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My New Name

In some ways, it seemed so silly and shockingly easy...for her.

Up until that point, I didn't even realize those instincts existed within me. But on this random night, we had gone out with some friends. We were both in our twenties and loved the first steps of genuine adulthood. This wasn't college, and we weren’t living in dorms, and we had our own cars and apartments. Each day, we felt supercharged by her achievements, yet I still had no idea what she could do to me.

That night started out innocuously enough. One of our friends texted both of us along with a couple of other people. Did we want to hit the Apple Rager concert downtown? Maybe we could grab some food and drinks beforehand? Chelsea and I both agreed along with a couple of other friends. We met up, we drank, we laughed, we shared some stupid names, and we told her favorite jokes. After that, we had the concert, it was fine. It was loud within the club, but I jumped to the music, and I glanced over at our friends. I saw Becky and Chelsea and Stephen and Alexandra.

Eventually, the night was supposed to come to an end, but Chelsea was bouncing up and down on her feet. "That was amazing!" She kept clapping her hands together and shaking her head from side to side. Technically, I told myself I didn't have feelings for her, yet there was still something so infectious about the way she hopped around and made her ponytail swing and sway. "We need to go out now! I don't want to go home!"

Becky and Stephen and Alexandra all demurred. They were polite, but they reminded us that they had all worked long days, so they needed to get home and to grab some sleep. They hugged us and wished us a good night.

Suddenly, I realized that I was alone with Chelsea. I looked back at her, and she cocked her head to the side. The corner of her mouth quirked up, and she asked, "So what's it going to be, James? Are you going to grab a drink with me?"

"Most places are closing right about now," I pointed out. Even as I made that student, relevant observation, I wanted to kick myself.

"Okay then," she said. Without hesitating. "Then we can go back to my place!"

It was within walking distance, so she grabbed my wrist and pulled me between the different quadraplexes and apartment complexes that dominated the downtown landscape.

She held onto my hand for just a few steps. Then she broke away, and she was spinning and laughing, and we headed up the steps to her apartment. She unlocked the door and let me in. From there, she told me to grab a seat. She was only gone for a few minutes. First, she changed into a pair of pajamas. She looked ridiculously cute in those sweatpants and that T-shirt. Next, she brought out a couple of bottles. She opened one. I popped one open with her bottle opener, and I took a sip. Alcohol burned but it felt good. It wasn't especially strong, but it didn't need to be.

Even if I didn't want to admit it, I had to believe that there was something intoxicating about her presence. She was close, and that proximity was enough to do something to me.

"What do you want to do?"

"Discuss the mysteries of the universe?" I asked.

"Already solved those," she said, taking a sip. "I know. Let's play Truth or Dare!"

That was how it started.

"Truth or Dare?" I asked, raising an eyebrow. "You know, this isn't summer camp."

"I know," she said, obviously missing the sarcasm in my voice. "I feel like playing, and I think you and I can have a lot of fun right now. Don't you want to play with me?" Her eyes shined, and there was something sharp in that stare. Part of me wanted to believe that she was tipsy and feeling silly, especially after a long week at work. Only then, she looked right at me, and she said, "Truth or Dare?"

"Dare," I said. Okay, so maybe she wasn't the only one who was tipsy.

She nibbled on the inside of her mouth, and she cocked her head to the side. "Take off your shirt."

"What?"

"Take off your shirt," she said.

I stared at her. Part of me didn't really believe that she could be serious. This had to be some kind of joke. She was messing with me. I tried to say as much, only my mouth felt dry, and she kept watching me. Then she said, "'s okay, James. I'm serious. I've always wondered what you look like shirtless. Let me see."

"Okay…" I said. I rose to my feet, and I unbuttoned my shirt. I shrugged it off. Next, I peeled away the T-shirt I had on underneath. After that, I tightened the muscles along my abdomen, and I instantly worried about what she was going to see and think. I did work out, but it wasn't like I was some gym rat; I didn't have beautifully defined pectorals, or bulging biceps or anything like that.

"Don't move," she said, hopping up onto her feet. Very carefully, she set her beer bottle down on the coffee table before coming over to me.

All at once, I froze right in front of her. Then she touched my wrists, and she pushed my arms up near the small of my back. "Don't move," Chelsea said again. There was something special, almost magical about those words.

Then she pulled her hands away, and she stepped to my left, before moving to my right. Finally, she reached out, and she stroked my neck, my shoulder, and then my tensed stomach. Heat flashed along my body, but she tilted her head to the side. "I know what I want to do with you," she said.

"What's that?"

"Tonight, I dare you to do whatever I say."

"That sounds like an awfully big Dare," I replied. Again, I wanted to sound sarcastic, maybe cynical or detached. Instead, another part of me thought about what it could be like to let this girl toy with me and tease me…

That was insane, I tried to remind myself. If nothing else, I needed to show her that I could be domineering and assertive. Instead, I looked down into her brown eyes, and there was something so incredible about getting this close to her. Not only that, she had touched me, leaving these little tingles sparkling along my skin. Then she stepped back, crossed her arms over her chest, and demanded, "What's it going to be? Are you going to forfeit or will you let me boss you around for the rest of the night?"

"I, I…"

"Come on, James," she said.

"Fine," I said. I practically snarled out the word, like this somehow proved something.

If it proved anything, it demonstrated just how much control the pretty girl could have over me. I didn't want to believe it or accept it, but there really was something so powerful about her. Maybe it was the waves of her dark hair, the shine of her eyes, or the curve of her lips. Maybe it was the shampoo she used, almost like there was something genuinely addictive about her scent.

"Good," she said. "Stay!"

She turned, she ran back into her bedroom, and she closed the door behind her.

Shirtless and feeling silly, I wasn't sure exactly how I was supposed to respond to her or what I was supposed to do next. Part of me wanted to follow after her, to stomp down the narrow hallway and to slam my fist on her door and demand an explanation.

I didn't because I couldn't. Technically, I wasn't trapped, nor had she cuffed my hands or done anything like that. Even so, that pretty girl had given an order, and I wanted to play along. Maybe, on some level, I feared that any sort of defiance would have broken the spell and ruined the game for her. If that happened, then she wouldn't want to play with me.

Then she came back, and she was holding onto a couple of different pieces of fabric. Those were different parts of her wardrobe, I realized.

"Strip," she said.

"Excuse me?" I asked, my eyes bulging.

"Strip for me," she said.

"You're joking," I shot back.

"Nope," Chelsea said with a pop of her lips. "I'm not joking. I'm not joking even a little tiny bit. You said you would do whatever I wanted, and you want to win this game of Truth or Dare, so that means you have to do whatever I say."

"If I do whatever you say, it sounds like you're going to win," I replied.

Simply shrugging, Chelsea watched and waited for my answer.

If this had happened on any other night, or if I had been with any other girl, I don't think I would have followed her instructions. And yet, there was still something so vivacious and alluring about this girl. Coquettish and sweet and sexy and funny and smart, all at the same time, she had been one of my best friends. I wasn't sure what had held me back for so long, but she wanted to see me naked. Another part of me had to believe this would lead to something better, something amazing…

I puffed up my cheeks, exhaled, and nodded.

Besides, I was a boy. Nudity for guys was never going to be as much of a problem. I kicked off my shoes, yanked off my socks, pulled down my pants, and stood there, naked in front of her. Once again.

After this, I must have believed that she was going to seduce me. Maybe that would be the moment when she saw my cock and balls, the musculature of my legs, and that eager expression on my face. She could have leaned forward, cupped my cheeks between the palms of her hands, tilted my head to the side, pulled me forward, and kissed me hard. She didn't. Instead, she reached back to her discarded pile of clothing, and then she picked something up.

When she raised those panties, I stared, my lips parted slightly.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"Tonight, you're going to be my pretty toy boy," she said. She grinned, she stepped forward, and she leaned in. Pushing herself up onto the balls of her feet, she ran her chin along my shoulder before lifting her lips and whispering to me, "I want to dress you. I want you to be a sweet and sexy little sissy slave for me tonight."

A sweet and sexy little sissy slave? The words echoed inside of my head as she pulled back, and she looked right into my eyes, and I knew we were just playing a game. At least, that was the excuse I could use. Then again, I saw something else in her eyes and written across her face. Maybe this was just my imagination, but I started to suspect that this was something she had craved for some time.

"We can call it a fantasy. It's just a game," she reassured me.

"What does that mean?" I asked.

"It means I get to dress you up like a pretty girl, and you have to do whatever I say. I'm the boss, and you belong to me. You are still my boy, but you're also my toy and my doll. Maybe I will dress you up like a little sister." She shrugged. "Or maybe I will dress you up like a maid? Or a cheerleader?" She grinned. "You'll do whatever I want."

"But…"

"You have remarkable bone structure," she said. "And I've always really liked your slender physique," she said, casually reaching out and gliding her fingers down from my neck to my collar bone and along my sternum.

"Okay," I said. I was definitely tipsy as I took the panties from her. I lifted them up. For just a second, I really, really wanted to argue that they weren't going to fit. There was absolutely no way, especially because the fabric felt so light in my hand. For a moment, I couldn't believe that this would actually cover anything on a girl.

Only then, I stepped into the sleek, black underwear. I pulled those panties up my legs, and I tried to tell myself that they didn't have any impact on me. They couldn't have any effect because I was a guy, only then I felt those panties around my waist and between my legs. Then she said, "I thought they would fit you," she said. "They're a little bit big on me, but I think they look beautiful on you. Now, are you ready for some tights?"

"I guess?"

"Good," she said. "Because my obedient little sissy slave has to do whatever I want."

Obedient little sissy slave. Those words seemed to drill into my psyche. They pushed down, and they took control in a way I didn't know how to acknowledge or accept. "Fine," I said, thinking I was still playing her game.

She grabbed a pair of tights. She held them up for me to see. My heart started beating faster. The panties had been one thing, but the idea of feeling that soft fabric encase my legs seemed somehow more restrictive and even more feminine. Maybe it was the fact that there were going to be layers, that it would take more time for me to get out of this stuff…

"Put these on," she instructed. "I dare you." That last part wasn't necessary, but she giggled again, and I appreciated the reassurance.

I pulled on the tights. I squirmed into them. It took more effort than I expected. I ended up bouncing around, hopping from one foot to the other. But finally, they were tight around my ankles, shins, knees, thighs and hips. From there, she pulled up something else for me to see. "I was wondering if I would still have this," she said.

"A bra?"

"A training bra," she corrected me.

"I, I don't think a guy can do that," I protested.

"It's a dare," she told me. "You can't say no." Technically, that wasn't true, only this girl came closer and closer, and she held up the bra by a single strap. It dangled there, just a few inches in front of my eyes. It swayed back and forth, almost like some kind of hypnotic stopwatch.

Then she came up behind me, she pulled the bra over my shoulders, along my chest, and around my rib cage. I could feel her draw the straps tight against my skin as she secured the clasp. It happened quickly, and she leaned forward, "There. That wasn't so bad, now. Was it?"

From there, she held up the tank top for me to see. Initially, I wanted to believe that maybe this would just look like any other garment. It wasn't something special. It wasn't something that I could put on, only to feel as though I had lost something. I raised my arms as she motioned for me to comply with her wishes. Feeling just like a doll or a toy, I raised my hands, she pulled the tank top down along my body, and now I could feel the spaghetti straps against my shoulders. As a boy, I normally just wore shirts. They were simple. The fabric was loose against my skin, but all of this seemed so tight and restrictive and elaborate.

Not only that, I somehow felt smaller and dainty. I felt like I was getting dressed, only I was becoming someone else, all for her.

I didn't argue with her as she continued to dress me. Next, she held up the skirt. I saw the sharp, black pleats, the short hemline, and the snug waistband. There was that zipper, and my heart pounded faster.

"Chelsea…"

"You're going to put it on for me," she said. "Obedient little sissy slave."

"What is this? What are you doing to me?" I asked. In the haze of a late night, the fatigue, and the aftereffects of my day, it was easy to imagine that this wasn't really happening. But now, she stepped forward, and I retreated back. I kept taking those steps back, right until I bumped up against the wall. Then she raised the skirt toward my feet, and I lifted my left foot, and suddenly she was gliding it up along my legs. In the next moment, she pulled the zipper up, and the waistband tightened right there above my hips. I was wearing a skirt. I was wearing this pretty little black skirt, and it looked exactly like something some secretary would be required to wear in order to please her boss.

"I'm having fun with you," she said, answering my questions from before. "Is there anything else more important than that?"

As hard as I tried, I couldn't answer.

Then she lifted up the blouse. She slipped my arms into the sleeves, and she worked the buttons before tucking it down into the skirt. Next, she grabbed a red ribbon, and she tied it around my neck. Finally, she reached up, and she slid her fingers along my cheek. As she touched me, I wondered if that would be the moment when she kissed me.

"Come on," she said. "I want to show you something."

That was when she laced her fingers through mine, tightened her grip, tugged, and pulled me down the hall and through her bedroom door.

Her bedroom.

When I stepped across that threshold, I couldn't help but look around. Even dressed in tights, panties, a training bra, a blouse and a tank top and skirt, I suddenly forgot about my outfit. Instead, my eyes drifted around the room. I saw her art prints on the walls, that small spot where she applied her makeup, her dresser, her drawers, and the opening to her closet. I thought about those moments of privacy she had enjoyed in this room.

Technically, I was a guy. Officially, I wasn't supposed to be allowed in here, especially because it wasn't like we were dating or anything.

"Why am I here?"

"I want to see what you look like in makeup," she said.

"Shouldn't it be my turn? Shouldn't I be able to give you a dare right now?"

Chelsea touched a finger to the bottom of her chin, she rolled her eyes toward the ceiling, stared up, and seemed to genuinely consider this with mock exaggeration. Then she said decisively, "No." Just like that, she had made up her mind, and she grabbed me and pushed me down onto the chair in front of the small desk where she kept her makeup supplies. She turned me away from the mirror before I could see my reflection. "Stay right here," she said. "No squirming."

No squirming. With those two words, she seemed to freeze me in place. I didn't want to believe it. I didn't want to accept it. Even so, she had pushed me down into the seat, and I remained there, my back straight and rigid. Again and again, I wanted to turn back toward the mirror. Obviously, I wouldn't have liked whatever I saw. As far as I was concerned, this had to be some kind of gross parody. She had dressed me up like a girl, but that didn't actually mean anything. The clothes couldn't really fit, and I would just look ridiculous. It would be silly. I would look like a joke and nothing more.

"Just relax," she said after that. Still, I remembered her point from before: no squirming. Seated there, I stared straight ahead, and I really did feel like a toy, a doll, and a mannequin all at the same time. Almost inert, I kept my spine straight as she applied the foundation, the blush, the lipstick and eye shadow. One layer after another, she added those different touches.

As she worked on my makeup, I tried to tell myself that this was just another part of the joke. Even so, part of me didn't care. After all, I was close to Chelsea. I glanced back at her, I saw her dark eyes and her brown hair. I saw the curves of her cheeks, the point of her chin, and the ridge of her nose. I was close to her, and she was touching me, and it felt so incredible. Even when she slid the lipstick along my mouth and told me to pucker, I obeyed, and I was somehow grateful for her attention.

It was silly. It was ridiculous.

I needed to make this stop. That was the logical and rational part of my brain speaking, yet I couldn't really listen or worry about what I was "supposed" to do. As long as she paid attention to me, I experienced that strange sensation: gratitude. I didn't like it, and I didn't want it. Or least, that was what I told myself. Then again, I had let her manipulate me because it felt so good.

"Done," she said.

I started to turn around.

"No!" Chelsea squeaked out. That was when she reached down and casually grabbed me by my hand again. Her touch was cooler than I had expected, firmer too. She pulled me out of that seat, across the room, and she stood me in front of her full-length mirror.

For the last few minutes, I had wanted to see what she had done and how she had somehow reworked me. Only now, I was there in front of the mirror, and I would be able to take in the full scope of her work all at once.

I couldn't bring myself to open my eyes and face the glass. "I like it," she announced. Somehow, that seemed obvious to me. After all, I was now her creation. I had become her dolly, so she would clearly want to justify her choices. Only then, she touched the underside of my chin, she forced my head up, and then she leaned in. She startled me with her breath, warm and playful against the inner contours of my ear. I hadn't realized just how close she had come, but now she said, "look."

With that one word, she compelled me to open my eyes.

I obeyed, lifting my eyelids and staring straight ahead.

At first, I didn't believe that could have possibly been me. It seemed so impossible.

My chest tightened, and I saw someone standing there, but it wasn't the person I always faced in my reflection. Instead, I saw the tight blouse, the short skirt, the tights, and the makeup on my face. Those details all came together to transform me into something else.

I looked like a girl, maybe a teen girl, cute and docile, petite and feminine all at the same time.

"My obedient little sissy slave," she said. "I want to play with you. After all, you have been such a good doll. Would you like to give me a foot massage?" Before I could respond, Chelsea answered that question is though there couldn't be more than one possible answer. "Of course, you want to give me a foot massage!" That was when she hopped over to her bed, and she shimmied out of her snug, black pants. I watched as she peeled away that single layer. Next, she removed her socks and her panties and she was naked from the waist down.

I didn't think that was possible.

Then I glanced at her, and I saw something in her eyes. Doubt. Insecurity. Nervous energy. Still, she forced herself to smile, and then she waited for me to acquiesce.

Before she could state her command, I lowered myself down onto my knees. In that instant, I really did feel like some well-trained secretary. I was just a pretty girl, and I had to do whatever she said.

"Good," she said, lifting her left foot. She brought her toes within inches of my mouth. I reached up, and I started to massage her foot. I was gentle. At first, at least until she said, "A little harder." Again, I obeyed. I didn't know what was going on or how I could act like this. Then again, she was a gorgeous girl, and that gave her this kind of unrelenting power. Every time she gave me a command, my mind seemed to stop, and my body seemed to obey.

I massaged her foot just as she wished, pressing down against her ankle, her heel, the arch of her foot, and her toes. I bowed my head down, and I continued to stroke her foot, sliding my fingers along her sensitive skin. At several points, she giggled.

"I like that," Chelsea told me. Surprisingly, I smiled. I couldn't help myself! After all, pleasing this girl suddenly became my only priority.

"Use your mouth," she said.

"But what about my lipstick? What if I smudge it?" I asked.

"You obviously have to be very careful," she informed me.

"Yes, Chelsea," I answered without thinking.

"Yes, Mistress," she corrected me.

Mistress? The word felt strange and alien along my tongue and the roof of my mouth. Maybe I had heard that term before somewhere online or in some TV show. If so, I couldn't place the exact origin, it didn't matter. I glanced up at her again, our eyes met. The doubts and insecurities from before had vanished, to be replaced by something else. She had me feminized and down on my knees in front of her. That gave her power. It gave her control. It gave her everything she could possibly want.

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

Mistress. I used that word, it took on one very specific meaning: she became my owner. I wasn't sure how something like that could have possibly happened. It seemed so utterly impossible. After all, I was supposed to be a young man. Back at my office, I was a competent professional, and my coworkers listened to me. My bosses seemed to respect my opinion. They were even talking about how I might be able to get a promotion in the next few months…

Within seconds, however, the rest of the world seemed to fracture again. Those remnants got blown away by the swirling vortex of her power. When she came close, I needed to yield to her. Mistress. She owned me. She had mastered me. She had dressed me, so I really was her toy. I was her obedient little sissy slave.

As she watched, I bowed my head down, and I started to kiss her toes. From there, I started to suck on them. She moaned. I nuzzled her foot with my lips and the tip of my nose. It probably smeared my makeup. If so, she didn't seem to mind. Instead, I worshiped her with everything I had, or least I had assumed as much.

Then she pulled her foot back, she spread her legs, and she beckoned for me to crawl forward.

If I did that, I knew exactly where my head would be, just as I understood what was going to happen.

"James," she said, only to giggle. "Actually, I don't think that really works. What should we use instead? Jamie? Jessica? Jasmine?" The corners of her eyes tightened with a grin as she said, "I like that last one. "Jasmine."

The new name made me think of some unintentionally sultry and sexy Disney princess. "You, you can't do that," I protested. "You can't just give me another name!" As I made that point, the idea seemed obvious and inevitable to me.

Somehow, I kept looking back at her, only she gently shook her head from side to side. "Truth or Dare. I get to be in charge. I get to own you. I get to dress you and do your makeup and play with your hair. I get to treat you like my obedient little sissy slave. Isn't that why you got on your knees in front of me? Isn’t that why you let me dress you?"

"It, it's not that," I said.

"Are you sure about that?" Chelsea asked me. "Because I think I have some very good ideas about how I can play with you. Would you like to find out?"

Did I want to find out? I should have been able to answer her question. The response should have jumped out of my mouth right away. It didn't. Instead, I kept thinking about this girl. Just being close to her seemed to work on my sense of reality, like I couldn't get my feet underneath me. She bent gravity, shifted time, and made it impossible for me to consider anything outside of her immediate presence.

"Tell me," she instructed.

"Yes," I said.

"More," she demanded gently.

"I, I want to find out. I want to find out how you're going to play with me."

"And why is that?"

"Because I belong to you," I said. At any other time or in any other place, those words would have sounded ridiculous. With her, however, I made those points, and it felt right.

"There's a good girl, Jasmine," she said. Instantly, I needed to argue with her. I had to tell her that she was wrong and that she couldn't address me like that. Still, my chest, contracted, my lungs froze, it looked right back at her.

Then she grabbed me, and she pulled me away from the mirror, and suddenly we were walking over to her closet. I didn't know what she had in mind, not until she said, "Stay." Just like that, I stopped once again. My body didn't move as she slipped into her closet, and she came back. When she held up those black slip-ons with the kitten heels, I didn't know what to think. She placed them on the floor, and she motioned for me to slide my feet into those shoes. "Go on," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," I said. Like a good little sissy slave, I obeyed. I gave her what she wanted, and now I felt unsure on my feet. There was something about having my heels slightly raised that felt strange and wrong.

"Take a few steps," she instructed.

Again, I obeyed. I started to walk around, and the carpet felt strange underneath my feet. For as long as I can remember, I had always worn sneakers or tennis shoes. I tied my shoes, and they always felt gruff and athletic. In these, something shifted, and it started right there at the tips of my toes before working up along the arches of my feet and into my ankles. That same sensation of subservience seemed to flash up my legs and into the rest of my body. At the same time, she continued to watch me.

I loved having her attention focused on me like that. Even if I didn't know how to admit it, I couldn't deny the power this girl had over me. I forgot that she was just supposed to be a friend. After all, I was wearing her panties and her skirt, her tights and her blouse. She even had that ribbon tied around my neck and placed underneath the collar of my shirt. Now I was wearing her shoes, and I felt so strange as I continued to move.

Then she jumped up, she grabbed me, she cupped my cheeks, and maybe she smeared my makeup. I wasn't sure, but she kissed me. Chelsea pushed her mouth against mine, and her tongue flitted along the edges of my teeth. This felt incredible! A wild tide of excitement flared through my body. It washed over me, crashing down along every inch of my skin.

Then she reached under my skirt, and she was playing with me right there between my legs. Her fingers slid along the soft fabric of the panties. She didn't make exact contact, yet I could still feel the heat of her body soak through that thin barrier between us. She ran her hand along my shaft, and the pleasure pulsed through me. I couldn't deny it. I couldn't fight it! This girl had me, and she knew it even as she continued to kiss me.

Then she took me by the hand, and she walked me out into the living room. She sat down on the couch, crossed her legs, and rested her hands on her lap.

Standing there before her, I wasn't sure what to do. Without her holding onto my wrist or lacing her fingers through mine, I suddenly felt like I was lost.

Maybe my brain started to reboot because I wanted to look down at her. On some level, I felt like I needed to reassert myself. I started to speak. She cut me off, "No," she told me. "That isn't how this works."

"Then how does this work, Mistress?" I asked. I should have sounded sarcastic. Instead, something else lifted my voice: eagerness.

She tilted her head to the side, grinned, and said, "Isn't that obvious? You do as I say. And right now, I want to see you stand there. Keep your hands at your sides."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied.

My eyes drifted back toward her lovely face. "No," she said. "No eye contact. Just look straight ahead."

Again, I obeyed her. I gave her exactly what she wanted, and I stood there. My expression felt vacant. At the same time, however, there was still that tingling along my lips and down my neck. She had touched me. She kissed me. She had seen me naked. At the same time, I knew she had touched me, sliding her hand up between my legs and gliding her fingers along the silhouette of my shaft. Moisture gathered at the back of my throat. I quickly swallowed it down as I stared ahead. Simultaneously, I had to wonder what she had in mind. What did she want from me?

Finally, she told me to close my eyes. I did as she asked, and then she got up. I heard a drawer open and close. Then she came up behind me, and she turned something on. I heard the click of a button or a switch followed by the sound of this low buzzing.

Buzzing?

It was a vibrator, I thought. Another part of me quickly dismissed the idea, only she lifted my skirt, and then she slid the toy up between my legs. She was playing with me, brushing it along the base of my shaft before sliding it up to the tip, then the left side, followed by the right. With each moment, I lifted my chin, I curved my back, and I kept my hands at my side. I tried not to move, yet this girl was tormenting me! Anticipation ran hot through me.

Then she pulled away. "That's a taste of what you get if you can do exactly what I want," she said.

"I thought I was already doing exactly what you want, Mistress," I said, calling those words as a desperate protest.

"Maybe," she said. Then she shrugged. "Maybe not. Maybe that isn't good enough."

Opening my mouth, I stared at her. I didn't know what to say or what to think. My heart kept pounding wildly, but now she sat, crossed her legs, and rested her hands demurely on her lap all over again.

She knew how to tease me. She knew how to play with me. I'm unbalanced and uncertain, I glanced over at Chelsea again for just a moment.

Then I aimed my gaze at the wall, just as she expected. I was her toy. I was her pretty boy toy. Knowing this, I couldn't move or react. I tried to lose myself, to think of myself as nothing but a doll there for her amusement.

"I want to see you curtsy," she said. "I want to see you give me a pretty little curtsy."

"Yes, Mistress," I said. Only then, I blinked, and I actually glanced around. A curtsy? I knew the word. The concept seemed simple enough. It involved some kind of bow. Despite my best efforts, I couldn't think clearly, and I wasn't sure exactly what to do.

Chelsea didn't seem to mind; if anything, she liked telling me what to do. "Hold onto the edges of your skirt," she instructed. Like a good little sissy slave, I dropped my hands down to the corners of my short skirt. "Lift it just a tiny bit, maybe half an inch. Bend your right knee, bow your head down, and bend forward."

The words sounded simple enough, yet I had never practiced with anything like this before. As a little girl, she had probably played games where she curtsied all the time. At least, that was how I thought of what a feminine childhood was supposed to look like. I really had no idea!

With her instructions echoing inside of my head, I tried to give her what she wanted.

"Try that again," she said.

Trembling, I obeyed. I grabbed onto the corners of my skirt, and this time I glanced back at her. In that instant, I could tell she didn't want that kind of direct eye contact. Instead, her expression hardened, and I found myself dropping my gaze to the floor. In that instant, I really did feel small and feminine, dainty and demure.

If I had stopped and tried to explain how any of this had happened, it would have been impossible. But with this girl in that small apartment, late at night, and with that touch of alcohol in my bloodstream, I yielded to her. I did another little curtsy, and I said, "How may I serve you, Mistress?" I could even hear it in my voice. Something shifted, and I didn't sound like the gruff and aggressive man I pretend to be back at work or among our friends.

"Such a good girl," she said. "Such a good and obedient little sissy slave."

She jumped back up, and even if she was half naked, that didn't matter. Chelsea strolled toward me, and she reached out, gliding her fingers along my leg, then up my skirt. She grabbed me again. She was touching me and teasing me. Excitement pulsed through my frame.

"I want to take you back to my bedroom. I want to play with you. I want to show you exactly how good this can feel. Because you're having fun, aren't you? You want to be my little sissy slave, don't you? You want to be obedient for me. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said, exhaling slowly.

"Good," she replied.

It felt like we were bouncing back and forth between her bedroom and the living room. It didn't matter. She grabbed me again, escorted me down the hall, and then she shoved me onto her bed. From there, she pushed me to her mattress, she pinned me, and I couldn't believe what I was seeing as I looked up at her. "I can really make you do whatever I want, can't I?" Chelsea asked. Then, right as I started to respond, she touched a finger to my lips. At that point, I don't think she smudged my makeup. If so, she didn't care. After all, I was her toy, and I was there for her amusement. As far as she was concerned, I belonged to her; she owned me!

Even if I wanted to, I didn't know whether or not I could disagree with Chelsea. Chelsea. Just thinking of her name seemed to tighten those invisible shackles around my wrists. Only now, they were about to become a lot more literal.

"Stay," she said. "Don't move. Not an inch."

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

She slipped from the mattress, went to her closet, and then she came back with a set of leather manacles. I saw those restraints hanging by those thin, steel links. She let the chains swing from side to side as she clambered back up onto the bed. She straddled me, grabbed my right wrist, connected the first restraint to the bedpost, and then she strapped me down. She tied me up, circling the shackles around my wrists and drawing them tight. Moment by moment, she worked, first on one arm, then the other.

"Can you get away?"

"No," I said. With the leather restraints around my wrists, I knew I couldn't break free. She had me, and it didn't matter how hard I struggled or fought. She could keep me like this for as long as she liked, and there was nothing I could do about it.

"Good," she said.

That was when she spread her legs, and she straddled my face. She grabbed onto the headboard, her fingers pushing down against it the polished wood. I didn't notice those details, not when I found myself facing her pussy. There was her slit right in front of me, and I breathed in, and I inhaled the aroma of her arousal.

"You're excited," I said, almost turning those words into a question.

"I am," she promised me. "I've got this sweet little sissy slave, and I can do whatever I want. Of course, I'm going to be excited!" She laughed and shook her head from side to side as though she couldn't believe my incredulity. Then she decided she didn't care as she called out, "Lick. Lick your owner."

I surrendered to her. She took me, and I couldn't fight back. I couldn't escape. This suddenly became my existence as I worshiped her, my tongue darting along her opening. Other guys might have balked; then again, other guys wouldn't have been utterly trained or made up just like this.

She was laughing and playing with me. She rode my face, her slit, pressing down against my mouth. I licked and nuzzled, servicing her to the best of my ability. At the same time, she let go of the headboard, only to reach back. She grabbed my left arm for balance. With her right, she flipped up my skirt, and she slid her hand down along the tights. I could feel her squeezing against my panties and the outline of my shaft.

"I like this," she said. "In fact, I think I want to keep this for myself."

I didn't understand what she meant.

That didn't matter. I kept licking, gliding my tongue along her opening. I pressed in deep. I massaged that intimate curve of her body, my tongue gliding along the walls of her opening over and over again. By now, I could hear her panting. I could hear her gasping. "I'm about to lose it," she said. "I'm about to come!" Even as she called out those words, I understood what was happening as she grabbed my shaft. She squeezed, and I could feel the soft embrace of the panties press down against the contours of my member.

"I want you to come for me," she said. "I want us to come at the same time!"

If I had been allowed to think clearly, then I would have questioned whether or not that was actually possible. "Give me this orgasm because it belongs to me because you belong to me!" Right then and there, I couldn't even answer her. My mouth was busy! Maybe she heard those little vibrations dance along my lips as I tried to speak, but she moaned all over again. She didn't tease me about it. She couldn't. At this point, she must've realized that she could only do so much.

But then she grabbed me, and her fingers tightened, and her palm ran up and down along my length. Within moments, I threw my head back, and I was panting hard. Wild ecstasy flared all along my skin. I could feel it there, throbbing between my legs even as I continued to lick. In the distance, I could hear her scream out her pleasure. This was what she wanted. This was what she needed. This was her demand, and she would get it.

I lost myself. Even as I continued to lick, I came completely undone by this woman as she teased me and pleasured me and forced me to become her obedient little sissy slave.

Then it was done, and I was on my back, and I was panting, and it was the middle of the night, yet I hardly cared. Torn between exhaustion and satiation, I didn't know what was going on.

She lifted up my skirt, pulled down my tights and my panties. Then she wiped me down, and I kept my eyes closed.

"Poor little sissy slave," she said, chuckling to herself. "You must be so tired. Don't worry. I'm going to let you sleep here with me tonight, but first…"

But first?

I didn't understand. But then she slipped something along my shaft. I didn't know what it was. I wasn't sure what was happening.

"There we go," she said when she finished. I could sense that extra weight. I pushed myself from the haze of sleep, and I lifted my head, and then I saw it. There was a pink chastity cage now locked around my shaft. "All mine," she announced.

We started playing…a lot.

It’s strange how some memories cling to you like the faint scent of lilacs on a spring morning. Chelsea’s laughter, light and melodic, was one of those memories—it echoed in my mind, reminding me of the person I was when I was with her. I was James, the boy who let her spin him into her whimsical world, even when it meant trading my jeans for pencil skirts and my sneakers for stiletto heels.

During the day, I could be the same young and ambitious man. But with her…

With Chelsea, I became her obedient little sissy slave again and again.

She had a way of getting what she wanted. With me, she always knew how to say just the right thing.

“You’d look amazing in this,” she declared, holding up a glossy page featuring a sleek secretary ensemble. Her eyes sparkled with mischief, the corners of her mouth curving into that devil-may-care smile that always disarmed me.

“Yeah, right,” I scoffed, but the flush creeping up my neck betrayed me. I promised myself I wouldn’t do it again. It was just the two of us, and we were hanging out, and I knew what kind of power she wielded even if I was determined to resist.

“I’m serious, James. You’ve got the legs for it.” Her voice carried the lilt of a dare, and I knew I was already lost. Chelsea’s dares were like siren songs, irresistible and laced with adventure.

Before I could protest, she was rifling through her closet, emerging triumphantly with a black pencil skirt and a crisp white blouse. “Come on,” she said, practically dragging me to my feet. “Let’s have some fun.”

I wanted to say no, to laugh it off and go back to debating the merits of summer versus fall fashion. But Chelsea had this way of looking at me, her eyes alight with a mixture of amusement and affection, that made it impossible to deny her. And so, I found myself slipping into the skirt, the fabric snug against my thighs, and buttoning up the blouse that smelled faintly of her perfume—a blend of jasmine and something citrusy.

“Wait, we’re not done yet,” she said, her voice brimming with excitement. She handed me a pair of black heels and a matching blazer, the kind that nipped in at the waist and flared slightly at the hips. “Trust me, you’ll look stunning.”

When I finally stood before her full-length mirror, I barely recognized the person staring back at me. The transformation was startling. The tailored blazer accentuated my shoulders and waist, while the skirt emphasized the length of my legs. The heels—oh, the heels—forced me to stand taller, balancing on precarious points that made every step an adventure.

“Oh, my God, James,” Chelsea breathed, her hands clasped together as if she’d just witnessed a masterpiece come to life. “You’re perfect.”

I laughed, a mix of embarrassment and disbelief. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe,” she conceded, her grin widening. “But you love it.”

And maybe I did. There was something freeing about stepping into a different persona and simply obeying her because I could let go of who I thought I was supposed to be. With Chelsea, there were no judgments, no rules, just the simple joy of being in the moment.

She wasn’t content with just dressing me up, though. No, Chelsea was a director at heart, and I was her unwitting star. “You’re a high-powered executive assistant,” she declared, pacing the room as if she were planning a Broadway production. “You’re efficient, poised, and totally in control.”

“Efficient, huh?” I teased, trying not to wobble as I took a tentative step in the heels.

“Absolutely. Now, let’s work on your walk.” She demonstrated a smooth, confident stride, her hips swaying just enough to command attention. “Like this.”

I tried to mimic her, earning a burst of laughter when I nearly toppled over. “It’s harder than it looks!” I protested, grabbing the edge of her desk for support.

“You’ll get the hang of it,” she said, her laughter softening into encouragement. “Just keep your head high and take smaller steps. Confidence, James. Confidence is key.”

Chelsea loved pushing boundaries, and I loved the way she made me feel—unapologetically obedient. She’d fuss over details, adding a delicate necklace here, a pair of faux pearl earrings there, until she was satisfied with the image she’d created.

“You know,” she mused one evening as she adjusted the collar of my blouse, “you could totally pass as a secretary. Maybe I should take you to work with me someday.”

“Yeah, because that wouldn’t be weird at all,” I replied, rolling my eyes. But the thought made me smile. Chelsea had a way of making the absurd seem possible, of turning ordinary moments into extraordinary memories.

Then she gave me a reward. She tied me down, freed me from the chastity cage, and touched me…all before she locked me up again.

That afternoon, as the rain pattered gently against the windows, I should have known she had something up her sleeve.

“James,” she began, her voice dripping with mischief as she leaned against the doorframe of her bedroom. She held a garment bag in her hands, the kind you’d find at a costume shop or perhaps a secondhand store. Her eyes sparkled like she’d uncovered a treasure chest. “I got you a little something.”

I put down the book I’d been pretending to read, my brow arching. “Do I even want to know?”

“Oh, you’ll love it,” she promised, crossing the room with a dramatic flourish. She dropped the bag onto the bed and unzipped it with an exaggerated air of ceremony. Inside was a nurse’s uniform, complete with a starched white apron and a little cap emblazoned with a red cross.

I blinked at it. “You can’t be serious.”

“Deadly serious,” she said, grinning. “You’ll look adorable.”

“Chelsea, I—” I began, but she cut me off with a finger to my lips.

“No arguments,” she said, her tone authoritative but playful. “Dr. Chelsea has spoken, and Nurse Jasmine must report for duty.”

I sighed, already knowing I’d lose this battle. That was the thing about Chelsea—she had this magnetic pull that made resistance feel futile. Even when she was being ridiculous, she made it seem like the most natural thing in the world.

“Fine,” I muttered, and her face lit up like a child’s on Christmas morning.

The next few minutes were a blur of fabric and laughter as she practically shoved me into the tiny bathroom adjoining her room. The uniform fit better than I cared to admit, though the skirt felt absurdly short, and the cap was precariously balanced on my head.

“Come out already!” Chelsea called, her voice playfully impatient.

I opened the door, my face already burning. Chelsea gasped, clapping her hands together. “Oh my God, James, you look incredible!”

“I look ridiculous,” I corrected, crossing my arms in what I hoped was a dignified manner. The effect was probably ruined by the frilly apron tied around my waist.

“Nonsense,” she said, circling me like a predator sizing up its prey. She adjusted the cap on my head, then stepped back to admire her handiwork. “You’re perfect.”

“If this ends up on Instagram, I’ll never forgive you,” I warned, though my tone lacked any real bite. Chelsea had a way of making me feel safe even when she pushed me out of my comfort zone.

She ignored my threat, grabbing a plastic stethoscope from the bed and slinging it around her neck. “Now, Nurse Jasmine, we have a very sick patient who needs our help.”

“And who might that be?” I asked, playing along despite myself.

“Me, obviously,” she said, flopping dramatically onto the bed. “I’ve come down with a severe case of boredom. Only you can cure me.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at her theatrics. Chelsea had always had a flair for the dramatic, and it was impossible not to get swept up in her antics. I perched on the edge of the bed, trying to maintain some semblance of composure.

“All right, Dr. Chelsea,” I said, slipping into the role she’d assigned me. “What’s the prescribed treatment?”

She grinned, sitting up and leaning toward me. Her dark curls framed her face, and there was a glint in her eye that made my stomach do a little flip. “Laughter, Nurse Jasmine. Lots and lots of laughter.”

“I think we’re already on the right track,” I said, unable to suppress a smile.

Chelsea’s teasing was relentless for the rest of the afternoon. She made me “take her temperature” with a thermometer she’d found in her junk drawer, insisted I practice my “bedside manner,” and even roped me into a mock surgery where we pretended to remove a nonexistent appendix from a teddy bear. It was absurd, yes, but it was also…fun.

By the time evening rolled around, the rain had stopped, and the room was bathed in the soft, golden light of the setting sun. Chelsea and I lay side by side on her bed, our laughter finally giving way to a comfortable silence. She reached over and took my hand, her fingers lacing through mine.

“You’re a good sport, you know that?” she said softly.

“You don’t give me much of a choice,” I replied, but there was no real annoyance in my voice.

She smiled, turning her head to look at me. “You’re fun to tease, James. But I hope you know I…” She hesitated, as if searching for the right words. “I only do it because I care about you. You make me happy.”

My chest tightened at her words, a warmth spreading through me. “You make me happy too, Chelsea,” I said, squeezing her hand. “Even when you’re making me wear ridiculous outfits.”

She laughed, a soft, genuine sound that made my heart ache in the best possible way. In that moment, I realized just how much she meant to me. Chelsea wasn’t just my girlfriend; she was my partner in crime, my anchor in the chaos of life. And if putting on a nurse’s uniform was what it took to see her smile like that, then I’d do it a thousand times over.

The games didn’t stop there.

“James,” she began, her voice dripping with mischief as she leaned against the doorframe of her bedroom. Her eyes sparkled with that unmistakable glint of mischief, and I immediately felt a mix of amusement and dread. “I have an idea.”

I set my coffee mug down carefully, eyeing her warily. “Why do I feel like I’m not going to like this?”

She grinned, crossing her arms over her chest. “Oh, you’ll love it,” she said, that playful edge in her tone making my stomach twist. “You trust me, don’t you?”

“That depends,” I replied, already bracing myself. “What are you up to this time?”

She stepped aside, revealing something she’d hidden behind the door—a hanger draped with a pleated skirt, a white blouse, and a striped tie. It was unmistakably a schoolgirl’s uniform, complete with knee-high socks and polished black shoes.

“No way,” I said, shaking my head. “Absolutely not.”

“Oh, come on,” she said, dragging the hanger closer to me. “It’ll be fun! You’ll look adorable, and it’s just for a laugh. I promise, no pictures this time.”

“Chelsea,” I groaned, but she was already tugging at my arm, her enthusiasm impossible to resist. That was the thing about her; she had this magnetic pull that made resistance feel pointless. Before I knew it, I was standing in her bedroom, staring at the uniform laid out on the bed like a dare I couldn’t refuse.

“For me?” she asked, her voice softer now, her eyes wide and pleading. “Please, James? I’ve had a rough week, and I need something to cheer me up.”

I sighed, rubbing the back of my neck. “Fine. But only because you asked nicely.”

Her face lit up, and she clapped her hands together. “You’re the best! Now, get in there and change.” She pointed to the bathroom, and I trudged toward it, my reluctance only slightly tempered by the way her smile seemed to light up the room.

The uniform fit better than I expected, which was both surprising and mildly concerning. The skirt swished around my knees as I adjusted the tie, feeling utterly ridiculous. When I finally stepped out, Chelsea was perched on the edge of her bed, her phone in her hands. She looked up, and her jaw dropped.

“Oh. My. God,” she said, her voice a mix of awe and glee. “James, you look amazing!”

“I look silly,” I countered, my face already burning.

“Nonsense,” she said, standing up and circling me like a painter admiring their masterpiece. She adjusted the collar of the blouse and smoothed the pleats of the skirt, her touch gentle but precise. “You’re perfect.”

“If you say so,” I muttered, trying not to fidget. But then she stepped back and looked at me, her expression softening in a way that made my heart ache.

“You’re so cute,” she said, her voice quieter now, almost wistful. “I knew this would suit you.”

“You have a strange idea of what suits me,” I said, but I couldn’t help smiling. Chelsea’s happiness was infectious and seeing her this delighted made the embarrassment worth it.

“Turn around,” she instructed, and I complied, doing a slow spin that made the skirt flare out slightly. She giggled, clapping her hands again. “I wish I could keep you like this forever.”

“Don’t get any ideas,” I warned, though my tone lacked any real bite.

For the rest of the afternoon, Chelsea had me play out her whimsical fantasies. She handed me a notebook and pretended to be my stern teacher, tapping a ruler against her palm as she barked out imaginary assignments. Then she insisted on taking me through a mock “school day” complete with a lunch break where we shared peanut butter sandwiches on her bedroom floor. It was absurd and ridiculous, but somehow, it felt…fun.

By the time evening rolled around, the game had wound down, and we found ourselves lying side by side on her bed, staring up at the ceiling. The uniform was still on, though the tie was loosened, and the socks were bunched around my ankles. Chelsea reached over and took my hand, her fingers lacing through mine.

“You’re a good sport, you know that?” she said softly.

“You don’t give me much of a choice,” I replied, but there was no real annoyance in my voice.

She turned her head to look at me, her curls spilling over the pillow. “I mean it, James. You’re amazing. Not everyone would put up with my nonsense.”

“It’s not nonsense if it makes you happy,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her smile widened, and she squeezed my hand. “You make me happy.”

I sensed that lump rise in my throat at her words, a warmth spreading through me that I couldn’t quite explain. “You make me happy too, Chelsea,” I said, and I meant it. In that moment, lying there in a ridiculous outfit, I felt more at peace than I had in a long time.

On another day…

“James,” she began, her voice lilting with excitement. “I have a surprise for you.”

She’d invited me over to her place; I had assumed we’d play, but she had gone to her bedroom, leaving me in the living room on my own. I looked up from the book on my phone, already wary. “Should I be worried?”

“Not at all,” Chelsea said, grinning in a way that made me immediately suspicious. She plopped the bag down on the couch beside me and started rummaging through it. “You trust me, don’t you?”

“You’re really leaning on that trust thing a lot lately,” I said, setting my phone aside. “What is it this time?” At the same time, excitement spread through my body.

Her eyes sparkled as she pulled out a pair of black cat ears on a headband, a sleek black leotard, a matching tail, and a small bell collar. She held them up triumphantly. “Ta-da!”

I stared at the ensemble, my mouth opening and closing as I struggled to find words. “You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m very serious,” she said, holding the bell collar up to my neck as if measuring it. “It’ll be fun! You’ll make the cutest kitty ever, Jasmine.”

Jasmine. Whenever she used that name—my new name—I could sense something shift and morph within me.

“Chelsea,” I groaned, leaning back into the couch. “Why do you always do this?”

“Because you’re adorable when you’re flustered,” she said, her grin widening. “And because I love seeing you try new things…my obedient little sissy slave.”

I sighed, knowing I was about to cave. That was the thing about Chelsea—she could make even the most ridiculous ideas seem worth entertaining.

“Fine,” I muttered, earning an excited squeal from her. “But if anyone finds out about this, I’m blaming you.”

“Deal,” she said, practically dragging me off the couch and toward the bedroom. She handed me the costume with a flourish and shooed me into the bathroom. “Go on, kitty. Time to transform.”

The leotard fit snugly, emphasizing just how absurd this whole thing was. The collar, complete with a tiny jingling bell, felt strange around my neck, and the ears perched precariously on my head. I stared at my reflection in the mirror, trying to decide whether to laugh or cry.

“Are you coming out, or do I have to come in there?” Chelsea called, her voice teasing.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped out of the bathroom, my face already burning. Chelsea’s eyes lit up when she saw me, and she clapped her hands together like a child on Christmas morning.

“Oh my God, James,” she said, barely able to contain her laughter. “You’re perfect.”

“I look ridiculous,” I said, crossing my arms in what I hoped was a dignified manner. The effect was probably ruined by the tail swishing slightly as I moved.

In that instant, I felt cute and small and helpless all at the same time…Then again, that was her goal.

“You look adorable,” she corrected, stepping closer to adjust the ears on my head. “Now, let’s see you act the part.”

“Act the part?” I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

She grinned, holding up a small toy mouse she’d apparently also bought. “Come on, kitty. Chase the mouse.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said, but she was already dangling the toy in front of me, wiggling it enticingly.

“Meow for me,” she said, her tone half-commanding, half-teasing.

I groaned but obliged, letting out the most half-hearted “meow” I could muster. Chelsea burst out laughing, doubling over as she clutched her stomach.

“Oh, you can do better than that,” she said between giggles.

Despite myself, I found my lips twitching into a smile. There was something infectious about her joy, something that made me want to play along no matter how ridiculous it seemed. I crouched slightly, swatting at the toy mouse as she dragged it across the floor. The bell on my collar jingled with every movement, adding to the absurdity of the scene.

“That’s my good kitty,” she said, her voice warm with affection.

We spent the next hour playing out her silly scenario. She had me purr—yes, purr—while she scratched behind my ears, and she laughed so hard she nearly cried when I pretended to bat at an imaginary string. It was ridiculous, yes, but it was also… fun. The kind of carefree, unselfconscious fun that was rare and precious.

By the time we collapsed onto the couch, both of us breathless from laughing, the sun had dipped below the horizon, casting the room in a soft, golden glow. Chelsea leaned her head against my shoulder, her fingers idly toying with the bell on my collar.

“You’re such a good sport, James,” she said, her voice soft. “You always go along with my crazy ideas.”

“Only because I like seeing you happy,” I replied, my tone teasing but sincere.

She looked up at me, her eyes shining with something I couldn’t quite name. “You make me happy. You know that, right?”

My chest tightened at her words, a warmth spreading through me. “You make me happy too, Chelsea,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

For a moment, we just sat there, the world outside fading into the background. Chelsea’s antics might have been ridiculous, but they were also a reminder of why I loved her. She had a way of making life feel lighter, of turning the mundane into something magical. And if it meant wearing a silly costume every now and then, it was a price I’d gladly pay.

Then again, it wasn’t just about being silly.

This was about something else…something unstoppable and beautiful, so I never wanted it to end.

We kept playing our games. In the meantime, I remained locked up.

On most days and during most of the random hours at work, I could pretty easily ignore the chastity cage that I wore. During those times, I almost felt like I was sharing some silly secret. Technically, Chelsea wasn't my girlfriend. She was something else: my owner, my Mistress. She was this beautiful light in my life, and I loved the way she could tease me. I loved how she could dress me up and play with me. No one else knew about her, of course. At work, my colleagues would complain about their girlfriends or their boyfriends, their wives or their husbands. That was fine. I nodded along sympathetically, just as everyone expected. Even so, I didn't say anything meaningful. I certainly didn't bring up my own experiences.

But whether I was standing in the break room and holding a cup of coffee or back at my desk, I could still feel it. If I took a few seconds to lean back and relax, there would be that little bit of weight and that little hint of pressure right there along the length of my cock.

She had locked me up.

Before this, I could have theoretically gone home, pulled down my pants, and pleasured myself. I had never done that. Even if I saw a cute girl at work, it wasn't like my libido raged out of control. Still, the possibility had been there…

Now, Chelsea had taken it away.

I kept waiting for anger or frustration to burn hot through my body. I waited for some angry bands of hot frustration to  sear away the intimacy of what we shared together. And yet, there was something so easy about putting on those tights and those panties, the shoes, the skirts and blouses or the dresses, the training bras…

When she dressed me, I really did become her obedient little sissy slave, and there was just that other part of me. She could have me like that whenever she wanted. She could slide a pink collar around my neck, leash me, tie me down, and remind me again and again that I was going to be her obedient little sissy slave. Sometimes, I saw those derogatory terms directed at guys online. Whenever that happened, I just leaned back and smiled before jumping to another page.

Then again, I probably felt best about all of this while I was at work. If anything, that simmering frustration gave me the strength to focus on my work. When I sat down at my desk, I didn't have to think about anything else. I could channel the desires and focus on my mouse, my keyboard, and the screen in front of me.

After work, however, things would get a lot more difficult.

I would be driving home, and I would be seated behind the steering wheel, and my hands would tighten. On more than one occasion, I leaned over and called Chelsea. My voice tight with desire, I said something like, "Please. Please, can I come over tonight? Please, Mistress. You can do whatever you want with me!"

Most of the time, she said yes. Occasionally, she said no.

When she said no, I would have to go home and close the door behind me. Most of the time, I focused on chores. I could continue to work! I could vacuum or dust or wipe down the TV screen or do laundry or handle any number of annoying little chores. There was always more that needed to be done.

At some point, however, I would have to face the inevitable. I couldn't hide behind those adult requirements forever. Inevitably, I would sit down, and maybe I would even be breathing hard, and I would still feel the little pink chastity cage between my legs. It served to remind me of that beautiful girl, of her playful smile, her mischievous eyes, the contours of her chest, the curves of her ass, and the way she always made me feel whenever she stepped forward.

And then I would make the stupid mistake.

I would stand up before pulling down both my pants and underwear in one smooth motion. And then I would see it: my pink, plastic prison. Each time I inspected it, I was reminded of what she wanted for me. This was captivity. This was control. This was powerlessness. Even as those ideas flashed behind my eyes, the arousal pumped through my body, starting there at the base of my shaft before working its way up to the tip. Of course, I couldn't really touch my boy part. Even if I reached down and ran my fingers along those contours, the chastity cage made it impossible for me to really feel anything. At best, I could enjoy some gentle tug or something along those lines.

I had tried to remove it. At first, I told myself that I was just curious.

Maybe with a locksmith, a hack saw, or some kind blade, I would have been able to remove the chastity cage. Each option presented the possibility of actually hurting myself. Besides, I couldn't do it.

Chelsea put this on me. Because she put me in the chastity cage, it felt like I had to wear it. It felt like I belonged to her, and I couldn't risk losing that.

Even so, part of me wanted to try to pull it off. Part of me wanted to slide it free, dance around, hopping on the balls of my feet as I squirmed.

I thought about that a lot.

In fact, there was one moment when I was particularly frustrated. I rushed into my bedroom, I threw myself onto the mattress, and I stared up at the ceiling. I held my phone, and I just had to tap the little green icon. After that, we would be connected, and I would talk to her, and I would get the opportunity to plead with her again.

My nostrils flared, and I decided to do it. I hit the icon, and the connection formed. I held the phone to my ear, and I listened to the ring tone. Again and again, that sound buzzed in my ear. Biting down hard, I tried to figure out what I could do to work, what I could say.

"Hello," she said. "How is my little sissy slave doing?" At first the words may have sounded innocuous, yet her question made it abundantly clear that she knew who she was talking to. More than that, she understood exactly what kind of power and influence she wielded over me.

"Mistress…"

"What is it?" Chelsea asked.

"I, I don't think I can wear this. Please, can I come over and get the key? Just for a little while? Please!"

"You know what? No."

"Please! Please, I will do whatever you want!"

"Oh, I know," she tittered, it was so easy for me to imagine her waving away that idea. "You're always going to do whatever I want because you belong to me. Isn't that right, Jasmine?"

Jasmine. My new name.

I chest tightened, and I bit down. For several seconds, my lips pressed together, probably so hard that they turned white. At least, that was how I imagined it as I stared up at the ceiling without absorbing any of those details.

"Your owner asked you a question," Chelsea said. My owner. Theoretically, we were just supposed to be friends. When we went out with the others, we could drink or see a movie or go bowling or whatever. Each time that happened, I always pretended, and so did Chelsea. We were just friends, it wasn't like she kept me locked in a chastity cage. Then again, I sometimes worried about one of the others accidentally bumping up to me. It was probably a silly fear, yet I sometimes imagined what it would have been like if the other girls and guys in our social circle realized what Chelsea had done to me.

"Yes, Mistress," I said. "That's right."

"Good," she said. "So right now, I want you to tell me you enjoy wearing your chastity cage, that it is my right to keep you in one, and that this puts you in the proper frame of mind."

Just like that, I knew I had lost. Even if my mouth just barely managed to form the words, I didn't see any other choice, "I enjoy wearing my chastity cage. It, it is your right to keep me in a chastity cage. The chastity cage puts me in the proper frame of mind." I repeated those words like some kind of religious litany. But now it was done, and she said, "Good night, Jasmine."

She hung up on me.

This was my life. I could still hear her voice echoing in my ears as I forced myself to go shower and relax as much as possible. At some point, she would release me.

Whenever she decided to release me, she would tie me down. From there, she might stroke me through my panties and tights. Or maybe she would use a vibrator. She could pull it out, turn it on, and press it down between my legs. Whenever that happened, it felt so incredibly good! Those wild thrumming pulses of pleasure burned hot through my body, making me squirm. Most of the time, she would tie down my hands. That was good enough. I secretly suspected that she loved watching my legs kick out, my feet flailing as I tried to get away. I really was her helpless little damsel in distress, so she could toy with me as much a she liked.

Sometimes, she allowed me to climax within just a few minutes. She would pull down my panties and my tights and free my shaft. From there, she would stroke me, telling me how cute and adorable I looked, especially when she wrapped her fingers around my member.

At other points, however, she really liked to use the vibrator, gliding it along the left side of my length, then the center, then the right. She would do this again and again, tormenting me as I squirmed and begged and pleaded for that final deluge of satisfaction.

One way or the other, Chelsea always made the same point with me.

She was in charge, and I belonged to her.

And yet, it couldn't last forever.

I didn't know what to think when she texted me, telling me that I needed to come over right after work. I was surprised when I saw that little sad face emoji. I sent my answer right away like a good and obedient sissy slave. Only then, I wondered if I needed to send a follow-up message. Work was busy that day, so I only acknowledged her point and promised to head right over when I finished. Instead, like always, I lost myself to work. I answered questions, wrote emails, and ran around the office as I dealt with one problem after another.

After work, I turned off my computer, and I headed back to my car. I drove right over to her place. At this point I had completely forgotten about that little sad face emoji.

But now, I knocked on her door, and she appeared, and her eyes were wet. Normally, I could just throw myself in front of her and promise to be her good little toy. I could be her pretty little toy boy, and she could do whatever she wanted with me. But this time, she didn't wear that prideful and predatory expression. Instead, it was clear she had to tell me something.

By insides tightened as I asked her, "What's wrong? What's going on?"

"Come here," she said, casually reaching out and taking me by my wrist, just as she had done so many times before. Chelsea pulled me across the threshold, along her small bedroom, and then she nudged me down onto her couch. "I was thinking about how to do this, but I'm going to be honest with you and everyone else in the group. I haven't told anyone yet, but I have been transferred."

"Transferred?"

"I work," she said. "Apparently, there's an emergency in Seattle, so they need me to move to their office."

"When?" I asked. But even before I could get that word out, I started thinking about all of the other different details. I wanted to take her out and to organize some going away party. I wanted to get her some amazing present to show her just how much I cared about her. After all, she wasn't really my girlfriend, but she was something else, something somehow more important to me. After all, she owned my key. She kept me in chastity. She played with me. Whenever I glanced around her apartment, I could see those echoing memories of dressing up for her in one costume after another.

Not only that, there was that other sensation that only really existed here in this small space. It was that sense of subservience, the feeling of being cute and wanted. At work, people needed me to handle a bunch of different choices and decisions. Here, I could look to this girl, and I could do whatever she expected of me. I still had to work. She expected sharp and crisp curtsies. She also had me do little chores for her. Whenever she gave me a command, I suddenly felt like this was the most important thing in my life. At work, my efforts went to "creating shareholder value". Our CEO loved going over the profit margins every quarter. In the office, we clearly existed to move numbers on spreadsheets. We weren't people, and nothing we did really mattered outside of enriching our shareholders.

But here, with this girl, everything was different.

Here, in that apartment, I could feel like I could pour all of my efforts into this one girl, and I could make her life better. More than that, there was something so incredible and intoxicating about having this young woman look right at me. She could dress me up and play with me. I became her sissy, and she enjoyed her life as this unstoppable girl, someone capable of doing whatever she wanted with me. With just a few words, she could strip me of my identity and turn me into someone else.

Jasmine. That was supposed to be my new name, only now I realized something.

It was going to be taken away.

"Tonight," she said.

I blinked. "Tonight?" I repeated the word as though it came from some foreign language. I must've expected "tonight" to sound like a punch line.

Her expression didn't waver or shift. Instead, she still watched me, and then the comprehension finally started to slither around inside of my head. Even if I didn't want to believe it or accept it. I actually shook my head, like I wouldn't accept this. "That can't be right," I said. "That's too soon."

"I know," she said. "Like I said, it's an emergency."

"You have to do it?"

"My boss made it pretty clear. If I don't, they're going to fire me."

"But that's not fair," I complained.

"And that's what I said, and he shrugged, and he told me that life just isn't fair. Sometimes it sucks. It sucks really hard."

"What about everyone else?" I asked.

"I'm going to text everyone. Then maybe I can meet them online tonight or something, maybe before my flight?"

"How much time do you have?"

"Not much," she said.

This was happening. This was really happening. Somehow, her apartment had become this refuge against everything else in life. In this space, I didn't have to think about bills or getting my oil changed in my car, or anything else. Everything had seemed so easy here, especially because I could dedicate myself to this girl. I could do whatever she wanted. As her doll, I didn't have to think about anything else. For the most part, I had avoided contemplating that point. I just came here, and I gave myself over to her, and it always felt so right and easy.

Only now, I glanced around, and I asked, "Why did you want to see me here then? Shouldn’t you have invited everyone over?"

"James," she said, drawing out the length of my real name.

When I heard her call me that, my eyes watered. I couldn't help it. Then she leaned over, she touched the underside of my chin, and she tilted my head to the side. When she came closer, I understood what this was. I didn't want to accept it. I started to draw back. When her lips touched mine, this would mean that it was real, and she would have to leave, and I wouldn’t be worried that chastity cage or any of those other cute outfits she forced me into. I wouldn't get to be her doll. Instead, I would just be this guy, and I wouldn't have that special secret because she'd be gone.

Finally, I had no choice. She kissed me. With her hand on the back of my head, she forced my face forward, and her lips touched mine.

In that instant, I knew I didn't want to let this end. I didn't want to let go of her. There was the soft press of her body against mine, and even if my shaft responded, I didn't think about the cage or my subjugation. I just wanted to make this feel good for her. I wanted it to be perfect.

Inevitably, it had to end.

Every second had become treacherous.

She tugged my head back, and then she closed her eyes before touching her forehead to mine. Just like that, I knew it was over. In that instant, I could see the hurt and regret on her face, and part of me wanted to lash out. It was childish and silly, like I needed to shout about how her employer was being so unfair. Or maybe I could have talked to her about finding some other job. But she loved what she did, and I didn't really understand it, but that was okay. I wasn't going to get her to change her mind. She had called me over to say goodbye. That was it.

"Goodbye," I told her.

"Goodbye," she said to me.

Of course, she gave me the key to my chastity cage. She even offered to let me take the different outfits with me. Frankly, I didn't want them, if only because I didn't see the point. I was her obedient little sissy slave. I didn't belong to anyone else, and it wasn't like I wanted to get dressed up on my own. Somehow, I swallowed down my resentment, and I didn't say anything about how she should just throw them away. Instead, I told her that I was grateful for all of the games we had played and the time we had spent together. She pressed the key to my chastity cage down into my palm, and I stepped out into the cold, night air. After that, I drove home.

Finally, I unlocked the chastity cage, and I put all the different little pieces into a bag, and I shoved it away into some drawer somewhere in my kitchen. For a second I laughed bitterly, wondering what was going to happen if someone accidentally stumbled onto the cage. I never really hosted, so I wasn't worried about that. Besides, I made sure to push the chastity cage all the way to the back of the drawer.

From there, life went on. The seconds rolled into minutes, the minutes into hours, the hours into days, the days into weeks, and the weeks and months. Of course, I still got text messages from Chelsea, and I was on the group chat. We exchanged gifs and memes and had a few online game nights. She told us about her new job and how it was stressful, but rewarding. She talked about how she hated moving like that, but it was fine.

Inevitably, this became the new normal.

She was gone, and I missed her, but I tried to go on a few other dates. I confronted the apps, met up with a couple of people, never really clicked, and always thought back to that other girl: Chelsea. I kept thinking about what she had done for me and what she had given me and how I had been her doll. Obviously, I kept all of this to myself.

Strangely enough, even when I chat with her online, just the two of us, I still don't bring it up. I don't say anything to her about how we used to play or how she touched me or the fact that I knew what her pussy tasted like. I missed pleasuring her and pleasing her and I missed seeing her. I missed getting on my knees in front of her and being whatever she wanted.

It was another crappy day at work. Our servers were down intermittently, meaning I would be working on some file, and I would try to save it, only to get an error report. At the same time, my boss kept trying to email me about how these materials needed to go out right away. Apparently, his bosses were breathing down his neck, telling him again and again that he needed to get this done. Consequently, that pressure fell onto my shoulders, only the technology wasn't cooperating. At one point, I suggested we all grab our laptops and just go down to the local Starbucks to get this done. At first, my boss had snorted. We worked for a multibillion dollar company, meaning we were supposed to have the assets required to do this. Later on, he snarled at the concept, probably because our data security policies made it abundantly clear that we weren’t supposed to handle secure information on a public network.

Still, he must've been tempted…

Whatever. Frankly, I didn't actually care that much. Even if I could feel that buzz of stress hang on the air as everyone else struggled to get their work done, I found myself rolling back in my chair, lifting my chin, closing my eyes, and just letting out these slow and exasperated sighs. I was scheduled to be there until five; after that, they weren't paying for my time, and I had every intention of getting up and walking out, no matter what kind of static my boss gave me. If they couldn't get their equipment to work, that wasn't my problem.

No, I didn't feel like much of a "team player," nor would I be making any special sacrifices so that our shareholders could get a slightly better price on their share buybacks.

Only then, I saw a text message.

It was from her.

Chelsea.

Whenever her name appeared on my screen, there was always that little flutter of excitement along my chest and down into the pit of my stomach. Officially, and out loud, I never acknowledged those sensations. I never told anyone about that little jolt of extra energy that seemed to flare through my torso when I thought about her. More than that, there was something so special about thinking about her off in Seattle in some office, pulling out her phone, finding my name, and sending me a message.

For the most part, we had stopped talking about our games. Still, I remembered the feel of her lips, and I kept telling myself I needed to get out there and find a real girlfriend. I wasn't supposed to be thinking about Chelsea, especially since we had never actually dated. I had just been her sex slave. Even as I sat in my cubicle, it was easy to smile when I thought about that and remembered her.

When my phone buzzed, I grabbed it, thinking I needed to wait a few more seconds before I tried to update my file. Then I saw her name. I quickly opened the message, and I saw the note.

Right away, I decided to call her.

I hit the little icon, and the phone started to ring. I was up on my feet, pacing back and forth in my cubicle. I could only take about a step and a half in any direction, but that was enough to vent some of the excited energy now flaring through my body. Part of me wondered if this was a joke. Part of me wondered if maybe there was some awful glitch that made her phone send out a phantom message.

When she picked up, she didn't bother saying hello. Instead, she called out, "It's true!"

"This fast? Again? Seriously?"

"Seriously!" Chelsea called out. "I'm actually at the airport right now. I'm coming back. They have another emergency, only now this one gets to be closer to home, so I'm going to be working here, my friends!"

Friends. All at once, I realized that she probably wouldn't want to go back to our games. That was fine, I told myself. We were just friends, so it wasn't a big deal. Only then, she said, "My friends and my special little sissy slave."

Instantly, my shaft hardened.

"You need anything?" I asked, the words gushing out of my mouth. "You need me to pick you up from the airport? Can I get you anything?"

"So servile," she said. "I love it. I'm looking forward to seeing you again," she promised me. "But we are about to take off, so I need to get going. I'll text you my flight information, and you can pick me up."

I could pick her up…

I fell back down into my chair, and I leaned back. I stared up at the ceiling without really processing any of that information. My heart was pounding faster, and I kept thinking about what was going to happen next and how amazing this could be. Chelsea. I was going to get to see her again.

A few minutes later, the servers were working again, so I returned to work, only this time, there was this light, excited little pulse of energy simmering just beneath the surface of my skin, all because I was going to see her again. She was coming back, and…

The drive to the airport felt longer than it should have. The roads stretched endlessly ahead of me, and every passing mile seemed to intensify the knot twisting in my chest. It had been over a year since I last saw Chelsea, her absence carving a hollow space in my life that nothing else seemed to fill. Now, with each turn of the tires, I was edging closer to the moment I’d been imagining for months.

Then again, I had to wonder what would happen. Just because she was coming back, that didn’t mean we could go back to the way things were…

Her dark hair and brown eyes were etched vividly in my mind, like a photograph I’d studied so often that every detail was memorized. The way her hair used to fall in soft waves around her face, the way her eyes could sparkle with mischief or soften with affection—it all felt as real as if she were sitting beside me. I could almost hear her laugh, that lilting melody that always seemed to make the world a little brighter.

The car radio hummed softly in the background, but I wasn’t paying attention to the music. My thoughts were too loud. Would she still look at me the same way? Would she still see the James she used to play with, or would a year apart have changed something fundamental between us? I tightened my grip on the steering wheel, the leather cool beneath my fingers.

I wondered about that other concept…my new name.

It had been so long…Just because we played before, that didn’t mean she’d want to go back to our games.

I had wondered if I’d ever be able to find someone like her again, but I hadn’t been able to force myself to look.

Part of me wanted to believe that nothing had changed, that we’d pick up right where we left off. But another part—the part that had spent countless nights staring at the ceiling, replaying old memories and almost wishing for the chastity cage—wasn’t so sure. People grow and change, and a year was a long time. What if I wasn’t enough for her anymore? What if she had outgrown me?

The thought made my chest tighten. I’d spent the last year trying to keep myself busy, filling the void she left behind with work, hobbies, and friends. But nothing really stuck. Everything felt temporary, like I was just waiting for this moment to arrive, for her to come back and make everything feel whole again. And now that the moment was here, I wasn’t sure if I was ready for it.

The city lights blurred past as I turned onto the highway leading to the airport. The dashboard clock glowed bright, giving me just enough time to park and find my way to the arrivals gate. My stomach churned with anticipation, a mix of excitement and nerves that made it hard to sit still.

I thought about the first time we kissed, how her lips had been soft and warm against mine, her hands resting lightly on my shoulders. It had been one of those perfect moments, the kind that feels suspended in time. Would it feel like that again when I saw her? Or would the weight of all the days we’d spent apart press down between us, making everything feel different?

I tried to shake off the doubt, focusing instead on the little things I missed about her. The way she’d absentmindedly twirl a strand of her hair when she was deep in thought. The way she’d scrunch her nose when she was trying not to laugh. The way she’d look at me like I was the only person in the world who mattered. Those memories were my anchor, a reminder of the connection we’d shared.

As I pulled into the airport parking lot, my pulse quickened. The fluorescent lights overhead cast a harsh glow on the rows of cars, but I barely noticed. My mind was racing, my heart thudding in my chest like a drumbeat. I found a spot near the terminal and cut the engine, the sudden silence inside the car amplifying my thoughts.

I sat there for a moment, gripping the steering wheel as I tried to steady my breathing. This was it. In just a few minutes, I’d see her again. I’d hold her in my arms, feel the warmth of her against me, hear her voice saying my name. But would it be the same? Or had time and distance reshaped us in ways I couldn’t predict?

Taking a deep breath, I grabbed my keys and stepped out of the car. The cool evening air hit me, carrying with it the faint scent of jet fuel and the hum of distant engines. I locked the car and slipped my hands into my jacket pockets, my fingers brushing against the folded note I’d tucked there earlier. It was a simple thing, a few lines I’d written to tell her how much I’d missed her, how much she meant to me. I wasn’t sure if I’d give it to her, but just having it there felt like a small reassurance.

The automatic doors whooshed open as I stepped into the terminal, the noise and bustle of the airport washing over me. People hurried past with rolling suitcases, their faces a mix of exhaustion and anticipation. Overhead, the intercom announced the arrival of a flight from Chicago, the words blending into the background chatter. I scanned the signs, looking for the way to the arrivals gate, my heart pounding harder with every step.

As I made my way through the terminal, I couldn’t help but think about what Chelsea might be feeling. Was she nervous too? Was she wondering if I’d changed, if the year apart had left its mark on me? Or was she as sure of us as she’d always seemed to be, her confidence steady and unshakable?

I reached the escalator that led to the arrivals area and paused for a moment, taking another deep breath. This was it. In just a few minutes, I’d see her again, and all the questions swirling in my mind would have answers. With a mix of hope and anxiety tightening in my chest, I stepped onto the escalator and let it carry me down toward the moment I’d been waiting for.

As I made my way forward, I saw the faces and motion, but the moment I spotted her, the rest of the world fell away. Chelsea stood near the baggage carousel, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her brown eyes scanning the crowd. She looked almost the same as I remembered, and yet something about her felt different, like a melody played in a slightly different key.

I stepped forward, my heart racing. She spotted me and smiled, a small, tentative curve of her lips that sent a rush of warmth through me. I quickened my pace, weaving through the throng of travelers until I was standing in front of her. For a moment, we just looked at each other, the air between us heavy with unspoken words.

“Hi, James,” she said softly, her voice barely audible over the noise of the terminal. James…not the other name…not my new name.

“Hi, Chelsea,” I replied, my throat dry. I itched to say more, to tell her how much I’d missed her, how seeing her now felt like a dream. But the words wouldn’t come.

I hesitated, unsure of what to do next. A kiss felt too presumptuous, too bold. She didn’t lean in either, her posture as guarded as mine. Finally, I took a step closer and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her into a hug. She felt warm and solid against me, her arms looping around my back in return. For a few seconds, we just held each other, the din of the airport fading into the background.

When we pulled apart, she looked up at me, her expression unreadable. “Thanks for coming to get me. It’s been a long day.”

“Of course,” I said quickly. “Are you ready to go?”

She nodded. “Yeah. Let’s get out of here.”

We walked side by side to the parking garage, her suitcase trailing behind us. I wanted to ask her a hundred questions, to fill the silence with something meaningful, but I couldn’t seem to find the right words. Instead, we exchanged polite comments about the weather and the flight until we reached my car.

The drive to her hotel was both too short and agonizingly long. She sat in the passenger seat, her hands folded in her lap, her gaze fixed out the window. I stole glances at her whenever I thought I could get away with it, my mind racing with questions I didn’t dare ask. What did this mean for us? What would happen when we reached her hotel room? Would she invite me in, or would this night end with a simple goodbye?

“How was the last year for you?” I asked finally, my voice breaking the silence.

She turned to look at me, her expression thoughtful. “It was…different,” she said after a moment. “Good, in some ways. Hard, in others. I missed home. I missed…a lot of things.”

“Did you get to do everything you wanted?” I asked, keeping my tone casual even as my heart hammered in my chest.

“Most of it,” she said. “But it wasn’t always easy. Being away makes you think about things differently, you know?”

I nodded, though I wasn’t entirely sure what she meant. “Yeah. I can imagine.”

“How about you?” she asked, her gaze shifting to me. “How was your year?”

“It was okay,” I said, shrugging. “Work kept me busy. I tried to…stay distracted, I guess.”

She smiled faintly. “That’s one way to get through it.”

“Yeah,” I said, my hands tightening on the steering wheel. There was so much more I wanted to say, but the words caught in my throat. Instead, I focused on the road, the headlights cutting through the darkness.

After a pause, she spoke again. “I didn’t date anyone else,” she said, her voice quiet but steady. “In case you were wondering.”

The statement hung in the air between us, heavy and significant. I glanced at her, my chest tightening at the earnest look on her face. “I wasn’t sure if I should ask,” I admitted.

“Well, now you know,” she said, turning her gaze back to the window. “What about you?”

“I didn’t either,” I said quickly. “It didn’t feel right.”

She nodded, her lips curving into a small smile. “Good.”

We fell into silence again, but it felt less heavy this time, as if her words had lightened the air between us. The hotel came into view a few minutes later, its neon sign casting a soft glow over the parking lot. I pulled into a space and cut the engine, the sudden quiet inside the car almost deafening.

She unbuckled her seatbelt and turned to me, her expression unreadable. “Thanks for the ride, James. I really appreciate it.”

“Of course,” I said, my voice steady despite the turmoil in my chest. “Do you need help with your bags?”

“Yes, please,” she said.

I wondered if that was some kind of signal. Maybe. Maybe not. Either way, I got out with her, and I grabbed her bags and followed as she strode ahead toward the check-in desk. I followed after and felt like her servant…

…It felt good.

We were at her hotel room, and I was carrying her bags. I lowered them gently near the door, and I turned back to her. All at once, I knew what I had to ask. I hated those words even as they floated at the back of my throat, but I pushed them out because I wanted to be a good guy and a good friend. "I guess that was a long flight, and you probably want time to rest?"

"That makes sense," she said. She had walked into the hotel room first, and now she was over by the nightstand. She plugged in her phone, and then she turned back to me. I saw her dark eyes, her brown hair, and she tilted her head to the side, only she wasn't smiling. "Or..."

"Or?" I asked as that tickle of hope shot through me.

"Do you see that little pink backpack right there?" It was seated on her larger suitcase.

"Yes?"

"Go into to the bathroom, and show me what you can do, James." She used my real name. But if I was lucky and if I was right, I would be using another designation soon enough. My nostrils flared, and I nodded quickly. I turned, and I disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door behind me. I grabbed that pink backpack and unzipped it, I didn't know exactly what I was supposed to find. I wasn't sure exactly what she had in mind. On top, I found the black, leather collar. Then there was a dark red blouse, a little tie, a skirt, tights, panties, another training bra, and a set of handcuffs.

At the very bottom of the bag, I also found a small container of makeup. It had been almost a year since I put anything like this on. I wasn't sure if I even knew how to do it any longer. Part of me wanted to call out to her and to ask her to do it.

Instead, she expected me to present myself.

Exhaling slowly, I nodded to myself.

I can do this. I could do this because she asked, and I wanted to make her feel good. I wasn't going to risk disappointing that girl. She was amazing, and I would do whatever it took to please her. Those thoughts rolled through my head as I quickly stripped, pulling off my shoes and socks, pants, underwear, and shirt. Soon enough, I was naked. Then I got dressed. I picked up the panties, and something else fell out of the bag.

I saw the small box with the chastity cage.

She expected me to put this on, I realized. It was part of my uniform.

If I put on this chastity cage again, I would be giving her command over my body...just like before.

I hesitated just long enough to examine the cage, to consider the different components, and to slide it into place. Granted, this required me to lift my head and close my eyes and exhale slowly as I tried to get my body under control. Little by little, my member softened. Somehow, I didn't think it was going to be that easy. Maybe, on some visceral level, I understood that her pleasure became more important. I had to focus on Chelsea and making her happy. Most of all, I didn't want to keep her waiting.

I slipped the chastity cage into place, locking the tube with the small padlock. When I heard that click, I quickly looked around at the bathroom for the key. I didn't find it.

She had it.

That reality hit me right away. From there, I pulled on the panties, the tights, and I slipped into the training bra. I could feel the straps against my shoulders and down beneath my arms. It was strange to have this on again. I pulled on the blouse, I tied the bow around my neck and just underneath the shirt's collar. From there, I pulled on the skirt, and I leaned forward to apply my make up next. I did all of this as quickly as I could. Simultaneously, I tried to take my time and to get everything right. I didn't want to mess up.

It had to be perfect for her.

Finally, I was almost done.

The collar was the final piece. I exhaled slowly, picked it up, pulled it around my neck, and secured the clasp. There. It was done. I turned around, and I considered the blush on my cheeks, the lipstick on my mouth, and the eyeshadow, just below my brows. I was really dressed like this again, and I exhaled before I stepped out of the bathroom.

Part of me expected to find Chelsea asleep. She had traveled today; more than that, she had dealt with a lot of stress.

Instead, I found her on her knees on the bed. She had her phone out, and then she glanced up. "My pretty little sissy slave!" She slipped off of the mattress, rushed over, and then she seemed to remember something. "You forgot one detail…"

"What's that?"

"No," she said. "I'm not going to tell you. I'm not going to make it that easy for you."

What had I forgotten?

I believed her. I had messed up something. One detail had slipped my mind, only I had done my makeup, I put on the uniform, and I presented myself to her. As her doll, I was ready for her to play with me however, she saw fit. Instead, she reached up and grabbed me by the ring on my collar. She pulled me over to the edge of the bed, and she whispered, "I was wondering if you were going to make this mistake. But it's okay, Jasmine. I know how forgetful you can be. Besides, you were probably just so excited that you couldn't help yourself. Is that it? Did my obedient little sissy slave get too excited?" That was when she slipped her hand underneath the skirt, and her knuckles rubbed along the soft fabric before she moved her hand down to my chastity cage. She squeezed. That wasn't the detail I had forgotten or missed. There was something else.

"Not bad," she said. "But I still think you need to be punished."

"Punished?" I squeaked out.

"I bought something just for you," she said. "Are you ready to get paddled?"

Paddled? The word sounded wrong, like we were supposed to be talking about boats or something. Only then, she pushed me down against the edge of the mattress, and I remained right there, my elbows bent, my fingers pushed to my palms, and my chin resting on the soft coverlet. Again and again, I tried to think of what I had done wrong or how I had messed up. I tried to come up with the right answer because I didn't want to disappoint her. One way or another, I needed to figure this out!

On some level, I desperately needed to ask what I had done wrong. I needed that clarification, only she wasn't going to give it. Instead, she turned away, and she said, "I love my obedient little sissy slave, and it's fun to have you here, but I expect you to wear everything I gave you. You forgot something." I heard it. The zipper opened as she went for a different piece of luggage. Then she came back, and I tilted my head, and I saw the paddle she held. She slapped it down against her palm. Long and wooden, polished and a shade of golden brown, it looked incredible.

But now, she put her hand on the back of my neck, she came up behind me, and then she touched the paddle to my buttocks. By now, she had already lifted my skirt, exposing the curves of my ass.

Right away, I told myself that the panties and tights would be enough to absorb most of the force. Even if she was serious about this, it wasn't really going to sting.

I was wrong!

She jerked the paddle into the air before swinging it down hard. The solid surface crashed against my backside. Despite the panties, and the tights, the pain still exploded along my nerves. My eyes widened, and I called out, "I'm sorry, Mistress!" The pain drilled into me, yet it felt right. I had messed up. Despite my best efforts, I had forgotten something.

She didn't acknowledge my apology. Instead, she struck again, bringing the paddle down just as hard as before. Another explosion of pain and surged through my skin. I locked my teeth together, gulped, and tried so hard to figure this out. I tried to understand what I had done wrong, and how I could make it up to her. I searched through the different details, and right when it felt like I was about to figure it out, she struck again!

With my vision blurred, I couldn't see the rest of the room. Then again, I didn't need to. As far as this young woman was concerned, I simply had to endure my punishment.

"Who do you belong to?" Chelsea demanded.

"You, Mistress! I belong to you!"

"If I want to tie you up or cuff your hands together, are you going to resist me?"

The cuffs!

Instantly, I remembered the handcuffs. They were still in the bathroom, sitting there at the bottom of the small bag she had given me.

"Go get them," she said.

Breathing a little faster, I jumped up. I rushed across the hotel room floor, went into the bathroom, and I snatched up the handcuffs. I could feel the cold steel against my fingertips, and then I returned to her. She took them from me. At first, I expected her to grab me again and maybe push me down on my knees. Perhaps from there, she would force my arms up. Instead, she put her hand on my shoulder, she leaned in, and she whispered, "I've been thinking about this a lot lately, especially on the flight." Practically purring now, she leaned in again, and she told me, "I get so wet when I think about you like this. I don't know what makes me want you so badly as my slave sissy, but I don't care either. This is who you are. This is where you belong. You should be mine. You should always be mine."

Uncertain of myself, I knew I could only say, "Yes, Mistress."

She forced me to turn around. With my back to her, I straightened my spine, and she pulled my arms behind me. Then I could feel the cuffs around my right wrist, followed by my left. She pushed them down, and I could hear the mechanisms lock into place. My heart kicked faster, and then it was done.

"Are you feeling helpless?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

"What are you wearing for me, Jasmine?"

When she used that name, I could feel my identity shift away. I could feel myself fall apart. I was no longer the competent and capable office worker. I wasn't an analyst, I didn't have a degree. My friends and family didn't respect me. If anything, the rest of the world faded away. Maybe her friends were busy having dinner at that moment. Or maybe they were on their couches and watching TV. But for my part, I was with this girl, and I couldn't worry about anything else.

"I'm wearing tights and panties, a training bra, and…"

"And?" Chelsea prompted me.

I bit down hard. "And I'm wearing a chastity cage and handcuffs and the collar."

"A chastity cage, handcuffs, and a collar," she reiterated. "Which one is the best for you? Which one puts you in the proper frame of mind? Which one makes you feel like you have to be a good and obedient little sissy slave for me?"

I tried to think about that; I genuinely did my best to respond with a good answer. "Yes, Mistress!" the words shot out onto the air.

"Good," she said. Chelsea reached up, and she stroked my cheek, the side of my face, my neck, and then she shoved me down onto the mattress. I bounced once, landing hard. I squirmed, doing my best to pull my arms out from behind my back. She straddled me, so now her knees pushed against my sides. She trapped me, yet I still continued to squirm for a few seconds.

Just as I stopped, Chelsea slowly shook her head from side to side. "No," she told me. "No, you are not going to stop right here. Keep going. Show me just how hard you can fight, sissy."

Sissy. She only used that word this time, yet I could still hear all of those other terms and ideas wrapped up within those paired syllables: obedient little sissy slave.

A nervous gulp dropped down my throat, and I peered up at that beautiful woman placed on top of me. She had her hands resting demurely on her thighs as she gazed down at me and waited. In fact, she told me, "Go on. Come on. Show me what you can do. Do your best. Do your very best for me."

The cold air ran across my teeth and up along the roof of my mouth as I started to struggle by her command. I kicked out with my feet, thinking maybe I could sit up. With my arms trapped behind me, however, I couldn't get the right angle or leverage. Despite my best efforts, I was trapped in there, like a turtle stuck on its back. I kept flashing my heels through the air, and I wanted to push down. Ridiculously, I tensed my fingers, as though I could knock both of us forward with nothing but my digits.

Nothing worked, yet I squirmed beneath her, and Chelsea laughed at me. The growing appreciation rippled across the air. At the same time, she still wore that coquettish smile as she watched me. She had her eyes locked on me, and they seemed to pin me down just as thoroughly as the weight of her body and the squeeze of her inner thighs.

"Try harder," she instructed.

Eyebrows tightened as I glared up at her, yet her smile only stretched wider, especially because she could read me. She knew what I was thinking, just as she understood how grateful I was for the chance to be back beneath her once again.

"I can't," I protested.

"Yes, you can," she told me. "I know you can. Go on. Do your best. Fight. Fight harder. Struggle. Show me what you can do, Jasmine." She laughed before she leaned down and whispered into my ear, "If you can get out from underneath me, maybe I will let you out of your chastity cage. Maybe I will gently touch you for a couple of hours. I can draw it out. I can make you beg. I can make you so excited. You know I can," she promised me.

Chelsea was right about all of this and so much more. I understood that with every fiber of my being. Even so, my heart kicked faster and faster. Fresh injections of adrenaline seemed to shoot along my veins.

"I will get out from underneath you," I promised her. "I swear, Mistress. I'm going to do this."

"I love your determination," she promised me. "But it's cute to watch you struggle. I love that look on your face, especially when you are trying so hard. You look like such a determined little girl."

I should have been insulted. Frustration flared through me, and I kicked out again, desperate to get some momentum going. Despite my best efforts, I still couldn't free myself. Trapped beneath this beautiful girl, I kept fighting. At the same time, I couldn't pull my arms out from behind me, which meant she had me, and I stayed captive, just the way she wanted.

"Go on," she said. "I mean, you are supposed to be a big, strong man, aren't you? Then again, we both know the truth, don't we?" The questions beat down against my psyche, reminding me again and again of the kind of power and authority this woman wielded. She was in charge. She owned me. I could feel it with every breath. Each time I inhaled, I could feel the pressure of the collar there around my neck, reminding me of what she had done.

Even though she had been gone for so long, Chelsea had enslaved me. She had shown me that I belonged to her, and it didn't matter how hard I thought. I could yank and twist as much as I liked. With her braced on top of me, I wasn't going anywhere. I couldn't get away!

"Poor little sissy slave," she said, laughing. "You want to get free so badly, but you can't. Nope. Sorry. Face it. You belong to me. Isn't that right?"

Finally, my strength failed completely, and I dropped down onto my back. I rested my head against it the soft sheets, and she was still on top of me, giggling and chortling. Then she touched her hand to my forehead, and she looked right down into my eyes. "Isn't that right?" Chelsea asked again.

"Yes, Mistress. It doesn't matter how hard I fight. I can't get away," I said.

"You like being dressed like this, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress!"

"And you want to service me, don't you?"

I almost licked my lips. Refusing to smudge my makeup, I looked up at her. I tried to meet her gaze; despite my best efforts, I couldn't do it. Instead, there was something so alluring and intoxicating about this woman. She was close to me, and I knew I had to give her whatever she wished. She was in charge; I belonged to her. All of those different details filtered into place. They settled upon me, holding me down.

"Yes, Mistress," I answered. Understanding that there couldn't be any other possibility, I let those words come out so quickly and easily.

"Good," she said. That was when she slid her head down, and she nuzzled the curve of my jaw. She sniffed and petted me with the tip of her nose as her lips brushed along my skin. Every second of contact sent fresh sparks of desperation racing all along my body.

She was powerful; she was unstoppable.

Chelsea could do whatever she wanted with me and to me, and I would be grateful for every second of her attention. I couldn't help myself!

Finally, she pulled back, she lifted her skirt, and she pulled down her tights, peeling away the fabric. At some point, she had already kicked off her shoes, not that I noticed. When she finished stripping, she was naked underneath her skirt. Even so, the thin fabric had fallen forward, giving her that veneer of modesty.

"Did you miss this?" Chelsea asked me.

"Yes, Mistress," I answered right away.

"Good," she said right before she slid forward, spread her legs, and pushed her crevice down against my mouth. "Lick," she commanded. "Show me what you can do." With her weight on her shins and her feet extended back, she leaned forward just a little bit and braced her hands against the wall in front of her. "Show me what you can do, Jasmine."

Like a good and obedient sissy slave, I surrendered to that subservient impulse. The spark of desire drove me to obey her even as I could feel the flood of desperation pulse between my legs. The plastic device kept me from enjoying an erection. I couldn't get hard! In fact, there was that frustrating and familiar sensation of captivity.

Within seconds, I breathed in, and I could already taste her excitement at the back of my throat. It felt like this phantom sensation, something warm and inviting and unyielding.

I gave her exactly what she wanted. I raised my head just a tiny bit, and I slid my tongue along her opening.

"I missed this too," she told me. That was the moment when she surprised me because she called out, "I have missed so much about you, Jasmine. I've missed being close to you. I’ve missed playing with you. I've missed talking to you. But I'm home now. I'm home now, and I can give you everything you need. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Mistress," I tried to say right as she rose up. I had that inch or two of space between us. It felt so good, so right. This was what I needed; this was who I needed to be.

"More," she said. That was when she pushed her slit right back down into position. I did just as she expected and demanded, I gave her everything I had. My tongue darted and danced along her body. With every flickering movement, she could revel in the heat and pleasure as it all coursed along her skin. "Give me more. Give me everything. Show me exactly what you can do. More!"

More. It was such an easy concept.

I raised my head, and I pleasured her just as she expected. I gave her the excitement she craved, the heat she demanded, and the pleasure she deserved. From one moment to the next, my heart kicked wildly in my chest as she shoved her hands and arms against the wall. Simultaneously, she rode my face.

"Yes. Just like that. Yes! More!"

Then she jerked away. Panting, she slipped off of my face, and she looked back at me. My lips shined with her excitement. "That was good," she said. "That was very good. I'm very proud of you, Jasmine."

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress," I answered.

Then she surprised me.

She slipped down between my legs, and I raised my knees. I kept my legs parted. She lifted my skirt, tugged down my tights, and revealed my imprisoned shaft. Then she pulled out the key. She held it up in front of me, letting it dangle from that thin chain for the next few seconds. "What does my little sissy slave want? What does my little sissy slave need?"

"I need to obey. I need to do whatever you want. I have to do whatever you say!"

Face flushed, she grinned down at me, and then she paused. Chelsea seemed to consider her position for the next few seconds. "Yes. Good. Now beg for the key. Beg for me to use it on you. Tell me how badly you want me to use this on you!" She didn't raise her voice, yet the ferocity seemed to ring along every word.

"Please…" I tried again, knowing that wasn't good enough. "Please! Please, Mistress. Please, use the key! Please, I can't take this! I can't!"

"Of course, you can," she reassured me.

My stomach dropped.

"But don't worry," she reassured me. "You don't have to."

I only understood when she freed my shaft. She slid the key into position, and the lock popped open just seconds later. Part of me wanted to rejoice, only I couldn't, not with my hands still cuffed behind my back.

Taking her time, Chelsea grinned down at me with this ferocious expression on her face. She removed the pieces of the cage slowly, taking her time and enjoying herself. She must have been able to read the abject need written across my face. "Please, Mistress. Please, don't stop! Please, this is driving me crazy!"

"I know," she said with a vindictive smile.

Then she reached down, and she stroked my balls with her left hand. With her right, she slid her fingers around my length, and she squeezed. Her hands moved and slid along my sensitive flesh, delivering one jolting sensation of pleasure after another. I wanted this so badly! I needed it! She was laughing at me and enjoying the frustration playing across my features because she could. She had everything she wanted, and I remained utterly trapped in front of her.

"Poor dolly," she said. "Poor little toy boy."

Again, I'd become her doll. I had become her plaything, and that was exactly where she wanted me. She enjoyed herself as I tried to kick out again, only then she surprised me. "On your stomach," she ordered.

Grabbing me by my arm, she pulled me up and rolled me onto my stomach.

Then she leaned down and whispered, "Don't you dare climax. Don't you dare climax right now." Chelsea turned those words into a threat and a command all at once.

Exhaling, I nodded even though I wasn't even sure if she could see me. My eyes clenched shut, I didn't know what to do. Then she stepped away.

Once she was off of the bed, I wasn't sure what was going to happen; I didn't know what she had in mind. It took extra effort, but I managed to steady my breathing.

She was only gone for a few seconds. At least, that was how it felt to me. Only then, she stood to the left of the bed, and she ordered, "Look at me."

I turned my head. Then I saw her. She had pulled off her dress. Now she just wore her bra and a pair of panties. In the next second, however, I realized she wasn't wearing panties at all. That was some kind of harness, and I could see the dildo between her legs. She tilted her hips to the left, then the right. She giggled and called out, "What do you think?"

The dildo glistened. She had already lubricated it.

"What, what are you going to do?" I asked, my voice shaking.

"I'm going to fuck you!" Chelsea promised.

With my hands cuffed behind my back, I couldn't stop her.

I was on my stomach, and then she climbed up onto the bed. She aimed the fake shaft down toward my opening, and I didn't know what to do. My lungs seemed to tighten. My heart beat faster and faster. While the fear burned through my body, and I tried to call out, "Are you, are you sure you want to do this, Mistress? Are you sure this is necessary?" It sounded like I was going to negotiate with her.

I wasn't. I couldn't.

She was in charge.

She owned me.

And now, she didn't even bother to answer because she slid the tip of the shaft down between my buttocks. I could feel my cheeks spread as she pushed down, inch by inch. Little by little, she showed me that I couldn't resist her, nor could I fight her. Even when I clenched down, it didn't matter. She shoved into me, and I couldn't keep her out. Then she was laughing, and she said, "This is going to be how I make you come. You're going to be on your stomach, and you're going to take it like a girl."

"Yes, Mistress," I answered automatically.

She drew back, and maybe I started to exhale with relief. In the next instant, she shoved down again. My eyes widened.

"You don't have permission," she told me as she worked me. "You don't have permission to climax, not yet."

I knew exactly what she meant. I understood precisely what was happening. My eyes were wet, and I tried to hate this, only this young woman understood exactly how to stimulate me. She triggered these deep responses, and my body answered her call. Excitement flared through my skin, growing stronger and stronger with every moment. She had her hands on my shoulders, and she was riding me, shoving down, drawing back, again and again as the excitement roared across my flesh.

"Good," she said. "That's right. You know where you belong, don't you? You know exactly who you are. Yes, you do! You are mine, and I’m keeping you. You are mine, and I'm never going to let you get away again."

That was a promise, I instantly realized.

"Mistress? Please, let me be yours? Please, keep me. Please, keep me as your obedient slave!"

"Good," she answered, that single word, cutting across the air. "I will. I'm keeping you because you belong to me now. Face it, Jasmine. You belong to me, and I'm never letting you go!" As she made that promise, she pumped down, thrusting hard, drawing back, and pumping into me over and over again.

Then she stopped. She buried that dildo right between my butt cheeks. Even though I knew what was about to happen, I wasn't sure if I could really lose myself like this. I wasn't certain if I could give in. After all, I wasn't supposed to like this. I wasn't supposed to enjoy the rough thrust of that toy.

"Yes, Mistress!"

"Right now. Come for me right now!"

"Yes, Mistress!" I shouted out again!

In the next instant, she slammed into me, the rounded tip, penetrating me just like before. Only this time, I clenched down, and I savored that rush of completion and heat. I climaxed hard, pumping and pumping the mattress beneath me. Waves of passion and sensation crashed down against my skin, all while she was laughing.

I grunted and whimpered and moaned. I made all of these adorable little sounds for her as her laughter continued to ripple out onto the air. She jerked back, and she grabbed my ass, her fingers squeezing down.

It felt so good.

Spent and exhausted, I collapsed once again, and she pulled me onto my back. Then she wiped me down, and she locked me back up. I didn't even think about arguing with her. I was going to behave myself. I would be anything and everything she wanted.

She kissed the tip of my nose, and she said just one word, "Forever. I'm keeping you forever."

This time, it was my turn to smile.

The End
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Check out my other stories here.
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