. She must have got an eyeful.

“I don't think executives are supposed to show their panties like that, Mr. Sissy.” Joan said. “It's not very ladylike.”

I blushed and kept on working. I made sure to bend from the knee and not point my butt at the bemused security guard.

After far too long I was sweating and tired, but the office was cleaned. I walked to the door expecting Joan to step out of the way so I could get to the next office, but she didn't budge.

“And where do you think you're going?” Joan asked, looking down at me.

“The next office.” I said. “You said you wanted me to clean all of them.”

“You're not done here.”

“Yes I am.” I said.

“You didn't do it right.” Joan said.

“You're actually going to approve my work?” I asked, stunned at the thought that this lady rent-a-cop was taking this even further.

“No, I'm not going to approve this mess. Do it over and I'll inspect it when you're done. If it's good enough then I'll let you move on to the next office.”

I felt my blood boil, but I kept from saying anything. As much as I hated what Joan was making me do, I really needed her to get me out of the building undetected. I wasn't sure how she planned on getting me home or how she'd get me in, but I could ask those questions once we were safely out of here.

I did the work over again, fuming all the while.

Joan made me do it again.

And again.

I finally did a good enough job to make Joan happy. We moved on to the next office. Cecilia's office. And I began to clean up there.

It took me longer to do Cecilia's office than it had my own. The lack of carpet meant that I had to scrub the floor on my hands and knees while Joan looked down at me and smirked.

If I thought it was humiliating playing cleaning girl in my own office I wasn't prepared for the shame I felt carefully polishing the desk of the woman who had done this to me. I bet she was home right now enjoying her evening. Planning how she was going to make me more and more girly. Turning me into the sissy that Joan thought I already was.

Cecilia had given me one last weekend of quasi-masculinity and here I was already more feminine than she had left me. I wonder what she would think of me now. Getting on my hands and knees to clean her floor. Sweating into the cheap maid's dress, my face sticky from the sexual service I'd payed to the woman it belonged to.

And through all that shame and humiliation I felt my penis stir. I told myself that it was just because I was horny from earlier. I'd planned on fucking Cecilia when I ordered her into my office. She fucked me instead.

Finally I had done a good enough job. Joan let me move on to the next office.

The rest of the job went by in a blur. I felt tired and ragged by the time I'd finished the eighth office. I don't think I did such a great job with that one. Not as good as the others. But I think Joan was feeling sorry for me and was letting me off easy this one time.

“Put this on.” Joan offered me a head scarf. “There are security cameras covering the elevators and stairs. If you wear this, they'll just see me walking the cleaning girl into the parking garage. No one has to know that it was you under all that.”

“Thank you.” I said, and put the scarf on over my head. It was the closest thing to a kind act that anyone had done for me that day.

We made our way downstairs. Me pushing the maid's cart in front of me. Joan towering above me as she showed me where to store it. Lucky for me the place was empty. There was no one to catch Alan Green in drag. No one else anyway.

Joan squired me to the parking garage and headed towards my car.

“I can't get in.” I said. “I don't have my keys.”

“Do you keep a gym bag in your trunk?” Joan asked, ignoring my concern.

“Yes.”

Joan walked over to the back of the car, put a key in the trunk, and lifted it open.

“Kiara left me some of your things to give back to you. She's an honest kid. Didn't want you to think she was robbing you. Why don't you strip down while I sort through your gym bag.”

“Strip? Here?!”
Joan slammed the trunk closed and started to walk away.

“No! Please don't leave me like this.” I ran after her. She was so much bigger than me I felt like a terrier running around a great dane, yipping at her heels.

“Are you going to do what I said?” Joan asked. She hadn't stopped walking.

“Yes.”

Joan looked at me expectantly.

Fear made my fingers fly over the buttons of the dress as I rushed to get undressed. I stepped out of the dress and laid it down on the back of the only other car in the garage. Next came the bra. It was just as awkward taking it off as it had been putting it on. My rag breasts fell to the garage floor along with the crumpled bills that Kiara had payed me for playing her whore.

“Did Kiara force you to shave too?” Joan asked, running the back of her hand up my smooth arm.

Her touch was soft, but firm. It felt good against my bare skin. I could feel myself throb in my pussy pants, but I needed to focus on the task at hand. I kicked off the red Keds and pulled the pantyhose down. At least Joan had stopped leaving.

“May I please keep the panties on, Ma'am?” I hated how submissive I sounded, but I didn't want Joan knowing about the chastity. It was bad enough that Cecilia put me in it and Kiara knew about it.

“Since you asked so nicely, you may.” Joan said. “Put the bra back on while you're at it. Meet me back at your car once you're decent.”

Joan grabbed the discarded dress, hose, and shoes and strode off to my car while I fumbled with the damn bra. I heard her open the trunk while I struggled with the clasp. I had a moment of terror at the thought that putting on a bra might become second nature to me one day. If Cecilia had her way.

After a few minutes I had the bra snapped as correctly. I walked carefully back to my car. My bare feet hurt on the hard and dirty asphalt. By the time I rejoined Joan she was zipping my gym bag closed.

Joan turned around and examined me in my ridiculous outfit. I had stuffed the rags back into the cups. She hadn't said that I had to, but I didn't want to take any chances. I'd come this close to getting out of here; I didn't want to screw it up over something as trivial as my tits.

“For someone who was forced to do this you really know how to tuck.” Joan said, staring straight at my crotch. “If I didn't know better, I'd swear you were a girl from the waist down. Those granny panties don't show it, but I bet if I put you in some bikinis or a thong you'd have an awesome camel toe. Give me a spin.”

Joan twirled her finger around to emphasize the command.

I felt totally defeated as I slowly spun around. One woman had taken away my penis. Another had put me in her bra and panties. And a third was making me do tricks like some prize bitch. Were all the women around me secretly feminizing dominatrixes or was I just “lucky” to have run into these three this night?

Joan let out a low wolf whistle when she saw my ass come into view. I felt another surge of impotent passion get cut short by my pussy pants.

“Stop.” Joan said.

I stopped.

I was facing away from the large security guard. I heard her walk up behind me. I saw her shadow fall over me from behind as she stood there towering over me. I felt her warm breath on the back of my neck as she bent down to place a long, hot kiss on my throat.

Her hands snaked around to the front. One stayed firmly on my stomach. The other roamed up and down my side, under the bra, beneath my rag tits. She ran a finger over the nipple as she kissed her way up my neck and spun me around so that I was facing her.

She kissed up to my chin than skipped to my mouth. She pulled me into that kiss. Held me there in her arms as her tongue invaded my mouth and her hands danced along my pantied ass and bra straps. There was no doubt which rolls we were playing. Joan was the man; I was her woman.

After several minutes of this she withdrew from the kiss and let me go.

I didn't know what to say. I couldn't deny that I'd enjoyed that, but I didn't want to. Not out loud. Not to the woman who'd just kissed me like that. It was bad enough that she knew. Telling her would only be worse.

After several more seconds of silence Joan tossed me a pair of gym shorts and a loose t-shirt.

“I was planning on just handing you back all your stuff and letting you go home en homme, but you got a little bit lippy back there so you get to wear your pretties home under your boy drag. You can put your girl shoes back on. No one will see them when you're driving. I'll get the dress back to Kiara. You can keep the hose.”

Joan shut the trunk with my gym bag inside it. She handed me the keys before reaching into her back pocket and pulling out my wallet and phone.

“Drive safe, Mr. Sissy.” Joan gave me a wink and a slap on the ass and walked back to the elevator.

I put the shoes while I watched Joan strut back to her job.

I quickly checked my wallet. Everything was there. I checked my phone. I had an alert saying I had fifteen new pictures and three new videos. I scanned them long enough to confirm that Kiara had shared her documentation of my debasement. I'd watch them later to see just how bad they were, but I needed to get away from this place.

There were no messages from Cecilia. I breathed a sigh of relief at that. She'd made it clear that I was to have my phone with me at all times in case she tried to get a hold of me. She'd probably understand the situation with Kiara, but that would mean revealing too many embarrassing details.

There was a voicemail from Emily, but I didn't have time to listen to it. I'd wasted enough time with my phone as it was. I took the rags out of my bra cups, tossed them on the garage floor, and drove off into the night.

It felt ridiculously good to drive after what I'd been through. Being able to be in control again. Even if it only was a car. Was wonderful. I could almost forget al the things Cecilia, Kiara, and Joan had done to me today and just drive.

I thought about going home, but was too restless to call it a night. I was feeling good. Too good to stay cooped up at home. Maybe I could get something to eat. Or stop somewhere.

Then the perfect place hit me.

The gym. I was already dress for it, after all.

Cecilia had ordered me not to go there. Said she wanted me to start losing the muscles that I'd worked so hard to sculpt. But Cecilia wouldn't know that I'd disobeyed her and I felt like letting off some steam after being put through my paces by the overnight staff.

I pulled into the parking lot of my gym, grabbed my bag and made my way to check in at the front desk. The place was dead on a Friday night. Only a couple cars in the lot. No signs of anyone walking around outside. They were all off partying.

I thought about my trapped cock and how I wouldn't be partying for a long, long while.

Steffi was behind the desk when I walked in. Steffi was a hot little blond who manned the desk in-between running aerobics classes. She was always here. Either she had the most insane work schedule imaginable or I was a very lucky man.

She wasn't much taller than me, with a good bust and an ass that made me drool. I'd been chatting her up for over a month, but so far she'd ignored my subtler flirting and turned down my direct requests for dinner/drinks/sex.

“Slow night tonight, Stef.” I said, signing in. “Any chance you could break off early and get a drink with me?”

“My boss would kill me, Mr. Green.” She said, smiling at me. Steffi always had a smile on her face. Even when she was telling me where to go.

“You only live once, Steffi.”

“And I need this job to get through the one life I have. Have a good workout.”

That felt good. I needed that. It's going to sound crazy, but it felt good to be the man again. Even if I was shot down at least I went down in dude mode. And with my cock locked it was for the best that she did say no.

The locker room looked empty. Good, I'd have the chance to change out of the bra and panties. I had a change of underwear in my bag as well as a pair of male sneakers. I'd feel so much better after I'd taken this feminine crap off.

I opened my gym bag.

Shit!

This wasn't my stuff. None of it. I dumped it out on the bench and started sorting through it looking for anything of mine in the collection of feminine items. If I didn't know any better I'd say that I'd gotten some woman's gym bag by mistake, but the bag was mine. No doubt about that.

Instead of my socks and underwear I found tights, a sports bra, and a leotard. Instead of my white running shoes there was a pair of pink sneakers with yellow laces. Instead of my shaving kit there was a small bag filled with tampons, hair scrunchies, a tube of KY jelly, and a couple condoms.

Joan had pulled a switch.

It must have been when I was putting my bra back on. It wasn't the end of the world. It's not as though there was anyone here telling me that I had to put this stuff on. It just meant that I didn't have the option of male underwear until I got home. No big deal.

I was debating about going commando when I heard the locker room door open and some guy walk in. I scrambled to get the feminine items shoved back into the bag before he turned the corner and caught sight of me standing there with tights and tampons. I wasn't going to get everything back in in time so I just shoved everything, including my wallet and phone, into the locker and shut it.

I debated about waiting for this guy to finish changing and ditch the bra and panties once he left, but decided against it. I didn't feel comfortable waiting around for no apparent reason in a locker room. Not when someone else just walked in and started undressing. It didn't look good.

So I worked out with some cheap lingerie on under my workout clothes? It's not like the gym was handing out free x-ray specs; no one was going to see what was under my shorts and shirt. Sure, the red Keds looked out of place, but I could always tell people I'd lost a bet. If there even was anyone there to notice.

I walked out of the locker room and hit the weight area.

The weight room was almost empty when I walked in, but not quiet. There was one person there. One very special person.

I wouldn't say she was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. This is the internet age and pictures of drop dead gorgeous women doing anything you want to see are a dime a dozen. But she was damn fine and real life sometimes had the edge on cyber.

She was lean. Her muscles were well defined, maybe even a little butch, but she had as many curves as she had hard edges and those curves were breathtaking. She wore black yoga pants, a white crop top, and a hair band that kept her long dark hair in a pony tail. Her skin was well tanned. Bronzed. Dark enough to make me wonder if she might be Mediterranean.

She was working out on the fixed weights. A light sheen of sweat made her bronze skin glisten in the light. She smiled at me as I walked in.

“Slow night.” I said.

“You're the only soul I've seen since I checked in.” She said.

“I'm Alan.” I walked over to where she was working out and extended my hand.

“Gloria.” she said, taking my shake. “I like your shoes. I think I have a pair just like them.”

“Yeah. Some wiseass got a hold of my gym bag and I didn't feel like driving home to get my other pair of workout shoes.” I said. “I don't think I've seen you around here before.”

“I'm new to town.”

“I'd love to give you the guided tour.” I offered.

“I'd prefer a spot.” Gloria said, smiling.

“I do you, you do me?” I ratcheted up the charm.

“Sure.”

“Ladies first.” I said, gesturing to the free weights.

I let her walk past me. It was only gentlemanly. If “gentlemanly” meant I got a good long look at her swaying ass. I admired it openly until my pussy pants reminded me that no matter how much I flirted it couldn't go as far as I'd wanted.

Gloria set her self up for her lift. I took note of the weight. She was either very confident or very stupid. Sure she looked pretty strong, but that sort of weight would be a challenge for me. It was a good thing that she didn't try to do this on her own. She might have ended up seriously hurt.

“All set.” Gloria said after taking her position under the bar.

“That's an awful lot of weight for a lady.” I said, trying to be diplomatic.

“I can handle it.” She answered. “They grow us tough where I come from.”

I got into position ready to save her bacon. Too bad I was cock locked. A save like that would probably get me in her pants. Maybe even more than once.

“Ready.” I said.

I watched as she flexed her muscles and pushed up on the heavy weights. I was a little surprised that she was able to lift it off the rest. I put my hands into position ready to take up the slack when she failed.

But she didn't.

Gloria made one clean rep after the other, over and over again until she was done. Maybe she glowed a little more after her exertions, but she barely seemed winded. She sat up and dabbed her face with a towel looking as fresh as she had before she did her reps.

“Your turn.” She said. “You want me to take some of that off for you, little guy?”

“I'm fine.”

I bristled a little at the implication that I was weaker than her just because I was shorter. I probably shouldn't have listened to my pride. That weight was pretty hefty even for me. I'd come close to lifting that much before, but never as many reps as she fired off. My best bet would be to do one or two lifts and fake muscle strain.

I got down on the bench and under the bar. My hands were sweating when I put them on the metal. I could still feel the warmth from Gloria's hands lingering on the barbell. I took a deep breath and exchanged nods with Gloria. All I needed to do was get this over with quickly, get her phone number, and booty call her once I figured out how to get out of my current situation.

I strained as hard as I could and I barely lifted the massive weight off the stand.

“My hands are wet.” I explained.

“Yeah. Here's my towel.” Gloria didn't sound that convinced by my lame excuse.

I dried my hands and made a second try.

This time I managed to lift it, but it was taking everything I had to keep it up and over my chest. My arms felt like they were going to fall off and I thought my heart was going to explode. I spent a couple seconds trying to get used to the weight, but it just got worse. I started to put the bar back, but saw the “I told you so” look on Gloria's upside down face, and decided that I would get at least one rep in before putting it back.

That was a huge mistake.

As soon as I started to bend my elbows the weight came crashing down on me. It was like my arms weren't even there. For a split second I thought the barbell was going to go through me like a hot knife through melted butter.

Then Gloria grabbed it.

She didn't say anything as she casually lifted the weight that was too much for me and placed it on the stand. She kept her face neutral. I don't know if she was laughing inside at the runt who couldn't lft as much as her or if she was feeling pity for me after I'd tried and failed to man up in front of her.

“I … uh … gotta go.” I said and bolted for the door. I couldn't look her in the face. Not after that.

“Wait!” Gloria called after me, but I made a straight line for the locker room.

I was done.

The locker room was empty when I got inside. Good. I didn't need anyone else getting a look at the dickless wonder. Was it Cecilia's drugs? Maybe. Or the sissy pills she forced me to swallow? No. That kind of change took longer than a couple hours.

There was no way I was going to become a sissy. Cecilia's sissy. I would fight her with every fiber of my being. She could force me to do all sorts of things, but it would never change who I really was.

I ripped off my shirt and shorts as fast as I could. I was damned if I was going to wear this damned bra or these fucking panties one second longer. I was a man. I wasn't going to put up with any more femininity tonight. I might not be able to get out of my pussy pants, but I sure as hell didn't have to wear Kiara's cheap lingerie.

I pulled the panties down and off. I was fumbling with the hooks on the bra when I heard a noise behind me. I turned and saw a man standing there wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist. His hair was still wet from the shower. He must have finished just as I stormed in.

He was taller than me. Most people are, but I felt a lot smaller at that moment, standing there in front of a real man wearing nothing but a bra and my pussy pants. My body as smooth as a stripper's.

“You are a pretty little sissy, aren't you, Allie?”

The man grinned at me. There was something predatory in that smile. Like a shark that smelt blood in the water. It was a look that I'd had in my own smile when I was about to make a conquest.

“H...how did you know that name?” I asked, backing away from him.

“It's hard to miss it.” the man said, inching closer. “I love your tattoo, by the way.”

“I don't have a tattoo.” I said.

“Then that's one hell of a birth mark over your ass.”

I turned my head to the left and caught my reflection in the mirror. I didn't see a man looking back at me; I saw a scared and mostly naked little girl backing away from a real man. I turned my torso to the right to see what he was talking about. It took me a second to make the backwards words out, but when I did I wanted to kill Cecilia.

She'd given me a tramp stamp. In elaborate script draped over my ass was the word SISSY. That must have been the other thing that Cecilia said she'd done to me. Her big surprise. Kiara must have seen this too. That's what she found so funny. Or maybe it was what was written on my ass cheeks in what looked like laundry marker.

One cheek read: HI! MY NAME IS ALLIE.

The other read: IF YOU CAN READ THIS, I WANT YOU TO SPANK ME!


4: Broken In The Locker Room

I slowly backed away from the half naked man who was advancing on me in the locker room. His well muscled body was still wet from the shower he just stepped out of. He only wore a towel wrapped around his waist.

Today had been one humiliation after another leading up to my current predicament. Three women had chipped away at my masculinity. Taken away my cock. Forced me to wear a demeaning female uniform. And made me follow orders. After a fourth woman beat me at a contest of strength my ego had had enough and I came in here to get rid of the feminine articles I had on under my male clothes.

I thought I was alone.

I was very, very wrong.

I'd just stripped off my panties when I heard him coming up from behind me. He saw me in my bra. He saw my crotch flattened smooth by the pussy pants that Cecilia had forced on me earlier. Worse than that he saw a tattoo that I didn't know I had branding me as a SISSY in huge tramp stamp letters. Cecilia's friend must have put it there while I was unconscious.

That and the laundry marker letters telling everyone my sissy name (Allie) and telling everyone who saw my ass that I wanted them to spank it.

The strange man advancing on me wanted to take me up on that offer.

“You are a pretty little sissy aren't you, Allie.” He said, moving closer. He was now between me and my opened locker.

“It's not like that.” I tried to explain. “I'm not a sissy.”

“I find you wearing nothing but a bra and panties in the men's locker room. You wait until I'm done with my shower to pull your panties down. You point your ass right at me as I walk out of the shower so I can see your tramp stamp and your handwritten invitation to spank you. None of that sounds very butch to me, Allie. You sound like a sissy to me. A very naughty sissy. A sissy who needs to be punished.”

“Please.” I begged.

He had backed me into a wall. I had no way out.

He reached my open locker and reached inside. He pulled out the female workout attire that Joan had tricked me into taking and I had hurriedly stuffed into the locker to avoid being caught with it. He laughed out loud when he found my tampons.

He put my wallet, keys, and phone on the bench and picked up my discarded male clothing.

“Did you use these to get inside here, sissy?” He asked, holding up the male shorts and shirt. “Is this the disguise you used so you could come in here and spy on all the hot studs? Get to see us lathering up our tight bodies while you rub one out of that little sissy pussy you got strapped between your legs.”

“Those are my clothes. Please give them back. I just … I just was trying to take off this underwear. I didn't know you were here. Honest. I wasn't trying to spy on you. Someone pulled a trick on me. I really don't want any of this. You gotta believe me. I'm straight. I don't want you to spank me. I don't want to play with you. Or look at you. I can't even feel myself between my legs anymore. That's how bad it is.”

“I think you're lying to me.” The man said, moving closer to me. He had my clothes in his hands, but I didn't think he was trying to return them to me. “You went to a lot of trouble setting this whole thing up. Getting that tattoo. Writing those words on your ass. Putting on your prude girl underwear so you could show me what a slut you really are underneath. Then when you come face to face with your fantasy you pussy out. Don't worry, Allie. I'm not going to let you deny yourself.”

“No. I'm telling the truth. Please don't hurt me. J... just give me my clothes back and you'll never see me again.”

He stopped and looked at the clothing in his hand.

“These are men's clothes.” He said. “You're things are over there.”

He lifted the shirt up, holding it in both hands. His well developed muscles strained slightly as he tore the shirt in two with his bare hands. He ripped it a second time for good measure before tossing the rags on the floor.

He did the same thing with my shorts. I heard the sickening sound of fabric ripping and watched helplessly as he destroyed my last chance of making it out of this situation with some shred of masculine dignity.

I know had no male clothing to put back on. Not unless someone loaned me some and I didn't think that that was going to be happening. Not the way my luck was going today. How was I going to get home like this? It was nighttime. Maybe no one would see me.

But I had other things to worry about.

I expected the stranger to start towards me again, but he pulled the towel from around his waist and let it drop to the floor. I didn't want to look at him. At least that's what I told myself. But my eyes were drawn to the flaccid yet huge cock that hung between his legs.

“Watch very carefully, sissy.” The strange man ordered. “I'm going to show you exactly what I think about this little disguise of yours.”

He reached down and took his dick in one hand, pointed it at my ripped clothing on the ground and released a torrent of fresh hot piss. He playfully moved the stream over the clothes, smiling as he pissed on the ruined remains of my masculinity.

“Do you see what I'm doing, Allie? Is it finally sinking in?” He asked. “This is just one of the things men do with their dicks. Pretty soon you'll be seeing what else I can do with it. Up close and personal.”

The stream finally diminished before finally stopping. He shook his cock a few times to get the final dribble of pee to land on the sodden rags.

He strode forward and stood in front of me. I pushed myself back against the wall praying that it would open up and take me away from what I knew was about to happen. He just moved in closer and placed his hand on the wall behind me. He leaned in close. I felt trapped beneath him.

“You're not being very friendly, love.” he whispered into my ear.

He took my hand in his other hand. I tried to resist, but my arms felt like they were on fire every time I tried to exert force. I must have injured myself during the weight lifting fiasco. Not that I was that strong anyway. I'd had that lesson beaten into me today.

The stranger pulled my hand forward until I was touching his bare cock.

“Take it in your hands, sissy.” His hot breath flooded over my neck as he spoke. “You know you want to.”

I was shaking with terror. I had no idea how far he was willing to take things, but I knew I wasn't going to get out of this situation with words. I'd have to go along with him or I might end up … I didn't even want to think about that.

I opened my quivering hand and took his cock into it. It felt smooth to the touch. And hot. His whole crotch was a furnace pumping out heat. He guided my hand from the tip to the base. I could feel the spongey softness begin to harden in my loose grip.

I'd never touched another man's cock before, let alone ran my fingers up and down the shaft, but that's what I did in the men's locker room. I thought I was going to be sick. Was I just about to jerk a guy off in public? I found myself praying that that was all I had to do to get out of this.

His cock grew in my hands. I could feel it throb and expand with each passing stroke. He stopped me after a few strokes and forced my hand so that it was palm up. He spat into it and set me back to jerking him off. The thick wad of spit acted as lube for my scared hand and his hot cock.

“Good girl, get my cock nice and hard and I'll let you play with it some more.”

He was breathing harder now. Getting into the hand job that I was being forced to give him. He let go of my hand and began to work it up my smooth body from my hip to the bra and then under the bra. He caught my nipple between his two fingers and rubbed them together until the tiny flesh started to erect.

“You like that, don't you?” He said.

“...no...” Mys voice was as weak as I was.

The truth was that I could feel my trapped penis fight at the feminizing constraints of my pussy pants. His manipulation of my nipples only made the throbbing between my legs worse. This wasn't possible. I liked women. I'd never even thought about doing anything with a man before.

I was lost in a cloud of mixed emotions when I felt his hands move to my shoulders. I felt a steady yet firm pressure begin to push down on my weak body. I felt myself be pushed gently down. I knew what was happening, but was helpless to do anything. I stared forward watching his hairy muscular chest slide down to his washboard stomach and finally to the slick hard cock that my right hand was still holding.

I stared at his hard cock as it hung there before me. I could feel it throb towards me as I drop my hand from its slick surface. It is a huge snake growing out of a thick mound of hair. I'm reminded of all the things that Cecilia has taken away from me.

“Kiss the tip.” He orders from above.

I clutch my hands in front of my chest. I hate myself for that. The gesture isn't me. It is weak and feminine and submissive. I bend my face forward and place my pursed lips on the tip of his cockhead. My lips gently brush his hole and I feel something hot and liquid touch me.

I don't know why I run my tongue over my lips, but I do. I can taste him on me. Taste his pre-cum. Salty and bitter. I want to be sick. I want to run away. I think about all the women that I had backed into walls before. All the tender girls that I had lowered to their knees by pressing down on their shoulders. All the sluts who had taken my shaft into their mouths until I'd exploded. All of the whores who swallowed when I was done.

Now I was the woman. The girl. The slut. And this strange man. This man whose name I didn't even know. Was going to make me his whore.

I started crying. Again.

He pushed his hips forward. Thrusting into my face with a confidence that I could only dimly remember having myself. I pulled back until the back of my head rested against the locker room wall. His cock kept coming towards me. I tried to turn my head, but a strong hand grabbed my cheek and kept my face pointed forward ready to meet the assault full on. I felt the head of his shaft press against my lips and push forward. I could smell his musk rising up off his balls.

I tried to resist, but he was too strong and I was too scared. His shaft slid into my mouth. I used my lips to cover my teeth, remembering how the women I had face fucked had taken me into their mouths. I hadn't realized that all those blow jobs were just training me for the moment when I'd be forced to give one. There were a lot of women in the world who would be over the moon if they could see me like this. Feminized. Dickless. On my knees before an alpha male. Taking his hot and throbbing meat into my mouth.

“Good girl.” The man muttered down to me once I'd taken his cock inside.

He patted my cheek and placed both hands on the top of my head. He rubbed his fingers through my hair as he began to gently push himself forward. I didn't know what to do with my hands so I put them on his hips.

He kept on calling me a “good girl” as he slid further and further into me. It was oddly reassuring to be called a girl instead of a sissy, but that didn't make it any less humiliating for me. I shouldn't be here. I should be home fucking Emily right now. Or Steffi. Or Gloria. I was the one who should be doing the penetration; not the one being penetrated.

His cock reached the back of my throat and I started to gag. He sensed this and slowed down. I still hadn't gotten all of him into my mouth. He pulled back and I swallowed the spit that had built up in my abused mouth. There was an aftertaste. Something I'd never tasted before. My spit mixed with his precum and the taste of his cock.

He pulled back, but not all the way out. It wasn't long before he was pushing forward again and he was starting to gag me once more. He built up a steady rhythm as he fucked my face. His heavy hairy balls slapped against my chin with every thrust of his hips. My tears were only coming down faster.

Then he removed his cock from my mouth and left me there. I knelt there on the cold floor confused. He hadn't cum. Not even close. Why had he stopped when he could have blown his nut down my throat?

I looked up and saw him walking away from me. His naked muscular ass didn't so much sway as strut as he strode back to the bench where my feminine gym supplies lay spread out. Was he too straight to get off to me? Did I still look too manly for him to cum?

I didn't feel manly, but I knew I didn't look like a woman either. At best I was a neutered male. At worst, a sissy.

I watched as he poked around through the female work out clothes and supplies that Joan had tricked me into bringing. The sports bra. The tights and leotard. He seemed to be looking for something, but I wasn't sure what. If he was going to make me dress in that outfit he could have just thrown it at me and ordered me to get dressed.

They were the only clothes I had any way.

He stopped and smiled, obviously finding what he was looking for. He turned around and strode towards me. His engorged cock and balls bouncing and dangling obscenely as he got closer and closer to me with the tube of KY jelly in his hand.

No!

He walked until he was standing right on top of me. With no place else to go I tried to make myself smaller. Curl myself up into a ball. But he reached down with one powerful arm and grabbed me by the hair and pulled me painfully to my feet.

I beat at his hand with my fists, but I don't think he even felt my pitiful attacks. The pain from my abused scalp was too much to ignore or fight so I found myself being slowly lifted off the floor and turned around to face the wall.

I was pressed hard against the cold wall. I turned my face so only the side of my face came up against the hard surface.

“Stay!” He growled into my ear.

He let go of my head. I was too terrified to move. I felt his hand rub up and down my exposed and hairless ass. Over both cheeks and down the crack.

“That ass is looking mighty red.” He said, punctuating his words with a sharp slap of my right cheek. “Has anyone else taken you up on your little offer?

“Yes.”

The pain wasn't as bad as the whipping I'd received from the cleaning girl. The one she administered with my own belt. But my ass was sore and abused and didn't need any more trauma. I closed my eyes. That didn't stop the tears from falling.

“You're a little slut aren't you.” He said. “Tell me that you're a little ass slut.”

“I'm a little ass slut.” My voice was weak and soft.

“Tell me that you're a little ass slut, “SIR.”

“I'm a little ass slut, Sir.” I said it louder, just wanting this to be over.

“Tell me what you want, ass slut.” He ordered.

“I want to go home.”

My ass exploded in pain. I heard the smack a split second after the spank landed. Like thunder coming after the lightning.

“Lie to me again and I'll fuck you with a rusty pipe while you lick up my piss from the floor. Now tell me what you REALLY want.”

“I want your cock, Sir. I want you to fuck me hard and fast up my slut ass until I'm screaming your name. I want you to fuck me so hard I have your babies. I want you to make me your whore. I want to be your bitch.”

I have no idea where that had come from. I told myself that I was just telling him what he wanted to hear, but I didn't know I'd be so good at that. My face was already red from all the crying I'd done tonight, but I was sure that I was blushing under the tears.

I heard him give off a curt laugh and take a step back from me. The next thing I felt was his hand working its way around my ass again. This time it was wet. Moist with the lube he'd retrieved from my bag. He pulled my virgin ass cheeks apart and slowly worked a well lubed finger deep into me.

The pain and the humiliation were unbearable. I stood there on the cold floor as a man I had never met before prepared me to be raped by his monstrous cock. A cock that I could still taste in my sore mouth.

I should scream. Call out. There might not be many people in the gym tonight, but one of them would hear me. One of them would save me from this. Maybe even find me some boy clothes to go home in.

But the thought of anyone seeing me like this. Brought to quivering tears, wearing nothing but a cleaning girl's cheap bra, while a real man prepared to mount me. Was more than I could bear. It was bad enough that I had to know what had happened to me. To have others know about it would be impossible.

“You are so tight.” The stranger said. “This is going to feel so good. For both of us.”

He worked a second finger into me. I groaned in pain only to have him laugh at my torment.

“You like that don't you.” He said. “As tight as you are maybe you're a virgin. Maybe you just dated pencil dicks. You know. Guys with nothing between their legs. Guys like you. Maybe you're a virgin; maybe you're a slut in waiting. Either way I'm gonna pound you so hard you're gonna wish you had a real pussy and not just that piece of tin between your thighs.”

I thought about the girth of his cock and how much pain just two of his fingers was causing me. There was no way that I was going to be able to take him. He'd split me in half. I'd end up having to go to the emergency room. Bleeding from the ass. Needing to be sewn back up.

After several more humiliating minutes my ass was as ready as it was going to get. He must have shoved half the tube of KY up my ass. The other half he stroked onto his cock before dropping the spent tube on the locker room floor.

He spanked my ass with his hard, wet cock and laughed. He reached down and pulled my cheeks apart before lining the tip of his cock against my hole. I felt pressure building up behind me as he started to push himself forward.

“NO!” I screamed and pulled away.

He wasn't holding me so my weakness didn't prevent me from moving and he was too focused on his own cock to react before I'd gotten around him.

I made a grab for my wallet, keys, and phone. I dropped the phone, but managed to pick up the other two items. I was nearly naked. Half feminized. Miles from my home, but at least I could get myself to my car and get home. I'd take a long shower, put on some male clothes, and try to forget about this day and what almost happened.

I ran for the door.

I was almost there when I felt a steel pipe wrap itself around my waist. I stopped dead in my tracks and realized that it was his muscular arm that had stopped me. I beat my fists against the stranger's chest, but he just tossed me over his shoulder and carried me back to the bench.

I kicked my legs up and down and beat my fists against his back. I'd been through a lot since I woke up from Cecilia's drug, but this may have been the worst. To be manhandled like an hysterical woman after trying to run away from my would-be rapist. To be lifted up casually by this brute of a man. To have every argument or plan that I had come up with turned against me. Knowing that there was worse to come. Made me feel utterly defeated.

He sat back down on the bench beside my feminine finery. He flipped me off his back and maneuvered me over his knees. My feet didn't touch the floor. I continued to kick them impotently. I'd dropped my wallet and keys along the way. It didn't matter now. I wasn't going anywhere. 
The strange man held me down on his lap with one hand. He grabbed my phone with the other and tossed it violently against the wall. The case wasn't designed for that sort of punishment. It shattered into a thousand pieces.

The sudden violence cowed me. I stopped kicking.

I lay there limp on his lap. I could feel his cock poking into my stomach. He was every bit as hard as he had been before I ran. Maybe even harder. Had the sight of me running from him turned him on even more? I was about to find out.

“Now why did you run like that?” He asked me. “After you begged me to stick it in you?”

“I don't know.” I said. I knew he didn't want to hear the truth.

“First you beg me to breed you then you try to run out of here in nothing but that pretty little bra of yours. There must have been a very good reason for you to do that.”

“I don't know.” I repeated.

“I think you do. I think you're just scared and embarrassed to tell me the real reason why you ran from my cock. I know what it is and I understand why you ran. That doesn't mean I won't punish you.”

What was he talking about? The only reason that I ran was because I didn't want to be raped by some stranger in the men's locker room. I'd told him I didn't want to do this before he forced me to lie about wanting to get pounded by him.

“You could have just told me you know.” He went on. “I wouldn't have been angry. It wouldn't be the first time that a woman I'd been with was on her period. You could have just taken me in one of your other holes.”

What!?

“I should have known when I found your tampons that you were on the rag. I bet you were getting ready to slide one up your leaking pussy before I walked in on you. But I showed up a little earlier than you expected. I can forgive that. You're just a sissy. You haven't had to deal with your period very long now, have you?

“Or maybe you just wanted to give me an excuse to punish you. You certainly seem to be interested in getting that tight little ass of yours spanked. I probably shouldn't oblige you after you ran like that, but I think it will do us both a world of good for me to thrash you. Then you can finish me in your mouth. Yes. I like the thought of that. Me, fresh from spanking your naughty little sissy ass, shooting my load into your eager mouth. But first we have to make sure you don't make a mess. We can't have that, can we?”

I felt him shift slightly before going through the female items in my gym bag. His cock continued to pulse under me. After a few seconds I realized that my own caged cock was throbbing in time to his. He grabbed one of the tampons with his free hand and ripped off the wrapper with his teeth.

I was numb at the thought of what he was about to do to me.

“I'm a little unfamiliar with how you work these things. Tampons aren't exactly a male thing you understand. Please bear with me while I figure out what I need to do to keep you feminine fresh. Let's see. It looks like I just push this up inside you.”

I felt him pull my ass cheeks apart again. This time instead of his fingers or monster cock I felt something smooth and plastic push its way into me. I closed my eyes as waves of degradation washed over me. At least it was only a tampon he was putting up inside me. It could have been much much worse.

“Then I just push this and the tampon gets forced out of the tube and into your dirty pussy.”

I felt a slight pressure and the wad of cotton was forced into my ass. He withdrew the applicator and tossed it onto the pile of piss soaked rags in the corner.

“Let me just check to make sure that it's in there right.” He said. “I'll just pull your tampon string. If it feels too loose, let me know and I'll force it in deeper.”

I felt a small pressure as he gently pulled on the string.

“Is that good?” He asked.

He gave my ass a good hard spank when I didn't answer him.

“I asked you if that was good, ass slut!”

“Yes.” I lied.

“Now we can't have you making too much noise when I give you you're punishment. I'd tell you to stay quiet, but you obviously don't take directions very well. I'll just have to come up with something to keep you quiet. I know.”

I felt cheap fabric being pressed against my mouth. I opened my eyes to see the pair of plain granny panties that Kiara had worn that day being pressed against my lips. The same pair that I had been forced to wear. The pair that I had been so desperate to strip out of that I got myself into this situation. They were still warm from my wearing them and still smelled of her aroused pussy.

The stranger pushed them into my mouth and tied them in place with a pair of yellow tights from the bag that Joan had substituted for my own. I lay there helplessly on this stud's lap, the product of three women's domination. The only comfort that I could take was the fact that none of them would ever know about this.

He held me down firmly with one strong arm. The truth was he didn't really need to use his full strength on me. I had very little fight left and wasn't very strong anyway.

I was expecting the spanking to hurt, but this was even worse than being belt whipped by Kiara. My ass was already hurt from that and the man who held me down was a hell of a lot stronger than the Indian cleaning girl.

He went at my ass hard for several minutes before resting his hand on my abused ass.

“I can see how much you like this.” He said. “You really are a little pain freak aren't you, sissy? That's ok. I'm kinda getting off to beating your sissy ass. It's going to feel good picking you up off my lap and taking that gag out of your mouth. Well, it'll feel good once I gag you with my own personal meat stick. I'm debating about whether I should cum on your face or in your whore mouth. Right now I think I'll shoot for your mouth. That way I can make you hold my spooge in your mouth while you watch me get dressed. Maybe I'll make you hold it while you watch me take another piss. I usually gotta piss after cumming and you sure did seem to like watching me piss on your boy disguise. Or maybe I'll just tie you up and leave you for the next horny dick to come along.”

I whimpered in my gag. I wanted to tell him that he'd done enough to me. That I was broken. But there was no way I could say those words through the panties and tights I was gagged with.

He started spanking me again. Not as fast as before, but just as hard. He varied his pace. Never allowing me to figure out when or where the next spank was going to fall. And he just kept on going and going until I was thrashing around on his lap looking for anyway out of the torment he was laying down on me.

That's when the locker room door opened. An old man who I had never seen before stood there stunned in the doorway for several seconds. He looked at the naked stud sitting there on the bench. His eyes wandered over my smooth crotch and the cheap bra that I had somehow still had on.

“HELP! THERE'S A MAN MOLESTING A LITTLE GIRL IN HERE!” The old man screamed and backed away.

The door swung closed.

The strange man stood up, pushing me from his lap onto the floor. I heard a great commotion outside as the old man continued to yell. He'd seen me there, on this man's lap, and assumed that I was a little girl.

That is how far I'd sunk since this morning.

The man grabbed his own bag and ran to the door. He was still naked, but didn't seem to mind. I watched from the floor as he quickly stuffed my wallet and keys into his bag and made his way to the door.

He'd barely made it there when the door flew open revealing Gloria. She looked pissed. Why did it have to be Gloria that swooped in for the rescue? Hadn't she seen me fail at being a man enough today? Did she need to play shining knight to my damsel in distress?

The stranger tried to just get around Gloria. She was briefly taken aback by seeing a naked man running towards the door, but she corrected fast enough to get between the fleeing man and the door. He threw a punch at her, but she stepped out of the way at the last second. Gloria pushed him back against the lockers and began to struggle with him.

“Get her out of here.” Gloria barked.

It took me a second to realize that she was referring to me. Steffi came through the still open door and made a beeline straight to me. I wanted to tell her to go away, but the gag prevented me from speaking. All I could do was turn my head away so she couldn't see my face. Maybe I could keep her from finding out who I really was.

Steffi wrapped me up in the towel that my assailant had dropped earlier. It was still damp from drying him off. The scent of his muscular body surrounded me, reminding me of what I was and what I had become.

The busty blonde dragged me out of the men's locker room using the towel to preserve my modesty and identity. I caught a glimpse of her picking up my gym bag with the feminine articles in it. I tried to indicate that I didn't need that. That I needed my keys and wallet from the stranger's bag, but I wasn't able to make her understand.

“I know. I know.” Steffi said, reassuringly. “I'm going to take you somewhere safe and get you dressed.”

She didn't see my gag with my face hidden. She couldn't know that I couldn't talk to her.

She pulled me out while Gloria continued to try to subdue the strange man. I wondered where she was going to take me. Her office? Some special place in the building? I was shocked, but not surprised when she brought me into the women's locker room. After all, that's what she thought I was. A woman.

No. A little girl.

She got me seated on a bench. I didn't see anyone else in here. Thank god for that at least. It was bad enough knowing that Steffi was going to find out the truth; I didn't need to be humbled in front of a room full of gawking women.

Steffi put her hand on my shoulder trying to get me to look at her.

“It's OK, sweetie. You're going to be fine. Did he hurt you too bad? Do you need a doctor? Are you in shock?”

I looked up at her, unable to keep my head down any longer.

“Mr. Green, is that you?” She was almost as shocked as I was.

I tried to say something, but the gag prevented me from getting anything intelligible out. Steffi saw my problem and untied the tights and pulled the soggy panties out of my mouth.

“Wow.” Was all Steffi could get out for a long time.

The day had been too much for me and I just collapsed into tears. Steffi pulled me close to her and let me sob into her chest. It felt better than I wanted to admit being held like that. It was good to know that not all women were out to humiliate and dominate me. I took comfort in her embrace as the tears rolled down my face.

“Is she alright?” I heard Gloria ask. I had been too absorbed in my shame to hear her walk in.

“This is Alan Green.” Steffi said, looking up from the weeping mess that I had become. “He's … I guess she must be transitioning. She's trans.”

“You don't think that dick did this to him?” Gloria sounded concerned.

“She's got this thing on her that makes her thing look like girl parts and she's all clean shaven. And she's got a tramp stamp. I think he was molesting her. Maybe he saw her and wanted to punish her. This could be a hate crime.”

“Crap.” Gloria said. “He … I mean she was trying to lift weights with me. I thought she was flirting with me. She got real embarrassed when she couldn't lift as much as me. She must be losing muscle mass because of the hormones.”

I hated the way they were talking about me like I wasn't even there. Like I was the little girl the old man thought I was. I hated it, but I was too emotional to speak.

“Did you get him?” Steffi asked.

“Fucker ran off.” Gloria said. “Pushed an old man into me and made his escape.”

“D … did you get his bag?” I managed to get out through my wracking sobs.

“No, sweetie.” Gloria said, bending down to me.

“Can you help her get dressed while I figure out what happened?” Steffi asked Gloria.

“Sure. Anything.”

“You be a brave girl.” Steffi said to me before leaving. “We are going to do everything we can to make sure he doesn't get away with this.”

She squeezed my hand and gave me a warm smile before leaving me alone with Gloria.

Gloria got some wet towels and began wiping my face. The cool water felt so good after the hot tears.

“Look, Allie. This may not be the best time to say this, but I kinda figure I know what happened in there.” Gloria said, looking down at me in the eyes. “I saw the tattoo. And those notes on your butt. The asshole told me that you were begging for it.”

I shook my head “no” as emphatically as I could.

“I've seen this sort of thing before. You were trolling for some fun. Maybe a little 50 Shades of Grey action. And that asswipe wouldn't respect your boundaries.”

“I'm straight!” I insisted.

“A straight girl?” Gloria asked. “I'm not trying to slut shame you. What you do with your body and sex life is none of my business. But you're engaged in some very risky behavior and it just might backfire on you.”

“It's not like that at all.” I protested. “There's a lot of reasons why I'm dressed like this. None of them were for me to get lucky in the men's room.”

“Why don't we get you dressed.” Gloria said. She clearly didn't believe me.

“He ripped up all my boy clothes. And peed on them.” I said. “You don't suppose they have any men's clothes in the lost and found?”

“I'll check with Steffi when she gets back. In the meantime maybe you should put on your girl things so you have something to cover yourself with. You can always toss some male clothes on over them if we find any.”

“Alright.”

Ever since this afternoon I'd found myself in the position of having to go along with what other people told me to do. Most of them women. All of them in a superior position to me. Gloria had been the only one to treat me well so far. Gloria and Steffi. I wasn't about to convince them that I wasn't gay or trans or whatever it was they thought I was, but at least they weren't pushing me to my knees and stuffing their crotches in my face. Or beating my ass until it stung.

Gloria pulled the towel off of me and knelt in front of me. She guided my feet into the tights like I was a helpless little girl getting dressed by her older sister. She rolled them up to my thighs and helped me to my feet. I managed to pull them up the rest of the way.

Just like a big girl

I thought about the tampon wedged up my ass. It was amazingly uncomfortable, but there was no way for me to take it out without Gloria seeing me do it. I decided to man up and deal with the discomfort until I had some privacy to take it out. I just hoped that the bronze beauty hadn't seen my tampon string earlier.

Gloria walked around behind me and snapped my sports bra on. At least I didn't have to do that myself. The cups were small; Gloria made no move to fill them. I didn't know why I needed the bra, but I was grateful for her help.

She handed me the leotard and I fumbled my way into it with her help. It had words on the front that I hadn't noticed before. They read GIRL POWER in sparkly sequin-like letters. I certainly felt like the former, but nothing like the latter.

Steffi came back to the locker room by the time I was pulling the strap of my leotard over my bra strap.

“I've sent everybody home.” She said. “It's just us for now. No one else is going to see you, Allie.”

“Allie wanted to know if you had any men's clothes she could borrow. Maybe something in the lost and found.”

“No. We cleared that out yesterday.” Steffi explained. “Everything was taken to Goodwill.”

“I can't go home like this.” I said.

“Yeah, your face looks like a man. A disheveled man, but a man anyway.” Gloria said. “The rest of you … not so much.”

“If we can't butch up her wardrobe, maybe we can femme her face.” Steffi suggested.

“No.” I said.

I stamped my tight wearing foot on the ground exactly like the little girl they were treating me like.

“Allie. Right now if you go out that door you are going to attract a LOT of attention. People will see you as a man in girl's clothes. We can make you pass for a girl. Then no one is going to give you a second look. Or take pictures of you with their phones.”

I couldn't argue with that logic. As much as I wanted to.

“Even if you do, how am I going to get home? That dick got my keys and wallet.”

“I've got that covered.” Steffi said.

“OK.” I said. “What do I have to do?”

“Just sit still and let me do your face.” Steffi said.

She got to work on my face.

“Do you want to file a police report?” Gloria asked.

“No.” There was no way I wanted any of this on the public record.

“He assaulted you. Spanked you. And stole your keys and wallet.” Steffi said. “You really should go to the police.”

“Like this?” I answered. “No thank you.”

Steffi spent half an hour working on my face, ordering me to look this way or that while she worked her magic on me. Gloria paced the floor like she was waiting for something to happen. I suppose she was still running off the adrenalin high of her work out and the fight that she got in defending my honor.

Steffi finally finished with my face.

“All done. You can check it out in the mirror over there.”

I stood up and walked over to the mirror. The cold floor felt strange against my tight covered feet. Somehow even chillier than if I walked on bare feet.

I had to look very hard to see myself when I looked in that mirror. There was just a trace of me visible. Around the eyes. The rest was submerged in a feminine disguise. Was that all it took to make me look like a girl? To just spend a half hour applying some over the counter cosmetics? I couldn't have been as masculine as I'd thought if that was all it took.

My hair was the only truly masculine thing about me and Steffi was taking care of that. She might not have a wig available, but she did have a swim cap. As I admired and feared her handiwork in the mirror she pinned my hair down and shoved the cap on over my last remaining masculine feature. It looked a little odd wearing a swim cap with a leotard, but I looked like a woman. My own mother wouldn't recognize me.

Steffi's phone buzzed that she had a text message.

“Excuse me.” She said. “I'll be right back.”

“Why don't you put on your shoes.” Gloria said. “I think we'll be leaving soon.”

Gloria handed me the feminine sneakers and I put them on. At least they weren't high heels.

Steffi walked back into the room.

“Allie. I called your emergency contact.” She said. “I tried to explain things to her, but there are some things that I think are best coming from you.”

Emergency contact? Who had I listed as my emer …

No.

It couldn't be.

“Hello, ALLIE.” A familia voice said, dripping with mockery.

It was my girlfriend. The one I'd never wanted to see me dressed like this.

It was Emily.


5: Street Walker

Somehow my day had actually gotten worse.

I'd spent the last few hours forced into situations and actions that I'd never thought that I'd lower myself into performing. I'd been drugged. Blackmailed. I'd been tattooed and shaved without my knowledge or consent and had my penis trapped inside a feminizing chastity belt that my blackmailer Cecilia liked to call my “pussy pants.”

I'd been forced to my knees to eat the pussy of a young cleaning girl while wearing her uniform. Afterwards she threw my own money in my face to “pay” me for being her whore. I then did her job cleaning my office and those of my subordinates under the humiliating supervision of the overnight security guard. I could have bought and sold the cleaner and the guard ten times over, but I found myself playing the part of their feminized slave. Their sissy.

Then I attempted the one serious rebellion since I woke up to this nightmare. I went to the gym. Cecilia had ordered me not to, but I was feeling the need to be defiant and there was no way that Cecilia was going to find out about it.

I tried to reassert my manhood by showing off to a pretty girl in the weight room. I tried to lift what she had lifted and failed miserably. Worse than that, the strain from trying had left my arms so weak that I could now barely lift my gym bag.

I had a melt down. A hissy fit. And ran to the locker room to get rid of the female underwear and bra that circumstance had forced me to still wear. That's when I found out just how weak and vulnerable I'd become. That's when a strange man. Some big muscular stud. Walked out of the shower and got a good long look at my naked ass as I was bending down to take off the cleaning girl's panties.

He also got a good look at the tattoo that Cecilia's doctor friend had put on me. He thought I was coming on to him. Forced me to take his cock in my hand. In my mouth. He took me over his naked lap and spanked me. Even stuffed a tampon up my slippery hole. He would have raped me if Gloria, the woman I'd tried to impress in the weight room, hadn't come riding to the rescue.

Now I stood in the women's locker room wearing a leotard, tights, girly girl sneakers, and a swim cap to hide my masculine hairstyle. I didn't have any money, credit cards, ID, or even the keys to my car or home.

And my girlfriend Emily just walked in and gave me a look like I was something disgusting that she found on the bottom of her shoe. That's about how low I felt at that moment.

Why did I have to list her as my emergency contact?

Emily looked amazing. I think she was wearing a new dress. I certainly didn't recognize it. It was deep red. Long and slinky. Just the way I liked it. I couldn't see her feet, but I could hear the click clack of her stilettos as she walked in the door. They made her even taller than me. Her makeup and hair were elaborate and flawless.

She just stared at me for several seconds. I could see her eyes wandering over my face. Looking for some sign of the man she dated under the feminine disguise that Steffi the gym attendant had applied to my face.

Emily looked like a Senator's wife on her way to a state function. I looked like a cheerleader on her way to a date in the backseat of her boyfriend's car.

“I think I deserve and explanation.” Emily said. Her voice was sterner than I'd ever heard it before. She was truly pissed.

“It's not what it looks like, honey.” I said.

“I'm sick of your excuses, Allan.” Emily said. I've just spent the last hour waiting for you at the restaurant. I tried calling you, but I kept going through to voicemail. I swung by your office, but the security guard told me that you had left for the night. Then I get a vague call telling me that you'd gotten attacked at the gym. I came down here expecting to find you beaten and bloody only to find you prancing around the women's locker room in a “Girl Power” leotard and tights.”

Restaurant? Shit! I'd forgotten about our anniversary. No wonder she was fucking pissed off. She'd planned this night for a month.

“It's not Allie's fault, ma'am.” Steffi said.

“Allie?” Emily asked.

“That's what she prefers to be called.” Gloria said. “It's her girl name.”

“What!” Emily barked.

“That's not …” I started to say.

“Shut up.” Emily interrupted. “I want to hear what they have to say. I have a feeling that I'll get more of the truth that way.”

I closed my mouth. I wasn't exactly in a position to argue with Emily right now. She may be my trophy girlfriend, but right now she was holding all the cards. She was my only way out of this situation that didn't involve even more public humiliation.

“Allie came into the gym a little while ago.” Steffi said. “I think she was acting a little funny. Her flirting wasn't as … intense as usual.”

“Flirting?” Emily asked. Her brows furrowed as she looked at me.

“Yeah. She's a big flirt.” Steffi continued. “I always figured she was just a jerk, but I guess she was just trying to cover up what she really was. I guess you know about that being his … er her beard.”

“Her beard?” Emily asked.

“Yeah you know. So people think that she's Allan the dude and not Allie the transwoman.”

“Allie got into trouble in the men's locker room.” Gloria said. “This isn't going to be easy to hear, but I think you deserve to know the truth. Either she thought she was alone and a man came across her

while she was changing out of her boy clothes. He caught her in just her bra and molested her. Or she was trying to solicit rough sex from a male partner and things got out of hand. I don't know how far it had gotten by the time I got there, but I think it was pretty bad. He had Allie over his knee and was spanking her.”

Emily seemed to be having some problems taking this all in. I just wished that the ground would open up and swallow me.

“Gloria chased the attacker away, but he'd destroyed Allie's boy clothes.” Steffi said. “We didn't have anything in the lost and found so we got Allie dressed up in the femme stuff she had in her bag.”

“And the makeup?” Emily asked. “Did my stud of a boyfriend have his own makeup?”

“That was mine.” Steffi said. “I figured it would be less embarrassing for her if she could pass as a girl going home.”

“Allie's going to need your help.” Gloria said. “The attacker got away with her wallet and keys. He also broke her phone. She's in a bad situation and could really use a helping hand from someone who loves her.”

“We've tried to make her report this to the police, but she's too scared.” Steffi said.

“I think I understand.” Emily said. “This is a lot to take in. Thank you both for helping Allie through this. I'll take her from here. There's just one thing that I'd like to do before I bring her back to my place. Would it be possible for me to see the place where the attack happened?”

“Sure.” Steffi said. “We're the only ones in the place. There aren't any men here.”

Steffi's last words stung. Not that I wouldn't have said the same thing in her place. At the moment I was about as masculine as a chorus girl.

What really surprised me was Emily's reaction to all this. Sure she wasn't getting the truth, but there was enough to make most women turn their heel on me and never answer my calls again.

The four of us filed out of the women's locker room. Gloria handed me my gym bag full of women's items. I didn't want to accept it, but it would have been rude to not take it. Especially after Gloria had been so kind to me.

“Thank you,” I said. My voice soft. Was I trying to sound female, or had it just come out that way?

“You're welcome.” Gloria said.

Steffi led us to the men's locker room. She opened the door and held it open for us. I could see my shattered smart phone and the pile of ripped up and pissed on male clothing from here. I started to walk through the door, but Emily put a hand on my shoulder and stopped me.

“I don't think you belong in there anymore, Allie.” She said. Her voice was dripping sarcasm. “You're not a man.”

I stayed outside while the three women took a tour of the place I was almost raped. I felt left out. Like a child who wasn't allowed to go into the grown up space. I was the only one of us who was male. Even if my masculinity was buried deep inside my pussy pants and covered by make-up and femme clothing. But they were the ones who went into the sanctum of masculinity.

Was this the way it was going to be if Cecilia had her way and stripped me of all my male features? Would I be forever on the outside of a world that I was once a part of? Would women's locker rooms and ladies rest rooms become my new normal? Would I start to forget what a urinal looked like? The thought was very sobering and gave me more motivation to get out from under Cecilia's control as soon as possible.

I could hear them talking in there, but I couldn't make out what they were saying. I assumed that I was the topic of conversation. I desperately wanted to know what Steffi and Gloria were telling Emily. I didn't imagine it was anything I wanted them to tell her, but it was beyond my control.

After several minutes the three women exited the locker room. Emily walked up to me and took my hand.

“I believe this is yours.” Was all she said as she placed something in my hand and began to walk towards the door.

I looked down into my open palm and saw the used up tube of KY jelly that Joan had tricked me into carrying into the gym. And the muscular stranger had used to lube my ass.

I felt my butt clench at the thought. Which only reminded me of the tampon still jammed up my abused hole. I'd need to figure out a way to get it out before it became too annoying.

I demurely followed Emily out the door. She held it for me. I don't know if she was trying to be mock chivalrous, but that's how I felt. I could feel the tampon inside me with every step that I took. Was this how real women felt when they went through there periods? I didn't want to know.

Steffi stayed behind to lock up. Gloria walked with us until she got to her car.

“Good luck.” Gloria said, giving me a hug. It was a friendly gesture, not a sexual one. The sort of thing that two women just did.

I watched her walk away.

“I don't see your car anywhere.” Emily said. “Where did you park?”

“Right there.” I pointed at an empty spot.

My assailant had stolen my car. This day couldn't get any worse.

“Do you still want to keep the police out of this?” Emily asked.

“Yes. At least not until I can get back home and get into my own clothes. I can't let anyone see me like this. It's too embarrassing.”

“I bet it is.” Emily said. “Get in the car. We have a lot to talk about.

I started to open the driver's side door and get in, but Emily placed a hand on my shoulder.

“No-no. I don't think you should be driving, Allie.” Emily said. “Remember, the big bad man took you purse and you don't have your license. Whatever would you do if we were pulled over by the police? You just slide that sissy little ass of yours into the passenger seat and let me do the driving.

“Don't talk to me like that.” I tried to sound confident and authoritarian, but I'm afraid I ended up sounding pouty.

“I'll talk to you any way that I please, girlfriend. If you don't like it then you can find your own way home. I'm sure that there are plenty of men who would be more than happy to give you a ride. And I can bet that they'll even have some fun new ways for you to pay them back.”

Emily sat behind the wheel and waited for me to either get into the passenger seat or leave. She knew she had me. I'd have to suck up the lose of face and play the part of the girl until she got tired of it.

It felt strange walking around to the other side and sliding into the passenger's seat. Even when we took Emily's car I invariably drove. I felt less in control than I normally would. Less like the decision maker in the relationship.

“You can just drop me at my place.” I said. “If you have your key. If not we can stop by your place first and pick it up.”

I was trying to regain some control by being assertive and direct. Usually that led to Emily doing what she was told without any real complaint or back talk. When she pulled out of the parking lot Emily didn't turn in the direction of either one of our places.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“Did you fuck him?” Emily asked. She kept her eyes on the road, not looking at me. There was real anger in her voice.

“No.”

“What did you do with him?”

“He. He thought I wanted to, but I didn't.” I said. “He tried to. He forced me to my knees. He … he made me touch him. And take him in my mouth.”

“Are you gay?” Emily asked.

“No. I'm not trans either.”

“Want to tell me what the fuck is going on, Allen?” Emily asked. “I know you. Pretty damn well considering this is our anniversary. I was worried that you might be cheating on me. Maybe banging someone from the office, but I'd never expected to find out you were dressed as a girl and been out tasting cock. Have you been fucking anyone at work?”

“No.” I lied. It was bad enough that she knew what she knew. I didn't need to give her any more ammunition to use against me.

“So what happened tonight? What happened between you waking up this morning and me getting called down to the gym to pull your nuts out of the fire?”

“You know the story.” I said.

“There is no way that what those girls told me back in the gym is the whole story. If you want my help you're going to have to spill.”

“Emily. It's … complicated. Maybe later on after things have calmed down I can tell you what happened. But not right now.”

“Don't shit in my mouth and call it a sundae, bitch! I am still pissed off at you for standing me up. Do you have any idea how humiliating it was sitting at that damned table telling the waiter that you'll be there any minute? How worried I was when you didn't answer your phone even after you were over an hour late? Now you can either tell me everything that happened that led up to you becoming a little cock gobbler or I will make you tell me.”

“I'd like to see you try.” I said.

I would regret those words.

She drove on into the night, silently fuming as the miles passed. She was taking us into a part of town that I wasn't that familiar with. Not a very savory neighborhood. I was a little surprised that Emily would drive this way after dark. Even with me for protection.

Then I caught a glimpse of my perfectly made up face in the mirror and laughed at the thought that anyone would think of me as intimidating now.

There weren't many people out. After a couple more blocks the only people on the streets were professional girls selling themselves. Watching them strut in their revealing outfits started to get my motor running, but the pussy pants kept me from getting hard..

I noticed that it was taking less and less to get me thinking about sex. These street walkers weren't exactly ugly, but they weren't the sorts of women that I'd pop a boner over. At least not just driving by like this. I wondered how much stimulus it would take for me to feel it throb in my pussy pants after I'd been locked up for a week. Or a month.

Or a year.

Emily pulled up to a corner and stopped at the stop sign. I kinda wished she had driven through it. There was a prostitute parked right by the sign eyeing us up as we slowed down. She was pretty. Japanese I think. Wearing little more than a push up bra, thong, and spike heels. The bra and panty didn't match. Under other circumstances I might have wanted to get a closer view, but dressed the way I was I only wanted to go home.

I just hoped that Emily was nearly where she wanted to be and we could head to my place.

Instead of pulling forward after stopping, Emily rolled my window down. The prostitute didn't need any more invitation to walk right up. I tried to put the window back up, but Emily had blocked my controls.

“It's your lucky day, gals” The street walker said. “It's ladies night. Two for the price of one.”

“Thanks, but no thanks.” Emily said. “I'm straight and this is my boyfriend. It's our anniversary and he decided to get dressed up like that and flash his ass at strange men until one of them almost raped him while I waited for him at a nice restaurant. I asked him nicely what was going on and he gave me some bullshit. I told him I'd make him talk.

“I'll give you $400 to drag his sissy ass out of this car and do anything you want to with him. Whore him out. Stick burning candles up his ass. Kick him in the balls till he throws up. Whatever you want. I'll come back in half an hour and pick him up. If he's willing to tell me the truth. If not, then I'll let you keep him.”

“Are you serious?” The prostitute asked.

“No.” I said. “She's just ...”

The prostitute grabbed my mouth and squeezed my lips shut. I tried to pull away, but she was too strong for me. Either Cecilia's drug was still in my system or my arms were too strained from my aborted workout. Either way I was silenced by a streetwalker.

“I'm very serious. Half now; half when I come back.” Emily held up two hundred dollar bills. “And there's a creativity bonus. Do something to him that makes me feel better about being stood up and you get an extra $500.”

“Done.”

The prostitute pulled the handle of the door open and ripped my out of the seat. She pushed me to the ground and collected her two hundred from Emily while I knelt on the filthy street.

I couldn't believe that Emily had done this to me. I turned to the car and looked up at her.

“NO! Wait! I'll tell you everything. I'll tell you everything.” I begged and crawled towards the car.

I reached for the handle, but it was locked. I banged my fists impotently against the glass, but all I did was hurt the sides of my hands. Emily drove off leaving my on the street in a bad part of town wearing nothing but a woman's workout outfit.

I panicked and started to run away from the Asian prostitute. I'd barely made it to my feet when I felt a sharp intense pain erupt between my legs. I collapsed to the sidewalk grasping my hands over my crotch.

She'd kicked my in the balls. The bitch had kicked me in the balls. OK, technically she kicked me in my pussy pants, but I felt every bit of that force in my trapped cock and balls. It wasn't fair. The chastity device prevented me from getting hard or getting off. The least if could do was act as a cup. Give me a little protection from a humiliating kick to the crotch.

The prostitute grabbed me by the leg and started dragging me away. I wanted to kick her, but I was still recovering from the fresh assault on my manhood. The chastity belt now felt like it was fused into my destroyed cock and balls. I didn't know if it may have caused me more damage than if I'd just gotten kicked without it. I was going to have to tell Cecilia about this. As much as I didn't want to. I needed to have a doctor examine me to make sure that there wasn't any permanent damage and I couldn't do that without her unlocking me.

I was dragged into an alley not too far from the stop sign. The ground was littered with cigarette butts and used condoms. I was guessing that this was where she took her Johns. At least the ones she didn't accept rides from.

She dragged me to the middle of the alley and left me there.

I was breathing hard and terrified. I had no way back to my old life other than Emily. Assuming that she actually decided to come back. For all I knew she might just leave me here and save herself the $600.

“I think we should introduce ourselves.” The prostitute said. “My name is Gretchen.”

“I'm … Alan.” I said.

“Not dressed like that you're not. Why don't you tell me your real name, girlie.”

Gretchen placed her spike heel on the ground between my legs and shifted her foot so that the rest of her foot came down on my still aching groin. I tried to put my legs together, but she kicked them apart and just pressed her weight down on my vulnerable body.

“ALLIE!” I said. “My girl name is Allie.”

“That's better.” She pulled most of her weight off my crotch, but not all. “You're a pretty girl, Allie.”

“Can you just let me go?” I pleaded. “My girlfriend and I are having a fight. I fucked up. I know that now. I also know she wouldn't want you to do anything to me that we'd both regret later. You can just tell her that you did all sorts of terrible things to me. I'll back you up. She'll give you that bonus.”

“I was actually thinking about becoming a pimp.” Gretchen said.

“A pimp?”

“Your pimp.” Gretchen said.

“No. Please. I couldn't ...”

Gretchen cut me off with a push of her foot. Just a little pressure was all it took to make me feel my balls beneath the chastity metal. Not in a good way.

“Of course you could. A sharp pimp like me could make a small fortune off of that pretty mouth of yours. I won't even have to sell you out to the middle class white dudes who drive down here to whore it up in the slums. No. I'll have the boys lined up around the corner for a chance at that tight white ass of yours. And I'll bet you're a rich boy too. Are you a rich boy, sissy?”

“I have a little money.” I said. “I'll give you anything you want, just leave me alone.”

“Show me your money.”

“I … I don't have it with me. But I can get it for you. All you could possibly want.”

“Or I can get all the money I could possibly want by whoring your ass on the street. Make you walk up and down these cold sidewalks wearing nothing but some butt floss and pasties. Here's a tip for you. You can hide your condoms in your bra. Right under the tit. That way you always have them ready to go.”

“I don't need condoms.” I said. “I need to go home.”

“Maybe this is your new home, sweetheart.” Gretchen said. “Maybe you'll sleep on the floor of my apartment from now on. Like my dog. Like my bitch. I bet you'd just love that. On the floor rolled up with my dirty laundry.”

“No.”

Gretchen pressed her foot down on my crotch, stopping me from saying anything else.

“In half an hour your girlfriend is going to come back here. You can tell her what she wants to know and go back to the other side of town with her and forget about your pimp. Or you can stay here and learn what it's like to turn tricks in some fucking back alley, Allie. Either way I get some money out of it. And some laughs.

“Before you make up your mind I think you really should get a better idea of what it's like to be a whore. You look like the kind of guy who probably had to pay to get laid. One way or the other. At least by a chick. I'm sure the dudes were lining up for you. Yeah, you look like the kind of guy who pays for sex, but I bet you never thought about what it's like to be putting out on the streets. I think I can help you with that.”

Gretchen put her full weight on my crotch. The pain shot through my body like a railroad spike had been driven into my crotch. She balanced herself there on one foot for several agonizing seconds before putting her other foot on my stomach and walking along my body to the other side of the alley.

I lay there grasping my poor groin as she went about picking along the ground of this dirty alley. I wasn't sure what she was looking for, but I was sure that I wouldn't like it.

She came back a few minutes later and sat down on my chest with her legs on either side of my head. I could smell her arousal through the thin fabric of her thong. I don't know if the smell was residual from an earlier client or if torturing my trapped balls was getting her off.

Was she going to make me eat her out? The thought of eating a whore's pussy was worse than what I'd gone through with Kiara. At least Gretchen seemed to have shaved down there. I was still picking Kiara's pubic hair out of my teeth.

“I brought snacks.” Gretchen said in a sing song voice.

She waved several used condoms in front of my face. Some clear. Some colored. All of them filled with a creamy whiteness.

I tried to buck her off of me, but she was too heavy for me to lift. I hoped that whatever was draining my strength would go away soon. I wasn't used to being this weak and helpless.

“I always use condoms when servicing my customers.” Gretchen said.

She dangled one of the used condoms in front of my face. I could see a thin lair of dirt covering the outside. She swung it back and forth and let it smack me in the side of my face.

“You never know what sorts of diseases one of these strange men might have.” Gretchen went on. “Only a true bimbo slut would take one of these loads inside them. A girl would have to be real desperate to … I don't know … suck down some stranger's baby batter.”

Gretchen let the condom rest on my nose. I was unable to take my eyes away from it, looming there on me.

“How desperate are you, Allie?”

“Please don't do this. I'm begging you. Please, no.”

“I don't usually bother putting my used condoms in the trash. I just let the boys toss them wherever they want to. I think it makes them feel more manly to fuck me hard against an alley wall and just toss their rubber on the ground afterwards. I'm not sure though. I'll have to ask a real man about that sometime.

“If I ever meet one.

“Now this little rubber was from earlier in the evening. Maybe five hours ago. He looked a lot like I imagine you might look like if you were in boy clothes. He's a guy with a good job. Maybe a wife or girlfriend who doesn't give him as much as he wants. So he comes down here to blow his nut. Maybe you know him.

“That would be funny. Don't you think. If I made you put this in your mouth and it turned out that you knew the guy who made this mess. Even if you don't you'll have that question in the back of your mind every time you meet someone new. Every time you meet a new client you'll be wondering if you drank his spunk in some dark alley cause a whore thought it would be funny to make you do it and you were too big a pussy to fight back.

“Open wide.”

I just stared at her. She couldn't possibly be serious. There was no way that I was going to guzzle the spunk of all the strange men she'd fucked and sucked tonight. I'd been through enough already. It was time to draw the line.

She slapped me hard. I could here the sound of her hand hitting my face echo across the filthy alley. The pain was intense, but not as bad as being kicked in the balls had been. I was pretty sure she'd ruined my make-up. I still kept my mouth closed.

The second slap was harder than the first. The third was a punch. I lost track of how many times she punched my face before I gave up and opened my mouth.

She dangled the used condom into my mouth, letting it brush against my tongue and teeth. I did everything that I could to keep from touching it, but that was impossible. I could taste it in my mouth. Cheap latex. Spermicide. Gretchen's pussy. And the dirt from the alley all played along my tongue making me want to vomit.

“So here's the deal.” Gretchen said, from her seat on my chest. “I'm going to give you a choice. You can tell me what your girlfriend wants to know or I can make you eat out all of these condoms. I've got seven from tonight. And if I really want to I can get you some from before that. Real crusty ones that you're going to have to lick to get to the creamy center. Yum yum.”

“I'll tell you everything.” I said. “Just no condoms. And please don't hit me anymore.”

I felt pathetic begging this street walker to not hit me and stuff used condoms down my throat. If I still had even a fraction of my man card left I'd just thrown it away. I was surprised to feel a stirring in my abused crotch. Was this turning me on? For my sake I hoped not.

I told Gretchen everything. All the important detail, anyway. It took a long time and she asked several questions to clarify things, but I finally told her it all.

“And that's why you're on your back in some back alley in the bad part of town getting beat up by a hooker?” Gretchen asked.

“Yes.”

“Cute.” Gretchen paused for a moment before saying. “Open your mouth. Wide.”

I did as instructed. I hoped she wasn't going to go back on her promise to not force feed my her John's cum, but there was nothing to do to stop her if she decided that she wanted to.

Gretchen made a deep rumbling sound in her throat. Like she had a cold and was clearing the passage. She leaned down slightly, making sure that her mouth was directly above mine, and let out a thick gob of spit.

I watched it slowly descend towards my open mouth. I tried to turn my head, but Gretchen held me by the chin and prevented me from moving. After more than a minute of painful anticipation the gob of spit landed in my open mouth.

“How's it feel to be spit on by a whore?” Gretchen asked. “No need to answer. That's what smart people like me call a rhetorical question. Not that a little alley slut like you would know anything about that. Don't swallow that. Yet. Not without permission. If I find out you swallowed without my express consent then you're going to be swallowing a whole lot more than spit.”

I lay there on the ground with her spit in my mouth. Holding it there until she gave me permission to humiliate myself even more.

“Your girlfriend should be back soon. We should go out there and meet her. You never know, she might think that you like living with me too much and didn't want to go home with her. Just drive off and never think of you again. Maybe in a few years she'll drive by again and see you hustling your tiny ass for me. But I doubt it. There's no way she'd recognize you after I've had my way with you that long.

“There is one more thing I'm gonna make you do. I know it isn't something you're going to like, but tough titty. It sounds like you've done a lot of things you didn't want to do tonight.

“”I'm going to piss in your mouth. A big hot stream of my golden nectar going right in your kisser. You can try to fight me, but we both know that you're too big a pussy to resist me. Go ahead and try to fight me now if you're going to. I don't want to waste any more time and my back teeth are floating.”

I didn't even bother. She was right; there was no way that I was going to get out of this without her piss going down my throat. My only hope was getting through this without getting punched again.

“Good girl.” Gretchen said after she saw that I wasn't offering any resistance.

She pulled herself up from my chest and got on her knees with my head under her body. I looked up and all I could see was her two legs rising up to her pussy and ass. I watched as she pulled her thong to the side with one hand while pinching her pussy with the other.

I had no idea what she was doing with that other hand until she started to pee. It wasn't as good as having a cock to direct your flow, but it did allow her to aim her flow right at my open mouth.

I closed my eyes and tried not to think too much about the hot acrid liquid that was being forced into my mouth, mixing with the spit she'd already put there. My mouth filled too quickly for me to take it all in. Some washed down my throat, but the rest gushed over my cheeks and down my face. Some went into my eyes and nose. The stench was horrible and my eyes were stinging.

Gretchen's piss puddled around my head until she was finally finished. She rubbed herself dry on a dry spot on my leotard and let her thong snap back into place. She took one of the condoms she'd dropped and tied the end into a knot and stuffed it into my mouth. She didn't make any move to break it and gave me no order to swallow it or its contents, so I just left it there.

She stood up and walked to the entrance to the alley.

“Your girlfriend's here.” Gretchen said. “We'll have a chat while you freshen your face.”

I slowly got to my feet. I was unsteady after the beating that I'd received and the humiliation that I had been put through. I leaned against the alley wall and slowly made my way back to the street.

By the time that I had gotten there Gretchen had gotten into the passenger seat of Emily's car. The two women stared at me as I stumbled weakly out of the alley. Emily laughed when she saw me. The two continued talking as I made my way to the car. I tried to muster what dignity I could in the ridiculous outfit I was wearing, with a street walker's piss on my face and chest, a tampon in my ass, and a used condom in my mouth.

I went to open the back seat door, but found it was locked. Gretchen gestured for me to kneel beside the car next to her window.

I did.

I could feel the filthy sidewalk underneath my tights.

The window rolled down and Gretchen spoke.

“Show your Emily what I put in your mouth.” Gretchen ordered.

I opened my mouth wide. Emily burst out laughing.

Gretchen grabbed my by the swim cap and pulled me forward. I felt her do something with my left ear. Whatever it was it felt and sounded odd. She repeated it with the right. Both women laughed at whatever they had done to me.

“Look at yourself in the mirror, princess.” Gretchen said.

I looked into the side view mirror and saw two used condoms tied around my ears so that they were left dangling. They looked like gaudy earrings.

“Gretchen tells me that you told her everything.” Emily said. “Is that true?”

I nodded.

“Good. Gretchen and I have a lot to talk about. We're going to take a little drive while she fills me in on all your dirty little secrets. I don't want to hear anymore of your back talk while we're having this discussion so you're going to wait here.

“We'll be back. Maybe we'll go around the block. Maybe the other side of town. Either way, I'm only coming back here once. If you're not exactly where I left you then you can find your own way home.

“You're probably thinking that you're going to be able to skulk back into your little alley and hide until we come back. Well I'm not going to park anywhere near any of these alleys. You can hide there, but you won't know when I've come back until I've already driven off.

“And don't even think about ditching your pretty new earrings or that special treat in your sissy mouth. Those three condoms are your ticket into this car when I get back. If you're short even one, well ...”

I knelt there on the cold hard sidewalk stunned at what she'd just told me. She was leaving me here dressed the way I was. With no hope of hiding from the john's who'd be cruising by looking for some cheap action.

I tried to reach inside the car through the open window to unlock the door, but Gretchen moved quicker than I did and hit my hand away. The window rolled up before I had a chance for a second shot.

I gripped at the side of the car. I don't know what I thought I was going to accomplish, but I was desperate to get inside and not thinking that clearly.

I watched as Emily and Gretchen drove off into the night.
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