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Wedding Night Obedience

I don't think her feminism had anything to do with our wedding night. That's the part that would probably confuse most people. If my friends found out about our wedding night, they would assume her politics made it all happen.

It's true. Emma is an ardent feminist. On our first date, she asked me how I felt about gender dynamics. We were out bowling, so I could hear the crashes of balls slamming into pins.

Her question caught me off guard. To be honest, I figured that we were going to talk about the classes we were taking, our friends, maybe our plans after college. I never imagined that this gorgeous girl who actually said yes to me would start off the date with something so dramatic.

"I'm not sure," I told her.

Emma smiled at me. In no uncertain terms, she explained her vision of feminism. It wasn't about hating men or insisting that every problem is caused by sexism. On the contrary, her vision of feminism was pretty straightforward.

Women are people. They are the subjects of their own lives.

She literally used those two sentences with me. I still remember them. At the same time, I watched her speak, and I was nervous, suddenly feeling like this was going to turn into an argument. Simultaneously, I could feel her eyes on me.

She was waiting for a fight.

Instead, I offered her a question. "What does that mean? What does that mean to you?"

She blinked once or twice, apparently considering my question.

"It's pretty straightforward, I guess. Usually, when we think of portrayals of women, they are objects. That doesn't mean they aren't strong or powerful or sexy or whatever, but they are always defined in relation to a man. Even most female superheroes, so much of who and what they are depends on a male audience, a male perspective. I don't think that's fair."

"Women don't need men?"

"Men need women, and women need men," Emily responded. "But here's the thing. When we talk about women, they usually exist in relation to men. Men can exist on their own. That's not fair."

"So that's the subject part, right?" To be honest, I wasn't really thinking through her politics or political ideologies. Why would I? I was just out with this hot girl.

Then again, I had never been on a date with someone like Emma. She was lovely, absolutely stunning with her dark brown hair, her bright blue eyes, and the way she wore her makeup. Her lipstick, the light, and I could tell that she had on just a little bit of blush. She was the kind of girl who could put on makeup and make it look natural. So many women have to try hard to be sexy, not Emma.

"That's right," she said. "And the other half should be self-explanatory, I hope. Women are people. That means they get the same treatment as everyone else. They get the same rights and responsibilities."

"Cool."

That's how I answered, and it seemed to satisfy her.

We finished our date. We kissed on the porch to her house. After that, we started dating regularly, and she met my friends while I met hers. Of course, there were a couple of arguments. Some of the guys I like to hang out with argued with her. They fought about politics. I don't know who brought it up.

It didn't really matter.

That's probably one reason why my friends would automatically assume that our wedding night, and what happened during those hours after we made it back to our hotel, took place because of her beliefs.

That's not true.

Emma is a feminist, but she something else as well.

Power-hungry. Domineering. She is the kind of woman who craves control.

I asked her about this once, and she told me, quite frankly, that this instinct has always been within her. As a little girl, she couldn't imagine pretending to be the Princess, not unless she could put on a pink dress, makeup, and carry a giant sword. She wasn't going to wait for a prince, nor would she ask for someone to save her. She wanted to be a Princess, but only because that meant she would attain political power. She would be the one who led the army.

I loved that about her.

"Last chance to back out," she said to me on the night before our wedding.

"Never," I promised. At the same time, my heart was pounding.

I could probably handle the actual ceremony. That wouldn't be a big deal. But what about the rest of it? What about our wedding night?

Emma explained to me what she wanted.

She was very clear. "I want you. I want you to submit yourself to me. I want to claim you on our wedding night, Joshua. I want to be able to hold you down, to scratch you, to tie you up, to play with you. I want to make you mine."

As she said those words, her voice was taut with expectation. Yes, she came off as utterly confident, but I had been dating her for several years, plus our engagement. I knew she was nervous. How many guys would be able to tolerate what she wanted from me?

"I understand," I told her.

"I think you do. I'm just not sure."

I kissed her. I told her I loved her. I told her I would be anything and everything I could to make her happy.

She stroked my cheek, and we kissed before I headed back to sleep over at my brother's place. I wasn't supposed to see her again until the wedding.

The ceremony was lovely, exactly what Emma wanted. Her friends cried, especially when we said our vows to each other. I'm not much of a poet or anything, but I spent weeks, if not actual months, thinking about what I would say in front of our friends and family.

And when I was done, it was her turn.

After that, we danced. We ate, we celebrated with our friends. Then we drove for a while, and we ended up at the hotel.

Of course, we had had sex by that point. I wasn't a virgin or anything, but Emma kept smiling at me. Her eyes glinted with something new, something I didn't know how to explain. Call it hunger.

She was a predator, eager to take her prey.

Me.

"Are you ready?" Emma asked once I carried our luggage into our hotel room. It was lovely, the honeymoon suite. There is the huge bed, an open space, a chair, a desk, and an adjoining room with another TV and couch. It even came with a small kitchen.

Emma snuck up on me. She put her hands on my waist as she leaned forward, whispering into my ear, "Are you ready?"

The adrenaline flashed through me, my fingertips tingling.

"Yes."

"I'm going to go wash up. You probably have about twenty minutes to get ready. You know what to do."

I did.

"I understand," I told her.

She reached down and pinched my ass. Emma headed back into the bathroom, she closed the door, and I heard it lock a few seconds later. Exhaling, I considered exactly what I was about to do, exactly what I was about to give her. I had already made my promises, so my hesitation didn't mean much.

Besides, I loved this girl. I would give her anything, including myself.

I went over to the luggage. Crouching down, I unzipped one of the bags. I pulled out a paddle, handcuffs, and my outfit.

Per her instructions, I set the outfit on the bed. When I was done, I pulled off my coat, my shirt, my pants, my socks and underwear. Everything. Soon I was naked. I walked over to the bathroom door, and I crouched down again, kneeling. I stared down at the floor, waiting.

At the same time, I was thinking, thinking about what Emma would do with me.

She explained her fantasies to me before. That's why I was nervous. I could feel every pulse of my heart as the heat reverberated through my skin. I probably should have been colder; I wasn't.

"Well, well," she said just as the door opened. Emma stood above me, naked. Her skin was damp, her hair wet and pulled back into a shimmering ponytail. A few stray droplets ran down her body.

"What do we have here?" Emma asked.

Slowly, I looked up. My eyes widened. Seeing her like this, from the spot on the floor, felt totally different. She was naked, and so was I.

"Head down," she ordered, casually touching her fingertips to the back of my skull and pushing my face back toward the carpet.

I didn't resist.

Emma strolled over to the bed. "Look at that. You have some lovely toys here. Oh, and this outfit? This is going to be so cute. You're going to look just like the flower girl."

Yes, it was true.

Theoretically, I wanted to speak, to talk to her. But what was I supposed to say? This woman was now my wife. For the night and maybe longer, she was going to become something else.

My owner.

She stopped at the edge of the bed, reaching down. First, she picked up the dress. It was large enough to fit me, though fairly snug, made for a feminine physique. "My oh my, you are going to look so adorable in this. I can't wait to see you prance around the hotel room. You know, I probably won't be able to take very many pictures. I'm going to get too excited."

I swallowed, uncertain of what I could say.

Should I have argued with her?

I didn't think it would make any difference. Emma was the dominant force in our relationship. And she wanted to make that official. As she had said, she intended to claim me.

For many years, women had felt as though they were helpless before the will of their boyfriends and husbands. Now, it seemed, it was my turn to experience that same helplessness.

After she finished examining the dress, Emma reached down and she picked up the panties. "These are going to be especially cute on you. I can't wait to see you in them." Those panties were pink, shiny, and they had little cotton frills all along the edges.

Frankly, they seemed like something a little girl would wear, not even an adult.

"When you're all dressed up, what's that going to make you again?" Emma asked, as though she could have possibly forgotten the right word.

No. My wife just wanted to tease me.

"When I'm all dressed up, I'm going to be your sissy husband."

"Sissy husband," she said, snapping her fingers. "That's right. You're going to be basically a little girl, and a means you belong to me, doesn't it?" She turned around, fast enough to swing her ponytail. "Doesn't it?"

"Yes. It does."

"I'm glad to hear it. Oh, and I'm glad you didn't lose your tights either." She held those up as well. They were almost sheer, except for a variety of little pink hearts that decorated the sides.

"You should probably get dressed Joshua."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Oh, I like to hear you say that. Say it again."

"Yes, Mistress. Whatever you say, Mistress." As those words tumbled out of my mouth, I couldn't help but wonder if my brother or any of my friends would ever respond to a woman in this way. Then again, it was also very possible that many of the guys I knew were dominated behind closed doors.

Either way, I tried not to think about it as I got dressed.

The first garment was obvious, the panties.

Emma tossed of them down onto the floor, and I picked them up. Remaining below her waistline, I pulled the panties up my legs. Then I felt them against my shaft. Emma smirked, especially as she saw my member twitch just once.

"Stand."

"Yes, Mistress," I said. Now I had on just a little bit of clothing while she was completely naked, but that didn't make any difference. The power dynamic was clear; I was the slave, and that made her the Mistress.

"You like that? Do you like wearing panties for me?"

"No," I said with a quick, timid shake of my head.

"Let's see about that," she said, reaching down. She stroked my balls, lightly gliding her fingertips along my scrotum. Even as she kept touching me, I shivered, my nipples hardening.

Obviously, I couldn't fight it, but her attention certainly triggered something within me. My cock started to harden, and that made her chuckle. "You shouldn't try to lie to me. They're going to be consequences for that later."

I looked up at her, hoping I could say something, but Emma just grabbed me, her fingers tightened against the hair just above the nape of my neck. She pulled me toward her, and she kissed me. It wasn't a smooth or gentle kiss; it was possessive, in control. She took me.

And when she finished, she let go. I stumbled back just as she nodded down toward the other garments. "What are you waiting for? Keep going."

Next, I picked up the tights, rolling them up and then sliding them along my legs. I blinked a couple of times as I did so, surprised at how feminine and girlish they made me look.

I worked out, so I looked reasonably decent. But now my legs seemed smooth, dainty, almost elfin.

My new wife picked up the dress, and she held it out for me.

"Are you sure this is what you want?" I asked, though I already knew the answer.

"Put it on," she commanded.

Reluctantly, I held the white dress in my hands, lifting it up for just one more second. It had the puffy outline of a flower girl. It was small. I was pretty sure that the flared hem of the skirt wouldn't reach past the top quarter point of my thighs.

When I glanced over at Emma again, I hoped to see some kind of hesitation, some kind of doubt. Instead, there was to only that hunger again. This was exactly what she craved, so I closed my eyes and I lifted up the skirt, pulling it over my head.

The material seemed voluminous at first. But then it tightened around the torso. I struggled for a few seconds, working hard to get my head through the neck hole. Next, I slipped my arms into the sleeves.

The shoulders were puffy, just as I expected. Then I looked to down at myself, and I could hear my wife as she stepped around me. She touched something near the small of my back, the zipper. She pinched it, lifting it up. I could only stand there helplessly as she zipped me into the dress.

"One thing that I love about little girl clothing is the fact that they always need help to get it on or off. You won’t be getting out of this dress, my dear, until I let you out."

It was true.

Without even thinking about it, I reached around, hoping to get a hold of the zipper. If I couldn't even touch that little, metal tab, I didn't stand a chance. I wouldn't be able to take the dress off.

The zipper tab was just below the base of my neck. It was almost as though someone had designed this thing to make it impossible for me to take it off.

I struggled for a few seconds, shifting my arms, all while Emma watched me.

"Stop," she finally ordered, apparently bored of this game.

I dropped my hands back to my sides.

"Very cute," she said. "But now, I want to see you do a little twirl for me."

Slowly, I spun around in a circle, shifting my feet. When I looked back at Emma, she was smiling. "Not bad," she allowed, "but I think you could do better."

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

"Faster." She said that word like it was a piece of advice, something to help me.

I gulped back of my embarrassment. There I was, a man wearing a little sissy dress. I started to turn around again, and I looked up. Braced against the far wall, there was a long, slender mirror. I was at just the right spot to see my reflection; Emma had been right. I looked exactly like a little flower girl from the neck down.

The dress was perfect, frilly, white, innocent. All I needed were a couple of ribbons in my hair, a little flower basket on my arm, and I could have walked down the aisle.

"Are you admiring yourself?" Emily asked me as I finished my spin. She came up to me, and she cupped my cheeks with the palms of her hands. Emma pushed my head back, and she started to kiss me again, her mouth possessively pressed against mine. She probed me with her tongue, teasing me. Then she pushed, shoving me back until I banged against the wall.

As she toyed with me, she reached under the dress. I could hear the taffeta shift and rustle. She found my panties, and she stroked my scrotum again, her fingers lightly gliding along my shaft.

The underwear felt lovely against my cock.

"Oh. You like that, don't you?"

Yes, I did.

"You aren't allowed an erection without my permission. Ask a very nicely."

It wasn't fair. She wasn't supposed to be able to tease me like that, but she did. Emma continued to stimulate me. Fully aware of what she was doing, she caressed her fingertips up and down my link.

"Please, can I have an erection? Please, Emma."

My eyes were closed, and I wasn't even really thinking about what I said. The words just trembled from my throat. But they were the wrong words.

Emma stepped back. She pulled her hand out from under my skirt. "Is that how you address your owner?"

Opening my eyes, I looked back up at my beautiful bride.

She was lovely with her dark hair and her blue eyes, her sharp features, her small nose. But at that moment, her lips hardened. I had done something wrong. I made a very, very serious mistake.

My erection began to subside, and Emma just clicked her tongue, grinning wickedly at me. "Obviously, you don't quite understand what's going on. It's probably because you had an erection without permission. You boys, you get all big and hard, and suddenly you think you can think for yourselves. Isn't that right?"

"I don't know," I confessed. Disoriented by the dress, an erection and her every word, I didn't want to make another mistake. I felt uncertain.

How often did girls feel nervous like this on their wedding night? How many little virgins didn't know what to expect?

I felt exactly like one of them.

Emma, she knew exactly what she wanted to do. She knew her own intentions. And even though we had talked about her fantasies and how she would take control, my brain still couldn't catch up.

"What, what you doing?"

"Obviously, you don't understand how a relationship works," Emma said, walking back over to the luggage. She crouched down, and I admired the firm contours of her ass. It was strange. I could be both aroused and scared at the same time. But that was precisely what this young woman could do to me.

"You think that a relationship is all about equality. It's not. There's always going to be one person who takes control. In some relationships, the power might jump back and forth depending on the circumstances. That's not how our relationship is going to work." She plucked something out of the luggage, and she turned around, showing it to me.

Shock slammed into me. My eyes widened immediately.

No. Not that.

Because I couldn't think of anything else to do, I followed my instincts. I dropped down onto my knees. "No, not that. Please, Mistress. You don't need to use something like that on me."

"Oh? Are you sure about that? You got excited without permission. And then you had the gall to go ahead and use my name even though you know that's not how you're supposed to address your owner. Isn't that right?"

I inhaled, thinking that I would argue with her, that I would contradict her. But then I stopped, realizing that to do so would be to prove her point for her. "Please, Mistress. You don't need to use that," I insisted. "I’ll be a good slave for you. I know my place. I know where I belong."

"Oh?" Emma raised an eyebrow. "And where is that? Where do you belong?"

"On my knees, at your feet, or wherever else you want me. I belong to you." I spoke those words slowly, carefully. I needed her to understand that I really did mean each and every one of them.

And yet, she didn't seem to be impressed. Naked, she circled me like a wild animal.

"You know, boys are fascinating creatures. I really do think that they try to derive so much of their power from their penises. Take that away, lock it up, and then you can see what a boy really is. So that's what I'm going to do with you, boy."

She waited, perhaps testing me.

Because I knew the correct answer, I gave it to her. "Yes, Mistress." That was what she wished to hear from me. Even as those words left my lips, however, I could feel something inside of me begin to shrink with worry.

"Get on the bed. Spread your arms and legs."

"Yes, Mistress." Hearing the dress rustle around me all over again, I climbed back up onto my feet. I pulled myself onto the bed, only to fall down onto my back. I spread my arms and legs, staring up toward the ceiling. At that moment, I really did feel like some hapless little bride, a young sissy getting ready to be taken.

For her part, Emma took her time. She opened the box slowly. She took out each piece, setting them down right there on my chest. She placed them carefully, like she wanted to make sure she wouldn't lose anything. "Don't move. If you do, and if I lose one of these pieces, I will be very cross with you."

"Yes, Mistress." There wasn't anything I could do besides agree with her.

"Once I put this on you, you're not going to be able to have any erections without permission. You are not going to be able to have any orgasms unless I say so. How do you feel about that?"

"It's embarrassing, Mistress," I told her.

Emma leaned down slowly, moving along my body. She almost seemed to glide until she was right there in front of me, touching the tips of our noses. "Good." She grazed my nose with the edges of her teeth before sliding back. She grabbed of the main tube of the chastity cage.

It was really just a plastic lock, something designed to keep my penis pointed downward. That solid, industrial plastic would make sure that my excitement would not be able to manifest it, not unless she decided to let me out.

Emma took her time, taking my shaft in her hand. At that point, I knew that I would really be in trouble if I became excited again, so despite that physical contact, I had to remain calm.

Breathe in. Breathe out. Breathe in. Breathe out. It should have been easy, but she was right there, naked. I didn't risk closing my eyes. If I had, I probably would have started fantasizing.

Instead, I stared up toward the ceiling, doing my best to memorize the texture, the color, all of it. Every detail helped me focus even as my heart pounded away in my chest.

"You're doing a very good job," she said. Unfortunately for me, I couldn't block out the sound of her voice. Seductive and sultry, she  frustrated me with a different kind of temptation. There were some things, anything she could say to me, so many promises she could make.

Only she wouldn't.

This was about Emma and her pleasure, the satisfaction she could derive from playing with me.

My bride slid my shaft into that plastic tube. After that, she brought a large ring up around the base of my scrotum, locking it on to the tube. After that, she secured it all together with a small padlock. I heard the click. I could feel the key's teeth as she pulled it free.

"Close your eyes," she ordered, and I obeyed.

I could hear her footsteps as she padded back through the hotel room. I didn't know what she was doing, not exactly. But then she came back and told me to open my eyes. I obeyed her, grateful to see her smiling face. "I had the key, so now you aren’t getting out of chastity until you satisfy me. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress. I understand."

"I'm glad. That reminds me. We're going to be here on vacation for a little while, so you should probably go ahead and put away all of my clothes."

Right away, I started to move, rolling off of the bed. It felt strange walking while wearing a chastity device. The extra weight was different, touching down on my genitals.

There was a different sensation as well, something that struck me as far more emotional. I glanced down at my cock, only to see it through the transparent plastic. This was very different. Throughout my life, I had always been in charge of my manhood. That was no longer the case. As I took a step, the lock clinked against the plastic.

"Oh, sissy, don't forget to put your panties back on," Emma called out to me.

Obediently, I turned around, and she tossed me the underwear. I pulled the panties up along my legs. The lock wouldn't clink anymore, but I couldn't feel the soft satin against my shaft either.

"Good sissy," she commented, watching as I trudged over to the luggage.

I opened the second, larger bag. I crouched down at first as I considered how to do this. Crouching, it turned out, was a bad idea. Emma snapped her fingers. "No. Bend over."

I didn't want to do it. I didn't want her to see my panties.

But, like a good little sissy, I bent over, reaching down into the bag.

"Lovely," she announced.

Blushing, I pulled out her dress, her pants, her shirts, everything she would need.

Emma watched me, perched on the corner of the bed, her legs crossed. She was naked, only she didn't seem to mind. After all, she could be completely nude, but I was the one dressed like a pretty little flower girl.

I kept my head down for the most part, doing my best to pretend that my new wife wasn't studying me.

Of course, the clothing felt completely alien. The puffy skirt swished along my thighs, and the bodice was tight around my waist.

Garment by garment, I put her clothing away until the luggage was empty.

Emma pointed down to the floor. "Kneel."

I complied without question, knowing that anything else would be a mistake.

"Now, we need to punish you."

"What? Why?"

"Did my silly sissy forget? You used my name. That wasn't appropriate. Sure, you can use my name when we are out with our friends or something, but here? On our wedding night? Oh no. That's completely inappropriate. You need to be deferential and obedient."

I gulped, wondering what I could do to avoid the punishment. Instead, I did something monumentally stupid. "But you put me in chastity? Isn't that enough of a punishment?"

She threw her head back and laughed. The sound filled our hotel room. All the while, I kept blushing, my cheeks hot as she mocked me with every breath.

"Silly, silly sissy."

By silly, she meant stupid. As far she was concerned, I was just a dumb boy. She had me, and she needed to educate me.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Go fetch my red dress."

"Yes, Mistress."

I scurried over to the closet where I had deposited her red dress only a few seconds before. I pulled it down off of the hangar, and I brought it back to her. The material was just a little bit coarse. The texture conveyed a sense of strength, one that I couldn't possibly emulate, not while I was wearing a little white dress.

"Good  sissy," she said, taking the dress from me. After that, she patted me on the head. I glared back at her, hating the way she could mock me and tease me without any kind of repercussion.

Taking a step back, she started to get dressed, pulling her new outfit up and over her shoulders. It was snug, strapless. It highlighted the contours of her waist. It accentuated her cleavage as well, making my cock strain in its cage.

Emma didn't say anything about teasing me, yet she wiggled her hips from side to side, clearly enjoying her newfound authority. More than that, she liked showing off.

"How do I look?" Emma slipped off of the bed, and she did a quick spin.

Drinking in the sight of my wife, I admired everything about her. She was beyond lovely, beyond sexy. This girl was perfect, so perfect that I would let her do anything to me.

"Let's get started with your punishment." Emma strode over to me, she grabbed me by my neck, and she shoved me down against the mattress. Bent over the bed, I could hardly understand what was happening.

She grabbed the paddle, and that's when she touched the cool, wooden flatness to my skin.

"I want you to know that this is going to sting, but that's okay. I'm your owner now, aren't I?"

It took me a second to choke out the words, but I told my wife what she expected to hear. "Yes, Mistress. You're my owner now, so you can punish me however you see fit."

While my heart pounded with nervous anticipation, I could imagine a spike in her blood pressure out of sheer exhilaration. This was fun for her, after all, a game to be played with her new toy.

Emma once told me that she thought that men had been in charge way too long. Throughout society and much of history, men had been able to take control whenever they wished.

In that bedroom, a female would wield tyrannical authority. Her hapless husband would be forced to endure whatever she imagined.

That started with a sissy dress. It continued with the paddling. Emma pulled the paddle back, raising a high into the air. At first, I flinched, tensing, shutting my eyes.

That's when I heard her laugh again.

"What? Did you think I was going to start spanking you right away? I want to hear you beg for it first."

Could I do it? Could I beg?

Yes.

I could do it because I didn't have any choice.

My mouth went dry, but I started to speak anyway. I forced myself to make those sounds, to talk and to say what she expected from me.

"Please, Mistress, I need to be paddled. I've been a bad slave. I've been a disobedient sissy. Please, please paddle me. Please, I need you to correct me. I need you to remind me what happens when I disobey."

Emma brought the paddle down. Hard. She swung it with all the force she could muster. It slammed into my body, sending this wave of pain shooting through me. Everything disappeared for a second through the haze of that hot, stinging agony.

"Okay, sissy. I'm going to punish you because you beg to so prettily."

I inhaled, filling my lungs, bracing myself. I told myself that I could handle this, that I could deal with a paddling. I was an adult. This was a punishment for children. Those thoughts came easily, but then the paddle struck again, sending this whooping boom through the room.

Fighting to keep my eyes dry, I didn't want to whimper or beg, not on my own. Pleading with her because she demanded it was one thing. Bleating like a wounded animal on my own was something else entirely. Maybe she put me in chastity; maybe she took away my independence, but I still needed to think of myself as a man. Some small part of me still flickered with defiance.

And yet, she struck again and again, the paddle flying down. I could hear it cut through the air. It wasn't aerodynamic in the least, but that didn't make any difference, not to Emma. She knew how to use that implement. So she punished me. She made sure that it stung over and over again until my eyes were wet, the tears threatening to escape from the corners of my eyes.

"Silly, silly sissy. You really did think that you could disobey me, didn't you? You thought you could be disrespectful." She clicked her tongue one, two, three times.

Then she resumed the paddling.

"Nope. No minute inappropriate behavior for you. You don't get to misbehave because you belong to me. Isn't that right?"

Finally, she asked me a question. My answer burst from my mouth. "Yes!" I turned that word into a promise. "Yes, Mistress! I belong to you. I will never misbehave again. I'm so, so sorry I messed up. I know you're my Mistress now. I belong to you."

"And that reminds me. There's something you need to say. Get down on your hands and knees. Kiss my feet."

She was still barefoot, but I had no problem slipping off of the bed. My thighs and buttocks burned, practically glowing after that paddling, yet I still obeyed. I soon found myself on all fours, braced before her.

I kissed her feet, pressing my lips to her toes. As I did so, I had to wait, wondering what she would tell me next. Emma probably saw this as a process of education. She was just teaching me how to behave, showing me what it would mean to be her husband. Especially behind closed doors, this was how she could order me to dress.

Tonight was about more than just claiming me. It was about training me.

For some reason, that thought made my cock twitch in its cage. It didn't do any good, not while I was locked up.

"Today, I was really generous with you, wasn't I?"

"Mistress, I don't understand." I made that point between the kisses placed on her toes.

"It's okay. I'm sure you don't understand. So think of it this way. You said your vows, and I let you write your own, didn't I? I never forced you to say anything more traditional." Traditional? What was that supposed to mean?

"I, I don't understand, Mistress." Like a good sissy, I continued to kiss her toes and her feet. Down on my hands and knees, I showed her my abject subjugation.

Because of that, Emma really wasn't in any rush. She took her time with me, savoring her stance over me.

"Lots of women don't like traditional vows. There is one phrase in particular that offends them. Can you guess what that is?"

"They don't like to promise to honor and obey their husbands," I said, speaking those words slowly.

"No, they don't. They find it degrading. After all, that particular promise really does hearken back to a time when women didn't have any rights. But aren't you lucky? I didn't force you to say that in front of all of your friends and family."

"Thank you, Mistress."

"Don't thank me yet. You're going to say those words right now."

Because I didn't know exactly how to do it, I kept kissing her feet.

She crouched down, lowering herself until she could reach the underside of my chin with one finger. She lifted my gaze, forcing me to look back at her. "Is there a vow you'd like to make right now?"

Swallowing back my trepidation, I knew what she wanted me to say. My eyes flickered wider, my lips hardened together, and my throat clenched.

Emma smiled down at me, beatific and condescending all at the same time. "Go ahead," she said, coaxing me.

"Mistress, I promise to honor and obey you. I promise to be a good husband who always remembers his place. No matter what we do, I'll always remember that I belong to you. I am your slave, Mistress. I will honor and obey you." I said that last part twice, but Emma just giggled. Through most of the night, she had been so serious with me. At this point, she clapped her hands together as she hopped up and down.

That giddiness only last for a few seconds before she spun around and went to the luggage.

"I think someone deserves a very special treat."

I already put away all of her clothes. That meant there was only one item she could be interested in. When Emma first bought the strap-on dildo, she said it was a joke. When she packed it, she told me she probably wouldn't use it.

Like an idiot, I had believed her both times.

But now, she hitched up her skirt, and she pulled on that special harness. From there, she plucked out the dildo. It was relatively small, but my ass still puckered at the thought of having that inside of me.

Opening my mouth, I inhaled. I was ready to beg her, to tell her that yes, she was my Mistress, and yes, I was her obedient husband, but I wasn't a girl. She couldn't possibly want to penetrate me. She couldn't do this.

That small flicker of defiance reached to life, bright inside of my chest. I could feel the heat cascade through my body.

But then she turned around, and she stood above me.

"Yes, you're going to honor and obey me as my little sissy husband. Open your mouth. I want to see you suck my cock."

My lips parted, my mouth dropping open because I really didn't know what to say or how to respond. Emma grabbed me by my hair, forcing my face forward even as she thrust her hips toward my mouth.

Before I knew it, the dildo pushed up against my lips, sliding in. I didn't have any choice. I tried to turn my head away, only Emma yanked on my hair, sending a painful spasm into my scalp and down the back of my neck.

"Suck. Suck like a good little sissy. We both know you can do it."

I could...because I didn't have any choice.

The dildo's chemical flavor buzzed against my taste buds. At first, I didn't know what to do. My mind blanked. I was struggling, trying to understand what was happening to me.

Then I made a mistake. I looked up. I still had the implement in my mouth, but our eyes met. Emma smirked down at me, clearly enjoying my discomfiture. She liked the way I blushed, the way that I tentatively tried to shake my head from side to side. I was begging her, pleading without making a sound, and she knew it.

My wife decided to pull back and thrust forward again. My throat clenched, my eyes watered, all while my gag reflex kicked in. I tried to fight it off. Somehow, I succeeded.

She pulled back again, and the relief was instantaneous.

"Let's go deeper," she said, still holding onto my hair. She bucked her hips forward, ramming the tip against the back of my throat. My eyes watered again, but I managed to maintain some equanimity this time.

That's why she patted me on the head. Even when I succeeded, avoiding something even more degrading, she took it as an opportunity to tease me. "Very good. That's right. You're a good little sissy, aren't you? You're my little pet sissy."

This time, I didn't try to shake my head or argue with her. Instead, I kept my lips wrapped around the dildo. I was doing exactly what she wanted, exactly what she expected from me.

"I'm very proud of you. Now, I'm going to stand still, and you're going to move your head. You're going to show me exactly what kind of cock sucker you can be. Do a good job. If you don't, I'm going to have to go back to the paddle. You don't want that, do you?"

I didn't.

That's why I started to lick and suck, just as she wanted. Obviously, she couldn't feel it, but when I tightened my lips around of the circumference and pushed forward, Emma could feel that extra tension up against her slit. Besides, this wasn't about physical pleasure. It was about the power she derived from having me on my knees, dressed this way, subservient.

"Very good," she said, turning those words into derisive mockery. "Look at you. Just a couple of hours ago, you were standing up in front of all of your friends and family, dressed so handsomely. I wonder what they would say now. What would your friends think?"

They would call me pathetic. They would say that I never should have allowed my wife to do this to me. But I didn't see any choice. Every time she spoke down to me, it seemed to wear away at my independence, my sense of freedom, the belief that I could be my own man.

Because at that moment, with my shaft locked away and the bodice tight against my sides, I knew my place.

I belonged at her feet, and doing whatever Emma expected of me.

Like a good sissy, I performed, sucking her dildo. I licked, sliding my tongue along the link. All the while, I bristled under the constant barrage of humiliation. Sometimes she stroked the top of my head like I was a beloved pet. At other points, she would slap me, prompting faster movements. Maybe she wanted me to use my tongue more. Maybe I needed to harden my lips.

"That's right. You're becoming a good little cock sucker."

Finally, she finished with me. She nudged me back, and then she looked down at me. Her expression haughty, she placed her hands against her hips.

"Get up on the bed."

What was she going to do?

That single question reverberated through my body, pounding to the same rhythm as my pulse. The adrenaline gripped me, making it very hard to think clearly. Then again, I didn't have way to prepare myself for this. When Emma first explained what she wanted, maybe I didn't believe her. Maybe I never imagined it could be so intense.

My body twitched with nervous energy, the kind of energy that makes it hard to stay still.

But that is precisely what I needed to do.

Down on my back, I spread my arms and legs as I gazed up toward the ceiling again.

"No, silly sissy. Roll over."

She made a little twirling motion with her fingers. Smiling, Emma nodded. Yes, she had something very particular in mind. I turned my head, watching her, wondering if she would change her mind. She didn't. She was practically vibrating with excitement, making her erect dildo and bob down and up.

"Now, sissy."

Like a good little pet, I rolled over onto my stomach, and I spread my arms and legs once again.

"Good girl."

She climbed onto the bed, straddling me. I shivered, wondering what was going to happen.

Emma didn't say anything to me, not at first. Instead, she grabbed the two sets of handcuffs. She locked one set around my right wrist, the other around my left. Then she attached them to the posts on the bed.

"Lovely," she told me. "I love knowing that you can't get away now, that you are all mine."

It was true.

These handcuffs weren't fake, nothing you could buy at a novelty adult store.

Instead, they were solid steel, each set designed to hold actual people. They didn't come with releases. Until my wife decided to use the key, I would be stuck here.

But one small detail gave me hope.

I was still wearing my panties.

For the first time, I was actually grateful. She couldn't actually use the dildo while I was wearing this underwear.

Emma quickly corrected the problem. She slipped down between my legs. She pulled back my skirt, and she grabbed onto my panties, her fingers clawing at the elastic waistband. Then she pulled in one quick motion.

"Look at this cute little ass hole. I think I'm going to have to take advantage, Joshua."

"Yes, Mistress. Whatever you say."

"Such a good little sissy." She stroked the back of my neck, running her fingers through my hair. Then she took a firm grip, and she lowered herself down. Positioned on top of me, I felt of the wet tip of the dildo just as she rested her weight against my body.

Because Emma had never done anything like this before, she took her time. She worked slowly, pushing downward. She didn't want to get lost or make any serious mistake.

At the same time, I probably should have been grateful for the fact that she gave my body the chance to adjust. She didn't simply ram the dildo into me. Yes, she was going to have sex with me. She was going to take me, but she would make sure it didn't hurt.

Not too much, anyway.

Inch by inch, she worked in the dildo down. At first, I tried to clench, to keep her out. It didn't matter.

Emma was insistent, using my own saliva as a lubricant as she pushed down, only to pull back up and thrust inward once again.

She was steady, taking her time. The rhythm wore me down. She got a little bit deeper with each pelvic thrust.

"That's right. Yes. It's okay. You can try to fight. It won't do any good, sissy. We both know that your holes belong to me now. Every inch of you belongs to me, so that means I can have sex with you whenever I want, doesn't it?"

When I didn't answer, she yanked on my hair.

A painful gasp was quickly followed with, "yes, Mistress!"

"That's right. You see, it's not so hard to answer your owner, is it?"

I tried to shake my head. I couldn't, not while she was still holding onto my hair.

"No, Mistress. I should always respond quickly."

"Yes, you should."

That's when she started to pump me a little bit harder, a little bit faster. She pushed it down with fresh vigor. The dildo rubbed up against her pussy, making her groan with ecstasy. Some of it came from the power she wielded over me. Some of that came from that pressure, the massaging against her girl parts.

"Tell me you like your dress."

"I like my dress."

"Tell me you enjoy being my sissy."

"I enjoy doing your sissy."

SMACK!

I didn't understand what happened at first, only then I felt it, that handprint outline of pain against my left butt cheek. She spanked me!

"No. You need to make me believe it. Tell me how much you love being my little sissy. Tell me all about what you think our future is going to be."

I was getting claimed by my wife, fucked like some little virgin girl on her wedding night.

Despite this, she wanted more from me.

And because I loved her and had to please her, I did my best. "I love being your sissy, Mistress," I said, my breathing shallow. That wouldn’t be good enough, so I kept going. "I love it when you talk down to me like I'm a little girl. I want to be a little flower girl. I want to be your little princess, your sissy, your slave. Use me. Take me. Claim me."

"I like that. I like that a lot," she said. She lifted up her hand again, the dildo still buried deep within my ass. I braced myself, imagining another spanking. Instead, she reached it down and she stroked my thigh, making me shiver.

"Should I let you out of your cage?"

"Yes, please!"

I couldn't explain it, but all of this turned me on. A storm of arousal rampaged through my body, raging second by second. I was humiliated, but I was also turned on like never before. I could feel those little droplets of excitement at the tip of my shaft as she pushed me down into the bed.

"Maybe," she said.

I gritted my teeth, fully aware that I wouldn't be able to do anything to make her change her mind one way or the other.

In fact, it seemed likely that Emma wouldn't give me an orgasm, if only because she liked keeping me in chastity, she liked having that power, she liked owning my orgasms.

"Please..." She was in charge, but I could still try one thing. "Please, Mistress. Please, use me. Show me that I'm your slave. Please, I love it when you're on top of me. I love being your little flower girl. I love being your sissy slave!"

That's when she started pushing against me, harder, faster, deeper. She showed me what she could do, thrusting down.

And that's when I heard it, that sharp gasp, the first breath of a scream. She cried out, savoring her orgasm. The pleasure must have been overwhelming. Emma never made any sound like that before.

She pulled back.

She grabbed my hair, pulling on my head.

"Say thank you."

I didn't know what I was supposed to be grateful for, so I gave her everything. "Thank you, Mistress!" I sputtered. "Thank you for training me. Thank you for owning me and marrying me. Thank you for turning me into your sissy slave! Thank you, thank you so much!"

The gratitude gushed out of me, and that's when she made her decision.

Emma grabbed the key to my handcuffs. She unlocked the wings attached to the bed, but only for a second, just long enough to roll me onto my back.

Then she cuffed me to the furniture all over again. But now I was looking upward, which felt like an improvement.

"I'm so wet. I want to feel your tongue, sissy," she said.

As she spoke, she glanced down at me, gauging my reaction.

Emma pulled off the harness and the dildo. She dropped both of them down onto the carpet as she lowered her pussy down toward my face. Eyes wide, I could only watch as she came toward me. My wife didn't ask for permission. She wasn't interested in what I had to say.

Instead, she just rubbed her slit up against my mouth. Without saying another word, I started to lick her. I slid my tongue over her crevice, penetrating her with the tip of my tongue.

Immediately, I felt her clitoris, swollen with desire. To be honest, I had never, ever felt her that aroused before. Her pussy was drenched, and her button was tight with desire. I licked her, swirling the tip of my tongue around her pussy.

Lapping at her like an eager dog, I gave her everything I had. My tongue and jaw started to ache, but I kept going. I didn't slow down, not until she finally threw herself off of me.

"Good, good sissy," she said, panting. But this was my wife we were talking about. And she wasn't quite done.

Although I closed my eyes, I could only wait, wondering what she would decide. Then I heard it, the click of the chastity cage.

"Our wedding night. You deserve a little something," she said. She pulled the tube off of my cock, causing my manhood to spring up instantly.

I'd ever been this hard before.

She stroked me, lightly gliding her fingertips from my scrotum to the tip of my erection. It was totally unnecessary.

Then she grabbed my shoulders and she lowered herself down, claiming me for the third time that night.

"You're going to be an obedient little slave, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress. Always, Mistress."

Emma took me again. She pushed down, sliding the tip of my shaft up against her opening. She enveloped me, her warm, wet heat tight against my shaft. Down and up, down and up, she used me, riding me like I was nothing but her sex toy.

Despite the shame, I was still panting out my gratitude. "Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, thank you for owning me, thank you for training me, thank you for making me into your sissy. I always want to be your sissy. I'm just your dumb boy. Thank you. Thank you so much!"

She rode me up and down, her fingernails pressing into my shoulders.

She wanted her third orgasm. She would have it.

"Can I come? Please, mistress, can I come?"

She leaned down, kissing me. That same possessive energy permeated her movements, the feel of her body down against mine.

She rode my shaft, breaking away as she arched her back. "Yes, come for me. Come for me, little sissy. Show me that your orgasms are mine!" She growled out the command, and I obliged, not that I had any choice. My shaft pulsated, throbbing as the ecstasy surged through me. I closed my eyes, clamping my lungs tight. I couldn't breathe, I couldn't think, I couldn't do anything except feel her body.

It came to an end, but I was twitching, exhausted.

I didn't do anything or try to argue when she put me back in chastity. She slid the tube back over my shaft. She locked it on. She went off to hide the key for the second time.

When my Mistress came back, she kissed to the tip of my nose. "There's my obedient sissy," she said to me. I couldn't disagree. I couldn't come close to any sort of defiance because I had been trained.

The End


Andi’s Obedience

Here's the thing. I thought I had a thorough grasp of how the world worked. I mean, I heard about things like feminism and gender dynamics and identity politics. But those controversies never seemed all that important to me.

As far as I was concerned, I could think faster than everyone else, so I could be aggressive. I could take charge of any room, and people would always listen to me because I was smart. My words would be perfect and articulate, sharp and incisive. I would cut through all of the bullshit, and people would recognize me as a leader.

For the most part, it even worked.

But then I ticked someone off.

Megan.

She was the leader of Omega Delta, a powerful sorority, not that I knew this at the time.

Frankly, when I thought of sororities, I pictured a bunch of girls running around in cute little dresses. Sure, they made for good eye candy, but that was about it. Aside from a gathering place for legs, tits, and asses, sororities didn't mean anything to me.

Then I took a class with Megan. It was a senior seminar. We were there to discuss public policy, and I said something about how women needed to get over sexism. They had to stop seeing it everywhere. My comment was something along the lines of, "Are you serious? Girls keep whining about how they are treated badly. They see bias and prejudice wherever they look. And as long as they do that, no one of consequence is ever going to take them seriously."

Megan sneered at me. She said some kind of retort, but I cut her off. "Look, you just need to calm down and smile more."

Her eyes blazed. She was so upset with me, but I hardly cared. The teacher wasn't interested in stopping me, and none of my classmates really wanted to listen to her.

Why would they? She was just some dumb blonde.

Yeah, she could be articulate and whatnot, but that didn't matter.

When people looked at her, they just saw a cute girl. No one imagined that she would have anything important to say.

I certainly didn't.

After class, I felt pretty good about myself. I walked back down the corridor, and Megan called out to me.

I stopped, and she strolled over. "Did you really believe all that stuff you said in there?"

"Yes," I said simply. "Look, you're cute and pretty and everything, but that's not good enough. If you want to be taken seriously, then you need to stand on your own two feet. You can't worry about what might be going through other people's heads."

"You're a jackass. You know that, right."

"And you're a bitch," I replied just as easily.

"No. I'm not. But you will be," she said.

Then she stomped off.

I raised an eyebrow, rather amused. Seriously, I could argue with anyone, and that girl was definitely not going to intimidate me.

I should have been scared. I should have realized that a girl like Megan would have connections all across the planet. Her sorority was powerful, with tendrils reaching into a variety of different research institutions.

That's why they had their plan, and that's why they needed a test subject.

Me.

I didn't know it at the time, but kissing Megan off was literally the worst mistake of my life. Up until that point, I had glided along on my own merits. Or at least, I figured they were my merits. I never imagined what my socioeconomic background, race, and gender gave me.

When I walked into a room, people took me seriously. Unlike Megan, I could just clear my throat or call out, and people would go quiet. When Megan tried to speak in front of the class, people would feel comfortable cutting her off.

It wasn't fair, but I didn't notice. Even if I had, I probably would have just shrugged, thinking that life isn't fair. There's no reason to really worry about it. If she got truly upset, she would learn to argue better.

Of course, if she had argued more eloquently, people would just refer to her as a bitch. They would have told her to calm down and smile, just as I had done.

Nothing like that occurred to me, however.

I went back to my apartment, I studied for a bit, I played around online, I took a shower, and then I went to bed.

To be honest, I don't know how they did it.

Did they have a locksmith with them? Or is there actually a girl in her sorority who knows how to pick locks? In any case, they got in.

They moved quietly, so I didn't even wake up until the door to my bedroom opened. I saw them, dark shapes and shadows.

The adrenaline shot through me.

"Grab him," said one of the girls. She sounded like a cartoon princess or maybe the voice that should accompany a toy doll. Either way, the other girls listened.

Dressed in dark clothing, they grabbed me.

At first, I shrugged one of them off, yanking my arm back.

I was going to try to punch her, thinking that this was some kind of home invasion, a burglary maybe. Then again, I was just a poor college guy, so it wasn't like they were going to find a lot of cash or jewelry or expensive electronics.

But the girls weren't interested in robbing me. At least, they weren't going to take any material possessions.

Oh no, they had their sights set on something far more important.

I managed to slip free of one of them. Just as I sat up, two more girls jumped onto the bed. Their hands went to my shoulders, thrusting me down onto the mattress.

One of the girls turned on the lights.

Bright illumination cut through my small bedroom, and I was blinded. They grabbed me, pushing my arms down against the mattress as well. With one or two girls on each of my limbs, I couldn't tear myself free.

Snarling, I tried to rip myself away from their pernicious grips.

Realizing it was futile, I settled down. "Who are you? What you want?" I found myself looking at a couple of different girls.

Up until this point, they had been smiling or giggling. It seemed incongruous, but that's what I remember.

Now they were looking back at each other, perhaps uncertain. They had to realize they were breaking the law, right?

It didn't matter.

This was college, and they were cute girls. They had money, power, and influence. Most importantly, however, they just looked innocent. These were the kind of girls who could smile or giggle and get out of trouble. None of them had probably ever received a speeding ticket.

None of those thoughts really occurred to me.

Grunting and growling, I tried to tear my way free of them.

I kept glancing up at the different girls. I saw a redhead holding down one of my legs. There was an Asian girl who gripped my left shoulder as she pushed down, determined to keep me from getting away.

The girls kept glancing over at one another.

This should have given me an advantage. Between my strength and their distraction, I should have been able to tear myself away from them. But it didn't work like that. There were just too many of these girls!

Trapped underneath them, I kept pulling.

And then I saw her.

Megan strolled into the room, her hands held behind her back. She was dressed like she was on her way to a job interview. Her hair was tied up into a neat bun, she was wearing black rimmed glasses, a dark skirt, and a lavender blouse. Taken together, she seemed both demure and competent.

"Andrew, Andrew, Andrew," she said shaking her head. "You should probably settle down. If you don't, this going to be a lot harder on you."

"What are you talking about?"

She smirked, taking a step closer toward my bed. "This is going to be hard for you to understand and accept, but things are changing here. You see, our sorority has been working on a special project. Well, we've been part of a special project. You don't need to worry your cute little head about the details."

"If you don't let me up right now, I'm going to make sure that you all go to prison!"

The girls giggled again. It was a chorus of feminine laughter.

I blushed brightly, hating the fact that I couldn't actually argue with them; there was nothing for me to say. For the moment anyway, they had the power and strength to enforce their will upon me.

As a guy, I wasn't used to this kind of frustration.

"You're so cute when you're wrong," Megan said. "Go ahead. Say something else. Show us just how dumb you can be. I mean, you're only proving that you're the perfect candidate for this program."

More than anything, I wanted to ask her about this "program." What the hell did that even mean?

After all, as far as I was concerned, this had to be a dumb prank. We were college students. They probably wanted to steal my boxers or something.

I was wrong. So wrong.

"Oh? You don't want to say anything else? That's okay. You're cute when you're quiet too." The girls kept laughing at me, so I tried to yank my arms away. For a second, it felt like I was going to get my right hand free. Then I could have jumped back onto my feet and clamored away.

But another one of the girls immediately pounced, holding my forearm down.

"Nope," said Megan. "You aren't going anywhere. Besides, you're going to be a lot happier this way."

"You still haven't told me what you're talking about!"

"Andrew, have you ever wondered what it would be like to be a different person?"

"I don't understand."

"Okay, let's use small words for you," she taunted. "You were born a guy. That's all well and good, but there were other possibilities. You could've been born to a different family in a different city or country. You could have been born smarter or dumber, taller or shorter. Or you could have been born a girl."

This sounded like some BS from a philosophy class. I didn't see the point, especially as she lectured me while her friends held me down.

"What's your point?"

"My point is that there are always possibilities. Things could have been different. They still can be."

"I don't understand."

"No, I didn't think you would. But that's okay. All you need to know is that we are going to use a very special machine. You're going to be the first test subject."

This sounded serious.

And then she pulled her hands from behind her back, and that's when I saw the bottle in one hand, the wet rag in the other. At first, I didn't know what she had.

Then a word occurred to me: chloroform.

No way.

There was no way a girl like this could do something like that to me. That's what I told myself, only Megan took one step forward. She came closer and closer to the foot of the bed. Then she climbed up on top of the mattress, and she walked right over to me.

She seemed to so tall, towering above me. Then she lowered herself down onto her knees, and she held the rag up near my nose. "It's okay to just need to take a nice deep breath. When you wake up, you will be somewhere else."

"No! You can't do this to me! Let me go. Let me up! Let me up right now!" I shouted.

Part of me kept thinking that maybe one of my neighbors would hear. Probably not.

Megan held the damp rag against my nose and mouth. Before I realized what I was doing, I inhaled, and this sweet, almost tangy aroma filled my nostrils. I imagined I could taste of this edge of something acidic along the contours of my tongue.

A heartbeat later, I tried to hold my breath. But it was too late.

I threw my head to the left, then the right. Megan was insistent, however. She wouldn't let go. There was nothing I could do, no way for me to dislodge the rag from my nose and mouth.

"Settle down. Calm down and relax. It'll be over soon," promised the college girl.

No!

I wasn't going to cooperate, only then the room started to spin. It felt like I was flying, then falling. The edges of my vision turned dark.

As the chemicals swam through my bloodstream, I started to lose consciousness. I fought. I fought hard! I grunted and growled, determined to hold on. I wasn't going to let a couple of college girls get me like this!

Then I passed out.

When I woke up, I could feel cold air along my feet, my legs, my genitals, everywhere. Slowly, I lifted my head, only to stab my eyes shut again. Everything was so bright. The walls were blank.

I tried to rub my eyes, but I couldn't. My arms met some kind of resistance, right around my wrists and elbows.

When I tried to move my feet, I experienced the same thing. Something held me back; something held me down.

Careful this time, I slowly cracked my eyelids open, and looked down along my body. I was naked. Every stitch of clothing was removed from my body. My fingers immediately pushed down into the palms of my hands. I wanted to hit something.

"I don't know who you are or what you think you're doing, but you're not going to get away with this. I swear, you'd better let me go right now!" I shouted. In front of me, there was a blank wall. It was the same thing to my left and right. For all I knew, there wasn't even a door into this room.

But no, that was crazy. There had to be some entrance and exit. It had to be behind me.

I looked up toward the ceiling, and I noticed some sort of opening. It reminded me a little bit of a gate or something. Maybe there was a trap door above me.

No one responded, so I checked my arms and legs. That's when I saw the straps. White and made from some kind of leather, they looked like something you might find in a mental hospital.

Oh hell no.

I wasn't going to put up with this. Determined to fight, I started rotating my wrists. I kept thinking that I might be able to just slip one hand free. That's all it would take. If I could use my fingers, then I could free myself and get the hell out of there.

It didn't work.

I was struggling for several minutes when the door opened again. I heard footsteps.

"Hey there," Megan said, flirtatiously whispering those words into my ear.

"Let me out of here!"

"No. I don't think so. In fact, I've been given permission to initiate the test."

"What are you talking about?" I asked, my voice loaded with trepidation. I didn't want to seem nervous in front of her, but it wasn't possible for me to maintain any sort of edge or confidence.

After all, this wasn't a college prank. No, this was serious. They kidnapped me. And now they took me to this place. What was it? A hospital?

"Andrew, you should feel special. This could be groundbreaking. Or it could go wrong in any number of ways. Who knows?" She shrugged, giggling maliciously.

Maybe she sensed the fear radiating from my body because she laughed even louder. "Oh, don't be such a wimp. I'm sure the scientists did everything correctly. I mean, all of the statistical models were perfect. At least, that's what they told me."

She walked around the bed to where I was strapped down. Standing just a few inches away, she smiled. "Remember, you asked for this. You didn't think that identity really mattered. You need this. It's going to be so good for you."

Megan was talking down at me. She didn't really want to hear anything I have to say. Even if I had spoken, she wasn't going to listen.

Still, I had to try. "Megan, I don't usually tell anyone this, but I saved up a pretty good chunk of money. If you let me go, you can have it."

"A bribe? Really?" This time, she didn't sound all that amused. "You really are just a dumb boy, aren't you?"

How was I supposed to respond to that?

Okay, if I couldn't negotiate with her, I decided to focus on my anger. I launched myself forward, and her eyes flickered wider for just a second. She took a step back, startled. Good.

"I swear, when I get up, I'm going to make sure you pay for this. I'm going to find you, and I'm going to make sure you regret ever doing anything like this to me."

The fear quickly dissipated from her face. "Oh?" Megan asked archly. "So what do you think you're going to do?"

I didn't answer.

"Please, Andrew. Tell me. What are you going to do?"

I licked my lips, strapped down and frustrated. I pulled against the restraints, wishing that I could just slip free. But whoever had strapped me down had done a good job. Naked and helpless, I wasn't going anywhere.

"I bet I know what you want to do. I bet you are thinking about grabbing me and pushing me down onto my back. I bet you love the idea of pounding my fists against your chest. Is that what you want, Andrew? You could make me into your little slave girl. I bet that would turn you on."

It did.

Damn her, it did.

In spite of myself, my cock started to stiffen. "Oh, you should get used to that. Enjoy the feel of your erection. You're not going to be able to enjoy it for much longer."

"What do you mean?" I didn't want to ask that question, but her smile was unnerving. She seemed so absolutely confident that I was going to lose something important.

"The machine up there, the one that a couple of companies have spent billions of dollars researching? Yeah, it's going to transform you. It's going to transform you into a pretty girl."

My eyes got big. No way.

"Yeah, it sounds pretty spectacular, like science fiction, right? But this is real. And it's really going to happen. To you." She winked at me. Then she started laughing. "Oh, I can't wait to see it. You know, they wanted me to design your new facial features and everything. Don't worry. I made sure that you're going to be gorgeous. Guys are going to line up for the chance to see you. You're going to be really, really popular." There was a lilting note at the back of her voice, like this was supposed to signify something different.

I didn't understand.

Then again, I didn't believe her either.

This girl had to be insane.

"That's not possible," I said, my voice loaded with insistence.

"Silly boy, all lacking in imagination. Oh, it's okay. You don't have to wrap your head around this. I mean, in a little bit, a lot of your personality is going to be changed anyway. Don't worry. I'm going to be very nice to you. I'm going to make sure that you are a sweet girl. You're going to be a little bit timid, and you're always going to want to please people. In fact, some people might even think of you as subservient or submissive."

I registered each and every word she said, but I couldn't believe any of it. "And don't worry. I’m going to make sure you're really, really girly. You're going to love pink and princesses. Sure, you'll have the body of an adult, a very cute adult, but you're still going to feel almost childish. That's the way most guys like women to be anyway. But don't worry. You’re going to learn all about that soon enough."

I kept staring back at Megan, thinking that this had to be some sort of joke or something. She was holding me prisoner against my will, so it couldn't be a prank. Even so, she couldn't actually believe what she was saying, could she?

That's when Megan slid her hand down into her pocket. She pulled something out, a black remote control. It looked like something to control a TV. "By the way, you want to beg for your last orgasm as a boy?"

Uncomprehending, I just stared back at her. Yes, she had turned me on, but I wasn’t going to beg for her to let me get off. Frankly, that was the last thing on my mind.

"Okay," she agreed. "Your loss." With a shrug, Megan pointed the controller up toward the ceiling. She tapped a button, and that's when I heard the servos activate.

The trapdoor over my head began to slide open. A few seconds later, the strange machine lowered itself down. It must have had built-in sensors or something because it detected me and automatically started to recalibrate itself. It pointed at me, and I could see several devices, all of which looked like cameras. Strangely, each one had a different colored lens.

"Megan, please don't do this," I said, my eyes locked onto the piece of equipment placed over my head.

"I'm not going to do anything," she said. That's when she pushed another button.

One of the cylinders started to spin. A few seconds later, this red light flashed down along my body.

I didn't link. I couldn't look away. Another light struck me. This one was blue.

All of a sudden, I couldn't move. I couldn't blink, I couldn't breathe. The only hint of movement came from my heart as it kicked away in my chest.

Another light activated, and there was this tingling all over my body.

What was happening to me?

Unable to move, I couldn't even cry out or beg for her to stop this.

That's when I noticed something else. The shackles started to loosen around my wrists and ankles. Frustratingly, and they were still too tight for me to actually pull myself free.

Another sensation grabbed my attention. There is this strange wave gathering on my chest. My nipples tingled, and my skin started to stretch.

Horrified, I noticed this shifting along my chest. At first, I couldn't even name it. Paralyzed, I couldn't look down. With my hands trapped at my sides, I couldn't reach for this new development either.

Little by little, however, my breasts grew.

I wanted to believe that this was some sort of mirage, maybe a hallucination. But it just felt so real. At the same time, something else was happening to me. I could feel this tingling along my cock.

Most of the time, we don't think of our bodies. We have these different patches of skin, these bundles of nerves, these different spots along our physical frames, but we just don't think about them. Maybe if you are bored, you might consider what you're feeling in your left heel or along the back of your right leg, maybe right between your shoulder blades.

Right then, my cock drew my attention. I could feel these little bits of sensation starting to disappear. Inch by inch, my cock was a vanishing!

"By the way, I don't really know how any of this works, so you shouldn't ask. I mean, it's science. Maybe it has something to do with tiny microscopic robots or quantum entanglement or something. I don't know. It doesn't really matter. All you need to concern yourself with is the fact that it obviously works!"

Then the machine shut off.

I found myself able to move. I didn't want to, not now.

Clutching my eyes shut, I tried to tell myself that this wasn't real.

But then Megan was content to let me wait for just a few seconds. Eventually, she got bored, so she skipped over to the table, and she reached down between my legs. She stroked her fingertips along my inner thighs, and I shivered, my nipples hardening.

Even so, I didn't want to respond or react. Really, I just didn't want to give her the satisfaction. Unfortunately, I felt something else, something I couldn't ignore. As she stroked me, there was this warm moisture. It felt strange, a totally alien sensation.

For about a minute, I managed not to react. But then, this feminine moan escaped my lips. I purred like some slutty porn star...and I sounded just like a girl.

Before I could contemplate what any of that might mean, Megan began to stroke me. She worked her fingertips down and up my new entrance.

I still couldn't put the pieces together. Sure, she explained everything, yet some part of me rebelled against all of this. I didn't want to believe it was really happening.

"Feel that? That's your cute little pussy. I'm going to give you your first orgasm, but you have to ask for it," Megan explained.

No. No way.

I wasn't going to ask. I certainly wasn't going to beg. It didn't matter what she did to me. That's what I told myself, but the stroking continued. With every light caress, I could feel a wave of sensation crash down onto me. They built up. Maybe those impulses started as little ripples. Soon, I could feel the desire, a new kind of arousal, flood my system.

"Go ahead. Beg."

"No," I replied, barely whispering. This way, I didn't sound like such a girl.

"Okay," she allowed. That's when she pulled her hand away.

I whimpered.

All at once, I tried to pull my hands free from the restraints, and it worked!

My eyes got big. I lifted my hands up and I looked at my fingers. They were so much thinner and smaller. What the hell had happened? I turned my hands over, and they didn't look like the strong, gruff hands of a man.

No, they were a girl's hands.

If I'd moved more quickly, maybe I would have been able to get away.

I've thought about that a lot lately.

Realizing her mistake, Megan immediately pounced. She climbed up onto the same table, and she grabbed my wrists.

I thought I was going to be able to push her away. In fact, I actually grinned, like this was it. I was bigger than her and stronger than her. Because she was a petite brunette, there was no way she would be able to hold me down. She didn't have any of her sorority sisters here to back her up!

It turned out, she didn't need them.

Megan grabbed my wrists, and she jammed them down against the table. Next, she took my right arm and pulled it back and into the strap.

Obviously, I yanked and thrashed. I tried to tear my limb away from her. It should have been easy. It wasn't. As hard as I tried, I just couldn't knock her off or away.

As the frustration buildt within me, she was giggling again. "Oh, what's wrong? Not as strong as you thought?"

Megan was laughing at me! That made it harder to think. Before I knew it, she had me strapped down again.

I kicked and struggled.

"Now, about that begging..." said my captor.

Worse, she started to touch me again. Her hands went along my body, a gentle sensation stringing through my skin. I tensed up, suddenly taken by the rush of anticipation. Yes, this felt incredible.

As a guy, I had been horny on more than one occasion. But now, it felt like an entirely different level. This degree of need and these triggered impulses were so much stronger! I couldn't help myself. Before I knew it, I was wiggling, squirming and writhing against my bonds, all while she touched me.

Then she licked one of her fingertips, and she moved back down toward that spot between my legs.

At this point, I couldn't think of it as anything but a patch of skin. But soon, she was running her digits along my crevice. "Oh, you like that? You want more." She adopted the singsong, taunting tone of voice.

It was infuriating, yet I kept my eyes closed as she continued to play with me. Because that's what she was doing. She was toying with me, watching as I would move to one direction or the other.

"You know, I'm not going to let you have an orgasm until you beg for it. I want to hear you plead."

Megan was merciless.

My breathing came in quick, staccato puffs of air.

At the same time, my pulse raced through my veins. It felt like my body up and kicked into overdrive. Even so, she kept going, toying with me.

Was I going to beg? Was I going to surrender control?

Throughout my life, people look at me, and they saw me as a strong individual.

"Please, please let me come!" I cried out, my voice whining. I no longer sounded like a man. My voice no longer carried any sort of gravitas. Instead, it was this bizarre mix of sultry and childish, sexy and silly. I probably sounded just like an airhead. "Please, please let me come! Megan, I want to come so badly! Please! Please, just touch me a little bit more!"

"You're pretty cute when you beg," she said. "Do it some more."

Gritting my teeth, letting the anger surge through my body, I throw myself forward, almost like I thought I would be able to free myself with nothing but raw strength.

If I couldn't do it with my old body, I certainly couldn't do with this new one. No matter how determined I was or how much effort I put into my arms, these muscles were just too weak.

I had to face it; I was small and adorable. Only certain parts of my body seemed particularly well defined and developed.

She pushed down, fingering me. She penetrated me with one of her digits. She rubbed up against my clitoris, this little bundle of nerves that felt like an alien body part. Even so, the pleasure was just so delicious! Intoxicated, I knew that I would do anything for an orgasm.

"Please, please! I'm begging!"

"Say I'm smarter than you."

Normally, I never would have been willing to do anything like that.

But as she stroked me, working her fingers down and up, down and up, this gentle, rhythm against my most sensitive spots, I just couldn't help myself. I pulled the straps tight even as I started to babble in her direction. "Please, I'm begging! I'll do anything! Please, please let me come!"

How could I be so horny? How could I give up my dignity, my self-respect for just a little bit of pleasure!

A second later, I had my answer because the satisfaction wound through me, exploding along every inch of my skin. I was grateful in that moment.

She fingered me, barely touching me, but it was enough. It got me off, and I cried out. I heard the sound of a girl screaming with the delight.

I didn't know it at the time, not really, but that was my voice.

Megan released me from my restraints, and I knew I should get up and try to run away. "You're going to be a good girl. That means you aren’t going to try to dash off or attack me. You're going to take my hand, and you're going to let me lead you through the laboratory into the dressing room. Isn't that right, Andrew?"

She said my name, only it didn't sound right. There was something wrong.

What was it?

I have this little itching, niggling sensation of the back of my brain, like Andrew was wrong. Have you ever had someone mispronounce your name? It felt like that.

But why?

Intellectually, I knew that she had said it correctly. It wasn't a hard name or anything. And yet, it still didn't feel right when I heard it.

I got up, and I knew what I was supposed to do. Yes, I was naked, and they had done something to me. I still felt disoriented, almost light headed, but I needed to get away, right? If I ran for the door, maybe I would be able to get away from her before she could try to grab me or something.

Megan may have been stronger, but I had a good shot at being faster.

She held out her hand, and I wrapped my fingers around hers. Then she headed toward the door, leading me along.

We walked into some kind of laboratory. I saw microscopes, various computers, different machines that I couldn't even identify. Then she turned me over to the right. "The dressing room is this way," she said.

Clothes would help. If I could put something on, maybe I would be able to get a better sense of myself.

Opening the door, Megan motioned for me to step inside. I did just that, and I saw a room with a lovely carpet, several closets, and a mirror. The mirror was as tall as me, and I saw a sexy girl looking back at me.

At first, I thought it had to be some kind of trick mirror or something. That couldn't be me, but I took a couple of steps forward, and the movements were perfect.

Something else occurred to me. The girl of the mirror was hot. I could feel myself becoming aroused again.

"How do you feel?" Megan asked. "Be honest."

"Horny," I told her truthfully.

"I'm glad. You know, you can't lie to me. I mean, you can try, but you're not going to be very good at it anymore. As a part of your modifications, we took away anything resembling a poker face."

"This isn't real," I insisted even as I heard that new, feminine voice vibrate from the base of my throat.

Even as I stared at the mirror, I lifted my hand. My fingers were small and dainty, petite and weak. I touched my throat. I could no longer feel my Adam's apple. Then my hands drifted down, and there were my breasts. I could feel that soft, seductive give.

Just a couple of strokes were enough to make my nipples harden. At the same time, I felt that moisture between my legs. I looked at the mirror, and then I looked down. I spread my legs slightly. My cock and my balls were gone.

Swallowing, I did my best to pretend that there had to be some kind of rational explanation. I looked back at Megan, but she was just smirking. To her, this was some sort of game, something fun. She enjoyed the confusion playing out along my face. Turning back to the mirror, I considered my features.

I had a heart-shaped face with high cheekbones, a small nose, and big round eyes. Several strands of golden blonde hair had fallen in front of my face, so I blew them away, puffing out my cheeks.

"You look adorable," Megan said. "Sexy and sweet and innocent all at the same time. I bet if you pout, all of the boys will think that you are super cute!"

"I don't want to be super cute!" I said, suddenly pouting.

My bottom lip bulged out, and she was right. If I saw that expression on a girl, I would immediately want to pounce on her. At the very least, I would walk up to her and start flirting.

"It's okay. Just enjoy the way you look. In fact, I think I want you to do a little spin for me."

"No," I growled.

"Spin for me," she replied, turning those words into a command.

For some reason, I started to move, pivoting on my feet into a tight little spin. My hair flashed along my shoulders, splashing against the sides of my face. Frustrated, I ran my fingers along the strands, tucking them behind my ears.

"Why did I do that?" I asked.

Although I didn't think Megan was going to respond, she answered anyway. "Remember how I said that your personality had been modified? Well, part of that means there are certain people you just have to obey. Whenever you hear me say something, it's going to feel like a really good idea. In fact, I could tell you to get down on your knees and kiss my feet right now, and you would do it."

"No way," I said.

"Oh, does the good dumb girl need a demonstration? Does the bimbo need to be shown her place?"

Even though I was naked and in a strange body, I refused to let her win. "I'm not a girl. I'm not dumb!" I said. As a man, those words would have carried gravitas. They would've sounded strong and intimidating. But when I sent them to Megan, I felt this overwhelming need to straighten my arms and hit one heel against the floor.

It made me look more like a pouty child than anything else.

"Get down on your knees and kiss my feet," she ordered.

Before I knew it, the world blurred around me as I dropped to the floor. Then I bent down, puckering my lips as I kissed her sneakers. I kissed her a couple of times, only to jerk my head back. Eyes wide, I stared up at her.

I didn't say anything, but the question was obvious. Megan reached a down, and she gripped my chin, her fingers pressing into that soft spot just beneath my mouth. "It's okay. I know that you're just a dumb girl, but you're going to figure this out. Like I said, you have to do whatever you're told. You need another demonstration?"

"No!" I chirped.

"Good. So you want to get dressed?"

"Yes," I said. Some of the panic left my voice. After all, my brain was still scrambling. I was trying to understand why I had done what I did. Was it hypnosis or something, some kind of reverse psychology?

"Good girl. Go ahead and get dressed. Just follow your instincts. Put on whatever you like."

My nostrils flared with exasperation.

Okay, so maybe I was stuck in this body for the time being, but I didn't need to be naked. Besides, clothing would give me a strategic advantage.

I got up, and I walked by the mirror. Or at least, I tried to. I stopped, admiring the naked girl standing before me. Somehow, I still couldn't make the connection. This wasn't just some naked girl. I wasn't at a strip club or watching porn or something. No, that was me.

I swallowed, forcing myself to look away. I strolled over to the closet, doing my best to appear nonchalant even as I felt Megan's eyes on me. She was watching me, studying me, probably trying to figure out what I would do next.

Reaching out with one hand, I started to look at the different outfits.

Much to my relief, there were a couple of simple T-shirts and jeans. I also saw some sneakers, almost exactly like the ones that Megan was wearing. They were blue with white stripes down the side. If I put them on, I would be able to run.

At first, I thought I was going to grab some jeans and a T-shirt. I was going to pick up the sneakers.

"What's wrong?" Megan asked.

I decided not to answer. Instead, I continued to look through the wardrobe. At this point, I told myself that I was just considering my options.

But that was a lie. As hard as I tried, I couldn't grab the shoes or the jeans or the T-shirt. Instead, I found myself looking at the other outfits. There was another set of denims. I pulled out a pair of tiny little shorts. They had white lace along the legs. Damn. They were cute! Adorable! And then I realized the lacy bits were actually shaped like hearts!

Something inside of me clenched. Intellectually, I knew that I was supposed to hate this because I was a man.

Masculine and strong, I needed to resist. I couldn't allow this femininity to envelop me. And yet, I was trembling as I put those shorts back.

Next, I found a red dress. It looked good.

It was sexy, something tight around the waist, low-cut.

Wait a second. Why was I thinking about that?

I wasn't used to having breasts, so they shouldn’t be a consideration for me.

But they were.

"It's okay. Take your time."

I locked my teeth together.

More than anything, I wanted to snap back something about how I didn't need time!

"Tell me, how long it usually takes you to get dressed?"

She used the past tense because things had changed. I tried not to think about that. "I don't know, a couple of minutes maybe."

"Really? Because you are already going on ten minutes now. I guess you're just going to be one of those girls who takes forever to get ready."

Hot blush coursed along my cheeks. I could feel it. I turned around, and I was going to snap something back at her. Maybe I could just grab any outfit and put it on. Yeah, that would show her.

But then I turned back to the closet, and I found myself enthralled once again. They were all so pretty! I wanted to put on something just right.

In this case, "just right" didn't mean flexible or durable. I wasn't thinking rationally; I wasn't thinking like a man. As a guy, getting dressed was easy. I could do it in a few seconds. But here, I found myself paralyzed by all these different possibilities. What colors did I want to wear? What textures? I wanted to put on something pretty. I wanted to get attention. I wanted to be cute. For some reason, I couldn't help myself. It felt as though I was being held in place, like there was this instinct binding me. It didn't matter how I would wiggle or try to run away. I could just try it on, smiling happily.

And yes, I smiled. Even as I tried to snarl, there was that little crinkle of amusement around my eyes.

All the while, my captor was watching me, enjoying that expression of frustration etched into my pretty face.

"It's okay. Just admit it. You like this. You want to play dress up, don't you? You want to be a pretty girl."

Megan stepped up behind me, and she whispered down into my ear. As she did so, I realized something.

This young woman was now taller than me.

I turned around, only to feel my heart beat a little bit more rapidly. I was nervous as I sensed her strength. If she wanted to, she could grab me. She could probably wrestle me to the ground. I didn't even think it would be difficult for her.

And yet, I still tried to hide all of that.

"Please, can I just put on something simple?"

"We've been over this, silly girl. Put on something pretty. Now."

Exhaling through my frustration, I grabbed a skirt, a tank top, and some high heeled shoes.

Why did I pick the high heels?

They seemed right. With just a moment of consideration, I grabbed them and put them on the floor. And yet, something was missing. With a glance over at Megan, I hoped that she would explain it. She didn't. Instead, she simply crossed her arms and waited. She was studying me, wondering exactly what I was going to do.

That's when it occurred to me. I needed a bra, panties, stockings.

My mouth went dry at the prospect. This wasn't right. I wasn't supposed to be doing any of this!

"Check the drawers," commanded Megan. I don't know if I did this because it felt like a good idea or if I really wanted to. Either way, I got down on my knees, and I opened up one of the drawers. I started to find exactly what I needed.

The shame simmered through my body as I pulled out a pair of satin, purple panties, stockings, and a bra. I started to get dressed, putting the panties on first. Snug and soft, they made me feel secure, feminine, and small all at once.

Next, I worked on the stockings. Somehow, I knew to roll them up first before I pulled them up along my legs. I looked to down at those contours, the soft curves of my limbs. I was lovely. Again, I could feel that little tickle of arousal. Intellectually, it felt like I was looking at a girl. But this wasn't just any girl.

It was me.

That whisper of reality couldn't be entirely ignored.

I pulled the skirt up around my waist, and I zipped it in place. I looked to down. It was short, shorter than was probably decent or appropriate.

So why did I pick this? I should have known.

But that's not true. I was operating on instinct, some sort of genetically implanted impulse.

Next, I looked at the bra, but it didn't make sense to me. "Here, let me help you," commanded Megan. She pulled my breasts into those cups, and then she hooked the little straps together between my shoulder blades.

Finally, she allowed me to put on the tank top. I snatched it up, pulling it up and over my head and hair. When I was all done, she grabbed me by the hand and pulled me over to the mirror. She forced me to look at myself.

There it was, another quiver of desire running through my body.

"Lovely. Now put on your shoes."

I did as she commanded. And yet, I still couldn't quite take my eyes off of my reflection. I kept looking at this girl with long blonde hair, vibrant blue eyes, a cute mouth, gorgeous breasts, long legs. I may have been small and petite, but I looked more like a model than anything else. And I could feel it again, that spark of heat between my legs, just below my belly.

Damn it. I was turned on by looking at myself.

"Just wait until you meet one of the engineers," Megan said to me, whispering into my ear.

Once I was all dressed, I was almost as tall as she. Megan took me by the hand, and she pulled, guiding me through another door.

"Where are we going?" I asked in my high-pitched, girly voice.

"You ready for your inspection," she said.

What the hell did that mean?

I was about to find out.

Again and again, I tried to yank my hand away from her. Somehow, the instinct just wasn't there. Once, when I focused as hard as I could, I tugged gently. Megan squeezed my hand tighter as she led me from one corridor to the next.

Pretty soon, we were at an office door, and she knocked.

"Come in," came a manly voice.

I liked the sound of it. Why?

Megan turned the knob, and she pushed her way inside. She made me follow her. There was a desk to one side, and exam table, a couple of computers. Not only that, off to the corner, I saw another machine. It was a little bit smaller than the one that had come out of the ceiling earlier.

"Is this the test subject?" The voice belonged to a young man. He was probably a little bit older than me, maybe in his mid-twenties. He had light brown hair, he wore glasses, and he was wearing a lab coat. But when he stood up, I realized, with a thrill running down my back, that he was much taller than me.

Why did that matter?

"This is Daniel. He's one of the researchers who works here," Megan explained.

I was torn. On the one hand, I wanted to look at him. I wanted to study the contours of his broad shoulders and big hands. On the other, I just wanted to look away, suddenly nervous to be so close to him.

He walked up to me, his lab coat swishing around his waist.

"Lovely," he said. "How are the obedience protocols working out?"

"She's done everything she's been told," replied Megan. "Of course, it's all been pretty simple right now."

"And the personality modifications?"

"Well, she is being nice and quiet. Oh, and she got dressed on her own. She was dawdling a little bit too much, but you know girls." Megan smirked as she looked back at me.

The heat rushed along my cheeks again. I hated how they were talking about me like I wasn't even there, like I couldn't understand what was going on.

"I guess it's time to see exactly how she feels."

Daniel walked up to me, and he tilted his head of the side, like he was waiting for some sort of reaction.

To be honest, I couldn't move. I wasn't exactly paralyzed, but indecision gripped me. On the one hand, I wanted to stare this man down, to tell him that they weren’t going to get away with this, whatever it happened to be. On the other hand, I knew that he intimidated me. It was a difficult thing to admit, but there it was.

He was bigger than me, stronger than me.

"How you feel about giving me a blow job?"

My mouth watered, my cheeks flushed again, and I knew that I couldn't speak for one very good reason.

I wanted to do it.

Almost instantaneously, my palms became clammy as I thought of how good it would feel. I could get down on my knees, open my mouth, and lick his cock. I could wrap my lips around his circumference, bob my head forward and back. And then he'd come, and maybe he would come on my face or down my throat, but it wouldn't really matter.

"She's getting turned on. Really turned on."

"Let's see what happens. Get down on your knees right now on give me a blow job." Daniel glanced over at Megan. "Do you want to be here for this?"

"I wouldn't miss this for the world," she answered with a snarky grin.

"No. I'm not going to do it," I said, my feminine voice ringing with uncertainty.

But even as I spoke, my knees bent, and I soon found myself on the floor. He opened up his trousers, dropping the zipper and taking out his cock.

This was a man who was clearly very well educated. Under normal circumstances, he probably would have behaved like a gentleman. But right here, with me, he didn't see the need.

"Yeah, it looks like she's definitely responding as we expected. But let's see."

"I bet she's going to be a good little slut," replied Megan.

No. No way!

Soon, I found myself on my knees, staring straight ahead. I could see his cock in front of me, dominating my field of vision. I didn't look away. I didn't even close my eyes.

An overwhelming urge took a hold of me. I fought it as well as I could, summoning up every iota of strength that I possessed to create this bastion of resistance.

"We both know what you want to do. Go ahead," said Megan, her tone light and teasing. Intellectually, the idea repulsed me. And yet, I couldn't ignore that gnawing desire. It spread through my body, taking a hold of my hands, my feet, tingling over my mouth.

"She's right. You want to do it. You can't help yourself."

The man said those words, and something triggered within me. For some reason, his masculine voice boomed through my body. It smashed away every defense I possessed, so I leaned forward, and I tasted his cock for the first time.

I slid my tongue from the base of his shaft up to the tip. The flavor of his excitement danced along my tongue. All of a sudden, I wanted more!

Like a good girl, I leaned forward, wrapping my lips around his circumference.

Just as it had happened inside of my head, I bobbed my head forward and pulled back. I tightened my lips around the tip of his shaft as I moved forward. It was slick with my saliva.

But this wasn't good enough.

Daniel grabbed my hair. There was this jolt of pain. A thought flashed through my head: he wasn't supposed to be able to do this. But then, he pulled me forward, thrusting his cock into my mouth. Hot pleasure simmered through my body. For some reason, I loved this. The humiliation stung as well. But I didn't try to fight him.

He was in charge. He was my superior.

"That's right. Show me what you can do that pretty mouth of yours. You don't need to try to talk. You don't need to try to think. Just suck. That's right keep going," he said.

I glanced over to the side, and my eyes met Megan’s. She was smirking again, laughing at what I was doing.

"With girls around like you, real women won’t need to worry about blow jobs. We can just buy little sex slaves and use you to please our boyfriends. You can suck cock while we get to have the real fun," she said.

Another shiver of shame ran down my back. And yet, my nipples were hard, my pussy was drenched. Why? Why was this happening?

That's when I heard the whisper of an answer from deep within my psyche. I was acting this way because they had programmed me. They changed my body, they left most of my memories intact, but they altered my instincts, modifying how I would react, what I would crave, what would give me pleasure.

Think about it. We have our personalities and the decisions we usually make, but they are always formed by what we want and what we value.

These people, somehow, had changed all of that for me.

"Get ready to swallow," he said. He was still holding onto my hair. He yanked my head back and then pushed me forward. I would have done it all on my own, but Daniel seemed determined to make this as degrading and objectifying as possible.

Within a few more seconds, he climaxed, blowing his load against the back of my throat. I could feel it, one wet squirt after another, thick and viscous.

Even so, I swallowed. I gulped it down, every little drop.

When he was done with me, he took his tumescent cock, and he smacked my cheek.

"Say thank you," Megan commanded.

"Thank you," I replied, my eyes wet as I looked to down at his shoes.

"Have you checked her for her orgasm responses," Daniel asked Megan.

"No, not yet. I took her right here."

"Let's get her set up in the restraints and see how she responds."

"I was talking to one of the other engineers," said Megan, almost like this was nothing but small talk. "He said something about how every orgasm will make her dumber. Is that true?"

"There's probably a ceiling on her IQ, but effectively yes. The more she orgasms, the more compliant, obedient, and almost infantile she’ll become."

"Good," said Megan. She jabbed me in the small of my back.

I crawled forward then she grabbed my hair, practically yanking me back up onto my feet.

And that's when I saw them, off on the side wall. There were a set of shackles. Megan grabbed my wrists and lifted them above my head. "Don't fight me," she commanded. This felt like magical words because they seized control of my body.

I became limp, almost like a doll. She strapped me into place, and soon my arms were above my head, my legs spread, and  Daniel sauntered over. "Megan, would you mind helping me with her sensitivities?"

"Sure thing."

"First off, we should check her breasts. Let's see how long it takes her to orgasm while you fondle her."

"It would be my pleasure," said Megan. When she leaned forward and she whispered into my ear. "You should be really grateful for this. Seriously, you're usually going to have to beg for orgasms. And that's assuming you don't end up with some guy who decides to keep you in chastity, constantly on the edge just because he wants to feel like he's in control."

What was she talking about?

I couldn't really understand, and then she had her hands on my breasts.

Even through my tank top and bra, my nipples hardened instantly. My fingers clenched along with most of the other muscles in my body. Hot, surging pleasure exploded through my skin. It wasn't an orgasm, but it was close.

"I'm, I'm never going to be grateful for any of this," I snarled back at her. If I'd said those words as a man, they would have come out as strong and intimidating. But because I spoke with the mouth and body of a young woman, they seemed merely adorable.

Daniel and Megan both chuckled at my expense.

"Oh, just shut up and enjoy your orgasm," she said. With those words, she found my nipples under those layers of fabric, and she pinched them between two fingers each.

This mixture of pain and pleasure lanced through me. I arched my back as I tried to pull away. I just wanted to bring my hands down onto my breasts, to defend myself. I couldn't. Instead, I was moaning.

"That didn't take long at all," said Daniel as he made a mental note. "Why don't you try her legs now."

My legs?

Megan kneeled down before me, which might have been impressive, except for the fact that I was still strapped in place. With my arms and legs spread, I felt incredibly vulnerable.

She reached up, and she lightly stroked my shins. I shivered again. I don't know if it was the recent orgasm or what, but my body seemed particularly receptive.

"You like that, don't you?" Megan asked me.

I refused to answer. Staring straight ahead, I tensed my lips, and I tried to hold my breath. I wasn't going to cooperate with these people.

Instead, I tried to think of some way to get my old life back. How could I return to my body?

That machine. It was the key. If I could get to it and get someone to turn on for me, maybe I could be returned to my former state.

But then she was touching me, and all of those ideas scattered. I couldn't help myself. I tried to focus, but I was shivering again.

Megan touched me, on and on. Light caresses, gentle strokes, a few scratches with her fingernails. Each time, the two of them watched me. Daniel made a couple of notes, clearly enjoying the sight.

Even though I had sucked him off, I could see his bulge below his belt.

In spite of myself, I wasn't thinking about escape, not anymore.

Rather, I started to imagine myself strapped down and naked, begging him not to ravish me. But he would. Oh yes, he would. He would grab me, holding me down even though it wasn't necessary. I would feel the weight of his body, the strength of his form.

When my eyelids slid down, I started to breathe more quickly. I was getting turned on, knowing full well that Megan was stroking me. Once or twice, I tried to refocus, to think about something practical or constructive. I had a concrete goal; I wanted to escape this place.

And yet, none of that seemed to matter. Pushing through the arousal felt like fighting gravity. I just couldn't win. Every time I tried to jump up toward something useful, I was pulled right back down into that sea of desire.

"Test her pussy."

My eyes opened, and I found Megan right in front of me.

"No. Please, don't. Please, not like that," I said.

"Lick my fingers. Suck them, just like you did his cock."

Megan brought her fingers up to my lips.

My bottom lip trembled, and I tried to fight. If I couldn't fight, maybe I could bite her.

But then, she pushed forward, and I started sucking on her digits. I was practically eager. I moved my head forward, and I must have looked like such a slut. Suddenly, I pictured other girls looking at me, judging me, thinking that I was dirty.

Shame roiled through me, but it somehow added to the intoxicating arousal that already pumped between my nerves.

Once I finished with her fingers, she pulled her hand back, and then she lifted my skirt. She slid her hands down, right past my stockings, and then she started to stroke me.

"Tell me that you're a good little slut. Tell me you're going to do whatever you're told because you're just a dumb airhead."

Before I knew it, my lips were moving.

Yes, I tried to fight, but it was more of a struggle to get the air out. I was panting, on the verge of hyperventilating. She knew it, and she loved it.

"I'm a good, a good little slut. I will, I will do whatever I'm told because I'm just a dumb airhead!" I chirped out. And yes, I sounded infantile and stupid.

No one would ever take me seriously.

I pictured my new life in this body, and I would be able to get jobs, sure. Maybe I would work as a stripper. If not a stripper, then I was sure that some businessman would love to have a bimbo secretary like me. Maybe I wouldn't be able to file particularly well or answer the phones, but he wouldn't care. No, I would be there for "stress relief."

That's what I thought about as Megan moved her hand up and down my pussy. She stroked me, caressing me.

"Such a good little slut," she said, purring those words.

I wanted to argue with her, but she pointed down again, and suddenly I climaxed. I pulled tight against my restraints, and the two of them chuckled. They exchanged knowing looks.

"How do you feel?"

"Spent," I said as I slumped forward.

The orgasm had been incredible, but it had also drained me of every drop of strength I possessed. I just sort of hung there, feeling helpless.

"Tell me, what you remember about calculus?"

Back in college, I had done a minor in math. This was supposed to be an easy question. I wasn't a genius or anything, but I knew a lot. Or at least, I thought I did.

Rapidly, I blinked a couple of times. I looked around, lifting my head. A couple of drops of panic hit my thoughts, granting me some strength. I raised my chin. I opened my mouth, thinking that I should be able to answer this easily.

What did I know about calculus?

It was used to figure out...

There were equations like...

It had something to do with...

"I don't know anything about calculus!" I finally chirped out.

Daniel and Megan stood back, waiting. My eyes welled up, and it felt like I was going to start crying. "Why, why don't I know anything about calculus?" I shrieked, pulling and thrashing against the bonds of that held me against the wall.

My skirt swished around my thighs, my chest heaved, and I snarled at them again. Neither Megan nor Daniel seemed all that perturbed, however. They just watched, clearly amused.

My struggles faded. I was so weak. I felt small and helpless. I couldn't think, nor could I fight my way through this. So I slumped down again, my muscles going slack.

I dropped my chin down against my chest. I sniffled once or twice. That's when I heard her footsteps. Megan came up to me, and she stroked my cheek with the back of her hand. Actually, it felt really nice.

"It's okay. You don't really feel that bad about being dumb, do you?"

"I..." Obviously, I wanted to tell her that I wasn't going to accept any of this, that I had to be smart because I was a guy, and I wasn't supposed to be some blonde idiot. And yet, those words simply refused to crystallize inside of my head.

"No, you don't mind being dumb. Just blink and smile. Do it."

I fluttered my eyelids down and up, down and up. At the same time, I started to smile. And you know what? I started to feel better!

"There's our girl," Daniel said from the side. "I think she's ready to be taken out to a bar. Let's see how she performs on her own."

I didn't understand what they meant. It made even less sense when Daniel left the room and came back a little while later. Except now, he had something else in his hand. I didn't understand the different lines or shapes, the metal bands or the leather. I definitely didn't understand the small, rounded silicone bit pointing out from the inside.

I should have  recognized it. It should have been easy.

"This is a chastity belt," said Megan. "We're going to put this on you for two reasons. First, we want to be able to track you more easily. On the off chance you wander off, this will make it pretty much impossible for you to stay away. Second, I can use it to punish you. You see this right here?" Megan pointed to the small, rounded tip built into the front. "This is a vibrator. It's going to slide into that wet little pussy of yours. Whenever I use a controller, it will vibrate. Oh, it can also be used to deliver a rather painful electrical shock. Trust me. You don't want that."

My throat went dry.

"Why would you take me out?"

"We want to see how you behave with the public at large. Just think of this is a test run," said Daniel, and I could hear that patronizing note in his voice. He was talking down to me.

Another hint of blush played along my cheeks. It wasn't as bad as before. I mean, he was a man. He had every right to talk down to me...didn't he?

Megan held my hand, which made me feel small and helpless all over again. She walked me through the facility. We went through various corridors, down hallways. And then we found ourselves in a big atrium. There were trees all around us along with varying kinds of flowers. Colors like red and pink seemed to pop out at us.

She brought me out of the facility.

That's when I blinked, shocked to realize that we were on campus. I could see the water tower off in the distance. The sun was already starting to set, however, so campus lights had come on. Some of the taller lecture hall buildings already glowed like diamonds.

Megan squeezed my hand again.

I felt befuddled as I tried to keep up with her. It was difficult as my high heels clicked against the asphalt.

"Do I need to cuff you?"

I didn't answer her. Instead, I just blinked a couple of times, feeling very silly. My thoughts refused to coalesce together. Instead, I blinked and smiled, feeling really dumb.

"No, I don't think I need to cuff you," she said.

"Don't worry. It makes sense that you would be confused here. I mean, this is the college. This is where all the smart people go. That's not you, is it?"

"No?" I asked. Honestly, after that orgasm, I felt like I couldn't even understand whether I was being insulted or not.

Obviously, I was.

Shaking her head, Megan pulled me back to her car. It was a cute little convertible. She had me sit in the passenger seat. "Put your seatbelt on," she commanded.

I did as she wanted. I would always do as she wanted.

We drove back through the city, darting between different suburban developments. Eventually, the big houses were replaced by office parks, then tall buildings.

"Where are we going?" I asked.

"There's a club down here that I think you're going to like. Lots of guys."

"What do you want me to do?"

My captor didn't respond at first. Instead, she glanced over at me for just a moment. There it was again, that smirk curling along her pretty mouth. "I want you to do whatever comes naturally. Just follow your instincts."

"But I'm going to find a cop, and I'm going to tell him exactly what you've done to me."

Megan threw her head back and laughed. In fact, she was laughing so hard that she had to wipe a couple of errant tears from the corners of her eyes when she finished.

"Oh, that's so cute!"

"What? Why are you laughing at me?" I must've sounded so pathetic because she started laughing again. "I'm serious!" I sounded like such a bubbly airhead, dumb girl who just couldn't figure out how things were supposed to work.

"I know you are. That's what makes it so funny."

Blinking a couple of times, I stared back at her, waiting for an explanation.

Finally, Megan seemed to realize that I was genuinely confused. She shook her head dismissively, only to decide that she liked this game. "What would you say? What exactly would you tell that cop?"

I opened my mouth. Different answers percolated inside of my head: I would tell him the truth, that I had been abducted and forced into some kind of laboratory where these girls used a machine on me to turn me into a bimbo.

He wouldn't believe me.

Even though I was dumb, I knew that my story sounded insane.

"That's right. No one is going to believe you. Besides, if you say you're a man, how can you prove it? Tell me, Andrew. What's your last name?"

This was an easy one.

Blank. White noise. Static. That's all that came back as I tried to summon up the letters and syllables to form my last name. For some reason, I just couldn't remember! I tried to say something, to get the name to appear on my tongue, but I failed over and over again.

Megan shook her head just as we pulled into another parking lot. There were already lots of men and women hanging out outside. The girls glittered in their short dresses and high heels. They had blonde hair, for the most part, just like me.

They were chatting, twirling their fingers through their hair, smiling, chewing gum, and just waiting.

Megan got out of the car, and she beckoned for me to do the same.

Of course, I obeyed.

"You know what it means to be a girl?" Megan asked as she took me by the hand again.

"What does it mean?" I asked.

Really, I didn't want to know, but I figured it was easier to play along than to try to fight her.

After all, she was going to win.

She was always going to win.

"It means that you have to put yourself on display and do whatever the men want. A bimbo like you isn't smart enough to try to make her own way in the world."

"I'm not a bimbo!" I snarled.

She stopped, yanking my arm back. She smacked my ass. It hurt!

"Yes, you are. We proved that with that little bit about calculus."

The bouncer immediately recognized Megan, and he motioned for us to go inside. Strangely enough, as the other girls stared on, their faces radiating envy, I experienced a hot thrill. Yes! They were jealous of me.

For some reason, that seemed really important.

We entered a large, dark chamber. Multicolored lights flashed down against the floor. Off to the right and left, the walls were dominated by two separate bars. There was a stage, though no one was on it currently. Off to the side, a DJ played thumping beats and frantic rhythms.

"What do you want me to do?" I asked.

Already, I could feel the hungry eyes of several different guys on me. One winked. Another blew me a kiss.

No. No way.

And yet, I could feel this magnetic tug at me. I didn't want to go into that crowd of dancers. I didn't want to walk up to one of the bars either.

"You aren't allowed to leave. That's all. Go ahead. Do whatever you want."

That's when it occurred to me. Megan was giving me a real chance here.

If I could convince one of these guys to help me, then maybe I would be able to get my freedom!

Yes, this was it. She had made her mistake.

Swallowing back my trepidation, I decided not to push the issue. If I argued or fought with her, she might change her mind. For all I knew, she could tell me to crawl on the floor like a dog, and I would obey. Or worse, she could order me to go find a guy and suck him off or give him some other good time.

Refusing to make a mistake like that, I took several tentative steps toward the crowd.

There were lots of guys and girls, all gorgeous, dancing around together.

I started to bob my chin down and up as I listened to the music. I didn't usually like this song. But there was something about it.

And then I was on the dance floor, and I lifted my head along with my arms. I started to call out. "Wooo!" At the same time, a guy came up to me. He had on dark pants, this almost shining black coat, and a white shirt, with a collar undone.

He looked good.

Even in the dim light, I could make out the stubble along his cheeks and his strong jaw. His hair looked just a little bit messy, but it had obviously been intentional.

He didn't say anything to me. Instead, he just started to move his hips as he raised his arms, matching my movements. We danced, and he got closer and closer. Before I knew it, his chest was pressed up against mine. Then he lowered his hands, and he squeezed my ass. I tried to retreat, but then it felt so good when his grip tightened on my waist. No, he wasn't going to let me run off that easily.

My pussy was getting damp.

And then, after just one song, there was this silence. My heart was pounding.

I kept hoping and praying that he would just let me go to go find some other girl.

But no, this was a club, he was the hunter, and that made me the prey. As a pretty girl, I was going to be pursued one way or another.

"Want to go back to my car?"

The guy was serious.

Hot trepidation ran through my body.

I was scared, but then he put his hand on the back of my neck, and he guided me forward.

Was he always this rough with all of the girls? I didn't know, but I didn't fight either.

At least, I didn't fight until we got out into the lobby.

There was the bouncer, and she smiled over at me. I looked around frantically, hoping that Megan would be around. She would stop this, right?

Instead, I saw her leaning against one of the walls. She had something in her hand. It was black, about the size of her palm.

What was it?

The controller!

Just as I realized that that, she pressed a button, the signal was sent, and I felt a deep hum within my pussy. The chastity device came to life. There it was, that little dildo pressed up against my clitoris. He teased me, and I started moaning. I closed my eyes, and that's the moment this guy decided to kiss me. He ran his fingers through my long, blonde hair, grabbing me and pulling my head back. I didn't bother to open my eyes as he started to kiss me.

Yes! This was incredible.

"Let's go," he said a few seconds later.

He took me by the hand, just as Megan had done so many times before. This stranger pulled, guiding me out of the building and into the parking lot. He opened the door to his car, the back seat. He pushed me down. A moment later, he pounced. He was on top of me, running his hands along my breasts, down my legs.

The vibrator kept going, working me to new heights.

All of a sudden, I knew that I wasn't going to be able to take his cock deep into my ass.

His hand went to my stockings. He pulled them down, ripping them. Shame fluttered through my chest. Why? It wasn't like I cared about those garments. Still, I flinched because that sound of ripping fabric meant that I was a slut. I was just some dim bimbo who would put up with anything because I was hungry for cock.

Yes, I thought of Daniel, back at the facility, only now I wanted to feel this guys shaft between my lips.

He started to reach for my panties, and I grabbed his wrist.

Suddenly, it felt like I could control myself.

"No. Please can I do something else for you?" I blinked, looking vapid and innocent and horny all at the same time.

"What are you thinking?"

"I could go down on you," I said.

He grabbed my hair and pulled my head forward. He growled into my ear. "That'll be a good start."

I didn't understand what he meant, but it was too late.

He sat up, and he started to pull down his pants. Seconds later, I saw his tumescent shaft right there in front of me.

Adrenaline flashed through my body.

I got up, and I crawled forward. I moved my head along his shaft. I licked him, just as I’d done with Daniel. I started at the top of his scrotum, and I moved my tongue along his legs. Then I did that same movement to the left, the right, and finally from above. My neck started to ache, but I didn't care.

Somehow, as I was going down on him, this wonderful sense of excited contentment ran through me. It felt like this was where I really belonged. I was supposed to be a little cock sucker. I was supposed to be obedient and do what men told me.

Wait. What?

I couldn't fight my instincts. Pretty soon, I had his shaft in my mouth. He pushed forward, thrusting into me.

He was getting closer. He was almost on the verge of an orgasm.

And he grabbed me, one hand against my shoulder, the other roughly taking a hold of my hair. He pushed me back and rolled me over.

"What, what you doing?"

"You did a good job lubing me up. I think it's time for some anal."

What?

No!

Even as that thought cascaded through my head, I spread my legs. He grabbed my skirt and pulled down my panties. He must have noticed the chastity belt, but he didn't say anything. That device protected my pussy. Only my pussy.

"No, you can't do this. Please, stop," I whimpered.

"I don't believe you," he said, grabbing my hair and pulling my head back. At the same time, he plunged his wet cock down and between my cheeks. That's when I felt him.

I wasn't supposed to enjoy this. Part of me actually wanted to be a good girl. I wanted to have dignity; I wanted this boy’s respect.

I wasn't about to get it.

As far as he was concerned, I was just a dirty bimbo. I was some slut from the club, and he had the strength to take me, so that's precisely what he did. He pulled back, and he pushed down again.

Intellectually, I hated this. My eyes watered even as the pleasure started to run through my body.

"Admit it, slut. You want to be used like this. You can't help yourself, can you? No, of course you can't."

He pushed it down into me again. Yes!

"I'm, I'm a slut!" I called out.

Megan never turned off the vibrator. It continued to pulsate against my clitoris. Maybe it was the humiliation. Maybe it was something else. Either way, an orgasm raced through me just as he started to pump. He came hard, savoring everything my body had to offer. At that moment, I belonged to him.

When he finished, he handed me my panties and kicked me out.

I was in the parking lot. My stockings were torn. My scalp ached. My eyes were still damp...and yet, I wanted more.

Before I even realized what I was doing, I started walking.

Did I try to leave the club? Did I try to hail a cab or even ask someone if I could borrow their phone? There were lots of college aged kids out here. I should have been able to find help. In fact, a couple of the girls were looking at me, their expressions almost pitying.

No. I didn't do the smart thing. I didn't try to run away.

In fact, I walked right past the bouncer, and I found Megan waiting for me in the lobby.

"You really do look like a slut."

"Yes. I'm a slut. I'm a slut and a dumb bimbo," I told her.

"Finally, the dumb girl is starting to figure it out," Megan said with a taunting chortle as she grabbed my hand. She pulled, guiding me back toward her car. "I think it's time to get your movie ready."

Megan brought me back to the facility on campus. By this point, it was late enough that most students and teachers had retreated back to their homes and dorms. That meant no one noticed me or my walk of shame.

I asked about the "movie" repeatedly, and Megan refused to answer.

Finally, she led me into a small room. It seemed pretty plain with a desk, a closet, and a potted plant in the corner. What was this place? What were we doing here?

"How're you feeling, slut?"

"Fine," I said with uncharacteristic defiance.

"And?" Megan asked, her tone make it abundantly clear that she already had an answer in mind.

I didn't respond. I wanted to show her that I could fight back, even if it was just with silence.

Megan, however, had other ideas. She reached it down into her pocket, and she slipped out her controller.

The color drained away from my cheeks, but only for a second or two. She aimed to the device in my direction, and I stepped back, bumping up against the wall just as she sent the signal. All she had to do is press a button. That was it. Suddenly, my most sensitive spots were vulnerable to her ministrations.

The embedded bullet came to life, vibrating against my pussy.

Before I knew it, I melted, falling down onto my knees.

"That's what I like to see," said Megan. "So you were wondering what we are doing here? Isn't it obvious?"

I was going to say something, only she pressed the button again, causing the bullet speed up.

Because I couldn't help myself, I reached down, and I tried to free myself from the chastity belt. I knew that it was futile, that I was just wasting my time and energy, but I still couldn't help myself. The desires ramped up within me, rampaging through my body. This wasn't fair! It wasn't right! Megan shouldn't have been able to do this to me.

But she could. And she did. She had her way with me, teasing me and taunting me with that mechanical device wedged between my inner thighs.

It was locked in place. I wore a private prison under my skirt.

"Tell me how you're feeling," she said.

"Horny!"

"Yes, you are. You're just a horny little slut, aren't you?"

"Yes!" I tried to get my lips to move. I wanted to say something else, only the words wouldn't form.

Megan shook her head as she chuckled. "It's okay. You can just be a dumb, horny airhead. I'm sure there are lots of guys who would love to own you."

With a casual wave of her hand, she pressed the button again. Suddenly, the vibrator stopped.

I fell forward. On my hands and knees now, I was gasping, pumping air into my lungs. "What, what are you talking about?"

"Isn't it obvious? You were just the first test, but we are sure that the transformation has taken hold. You're not the man you used to be." She crouched down in front of me, her eyes lit with delicious cruelty. She was having fun tormenting me. After all, I had been a jerk before. Now, she could see the fruits of her handiwork.

"This program needs to be funded somehow. That means selling you."

My lips parted.

"Oh, just think about it. I mean, someone is going to buy you. Maybe he will be a guy who wants a cute little wife, you know, arm candy. Or maybe you will be purchased by someone a little bit rougher. What you think? A biker gang? Maybe some king in some little kingdom off in the Middle East?" Megan shook her head.

"I mean, they like blondes, right? You would be quite the status symbol."

"I'm a person, I can't be owned!" I cried out.

Megan laughed again. "Really? I know that you are a dumb bimbo and everything, but that's the best you can come up with? Seriously, just stop and think about it. If we could do this, we can do anything. Besides, you're not even a person. It’s not like you have any identification or legal status."

My lips opened again, and I didn't have an argument for her.

I really did feel dim, like I couldn't possibly argue with her.

Knowing this, Megan patted me on the head. Then she pulled out her phone. "As a part of your sale, you're going to need to have a video ready. I want you to get on your knees and beg for the privilege of being a slave."

"No. I won't."

She pulled up the remote, and she tapped it again, only a different function came to life this time.

An electric shock exploded through my body. It started right between my legs, right up against my slit. It was extraordinarily painful. It sucked every iota of willpower from my body. Everything disappeared into this white agony.

The next thing I knew, I was on my back, gasping. And strangely enough, my nipples were hard and my pussy was wet.

"Oh, by the way, we turned you into a masochist. The more you suffer, the more aroused you become. Feel free to say that in your video."

Slowly, I pushed myself back up onto my feet, and I was going to stand, but Megan wagged her finger from side to side. "No, I think it would be better if he stayed on your knees. You know, that's more indicative of your new status as a slave girl."

Slave girl.

Those words reverberated through my head.

I didn't want to believe it; I didn't want to accept it.

And yet, I understood that it was true.

These people could do whatever they wanted with me because I didn't have any identity. I was just a horny, blonde, dumb airhead.

"Were going to make two videos," said Megan. "The first one is going to be all about your willingness to be owned as a slave. The second one is going to be a little bit harder on you."

"What do you want me to do?" I asked. Some of my hair fell in front of my face, but I stared down toward her shoes.

"Tell me all about how you want to be a good little slave. Tell me all about how much you love sucking cock and how you will do anything and everything your new Master wants. Tell me that it doesn't matter who he is so long as he has the money to buy you."

With those instructions lingering on the air, Megan pulled out her phone. She held it up and pointed the camera lens at me.

She was going to record this. Then she was going to post it online or send it out to some close associates.

I had no idea how this would work exactly, but my comprehension wasn't relevant or needed.

I took a breath, and I looked at the lens.

At this point, I could have said any number of things about how I was really a man, how I was supposed to be able to make my own choices and decisions, how I didn't want to be a slave girl! Instead, I found myself speaking, and I did exactly what Megan wanted. "I'm a good little airhead. I'm kind of dumb, but I think that's okay because I really know how to suck cock. I wear this chastity belt," I said, lifting my skirt up to show it off. The metal glinted. "But if you own me, you will have my key. You'll control my pleasure just as you will control every part of me. I will belong to you."

Megan paused the recording.

"Very good, slut. Now, tell them how much you love obeying. Tell them how much you want to be told what to do."

She lifted up the phone again, and I found myself speaking. "I love doing as I'm told. I can't help myself. You see, I was programmed to be a good slut. That means that I always want to please my owner, whoever he will be. Please, please own me. I love being told what to do, and I want you to do that for me please!"

"Play with your breasts," Megan said. "Show the nice viewers just how horny and receptive you can be."

My eyes grew wider, and I swallowed, not sure if I could do this. There it was again, this onrushing wave of humiliation.

And yet, I didn't see any other choice. Or more specifically, Megan told me to do it, so my hand started moving. Soon, I was playing with my nipples, stroking them, pinching them, teasing them. My top and bra didn't matter. Pretty soon, I wasn't even looking at the camera. It almost felt like I forgot it altogether.

I moaned, crying out, and then I collapsed forward. I was panting again as the orgasm dissipated from my body. Damn, that felt good.

"Say thank you."

"Thank you," I replied.

"Now it's time for the second movie," she said.

Megan sauntered over to one of the cabinets, and she opened the drawer. She came back with duct tape.

My eyes ran along those silver contours, wondering exactly what she had in mind. What was she going to do?

"Stand up. Spread your arms and legs. Lean against the wall."

I obeyed her. Of course, I did. What other choice did I have?

Megan shoved me up against the wall, and then she started to bind me. First, she taped my wrists together, crossing them over one another. Layer after layer enclosed my limbs, making it impossible for me to pull away.

Next, she did the exact same thing with my legs. She taped them together until I could only hop.

But apparently, that was too much as well.

"You know, for this one, you probably don't need to speak. Instead, I'm going to give you permission to do whatever you want," Megan said, tapping my cheeks with her fingertips.

That didn't sound good.

Megan walked back over the desk, she set her phone down, and she smiled. Then she walked back over, and she cleared her throat.

With the piece of tape over my mouth, I couldn't say anything. I tried. For some reason, I felt like I needed to be able to articulate myself. It wasn't any good.

"Ladies and gentlemen, I would like to introduce you to...Andi," she finally decided. My name was Andrew!

Anger shot through me, and I pulled against the taped restraints. I told myself that it was just duct tape. I could tear myself free. But I couldn't. Maybe as a man, I would have stood a chance. As this dainty girl, there was nothing I could do. My muscles just weren't strong enough!

"This young woman is really dumb. She can't do math, she's not very good with words, and she is terrible at strategy. But you know what? She has a pretty mouth, a great little pussy, and I'm sure you would enjoy taming her. I mean, just look at her. See that fire in her eyes? Wouldn't you have fun collaring her, leashing her and domesticating her? Just think about it. She could be whatever you want."

Megan paused, apparently eager to let those words settle in. "You know, you don't even have to treat her like a free girl. I mean, keep a collar locked around her neck, make her walk around on a leash attached to your belt. Do whatever you want. Have a boring business meeting you have to sit in on? Keep this girl under your desk. She's an excellent cock sucker."

Suddenly, I could imagine it. I would be in some conference room, chained under the desk, and my new owner, whoever he happened to be, would take out his cock, and I’d have to crawl forward and lick and suck. If I didn't? It would mean punishment.

Megan had already demonstrated what the electrified chastity belt could do to me. I shuddered to think of what someone else might do.

They say that power corrupts and absolute power corrupts absolutely. What would my owner think of me? What would he do?

That's why started to struggle even harder. I pulled with all of my might. I fought those strips of tape. They were just tape!

It didn't matter.

"If you don't want to use her as a cock sucker, you can always keep her as a servant. Just imagine what this little body would look like in a tight dress, black and white you know, lots of lace. Or dress her up as a cheerleader.  Have you ever had that fantasy? Have you ever wanted to sleep at the hottest girl in school? Now's your chance." Megan winked at the camera.

She strolled over to my other side. As she did so, she let her fingers drag along my blouse.

"Of course, you don't have to worry about actually controlling this young woman. If you buy some other slave, she might really try to fight you. This one is defiant but ultimately designed to be broken. Doesn't that sound like fun?"

That's when I tried to shout out. My murmured yells of defiance were completely muffled by the tape over my mouth.

I must've looked like a damsel in distress, some hostage in need of rescue.

Watching me struggle probably turned some of the audience on. I imagined different buyers, wealthy and powerful men, stroking and pleasuring themselves to thoughts of having me on my knees.

No. I couldn't let that happen.

But how could I stop this?

That's when my defiance cracked and broke apart. I couldn't. Whether I wanted to face it or not, I was just a dumb bimbo, a silly airhead. Ideas of escape were just flights of fantasy. Nothing else.

"Of course, if you don't want to treat her like a person, you don't have to. Have you ever thought about retraining her as a dog? Just put a leash on her, strip away her clothing, and maybe put her in a set of arm binders. Or, you know, we have the chemical cocktails necessary to make her lactate."

Again, Megan waited, allowing those words to sink in. "Andi here could be your little cowgirl. Would you like that? Would you like to taste her and milk her?"

My eyes widened. I looked over at Megan, desperately hoping that this was some sort of joke. It wasn't.

The look on her face made it abundantly clear that she was serious about this, all of this.

"This girl is going to fight as hard as she can, but you can buy her right now. Send your orders. We are waiting."

Megan went over to the camera, and she turned it off.

"The auction has begun," said the girl to me.

My chest rose and fell with desperation. My heart was pounding. I knew I had to get out of there, but I couldn't!

"You know, we have to wait a little while. You might as well service me while we do."

That's when she stripped the pieces of tape off of me, one at a time. I cried out as it felt like my skin was ripped off.

I was down on my knees again, braced before Megan. At this point, she had lifted up her skirt just enough to fit her hands underneath. Then she wiggled out of her panties and dropped them onto the floor.

After that, she sat down, crossing her legs.

As an individual with the psyche of a man, I wanted to be turned on. Of course, it would have been better if she was the one on her hands and knees, but seeing her like this, with her contoured body and her toned legs, it definitely triggered something within me.

Somehow, it didn't matter that she was my captor or that she wanted to keep me hostage. It felt like this was where I was supposed to be.

"Beg for the privilege of licking me."

"No. I won't."

"Okay," she said. With a sigh of disappointment, she grabbed her controller again and pointed it at me. Before I realized what I was doing, I shook my head from side to side.

Something occurred to me. I just defied her! Did that mean I would be able to resist some of her commands?

I didn't get an answer or the time to really think about it because the vibrator came back to life. It toyed with my pussy, teasing my clitoris. That little button was engorged, but I could tell immediately what she had done. This was a low setting, something to frustrate me. There was no way out be able to get off.

The lower half of my face crumpled her, and I was almost on the verge of tears like some little girl who desperately wanted to treat she would never be allowed to have.

"Please, can I go down on you?" I asked, my heart pounding in my chest. If I was going to have any chance at an orgasm, then I had to give her one first.

"You can do better than that, slut," she said, her voice laced with laughter.

Slut.

Megan kept addressing me like that, turning that single insult into a title. When she used that word for me, she made me into this simpering, pathetic creature. And yet, as the insult stung, I still felt that throbbing desire deep within my pussy.

Yes, I would be her slut. I would be her dumb bimbo. Do anything and everything she craved.

"Please, please, Megan. Please, may I go down on you? Please, let me lick you. I swear, I'll do a good job. I'll make sure you feel really good. Please, please!" My voice rang with that desperate cadence.

With a slow exhalation, Megan spread her legs.

Obediently, I crawled forward even as the vibrator continued to torment me. I slid my head between her thighs. At the last moment, I licked my lips. Then I started licking hers.

"Oh, that's not bad," she said. "I bet you're going to sell in no time."

I didn't dare stop. I ran my tongue up and down the length of her crevice. At first, I only licked the outside of her pussy. Even so, that seemed to satisfy her for the moment. That wouldn't last long, however. I knew Megan. I knew that she would want more.

Sure enough, she grabbed my hair, just as the guys had done. She was using me, turning me into a sex toy. As my tongue went up and down, she forced my head deeper between her thighs. Now my mouth was right up against her opening. My tongue plunged forward, sliding into her most sensitive spot.

I whimpered, moaning.

Right away, Megan understood exactly what I was hoping for.

"Oh, does the dumb slut want an orgasm? Is that what you're asking for?

Yes!"

I wanted that orgasm so badly. As the flavor of her excitement, her hot juices, filled my senses, I knew that I was willing to surrender anything, to do anything for the chance to feel that hot, bright surge of pleasure all over again.

"Not yet," she said.

I wanted to argue, but I couldn't. My mouth was busy.

Lick. Lick. Lick. Down and up, left and right. I traced different patterns over her pussy. I worshiped her clitoris. At the same time, I kept imagining myself as the girl, down on my back while some big guy would pound into me. He would hold me down, and maybe I would struggle. I would shout out, begging him not to claim me like this.

But all those words would accomplish nothing. He would have already made his decision, so he would use me. He would turn me into his little slave girl.

At that exact moment, Megan did the same. She held a firm grip on my hair. She forced my head forward and back. I stiffened my tongue as I plunged it into, then almost all the way out, then in again.

My tongue became a dildo. It became little more than a sex toy, just the way Megan liked it.

"Think back to what it used to be like for you," she said, her voice becoming shallow as her heart pounded and her lungs pumped. She was getting closer and closer to an orgasm, yet she still spared the effort to say these words to me. "Seriously, just remember what it was like to be a man. Remember when you used to be big and strong? Remember when you got to be the aggressor?"

I did.

But now, I was still thinking of myself as a girl, naked, held down.

In my imagination, that big, anonymous man would hold me. His hands would grip my wrists, and I would try to pull away. Of course, it would be futile. Every moment I fought to regain control of my life, it would always be futile.

"You're thinking about getting fucked like a girl, aren't you?"

Opening my eyes, I looked up at her. At the same time, I kept licking, nuzzling her pubis with the tip of my nose as my tongue danced and played along her opening.

"Dumb slut," she said with a shake of her head.

That's when she closed her eyes and relaxed. She tapped the back of my head. I understood the command: go faster. I did my best to obey.

I was so horny by this point! I wanted an orgasm so badly!

Megan quivered once, twice. Pretty soon, she threw her head back as she tensed her shoulders. Arching her back, she quivered and called out. "Yes, yes, yes!"

Jealousy welled up inside of me. I couldn't help myself. This wasn't fair.

But then, I stumbled back as she nudged me away.

"Are you ready to beg for your orgasm?"

"Yes." I spoke without thinking. I had already begged for the privilege of going down on her. Now she wanted me to beg for an orgasm?

I didn't want to play along. Every time I surrendered to her, Megan reinforced my newfound feminine submission. She was teaching me to obey. On some level, I understood exactly what was happening and why she was doing this. She wanted to break me, to prepare me for my "sale." Then some man would take me home, and he would use me and tease me and degrade me even more. I would become a living sex doll, waiting and ready at every opportunity.

And yet, I still couldn't fight back.

"Beg for your orgasm, slut," she said.

There. She phrased it as an order. But this time, I couldn't even try to resist. I held my hands together as I looked up at her. She was seated, her legs crossed once again. She came off as a female CEO, this powerful, glamorous woman who could do whatever she wished, get away with whatever she desired.

Me?

I was the dumb bimbo, the obedient secretary on her knees, ready to please my boss.

"Please, Megan, may I have an orgasm? Please! I want it so badly! I can't take this. It's driving me insane!" I chirped out. Again, my voice rang with that feminine subservience. I was just a girl, begging for some attention. Maybe she would give it to me. Maybe not. Either way, I wasn't in control, and I never would be.

"You can," she said.

I blinked with surprise. Before I could express any kind of gratitude or think about what this meant, she pulled out the controller and sped up the vibrator.

Suddenly, these waves of sensation coursed through me. They felt incredible, absolutely addictive!

That's why she allowed this to happen, you see. Megan wanted to make me so dependent on orgasms that I would do anything, say anything, be anything.

And it was working.

The final rush of pleasure blasted through me, wiping away every intelligent thought, anything close to a coherent idea. I dropped down onto my back, twitching and moaning.

When I opened my eyes again, I found Megan standing above me.

For the next couple of days, I stayed in a room. I was told to clean, to watch videos online, to play with my clothing. I did all of that.

When one young man came in and set up a computer, I looked at him and licked my lips.

"Are you thinking about sucking me off?"

Before I realized what I was doing, I bobbed my head up and down. There was that lascivious look sparkling in my eyes.

"Okay, slut," he said.

He said it with little more than disdain, but I immediately dropped to my knees, and I started licking him. Apparently, I wasn't doing good enough job. Just as some of the other men had done, he grabbed me by my hair. He forced my head back and forth, back and forth. I did my best.

As he was about to leave, I looked back up at him. "Is there any way I can have an orgasm myself?" I asked. My voice rang with hope.

"Nope. Sorry. I forgot the controller."

I grimaced, but there was nothing I could do. If I had argued or complained, that might have been enough to warrant punishment.

So, like a good bimbo, I went to the computer.

For a couple of seconds, there was this hope that maybe I would be able to get my freedom somehow. With this computer, I could go online and try to contact some of my old friends or acquaintances. Maybe I would be able to convince someone that I really had been transformed into a girl.

But once I was on line, I realized something. I could look up makeup tutorials!

So that's exactly what I did. I went online, and I started watching pretty girls. They taught me how to put on lipstick, eyeliner, different kinds of blush and foundation. I absorbed all of it.

From time to time, my hand would twitch, and I would try to type in a different website address. It should have been easy. I should have been able to do it.

But I couldn't. I was trapped in this body along with its priorities. That's why I studied makeup. After that, I watched fashion videos. Day after day, I was a good little bimbo, studying how to look pretty.

That was all I thought that mattered.

And then the door opened again, and there was Megan.

"Guess what?"

I turned. I looked back at her. "What?" I already had a sinking suspicion.

"We have a buyer for you."

"Before I take you to him, I want you to get dressed. Put on something sexy and slutty. Show me how you're going to be a good girl for him."

At once, I sprang to my feet. At that moment, I had been wearing a pair of short shorts, panties over my chastity belt, a bra, and a halter top. But now that I had an audience in mind, I quickly scurried over to the closet.

I decided on a dress.

It was black, tight. Low-cut, it would show off my cleavage. At the same time, I imagined myself bending over, showing him a hint of my panties.

"Who is he?" I asked as I pulled on the dress. That only took a few seconds. After that, I decided that I needed some jewelry as well. I put on a pair of earrings. Apparently, my ears had been pierced by the transformation that took away my cock and turned me into this hapless female.

"Have you ever heard of Vadia?"

"No. What is it?"

"There's a tiny island kingdom out in the South China Sea. From what I understand, it's not even on most maps. Anyway, it's one of the older kingdoms on earth. You're going to meet their prince."

A prince?

My heart fluttered, excitement ran through me, and I tried to fight it down.

My transformation only happened a few days ago, so I still harbored the hope that I would be able to earn or win my freedom somehow.

At night, as I would touch my chastity belt, poking at the steel frame, wishing I had access to my pussy, I would occasionally remember to think about the possibility of freedom. But then, I would start thinking of some powerful man.

Maybe he would keep me in a cage. Maybe he would keep me shackled to the wall. Or maybe he would allow me to pretend to be a person again. I could wear a tight little skirt, a modest blouse, and I would even tie my hair up into a conservative bun. I would have on glasses, and people would see me and assume that I was respectable. But then, I would blink vacantly whenever I was asked a question, and people would start to figure it out. I was just arm candy, nothing worthy of respect.

As those thoughts occurred to me, I would get more and more aroused.

I lost a lot of sleep this way.

"Of course, he's going to want to sample what you have to offer."

"What does that mean?"

"Well," Megan answered. "Obviously, we are going to let you out of the chastity belt. Technically, you're still a virgin, and that makes you more valuable."

I shivered at the thought. To be objectified like this, it ripped apart the last shreds of my ego. "So yeah, you're going to be a good girl for him. You're going to tell him that he's handsome, you want to serve him."

I nodded my head as I applied my makeup. I took my time, making sure that everything was even, balanced, pretty, just as I learned in those videos.

I was a girl. It was my job to be pretty. It was my job to be desirable.

Nothing else mattered.

I didn't have to say anything witty, clever, or intelligent. No one was going to bother to listen to me anyway.

When I was almost done, I stood up, and I pulled a choker out from one of the drawers. I looped it around my neck and clicked it into place.

"How do I look?" I asked.

"You look like an obedient little harem girl."

I didn't know if that was true, but I glanced over at the mirror anyway. I slipped my feet into a pair of black, high-heeled pumps. From there, I did a slow turn. For a few seconds, I thought of some of the girls I saw at that club. They had all been so eager, so desperate for attention. Now I was really one of them.

Of course, I wasn't looking to meet some handsome guy who would take care of me and worship me and adore me. On the contrary, I just wanted to be a good little slut for my new owner.

Whoever he happened to be.

"What's his name?"

Megan was holding my hand, leading me down another hallway. This facility was huge, I realized. As a college student, had probably walked by this building a couple of times, but I never really wondered what was inside. I probably just assumed it was filled with labs, classrooms, or faculty offices. Now I knew that there were apartments in here as well, different places were a girl like me could be trained.

"His name is Prince Eric."

Before I could ask anything else, she opened another door, and there was a man sitting in a chair. This room surprised me, if only because it was relatively small. There was a bed, a clothes closet, and a chair off to the side. He was seated, his phone in his hand.

Slowly, he looked up.

He had dark skin, stubble, and focused, almost predatory eyes. He wore a black dress coat and white shirt. His outfit seemed reasonably loose, yet it also highlighted the strength of his muscles.

As he sat there, he conveyed this animalistic strength. Or maybe that was just me, projecting what I wanted to see. Or what I needed to see. I couldn't be certain one way or another.

And yet, I recognized that this man was comfortable taking control. For some reason, I needed to put myself under his authority.

Megan pulled me into the room, and then she stepped back, placing her hand on the small of my back.

For once, she didn't tell me what to do.

I stood there, feeling foolish. I kept waiting for some kind of instinct to take over. Was I supposed to greet this man? Should I have promised my obedience? Or was I supposed to ask a question?

Swallowing nervously, I waited. I had my hands at my sides. Before I knew it, I reached to down, and I gripped the hem of my skirt. I pulled against my dress, probably like some nervous little girl.

"Hello," he finally said, deigning to look up from his phone.

"Hi," I said.

Amusement flashed along his eyes as he stood up. He was taller than me by quite a bit. I shivered. My legs locked in the place even as he started to circle me. I felt like I was livestock, on display.

I shivered again as I thought about what Megan had said to me before, how I could be turned into a human puppy or milked like a cow. No way. That wouldn't happen. And yet, as I stood there, under the gaze of this imperious man, I had to admit that anything seemed possible.

"You are lovely specimen," he said. "And from what I understand, I'm now the lead bidder. That said, are you worth it? I put a lot of money up for you."

So he hadn't yet won the auction. Or maybe he just hadn't confirmed that he actually wished to purchase me.

Purchase me.

That thought seemed so strange. Slavery wasn't supposed to be a thing. It was something that you were supposed to find a history book. And yet, I stood right there, on display for this man.

He circled me once, twice, his eyes running up and down my body. I could feel it as he studied my shins, my shoulders, my stomach, my breasts. I wiggled around. For some reason, getting studied with this intensity turned me on. It made me feel small and helpless.

More than that, it made me want to please this man, to demonstrate my worth and value.

"Thank you?" I finally replied.

He chuckled. It was a deep, throaty sound. He reminded me of a lion laughing at the gazelle.

Again, I wished to retreat back, but something held me in place.

After several examinations, Prince Eric stopped behind me. At once, he reached out, and he stroked me, starting with the top of my head and working his way down. At the moment, my blonde hair fell loosely around my shoulders, reaching toward my shoulder blades. My hair was straight, almost plain, almost unassuming.

At one point, I had asked Megan if she wanted me to do something more elaborate. I mean, I watched lots of hair tutorials online. I could have curled my hair into ringlets or tied it into an elaborate French braid.

"No," Megan had said, almost disdainfully. "We want you to show off all of your potential."

So right then, the prince ran his fingers through my hair, and I could only hope he enjoyed what he felt.

At the same time, I really started to understand what it meant to be female, to have to wait, to wonder exactly what a man would think.

Out in the real world, guys take control. Sure, people love to talk about how women and men can be equal, but most girls just lack the natural aggression that it takes to push ahead in life. Even in relationships, girls want to be asked out. They want to be picked.

And that's precisely what I craved.

I didn't know how to please this man, but I wanted to be a good girl. I wanted to be hot and sexy for him. I wanted him to desire me!

As I stood there, I did my best to be demure. My heart pounded away in my chest. I tried to think of something to say.

"If I give you a command, what do you do?"

"I obey?" I asked. There is a little squeak at the end of my question, which meant that I sounded even sillier than usual.

He didn't answer. Had I given the correct response? I didn't know and I couldn't tell.

Then he placed his hands on my ass. He squeezed. His fingers roamed along my sides, up toward my breasts. He started to finger my buttons, toying with me. He worked me up. But this man was an expert; he knew exactly what he was doing.

Right as I was on the cusp of an orgasm, he stopped, pulling his hands away. I closed my eyes, I lifted my chin, and I started to whimper.

"What's wrong? You want something?"

My eyes were wet. I didn't know how I was supposed to respond. What did he want me to say? What was the correct answer?

"Please, tell me what to do!"

"I want to know if you're going to fight me."

"Sometimes," I said truthfully. "I can't help it. I'm just a dumb girl. So I get emotional. Sometimes I get silly and stubborn."

Was that the correct answer? I couldn't tell one way or the other, but then he spun me around, and he forced me up against the wall. Some mammalian instinct took over, and I tried to push him away. Yeah, right. I may as well have tried to shove a brick wall out of my way.

Even so, I thought I pushed against him as hard as I could, and that's when he grabbed my wrists and pushed them up against the wall.

Then he kissed me. He smeared my lipstick, but I didn't care. His tongue was forceful, his lips firm against my mouth.

I was getting wet again, so wet! My pussy felt drenched, and I desperately wanted some stimulation.

He pulled back, and he was waiting to hear something. He wanted an answer of some kind.

"You can keep my deposit, but I want to fuck her," said the prince. "Let's see if she's really worth it."

When he turned back to Megan, he didn't seem at all surprised that my captor had already taken out the key. When my eyes locked on to that little piece of brass, my heart rate jumped.

My pulse screamed through my body, and I froze again, this time desperately hoping that I wasn't going to mess this up. I had to please this man. Maybe if he bought me, he would use me. He would take me, fucking me whatever he wanted. Yes, I would be a slave, but at least he might not keep me in chastity all the time.

"See that? Keep the slut locked up and she's always going to be eager to please," Megan said.

Prince Eric didn't seem to care one way or the other. He pulled up my skirt, and he worked the locks, one after another. The chastity belt came away. He pulled the bullet from my pussy. My throat tightened as I waited to see exactly what he would do. His hand went to the back of my neck, and he pulled me over to the desk. He bent me over it.

Eric grabbed my wrists, and he held them just at the small of my back. With his free hand, he took out his cock. I wasn't allowed to see it. He grabbed my hair, pulling my head back. This meant that, just as I opened my eyes, I saw Megan once again. She waved at me, her fingers wiggling.

Perhaps she was there to make sure that he didn't damage the property. Or maybe she just liked to watch. Either way, she got to see my face flush, my lips part, right as he pushed his cock into my waiting pussy.

"Thank you, thank you, Sir!" I cried out.

Why did I call him Sir?

It felt like the right thing to say.

I was a girl, a plaything, and I wanted to please this man. Nothing could be more important than his pleasure. He rammed me, thrusting hard into my waiting crevice. He filled me up, and I moaned. Instinctively, I tried to pull away. Maybe I was hoping that I would be able to take control.

He liked the way I was struggling. He gasped. He growled. At the same time, his hand went down to my ass. He smacked me.

"No. You go where I put you," Prince Eric commanded.

I settled down, but just for a second. I couldn't help myself. Some part of me struggled against this.

Now I understood why.

I was getting taken by a powerful man. If I enjoyed this, then it would mean that I was no longer the individual I used to be. I wouldn't be a college student or a guy even. No. By accepting this, I would embrace my fate as an airheaded bimbo. I would be dumb and eager to please. Nothing besides sucking his cock and taking his cock and worshiping his cock would matter to me.

I had to fight!

Or did I?

No. I didn't want to fight. As much as some part of me struggled against this, there was too much weight, too much desire pounding into me. I felt my place, bent over that desk. I wanted to be the girl, to be taken. Megan and her associates had transformed me so completely.

Yes, I still felt that hot sting of degradation. Yes, I knew that he was turning me into his own personal whore. But that didn't matter. It meant nothing because it felt so good. I knew my place.

I'd be his girl, dumb and grateful, if he'd have me.

"Take it, take it, slut," Megan said to me. At the same time, she smirked.

Maybe Prince Eric heard her. Maybe not. It didn't really matter because he kept going, every violent thrust pushing him deep into me. Then he would pull back. The friction of my body against his lit up every nerve within my body. I loved it. I was so grateful.

I didn't even care if he would dress me in stupid little costumes. I could be a cheerleader, a French maid, a stewardess. It wouldn't matter. It wouldn't make any difference because I would know my place.

I would serve him. Maybe he would let me sleep in his bed or maybe I would sleep on the floor. It wouldn't matter. Maybe he would have me suck his cock to wake him up every morning. Who needs an alarm when you have a bimbo like me?

I would do anything and everything to please this man. He would be my owner, my Master.

Holding onto the edge of the desk, my knuckles turned white. I panted, feeling my heart pound in my chest.

"Now you can come," he commanded. At the same time, he pulled my hair again and smacked my ass.

Pain shot through my system, mixing with this onrushing tsunami of pleasure. I didn't know how to think, how to breathe, how to do anything at all. I became nothing but sensitive to his skin, desperate for more. I cried out, screaming at the top of my lungs just as he savored his orgasm. I could feel his pulsating cock, strong, powerful, this rod of domination that he could use to own and control me oh so thoroughly.

He pulled back.

"I'll take her," he said, breathless, his voice strained.

This was my final check.

I stood there, naked, my hands held behind my back, my breasts on prominent display. Megan circled me, just as Prince Eric had done.

"You really are a pretty girl."

"Thank you," I said, my voice soft and demure.

"Just remember, you aren't a real woman."

There was a sharp intake of breath. I didn't know what to say. Was she going to tell Prince Eric where I had come from?

But then she started laughing. "You aren't a real woman because real women are strong and powerful. They’re like me. They're not like you. So if you're not a real woman, what does that make you?"

"I'm a dumb bimbo!" I chirped, the relief flooding through my voice.

"That's right. You're a bimbo. So do as you're new owner commands. Suck him and spread your legs. You're a plaything now. Enjoy slavery," she said. That's when she took me by the hand and guided me over to the small cage.

I got down into it, and she closed the gate. Next, she locked it, and she threw a blanket over the top. That was the last time I ever saw Megan, but the sound of her laughter often echoes back through my head. After all, she had won.

The End
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