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Daniel’s former school bully, the alpha Patrick Harding, offers Daniel and his adorable wife, Davina, two jobs. One as a high powered executive and one in the position of lowly office girl. Only after Daniel signs the contracts does he realise that he is to be the office girl and it is Davina who is to be the highly paid, powerful executive.

Swayed by the financial renumeration his family will receive if he accepts, Daniel decides to give the situation a go, until he can prove to the powerful boss of Harding Inc that a mistake has been made. Then Daniel will become the commanding executive while relegating his wife to a mere obedient, office girl, tasked with servicing the needs of the company.

The situation descends into abject humiliation when Daniel learns he must wear the sexy, regulation office girl attire and be trained in serving, without question, the Office Mangers and clients of Harding Ltd. Crueller, Daniel is forced into wearing a reinforced steel chastity triangle that can only be removed electronically by a kindly Office Manager along with a computer controlled collar. The words engraved into the collar read: Property of Harding. A small screen at the front of the device reveals the office girl’s current name and status.

Office Managers are trained to be severe and firm with office girls, not kindly. Office Managers can make any demands of any office girl and punish them for any perceived transgressions at their own whim – even his own wife, Davina has this power over the office girls.

The ghastly predicament in which Daniel finds himself ensnared is intensified by Harding mischievously training as Office Managers, Daniel’s young twins, Zoe and Helen.

Can Daniel escape Harding Castle, located miles from anywhere, in the middle of the Scottish countryside? Can he avoid the humiliation of his wife and his daughters seeing him during his training? Worse, what if Daniel falls under the orbit of a member of his family as Office Managers and is in need of chastisement? Tummy turning mortification is waiting around every corner of this story to shame him.

This is a freshly created story based on Property of Harding, published on Deborah Ford’s website for free.  Never satisfied with how the original developed after the first chapter, the writer has woven a fresh dark tale where every nightmare of a helpless, foolish sissy is realised with excruciating effect.
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Chapter 1       

She is eye opening, mouth gapingly stunning.

Neatly cropped blond hair, dark eye makeup and sweet pink, enticingly fat lips.  Decorated in a translucent Peter Pan blouse with short cuffed sleeves, V shaped neckline, trimmed tight to her astonishingly tiny midriff. Her high-waisted shorts are in a matching brown, clinging around her thighs and hips before moulding their way around her groin and buttocks. Two rows of silver buttons secure them at the front. On her legs are knee height, high heeled boots perfectly matching the colour of the shorts.

If that wasn’t sufficiently erotic, she wears a steel collar locked about her neck engraved with the words “Property of Harding Ltd.” An elegant video screen sits in the steel band about her neck reading her name: Chrissy. A small ring, clearly intended for a leash, hangs on the front          just below the lettering.

Daniel blushes as his eyes sweep up and down the dream like figure. His cock twitches, as would that of any man.  Of course, Daniel has a little secret. He loves to dress in girly clothes when his wife is out and adores the sight of the sexually charged, clinging, thigh length shorts. Especially how they flatten so tautly around her groin.

“Hey?”

The gruff voice of Patrick Harding brings him back into the land of the living.

They are sat around a wooden picnic table on a balcony jutting out from one of the castle towers. Below them the drawbridge is being pulled up from over the moat, preventing anyone arriving or leaving. Daniel and his family arrived only a few minutes earlier and here he is sipping a cool beer on the idyllic sun trap of a flagstone terrace. Away from the rising drawbridge a road winds away to trees and continues towards the distant, snow-capped mountains.

“You listening?”

Harding wasn’t known for his manners in school and clearly has learnt little since he left.

Feeling his cheeks glowing at being so abruptly spoken to in front of his wife, Daniel fixes a smile. “Er yes, yes, of course. You were, er, saying about ….”

He notices the girl whose collar reads Chrissy, drop one knee before the other and his mind falls perfectly blank, like an empty jar. Her pink, nail varnished fingers flick elegantly out until they are at 90 degrees to the ground. It is a striking, sensual pose that would arrest the attention of any living male.

Harding shakes his head. He is about six feet four and powerfully built, so towers over Daniel’s five three and slender shape. He had bullied Daniel throughout school, culminating in the moment Daniel desperately tries to forget. It was the foul moment that shaped the rest of his school days, ultimately forcing him to move away from his home town as soon as he was old enough to leave school.

“I was telling you about the job offer!”

Daniel wonders if Patrick Harding has to bellow at him like that, especially before Daniel’s wife and kids. He feels like a stupid puppy caught up in a spooling roll of paper towels.

“Yes, I did hear you, Patrick. No need to shout,” Daniel makes yet another attempt to raise his status before Harding. He detests the way he is belittled in front of his family by the overbearing brute.

“Oh, you have to shout loudly sometimes,” Daniel’s wife, Davina, giggles. “He is such a day dreamer. Always has his heads in the clouds. Don’t know what he finds to think about.”

Davina wears a sober, knee length dress that rides up as she sits next to the table with the drinks. The twins, 17 year old Zoe and Katie in their sensible shoes and modest length, summery dresses, observe their mother sitting so do likewise on nearby chairs.

Normally she is quiet and fearful with strangers, yet here at Harding’s striking castle, she has been a little bolder, especially with her put downs of Daniel. Daniel has never before known his wife to put him down in company. It’s almost as if the masculine energy of Patrick Harding makes her feel safe and shielded, somehow stronger.

The twins giggle too, making Daniel feel uneasy. He needs to assert himself here, so he coughs and says tetchily, “Yes, yes, the job. I was listening.”

Harding stares sourly at Daniel. “And you got we are talking about two hundred grand a year for the manager’s job? Maybe another fifty K with bonuses? Along with the statutory minimum for the additional office job?”

Daniel smiles. He had resigned his job in the civil service the day after he and Patrick Harding met up at the city business fair. It took a while into talking Davina to give up her lucrative sales executive post but as Daniel explained, two hundred grand is three times their combined earnings.

The twins affect boredom. “Can we go back to our room now dad?” Zoe whines.

Katie pulls a face. “We want to watch the tv.”

“No!” Announces Daniel pulling back his shoulders, finally able to assert himself. At least he feels in command around his own children.

“Yeh,” Patrick Harding says, this time softly, as if to dear friends. “You kids go to your room if you want. The TVs are the latest. Got all the channels. Hey, maybe I can find some work for you two. Get you some vacation money, eh?”

Flattered, they giggle a, “Yes”.

Daniel appreciates how kids love being with the larger than life, charismatic Harding but is aggravated that Patrick Harding has overridden his instruction to them, by telling them to go to their room. He’d have to have a word with Harding at some stage, just to remind him that Harding may be a powerful businessman, but he is not the twin’s father.

“They are only seventeen ,” Daniel says to Harding, seeking to win back the initiative. “I am not sure ….”

Waving a huge palm Harding turns to face Davina, dismissing Daniel with, “It’ll be fine.”

The gleeful girls skip away into the darkness of the castle.

“Yeh, as I was telling your husband here, Harding Ltd has been expanding in the holiday market for some time. We need fresh faces around. New ideas.”

“Yes,” Daniel cuts in, ready to mansplain to his wife, “Patrick was saying ….”

“It is a generous offer,” Davina smiles, interrupting her husband.

“Na, I pay for quality,” Harding says. “You get what you pay for.”

“I’m sure I …” Daniel starts.

Harding again speaks over him as he moves to a chair next to Daniel’s wife, “This is a growing empire. You two and the girls will be joining an outfit at just the right time. We’re not growing, we’re exploding.”

Davina eyes the beauty in the staggeringly tight, high waist shorts. “My husband is a bit of a prude when it comes to dress. But we did discuss the outfit. He is cool about it.”

“As long as my girls don’t have to wear it!” Daniel squeaks as a joke, but the silence that greets his remark makes him feel distinctly uncomfortable. He is being ignored by both Harding and Davina.

“Na. Don’t worry.” Harding says to Davina before scowling at Daniel. “Hey, what’s wrong with her uniform? Hey, Chrissy, turn your fat arse around to face us.”

As Chrissy turns elegantly to face away from them, she offers a polite smile full of eager pleasure at being shown off.

Harding leans back, “You two have a good look and tell me what’s wrong with that!”

Bristling at such a sexist term for the young lady, nevertheless Daniel does find himself admiring what Harding referred to as ‘that’. As Chrissy edges around, bringing her curvy bum to face them, Daniel feels his dick engorge and his cheeks heat up.

“Very nice,” Davina says with a knowing smile on her face.

Harding grunts. “She better be. Highly trained. Discipline is important to me. Give these girls an inch and they’ll run riot.” Then he mutters under his breath but so they all can hear, “Dumb bitches.”

Again, Daniel is aggrieved at the brute’s appalling sexism, wondering how he’d put up with working with such a ghastly man. Yet two hundred thou’ wasn’t easy to turn down. His attention is drawn to a small flat device, no larger than a mobile phone fixed to the small of her back.

“What’s that?” A shocked Daniel asks.

“What?” Harding sounds irritated that Daniel should even dare ask him a question. “What? It’s called the little black book, because once it was literally a book. People could write notes in them by hand. All office girls have got them. Anyone wants to make any observations about them, then tap in a few lines in that. All electronic these days. The words go straight to a central computer in the Control Room.”

Daniel feels flustered. “I don’t get it. How can the staff read them if the little black books are fixed behind their backs?”

Hearing his wife sigh, he knows he is being foolish but cannot reason why.

Harding barks as if talking to a dimwit, “They are not supposed to read them, are they? What the hell is the point of that? Customers and clients must feel free to say what they want about the girls’ behaviour. Jeez. Come on now! You need a code to open the messaging system. The girls obviously are denied that.”

“Oh yes, I see,” Daniel says, not really seeing. He wonders about the human rights of the office staff here. How humiliating would it be if a client wrote a comment about a girl and she wouldn’t even know what it was? Yet she would walk around all day knowing that on a central computer there were comments about her that anyone else could easily read. Barbaric!

Chrissy turns full circle as Daniel ogles the swell of her boobs through the tight cotton blouse. His dick is now firmly and uncomfortably erect in his pants.

“And when do we start?” Davina asks.

“Right now,” Harding announces as if it is obvious. “No time like the present. Hey Chrissy, take Daniel here down to Miss Willis.”

“Yes, Mister Harding, Sir.”

She steps back on her heeled boots to the door indicating Daniel should move through it.

“Right, yes,” Daniel splutters. “Right.”

Downing his beer, Daniel walks up to the welcome cool of the arched entrance leading back into the shadowy castle.

“And Daniel?” his wife coos after him.

“Yes dear?”

“Keep your hands to yourself,” she smiles, as if saying a joke.

“Yeh,” Harding grunts more seriously. “She’s my property. I have her ownership papers. No touching unless I give permission.”

Davina laughs and Daniel offers a blushing chortle at the gag about Harding actually owning the poor girl. Daniel is convinced that the poor little thing is so cowed by this monster of a man that she dares not show any sign of rebellion. Hideous!

“Ah yeh, that reminds me.” Harding appears pained, as if he is about to say something he thinks might cause offence. He rises and takes a couple of steps until he is close enough to grip Daniel’s arm and lead him away from his wife and Chrissy.

They stand near the balustrades overlooking the Scottish hills.  A light breeze cools Daniel’s perpetually glowing cheeks. When he has ever been mor embarrassed than this?

“Listen,” Harding stares out over the forests and lakes before laughing staccato style. “One thing. Bit silly really.”

“Anything Patrick, really.” Daniel feels a well of desperation build up. Could he be in danger losing this lucrative opportunity? He has resigned from his safe job with nothing on which to fall back.

“Glad to hear you say that. It’s just that this is a busy place. I don’t really want wives and husbands to be, how can I put it, distracted.”

“Eh?” Suddenly Daniel realises Harding means sex. “Oh, I get it. Don’t worry. That won’t happen. We’ll both concentrate on our jobs here.”

“Yeh, I’m sure. Yeh. But how can I be really sure, you see? I mean the girls around here are pretty hot, aren’t they?”

“Yes, you can say that again!”

“And Davina is a little sexy tramp too,” Harding’s eyes roam animal like over Davina’s body as she sips her drink while running through the Harding brochures.

Daniel bristles. What? Did Harding really just say that about his wife? ‘Little sexy tramp”. How dare he!

Harding tears his eyes away from Daniel’s spouse to continue. “So I don’t want you and your wife spending all your time screwing each other when there is work to be done.”

If only Harding knew, Daniel thinks, that he and his wife had enjoyed sex very infrequently over the last few years.

“You don’t need to worry about that I ….”

“Well I do worry about it. So all I ask,” he chuckles, shaking his head, “and you’re going to laugh at this, I’m sure. But all I ask is you wear a little chastity cage. You know, keep you in line. Help with the urges.”

“Chastity cage? Eh?”

“It fits around your willy and stops you getting erect.”

“Are you joking?”

Harding glares down at Daniel making the shorter man feel queasy.

What can Daniel say, he searches for a reason why he shouldn’t. “Sorry, it’s just that you know …I ….”

Thankfully, Harding seems to understand and nods his head, looking disappointed.

“Yeh, maybe we should not think any more about the job,” the bear of a man says. “You all go home and ….”

Panic grips Daniel’s entire being. Is he about to lose this amazingly renumerated position? A manager at the huge empire Harding has created.

“No wait. No. Really, I assure you.” He lowers his voice to a whisper so Davina can’t hear him. “I give you my word I won’t make love to my wife here. Well not on office time.”

“Yeh, well that’s the thing, isn’t it? Managers sometimes need to do work in the evenings too.”

“I assure you I can control myself and …”

Harding pulls a face. “Good intentions aren’t always enough, are they? Hey why don’t we give it a try for a few days? Yeh? See how it goes.”

Daniel swallows. “Well a day maybe? Yes?”

“Good suggestion.” Harding says. “Hey! Let’s make it a few days. Just to make sure. Keep your attention on the job. How’s that sound?”

“Well I ….”

Daniel feels his arm gripped tightly again as he is led back to the arched entrance and the gorgeous waiting Chrissy.

“Glad we sorted out that little problem,” Harding says.

“No, I …” Daniel quietens himself. Davina is in ear shot and staring at them with one of her superior smiles.

With raised eyebrows she asks, “Something wrong Daniel?”

Daniel smiles back, “No. No. Of course not, dear. Just a little detail. Man talk.”

Daring not to discuss the matter further with an audience, Daniel whispers to Harding, “Can we talk later about it?”

“Sure yeh. See how it goes.” Suddenly Harding is agreeable, helpful. “Sure. Great idea.”

Good! Davina would have heard the difficult to please Harding congratulating her husband on a ‘good idea’. Daniel feels proud of himself. He turns to shake Mr Harding’s hand only to discover his new boss is already striding back to Davina, where he raises his glass of beer to take a long greedy draught.

Not sure what to do or say Daniel side steps close to Chrissy to squeeze past the girl’s breasts into the chilliness of the stone walled corridor. He is vigilant in avoiding touching her for fear of offending the poor office girl who has already been so insulted by her boss.

Even in the shivery, dark interior he can hear Harding continue his bluster. “We have grown by twenty percent this year already.”

He may be disgusted by the boast, but his wife is pretending to be impressed. “Wow. Amazing,” she gushes

Chrissy closes the door on the conversation.

“Follow me,” she says sharply, the smile suddenly gone as if turned off by a switch.

She wiggles away to an alcove and presses a button making the lift doors swoosh open.

She glances back at Daniel. “You coming or not? You heard Mister Harding. He told you to see Miss Willis.”

Wondering what has happened to her subservience on the terrace, he replies as frostily as he can muster, “All right. I’m coming.”

But he knows he sounds merely petulant.

How has she turned from a passive, obedient, office girl to a terse, aggressive dominatrix in the space of a few steps. Clearly Daniel had a good deal to correct at Harding Ltd. Manners are wholly important to the good running of any office machine.

Pretty soon this sexy dreamboat would know him as the office manager on a couple hundred “k”. At that point she will be addressing him as ‘Sir’, obeying him without question, just as she did Patrick Harding on the sunny balcony.

The lift trundles downwards. They had taken a lift to the sixth floor of the tower to reach the balcony yet, judging by the flickering numbers above the door, they were now going back to the ground.

On reaching floor ‘0’ the lift continues its descent.

The display now reads names and terms rather than floor numbers:

Basement, basement two, car park level one, car park level two.

Staff quarters, lights up as the doors ping open.

“How far underground are we?” He asks, trying to hide his timidity.

Daniel always feels nervous in enclosed spaces.

Rudely ignoring him she wiggles down a modern office corridor.

What a discourteous bitch, Daniel observes. Clearly Harding is unaware of how rude his staff behave when out of his presence. Daniel makes a mental note to resolve these inexcusable ill-mannered actions as soon as he is appointed.

But his moralistic thoughts are shaken by the sight before him.

“Wow!” Daniel exclaims.

Two beauties, in exactly the same brown high waisted shorts as Chrissy, wiggle towards them carrying quilts and pillows. Their eyes are wide open and their pink lips neatly pursed. If they stood next to Chrissy, they could be triplets, save for the different coloured hair they possessed. Yet even the hair has a similar short neat, sexy style.

Daniel steps aside to let them into the lift. Like dancers, the girls turn as one to face out of the lift and the doors close.

For a moment he feels imprisoned. They are deep underground, and the lift has just swept away, back to the safety of the reception area.

“Miss Willis is waiting!” Chrissy glares at Daniel as if he were no more than an errant child deliberately being naughty.

He couldn’t believe how she spoke to him. There were certainly going to be changes around here once he got his feet under the manager’s desk. And disrespectful staff like Chrissy better watch out!

They walk further down the underground corridor where he can hear the distant clickety-click of keyboards. Occasionally a door opens, and a girl attired as the others, would emerge. His cock is now seriously thickening. He juggles his pants to try and hide his thickening erection.

Then shock stops him in his tracks.

A pair of girls appear through the doors at the end of the corridor. One attired in the usual tan outfit, the other, although wearing the same high waisted shorts and boots is clad in all white. White shorts, white boots, unlike the other tan coloured girl’s clothing he has seen.

He groans. Too sexy for words. But then the most bizarre realisation. The girl in brown at the front is carrying a leash attached to the ring in the collar of the girl in white. They march past Daniel and Chrissy without any acknowledgment. Their hips swinging musically as they continue their journey to a doorway further down. The girl in white stands patiently posed, one knee before the other whilst the first girl opens the door to let her inside.

The door closes leaving Daniel standing, gawping at the sight he had just witnessed. A sexy girl on a leash!

“What the hell was that about?” He asks.

Chrissy blinks. “Swearing is not tolerated amongst the office girls.”

“Sorry, quite right. But firstly, hell isn’t really a swear word in my books and,” he emphasises his surprise, “what was that?” He nods in the direction of the door through which the erotic pair of girls had moved.

“And firstly,” she says pointedly, “It’s not for you to decide what words are swear words. Secondly, may we obey Mister Harding?” She raises her eyebrows, expectant of a reply.

“Yes of course, yes. Erm, what do you mean? Obey Mr Harding?”

Closing her eyes with impatience at his apparent stupidity she opens them to stare at him as if he is the village idiot. “What did Mr Harding command you to do?”

What? Why use the word command?

Daniel speaks emphatically to make a point, “Mr Harding didn’t command, he, well,” Daniel was lost. He realised that Harding had issued an instruction and maybe she could use the word ‘command’. It’s just that the word command feels so abrupt.

Swallowing, Daniel replies, “Mr Harding said you should take me to see a Miss Willis.”

She raises her eyebrows in wonderment, “And should we obey Mr Harding or disobey him?”

He swallows so hard he is aware of his Adam’s apple bouncing in his throat. “Well,” his mouth feels dry. “You’d best take me to see this Miss Willis then, hadn’t you? Please continue.”

“Thank you,” she whispers ironically with a roll of the eyes.

What a little madam she is! Daniel didn’t believe in sacking staff. Rather he would simply reprimand them in a gentle manner to encourage improvements in their attitude. Obviously, Chrissy was going to be on the receiving end of a very long but educational memo.

They go through the double swing doors at the end of the corridor and down a short flight of carpeted steps.

Chrissy pauses outside a large wood panelled door, runs her hands down her fine blouse, smoothing it before clearing her throat. Only then does she tap on the door as if she has to gather the courage to do so.

“Enter!” A female voice from behind the door.

Chrissy appears apprehensive. She adopts a simpering smile, opens the door and wiggles inside. Suddenly Daniel is nervous, wary.

A woman’s deep voice growls. “And? You lose him or something you bimbo trash?”

Chrissy scowls at Daniel. She leans out of the room to whisper to him, “See what trouble you’ve gotten me into!”

She freezes a smile onto her face and enters the room indicating Daniel should follow.

With a good deal of trepidation brought on by Chrissy’s reactions, he enters just behind her.

It is a spacious office complete with rugs, a sofa, a coffee machine and a huge desk. Behind it a black woman sits. She leaps up to meet him.

Oddly, her outfit is exactly the same as Chrissy’s. High waisted shorts, blouse and sexy knee length boots are the same in every detail bar one. Bar one major difference. She is attired in all black.

Her figure is stunning, true Marilyn Monroe curves with Beyoncé hips and bum. Yet her arms and thighs are bulging with muscles. She must be at least 6 foot even without the high heels. She reminds Daniel of the tennis playing Williams sisters and he instantly feels intimidated.

As she approaches, he meekly offers his hand for a welcoming shake. With her authority she must be a manager he assumes thus they are on the same level. She ignores his outstretched hand, placing her long fingers firmly beneath his chin, gripping his jaw to lift up his head to hers.

“Took your time, you tramp!” She keeps her gaze fixed on his face twisting his head slightly one way then the other as if to examine him.

It’s a moment before he realises this brusque woman is actually addressing Chrissy and not him.

“I’m sorry Madam Willis,” Chrissy offers.

“Yeh, too straight! You will be sorry!”

Chrissy’s face momentarily falls before reasserting the wide eyes and pouting lips look. An unsettled smile appears stuck on her features. “Madam if I may explain. The new recruit is …”

“Shut it. You know what your mouth is good for and it’s not for talking.”

Daniel pulls his head off her fingers shrinking away from her stare. “If I may explain, Miss Willis. It wasn’t entirely her fault …”

“No, you can’t explain.” She glowers down at him with huge dark eyes. Her lips pull back to reveal large white predator teeth. “You keep it buttoned too!”

Daniel falls silent.

The rude black woman faces Chrissy. “Turn around bitch!”

“Yes Madam.” Chrissy spins around on her heels.

The black woman grips the ‘black book’ at the small of her back. The screen resembles that of a mobile phone. She taps in a code and the screen opens up to reveal notes, too small for Daniel to read.

The dominant dark skinned woman swipes through page after page of notes until she finds a blank one and starts tapping at the keyboard.

“Tardiness is a disease girl!”

“Yes Madam.”

The black woman taps out a few lines before closing the screen. “Who is your house manager?”

“Miss Emerson, Madam.”

“Report straight to her. Before you forget even that!”

“Yes Madam.”

“Leave!”

“Yes Madam.” Chrissy wiggles out as fast as her heels will allow.

When the door closes Daniel feels a fluttery alarm in his gut. It is as if he has been trapped in a mad house, far beneath the ground. One of his panic attacks hovers over the horizon ready to melt him down to a quaking mess.

Miss Willis settles onto her desk, her thigh muscles bulging. “Ok. Get this firmly planted in that empty, pretty head of yours …”

“Wait, please I think there’s been …”

Miss Willis holds up her palm to stop him before glancing around the room. “Can you hear something?”

He listens carefully. Somewhere he can hear a faint computer hum, and a whisper of air conditioning, but nothing more. “No. I don’t think so.”

Slipping down from the desk, she ambles languidly towards him, her ear cast upwards. “Shhh. Listen ….”

He listens again. “I can’t hear anything.”

Raising his chin with her harsh fingers again, she glares down at him. “Yeh? Well that’s good right? Cos when I’m speaking, I don’t want to hear nothing. Got it?”

A tremor runs through to his tummy. He knows he should stand up to her, but she is so menacing he feels intimidated.

Feeling the heat of her breath on his face and detecting a masculine scent of cologne, he says, “I’m sorry. I fear there has been a huge error here and …”

“If I think one of my staff members isn’t listening to me then I do something about it. You want me to do something about it?”

“N, n, no,” he stammers.

She pats his nose with her forefinger. “Excellent. The right answer.” She smiles playfully, “For once. Well done!”

Smiling with relief, he watches her wiggle back to her desk to perch on it again.

Once she has collected her thoughts she continues, “I was giving you the heads up. Listen carefully. I won’t repeat any of it. My staff are famous for their obedience, good manners, neat presentation. I will tolerate nothing less!”

Daniel nods. “Good yes. Erm,” he feels himself cower, “may I say something?” He swallows before adding, “Please?”

She sighs looking up at the ceiling and then back to him. “Make it quick. If you start jabbering mindlessly, I’ll put a stop to it. Got it?”

“Oh yes, yes indeed. Thank you.” He says breathlessly. “You see I am not the one working in the office. I am the manager. It is my wife ….”

Her hand flies up again. He notices the palm is oddly pinkish whereas the rest of her hand is black. She rummages through a few papers on her desk. “Daniel Christopher Lowe?”

“Yes, that’s me. But it is my wife who is supposed to be ….”

Picking up a sheath of papers, she says, “Yeh, yeh, you were allowed to speak once, and that is enough for a whole week in your case. Office manager, you say? Well Danny boy not according to these notes. According to this you are mine!” She says “mine” with the relish of a bear about to devour a lamb.

Shivering he wonders how on earth his wife will be able to deal with her? He is not going to let Davina endure such bullying. His wife is so easily cowed at times that Daniel often finds himself feeling shame at his own bullying of her.

“Let’s find out if Harding Ltd has made an error or if it’s you!”

She pulls up the phone and presses a few buttons. “Don’t I just love having the staff waste my time!”

“I’m sorry but I just thought …”

“Hey? Patrick? Hi. Yeh, yeh. Sorry. Appreciate you’re busy. Got myself some wimp called Daniel Lowe down here with me. Yeh. That’s right. That’s him. But he is saying it should be his wife down here. Yeh I know! No, you’re right. He’s not that bright?” She laughs at something and shakes her head in Daniel’s direction. “Yeh, I’ll explain it slowly to little birdbrain here so even he can understand. Catch you later. Oh, are you? A date eh? Three females. You old dog you.”

She puts down the phone delicately before baring her teeth. “Not the best of starts, birdbrain.”

“Did, did, did Patrick explain?”

Shaking her head and sighing, she says, “Mr fucking Harding to you, arsehole. Oh, yeh he explained. Let’s get this straight. Your wife was some high-powered executive running her own department. Overseeing some fifty people. She rose to that position in a year from scratch. Yeh?”

“Well yes. But as she will tell you, she landed on her feet there. She knew the owner and she isn’t really management material.”

“Whereas, birdbrain, you have been in the civil service for twelve years since university and is still not allowed to sharpen his own pencils. Is that about right?”

He swallows. “Well I have had certificates for good attendance for three years running.”

She nods sadly. “So then birdbrain who is better equipped to run a department for Mister Harding? A wimp who needs directions to tie his own shoelaces or a high powered, thrusting executive like your wife?”

High powered thrusting executive! No one would describe Davina as such. She is timid, but very hard working and conscientiousness. Daniel is quiet for a moment. His eyes widen with understanding. It is Davina who Harding wants to run his operation! Not himself! Harding has hired him to be a low paid office worker like those dumb rude girls in the sexy attire.

Mind numbing panic at the revelation. “Oh my God! No.”

The black woman smiles. “The penny has dropped?”

He closes his eyes. It had taken him an hour to rack up the courage to approach Harding at the business fair. He was going to lambast him for being such a horrible bully in school. He has a speech he has prepared all his life for such a meeting with the monstrous bully. It is intended to be rude and cutting, to make Harding understand just how horrible he truly is.

Harding of course pretends to ignore him, carrying on as if Daniel is not saying anything.  Until, that is, Daniel’s wife Davina arrives, then all of a sudden Harding is giving them one hundred per cent of his attention.

Well, more accurately, he gave her a hundred percent of his attention. She pretended to find the mindless brute’s jokes and stories amusing.  And then came the job offer. Well two job offers. One for a new office manager and the other for an office worker. The wages of the manager were crazy. Daniel had assumed ….

“Look Miss Willis I’m afraid I’ve made a terrible mistake and I would like to leave now. So sorry to have troubled you. I will see myself out.”

He reaches around to pull the door handle, but it doesn’t catch. The handle swings up and down freely without engaging a lever. He feels the familiar well of panic. “Awfully sorry but can you unlock the door, please?”

She smiles sweetly. “Of course I can.”

“Good.” He stands there waiting until he finally says, “I mean now.”

“Well, not now birdbrain.” She slides from the desk moving towards him with a grin. “You see, from now on doors don’t open when you want them to open but when others decide to open them for you.”

“Look, I have pointed out …”

“You signed the contract right, birdbrain?”

She is now towering above him, as intimidating as he recalls Harding was in the playground of his youth. It is like having his vision obliterated and being too terrified to glance away.

“I made a silly mistake. I’m so sorry.” He knows there is a childish tremor in his voice, but he cannot prevent it. He wishes he could be as confident as Mr Harding. Even Davina can overcome her natural shyness and nervousness to face up to people. Only if someone becomes aggressive does she quickly back down.

“Exactly,” Miss Willis says with a smug smile. “Which is why it will be safer for you not to make any more decisions for yourself. From now on you are just sweet and obedient like my other staff members.

He backs up to the door his breathing growing short. The memory of being bullied in school floods back. “Please. Look I would like to speak to Patrick.”

She shakes her head. “Patrick? Do you mean Mr Harding by any chance?”

He stammers a series of yeses.

“Well he is busy for a while. Three attractive women to entertain this evening. Now I wonder who they might be?”

“Oh my god!” Daniel squeals. “You mean my wife will be with him? Oh no. No. he is a bastard with women.”

Miss Willis laughs an easy laugh of total joy.

“And, birdbrain. Who are the two other women he will be entertaining?”

The revulsion of his naïve wife being with that philanderer Patrick Harding overwhelms him. He is terrified. “I don’t care who the others are. A pair of easy tramps I should think!”

The grin on Miss Willis broadened to include her entire face.

“Penny hasn’t dropped this time, has it, birdbrain? Are you calling your own daughters a pair of easy Tramps? My, my. Wait until I tell your wife. Now then let’s get you started.” She unplucks his shirt buttons.  “Strip! Strip for me now.”

With that Daniel’s brain crashes and he passes out.

He is dimly aware of a laugh that echoes from far away before he slips into the comforting peace and silence of nothingness.
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Chapter 2       

“If you start blubbering, I’ll give you something to cry about.”

Miss Willis says this in such a matter-of-fact manner it hardly registers as a threat to Daniel.

“I’m not crying!” Daniel retorts.

“Your bottom lip is shaking like a cowering puppy.”

He stands naked with his hands covering his privates before the huge, muscular, black woman.

“Stand still!”

He does so. She returns holding a small pink plastic gun with a glowing, flat blue tip.

She stares intently at his smooth skin. “God, have you got any hairs on your body?”

He blushes knowing he is blessed with very hairless skin.

“Raise your right arm.”

Carefully covering his manhood with his left, he raises his right arm.

“Higher”

He does so. She holds the gun beneath his arm, and he feels a warm prickling.

“From now on you refer to all managers as Sir or Madam got it?”

“… erm, I told you this is a mistake.”

“Sure. Arm straight out.”

She runs the gun along his arm all over the skin making it prickle as if being tickled.

“You call all black tunicked girls Madam.”

He swallows. “Look I …”

“Other arm up.”

He covers his manhood with his right hand and obeys her with his left. His right arm feels tingly, itchy. “Please. I need to speak to Patrick …”

For a moment she freezes, her dark eyes cold and staring deep into him. “You don’t know a Patrick. Perhaps you mean Mr Harding?”

“Oh yes, yes. Mr Harding. Sorry. I need to speak to Mr Harding.” He shivers at the thought of his teenage twins at the mercy of a yob like Patrick Harding. “It is imperative.”

She runs the gun beneath his arm pit. “Arm straight out. You talk to Mr Harding,” she emphasised his surname, “when he wants to hear from you. You’ll soon learn. Now listen up!” She runs the gun over his face and laughs. “Do you shave?”

He feels offended. “Sometimes.”

“About as often as a teenage girl if you ask me. Black girls are not black skinned girls. They are girls who wear the black uniform. Got it?”

His face feels like it is glowing after a steamy hot bath.

“Just to confuse a birdbrain like you, I am both black skinned and a black girl in that I wear a black uniform.”

Wide eyed he asks, “What is that device? The one that tickles the skin.”

“One thing at a time birdbrain else we will be here all day and you have lessons to attend before your bedtime. You got that? Girls in the black outfit are to be addressed as Madam.”

“Yeh, yeh.”

Slap.

“Owch!”

His thigh stings. When was the last time he was slapped?

He looks up at her with hurt, offended eyes.

“So you address me as Madam. Every time you speak.”

“But I …”

Slap.

He yowls.

“Ok, ok, Madam. But you will be in for it when Patrick finds out!”

Slap.

He screams.

“When who finds out?”

He rolls his eyes and instantly fears for his cheek. “Mr Harding.”

She nods. “No manager is to be referred to by his or her Christian name by office staff. Got it?”

“Yes Madam”

Slap. “Jeeez!”

“Louder birdbrain. “I can’t hear you.”

Tears swell his eyes. “Yes Madam!”

“They are referred to as Sir or Madam, though Mister Harding is to be called Master.” She plants a finger on his shocked lips. “Don’t ask. We’ll get through this one step at a time else you will be lost. Ditzy maybe cute but it’s not so good when having things explained to you.”

He nods, his eyes wide as they stare into space.

She runs the gun over his chest. “Nothing here but this will make sure nothing grows.”

“Make sure of what? What grows?” he quickly adds, “Madam.”

She eyes him. “Careful birdbrain. Madam at all times! You can be punished if it’s seen as an afterthought.”

“Yes Madam.”

“This is the latest in electrolysis. It means hairs won’t grow back for at least a year.” She runs it over his tummy. “Spread your legs apart.”

He does so. “But why are you doing that?”

Crouching she runs the gun down each of his legs covering every cell of his skin including over his feet. “Ok hands on hips.”

He stares blankly at her, his hands fixed defensively over his manhood.

She smiles sweetly, reaching up to rub her fingers down his cheek. “Aw, you’re so sweet when you’re scared. I feel like bundling you up in my arms and protecting you.”

He mouths something but cannot find the words.

Her smile falters. “On the other hand, bitch slapping you on your first day would be amusing too. So hands on hips like a good office worker.”

Her biceps bulge as her arm moves. She appears so powerful and he feels so puny that he knows he will have to comply.

Slowly, very slowly his hands go to his hips. His eyes close and his face burns pink.

She laughs, looking at his manhood with raised eyebrows. “Well that isn’t anything worth a song and dance over is it?”

He has always known he is small, hence why he avoided the showers and sports lessons in school. It’s also the reason why the worst moment in his life occurred at the hands of Patrick Harding. A moment to haunt him forever. A moment ensuring he left school and moved away from his shame as soon as possible.

“Now then. Hold still. This is where I get artistic.”

His body tingles at the warmth just below his tummy as his silky hairs are removed and he feels so helpless he wants to cry.

“There.” She grabs his ear and drags him over to a full-length mirror near the door. “Take a look!”

He sees his body glowing pink in areas where the gun has emasculated him. In place of his pubic bush there now sits a neatly cropped heart shape. Like a freshly mown light auburn lawn.

He feels three pats on his bottom and hears her giggle. “I am not even sure you needed electrolysis! Best be safe yeh?”

“Safe?” he looks up at her, fear filling his eyes.

Slap. His arse is struck so hard he is propelled forwards.

“And what did little birdbrain forget?”

“Look I have had enough of this!” he reaches down for his trousers lying on the carpet.

He doesn’t get far.

Yanked up by his hair, he screams in pain. His hands are gripped together at the small of his back in just one of her huge hands. She twists him around. Her expression is one of amusement.

“Now let’s see,” she says, as if pondering a dilemma to which she already knows the answer. “I am a black belt in Judo and Karate. I work out twice a day. I wrestled for my country at the Olympics. So birdbrain, what you say to us having a little fight. See who comes out on top?”

He gives up tugging on his hands. They are stuck fast. Pulled flat up against her muscular body he feels like he is crushed against a soft rock. The muscles are solid and defined but there is a feminine layer of fat around her. Hence the large breasts, hips and her stunning backside.

He swallows, trying to be brave. “Look please. I made a mistake. It should be my wife down here. And I think my daughters are to be employed here too …”

With her free hand she grips his jaw and twists. No more amusement in her eyes, just rage. “You little shit. You forget to address me properly. Worse, you are happy for your wife and kids to go through this rather than you! You are a pathetic, sorry wimp!”

She releases his jaw sufficiently for him to moan. “Sorry Madam. No, no that’s not what I meant.”

“Oh? Then explain.”

“Well Madam.  I thought my wife was supposed to be the office girl and I thought he, erm, Mister Harding, Master, said my daughters could work here too. I was supposed to be a manager and …”

“You thought?” She sneered nastily. “It seems to me that thinking is getting you into all sorts of trouble, perhaps I should put a stop to you thinking.”

“Well, I, … it is all a misunderstanding Madam,” Daniel loses confidence in his argument as he offers it.

“You want to be released, and your wife and kids to go through all this.”

He swallows, not quite able to catch her eyes, as he speaks quietly, shame dripping around each word, “Well I was under the impression that was the original arrangement.”

“Hmmmm!” She looks as though she has just sucked a lemon. “You are one nasty little shit. I was just beginning to find you and your dumbness cute. I am going to personally ensure you behave. When was the last time you had your bottom spanked?”

“Spanked? Erm, Madam. What do you mean?”

“I’ll show you birdbrain.”

She marches him towards her desk.

“No!” he squeals.

Grabbing his testicles with her free hand she gives a gentle twist. Nothing painful, more a warning. Hanging onto them she looks deep into his dazed eyes.  “No? Well little birdbrain you are not allowed to say ‘no’ to me again. Got it? The word no is not to be uttered by your kissable mouth in my company.”

“Yes, yes, Madam. Please let me go. You might damage me. I’m truly sorry.”

“So you need a spanking, yes?”

He glares at her about to shake his head and say no. He bites his lip. Is she serious about spanking him if he says the word ‘no’?

“I can’t hear you. I said you need a spanking, don’t you?”

His lips tremble. “Please Madam. I am so sorry.”

She grabs his balls upwards, bringing him onto his toes. “I said you need a spanking, don’t you?”

He is about to say no as politely as he can when he finally says, “Yes, Madam.”

“Yes Madam,” she repeats. “Yes, you do. And you need a hard spanking, don’t you?”

She glares at him, daring him to say no.

“Yes Madam.” He swallows.

“Spanked like a naughty child?”

“Please Madam. Ow!” She yanks him up by his balls, onto tiptoes. “Yes Madam, yes Madam! Please stop.”

“So ask me nicely for your spanking little birdbrain.”

Tears well in his eyes. “Please Madam will you spank me?”

She relaxes her grip. He gratefully falls to his feet, his hands still ensnared behind him.

“Well as you ask so nicely how can I refuse? Bend over the desk.”

He steps up to the large desk looking back over his shoulder. “Please Madam I …”

“It is easier if you do as you are told. Even a birdbrain like you will soon learn.”

With his head in a whirl he bends forward feeling the cold wooden surface against his flesh.

“Legs two feet apart, birdbrain”

He does so, feeling his anus widen to expose itself to this dreadful woman.

“Palms flat on the desk and not to be raised at all.”

Never had he felt so vulnerable. Not even back in the gym in school on that dreadful day Harding ruined his life. Here he is bent over a desk with his arsehole exposed to this mad burly woman.

His palms feel the rough surface of the wooden desktop, they seem almost glued to the surface.

“Now this is your first spanking here so I will use a slipper. A cane or a tawse would be far too cruel.”

He swallows not daring to look behind him.

“Oh, my word. Just look at that white virgin arse waiting to be spanked.  You make me feel so horny. One day, you and I will have wine on one of the upper balconies. A little dancing. And then I will have my wicked way with you.” She leans down close to his ear. “And you will love it!” She reaches beneath him to play with his cock which reacts to her stimulation by stiffening.

It is doubly humiliating to have it respond to her stimulus when she is degrading him like this.

Giggling, she whispers, “Oh my. It’s way too small to satisfy a woman but little ones are so much more fun to play with, when I’m in the mood.” His cock is now straining hard. “Is that it, birdbrain? As big as it gets? Aw.” She kisses his cheek, forcing her groin hard up against his bare arse. He can feel the hard cotton material on his smooth bottom. “I’ll be gentle with you for the first time.”

He is gasping. His cock wants to cum. His hands are fixed to the table and he is bent over powerless beneath her. He feels her weight as she rests on him. “I’ll make you squeal like a girl as you cum.”

Suddenly standing, she slaps his bottom hard. The sound of flesh being struck fills his senses. He yelps but dares not protest.

“But all in good time birdbrain. You may be cute, but your manners are slovenly. Your wimpish ways are amusing but offensive. How could you offer up your wife and daughters to me like that!”

“Madam I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

She chuckles. “Indeed, it won’t”

He hears the swish of the slipper through the air. His arse explodes on fire. Making him leap to his feet, his hands racing around to grip his burning bum.

“Position, birdbrain! Now!”

“Yes Madam” he lies back over the table . His heated skin stretches over his bottom. It hurts like nothing he can remember.

Another swish. A huge echoing crack in the room. This time he only bounces on the desk. Half making to rise before collapsing quickly back into place.

“Please Madam. No more.”

There are two more quick ones, and he finds himself on his knees before the desk not daring to touch his bum. He is screaming and crying.

“Position birdbrain.”

Slowly he folds his aching body over her desk.”

“Legs spread!”

He spreads his legs out feeling his bum cheeks blazing.

An insistent knock on the door.

He hears her groan to herself, “Who the fuck is spoiling my entertainment?”

In his mind Daniel says please don’t let anyone come in.

Miss Willis barks, “Enter!”

The door cracks open and Daniel can just see over his arm a tall man in neat dark suit, white shirt and tie burst in. He is clearly perturbed.

Daniel buries his face into the desk, his fingernails scratching at the wood in mortification. How could she let anyone see him like this? Somehow it is doubly degrading for it to be a man.

“Ah Mister Loughty. As you can see, I am somewhat engaged right now. Can we catch up later?”

Daniel hears the door slam shut, but he is aware that the impatient man is still in the room with them.

“Problem!” A deep masculine voice says.

“Go on.”

“I have lost my slut Trixie for the weekend.” He pauses before adding, “Again!”

“Ah well she is very good at what she does Mister Loughty.”

“Of course she is. I trained her!”

“We all played our part, Mister Loughty.”

“Yeh, yeh. Of course. But she has been under me for over six months. Yet every weekend I lose her.”

“If you want to collar her for yourself you only need ask her.”

“Na. Free agent me.”

“Exactly. Typical. You men want all the fun without the responsibility of ownership.”

“I want my girl”

“She is the property of Harding Limited. Unless you wish to purchase her.”

“Yeh, yeh. I won’t ever collar a girl. There are free pickings around here and that suits me.”

“Some of us are proud to own a girl, Mister Loughty.” Miss Willis sounds offended.

The man identified as Mister Loughty is impatient. “Right now, I need a girl for this weekend.”

Daniel listens to this conversation with incredulity. Collaring? Owning? He then hears Miss Willis laugh. Yet Mr Loughty hasn’t even mentioned him lying naked over a desk being slippered by this dominant woman.

“Well we have this new sissy, but she will be a white girl for maybe another week or so,” she said merrily, before her tone darkens. “Maybe for the rest of the month if she doesn’t get her act together.”

Why does she refer to him as a sissy? As a girl? Has his wife Davina revealed his secret cross dressing?

“I need an experienced girl.” Mister Loughty starts to pace. “And note the word ‘girl’. Not a bloody sissy!”

“You macho men should get over yourselves. Sissies are so much fun.”

“I hate these gay boys. And it would be appreciated if I could get some advance notice when I’m losing my girl.”

He hears her laugh. “Oh, Mister Loughty. You have got it so bad. Collar the slut. Make her yours. Anyways I think I have a couple of girls I can let you have. It is always difficult over weekends. The good girls always get to go to the corporate parties.”

“Yeh, well thanks Miss Willis,” he said, not sounding particularly grateful. “And do me a favour and keep this white sissy away from me.”

“Oh, she and I are getting along famously, aren’t we birdbrain?”

Daniel had hung on to every crazy word of their conversation so is shocked at hearing himself being addressed.

“Birdbrain?” She asks gently.

“Erm, yes Madam?”

“We are getting along famously, aren’t we?”

“Yes Madam.”

“There,” she chuckles, “I thought so.”

Mister Loughty sighs, “These gay sissies make me queasy.”

“Such macho silliness,” Miss Willis tuts. “I can see you ogling her behind!”

What! Daniel self consciously becomes aware of his backside.

Miss Willis continues with a laugh, “Look she is even wiggling at you!”

Mortified, Daniel freezes. Was he really wiggling? Oh God, this gets worse and worse.

“I’m ogling nothing,” Mister Loughty says. “Yeh all right. Nice arse and legs. But I’m not having a sissy instead of a girl!”

“Wait until I have finished with her. You’ll be begging to take her on.”

“Yeh sure! Anyways thanks for your help. I lose Trixie on the Friday morning.”

“I said, I’ll take care of it, Mister Loughty. Leave it in my hands.”

They say their byes and Daniel hears the door slam. His head is swimming with questions.

He feels her weight press down on his body again as her thick dark hair falls against his cheek. She whispers. “And a word of warning. Watch out for the guys. They have it in for you sissies sometimes. I think they feel threatened. They fancy the sissy and that makes them angry. So just stay clear of them and be doubly obedient in their presence.”

She pats his burning bum. “There’s a lot worse than a spanking you know.”

Daniel swallows as he asks, “Madam. May I ask a question?”

“No silly. All will be explained to you as we feel it necessary to explain it. We could easily overload your airheaded birdbrain, couldn’t we?”

“Yes Madam. But collars? And ownership?”  His huge, frightened eyes swing around to face her.

“All in good time, young lady,” she pats his bottom. “Now, where were we? Ah yes you need two more swats.”

“Please Madam, honestly I’ll be good. I promise.”

“I know cutie-pie but who can resist an arse like that? It was designed to be spanked.”

Whack.

Daniel thuds into the desk whining and squealing. “Please, please.”

“Nearly done. Be brave little birdbrain.”

Crack.

Slumping to the floor he endeavours to keep his burning backside as far from the rough carpet as possible.

“No rubbing now birdbrain. That arse of yours is now the property of Harding Limited.”

Through his tears Daniel looks up at the blurred image of his tormentor putting away the slipper in a cupboard, her stunning bottom and hips wiggling in their tight shorts.

“Can I get dressed now please Madam?”

“Soon birdbrain. We need to sort out a few little items first. Lie on the couch with your slutty thighs apart.”

As the dark leather couch is only a few feet away he crawls, sniffling and sobbing towards it before dragging himself onto it like a wounded animal.

“Well what a performance! What are you going to be like after one of the men has caned you?”

One of the men! Caned!

“Ouch!” He has sat down with his sore bottom on the cold hard leather of the couch.

Miss Willis approaches with a flat, triangular shaped metallic device about four inches wide at the top and gently curving down to a rounded tip.

“I said thighs apart! And move those silly mischievous hands away from that apology for a penis before I slap them away!” She shakes her head. “If it was anything worth hiding, I’d understand.”

He lies on the cold leather of the couch, looking up at the elegant light fittings. Panic seeps up from his stomach. He feels like he needs to scream, or run, yet he remains quite still with his knees spread and his privates on display.

The door is locked from the inside, and Miss Willis has proved herself to possess immense, animal strength and knowing. How could he escape? He would have to bide his time for a better opportunity.

Is she really a black belt at judo and karate? Is that even possible? Did she really represent her country at wrestling?

All Daniel knows for certain is that she easily handled him and that he is now terrified of upsetting her.

“Now just hold your legs apart for me like a good girl. Knees up.”

The odd triangular device has a tube fixed to its inside and he can see the surface has a gentle curve.

“Oh, my, it is shrinking.” She laughs, “Nothing to brag about down there, little birdbrain.”

“Madam?” he feels his breathing quicken. “What is that?”

“This? Oh, this is your chastity device.”

“No!”

“Please calm down. You are hyperventilating. I fit and remove these all day long. There won’t be any problems.”

He slams his thighs together his bottom lip quivering. “Please!”

“Now, now, didn’t you agree to this?”

“No!”

“Mister Harding seems to feel you did.”

Recalling their bizarre conversation up on the balcony he nods, wide eyed. “Well, yes, sort of I …”

She slaps his thighs apart. “So we don’t want any nonsense, do we?”

“No, Madam.”

Leaning over him, her muscles bulge as her eyes become set and determined. He shakes his head as his legs are pulled irresistibly apart by her large hands.

She smiles as if to a baby. “I thought not. Good girl.”

“Please don’t call me a girl, Madam.”

“All office staff are girls. Now this goes around here …”

He jumps as the cold metal slips around the top of his ball sack and willy.

She slides it up his equipment, and he can feel his penis and balls shrinking from the cold metal as it fits perfectly into place, like a second skin.

She smiles and says softly, “Sooooo easy isn’t it?”

He feels his penis pushed deep and tight into the constricting cylindrical chamber.

“Then this fits over the pin like this,” She clips down the triangle.

He feels determined pressure on his dick and balls.

“And finally, it is locked.”

“No!”

Clunk.

He hears the lock bite home and immediately sits up to look down at his smooth groin. The heart shaped, freshly cropped triangle of hair points to the thin silver metal triangle disappearing down between his legs.

In shock, he passes his fingers over the smooth metal.

She chuckles. “The lock is part of the mechanism. Isn’t it adorable? Our early ones had an old-fashioned padlock on them. Pah, so ugly. This is so refined. So elegant for office girls.”

Staring he sees he is now completely flat around his groin, no sign of his manhood. He tests the space between the metal and flesh and finds he can barely slip a fingernail between the two.

“Madam!”

She ruffles his hair. “Oh, don’t you worry. It is normal to panic when you feel so helpless and your useless apology for a dick is safely locked away for the first time. All the managers have electronic keys. Just ask one for release any time you wish.”

“Oh? Erm, Madam?”

“Yes, little birdbrain?” her patience is evaporating.

“May I be released?”

She smiles indulgently as if to a child asking for a biscuit between meals, “Oh? Now why would you want it off? I have only just fitted it.”

She watches him thinking. For her it is an hilarious sight. She never tires of dealing with sissies on their first day at Harding Ltd.

Suddenly his face brightens. He has a ruse to get it off. “I need to visit the bathroom!”

“Come along then dear. Today you can use mine. But after today you must only use the office girl toilets unless given express permission.” She pats his raw bottom. “Aren’t you the lucky one?”

He enters her elegantly tiled spacious shower room and sees the loo.

Pausing in the doorway, he finds a smile, of sorts and says, “So, er, can you remove it please? You know the,” he swallows and blushes before whispering the word, “chastity belt.”

“Aw babe. You are trying so hard to be clever, aren’t you?” She giggles. “You are just so much fun. I love dumb sissies.” She runs her fingers through his hair before saying, “No girl. Just sit down and do what comes naturally. Just like any other office girl.”

“But, but …”

His eyes are as big as twin moons. A film of tears rolls over both, his mouth purses in a shocked “oh” shape.

“Go on, you will soon get used to it. Soon, you’ll wonder why you ever stood like a real man. You’ll see.”

Defeated, head bowed, he settles on the cold loo seat. She studies him, with a sweet smile on her face.

“Madam?”

“Yes birdbrain?”

“Well …I am about to pee.”

“And?”

His cheeks darken red. “Can you close the door please?”

“Oh silly. Don’t be so bashful. You are only a member of the office staff. Carry on. We have a great deal to get through. We might even get you into training class for the final lesson today.”

With face tingling shame, Daniel buries his head into his hands and feels himself pee. The urine streams out between his legs. It seems odd not to be able to hold his dick and direct the urine flow.

It is as if all control of his body is being moved from his self to Harding Ltd.

“All done?”

“Yes Madam.” He holds back more tears. He has a headache from crying so much.

“So don’t forget to wipe yourself like a good girl.”

“I don’t need ….”

“Oh yes you do now girl. Men can give it a shake, but you can’t touch yours, can you?

He stamps his feet. “Madam. This is all illegal. Against the law. I will report you!”

“Once you are dressed, I will drive you to the police station in the village. You can jabber on to them about whatever. Then I will tell the hunky policemen how naughty my little birdbrain has been. Wonder who they’ll believe. A silly little sissy or the head of one of Harding Ltd’s units.”

He looks for sarcasm in her features, but she seemed to be being serious. Take him to the police station like this? He feels sick.

Taking some tissues, he wipes at the dampness between his legs. Once he is released, he is going to make sure they don’t fit this infernal device again.
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Chapter 3       

Daniel finds himself rubbing his hairless thighs. They have never felt so silky smooth. So smooth they tingle to the touch. With his eyes closed in a dreamy reverie he wonders why he hadn’t before been brave enough to remove his body hair. Obviously, Davina would have been curious, even cross with him for doing so. But he would be overbearing with her until she saw it his way. Once they were out of Harding’s castle, he might spend long periods of time with a silky smooth body.

He places his fingertips to his cheeks and chin. He rarely needed to shave at the best of times but now his face has the same qualities as his daughter’s. Totally warm, smooth and soft. When in the future he secretly plays his dressing up games at home he will buy himself an electrolysis device like that used by Miss Willis. He will be able to wear sumptuous teddies and other delicate underwear and it would feel so electrically charged sexy.

“Ya!” he almost fell off the couch.

Miss Willis had put her huge hands about his neck as if she were going to strangle him.

“Oh, what a baby!” She steps back holding a yellow tailor’s cloth tape measure in her hand. “Hmm. You haven’t exactly got a mannish sized neck have you sissy? Thirteen inches.”

Due to his lack of height and slight appearance he has often been forced to buy children’s shirts which bizarrely could be more expensive than adults.

She rummages through a cupboard as she calls back to him, “The average man’s neck is around 17 inches, the average woman’s neck around fourteen. So you will need a small woman’s.”

Why must she continually put him down like this? Addressing him as girl all the time, even in front of one of her male colleagues. Now these jibes about his neck size! It is infuriating and will be added to his complaints list to present to Harding. Harding clearly does not appreciate the incompetence of his staff.

He hears metal striking metal and fearfully sits up on the couch to get a better view of her actions, feeling the textured leather covering rub against his tender bottom.

“Madam?”

He has so many questions, but his jaw drops in horror as he sees her walking back towards him carrying an object that before his visit to Harding’s castle he had never seen outside of porn pictures.

“Oh my God,” he mutters, before crying loudly, “no, no, no!”

She sits next to him smiling, stroking his hair. “Oh, little one don’t be such a baby. I trust I am not going to have to chase you around the room and wrestle you to the floor?” She giggles. “Of course, that could be so much fun, but I would also have to punish you for it too.” She pulls down her mouth theatrically as if scolding a child. “So come on then. Chin up.”

“Look please Madam I …”

She prises up his chin with her fingers and slips the metal collar about his neck. It is a smooth silver metal circle, hinged at the rear with a locking mechanism in one of the open arms. He feels its cold metal on his now sensitive warm neck.

“Please,” he blubbers.

She pulls the two ends tight around his neck. He gasps, holding his breath. With a chilling finality a lock clicks shut.

“There. Was that so bad?”

He raises his fingers to the metal, touching the impossibly polished exterior. He runs his touch to the front and the small lock.

Shivering, he sees a mirror near the door and dashes for it. The reflection shows a tear stained, pink, faced child staring wide eyed. Around his neck is a silver collar about an inch high, exactly the same as Chrissy’s, the girl who led him down here to this hell hole. The words engraved across the front read “Property of Harding Ltd” just as they had on hers. The narrow screen on which Chrissy’s name had been illuminated, is turned off.

Panic. Sheer mindless, brain exploding panic. He is on his knees tugging at the collar crying. “Get it off, get it off! For fucks sake get it off!”

He feels himself hauled to his bare feet and enveloped in the arms of the strong black woman. Her breasts are warmly close to his face cheeks. Oddly comforting. Her sturdy arms gathering him up, lifting him gently and effortlessly from the floor.

“There, there, little birdbrain. Poor sissy.”

With barely any effort she picks him up, cradling him in her arms with a gentle rocking motion. “Be brave little one. Everyone is like this at the start. Poor birdbrain,” she coos. “such a shock for your little brain.”

He blubbers in the safety of her arms.

Suddenly he feels something tickling his nose. He opens his eyes to see a lacy handkerchief held over it.

“Big blows!” She commands.

He struggles before sniffing, “I’m not a baby!”

The room somersaults. One moment a white handkerchief is filling his vision. Then he sees the ceiling, the wall, her desk. He is being spun around.

“Ooof.” The wind is knocked out of him as he finds himself settled over her lap. Her thigh muscles beneath her black shorts are hard, like iron.

Groaning he knows what is to follow and shakes his fists in impotent rage.

With him settled and not daring to move, she rests her palm on his hot bottom as she smiles. The slipper has left a neat array of red marks over his backside.

“Now then sissy, tell me who needs a spanking?”

He moans. “Aw, please Madam. Please. I am sorry for whatever I have done. Honest.”

Patting his bottom, she replies, “I am sure you are … now! It is just that we have to put a stop to your bratty behaviour. Discourage you from being naughty in the first place, mustn’t we birdbrain?”

“Madam I … yeow!”

“I’m sorry birdbrain, I cannot hear you. I know you’re sorry now, but we need to ensure you are obedient in the first place, don’t we?”

He twists around to look up at her, his eyes full of fear. “Yes Madam”

Scowling, she shakes her head. “Yes Madam what? What do we need to assure ourselves of?”

This is so painfully humiliating. He needs to pretend to comply in order to bring the punishment to a conclusion. “We must ensure I am obedient in the first place.”

She smiles. “Oh, well done. So shall we let you off with, say, six for good behaviour then?”

“No!” He kicks his legs and immediately regrets it, staring up at her with sorrowful eyes. “I mean I have learned my lesson. I promise.”

He sees her face darken and he swallows, his Adam’s apple catching the collar.

“I said,” she says emphatically, “shall we let you off with just six for being good?”

In submission, because there is no alternative but submission, he lowers his head, feeling his forehead touch the carpet. “Yes Madam. Ouch!”

“Yes Madam, what?”

This is infuriating! “Yes Madam, you shall only give me six because I have been good.”

He feels her pat his bottom.

“That’s better. I know you are not the brightest of fairy lights on the tree but please try harder little sissy.”

“Yes Madam. Sorry Madam.”

“So how many are you going to ask me for?”

He wants to swear at her. Scream abuse but he knows he daren’t. He grits his teeth.

“Please spank me six times, Miss Willis.”

“I think a little sissy is going to have to ask nicer than that. We wouldn’t want it to be twelve … would we?” She emphasises the “would we,” again as if speaking to a child.

“Sorry madam.” He pleads, “Please may I have six spanks.”

“There. That is better isn’t it? Don’t you feel better now for asking politely like a good sissy?”

“Yes Madam.”

Why doesn’t she just get on with it? He hates this. Being spanked is appalling, but the humiliating ritual surrounding it is even worse. It makes him feel childlike and helpless.

“I think you are going to be a wonderful new asset to Mister Harding’s possessions, little one.”

‘Mister Harding’s possessions? Is that what she said? He has a collar fixed about his neck stating to the world he is owned by his old school bully, Patrick Harding. Now she is speaking as if he is legally owned by that dreadful lout. That tormenter who made his life such a misery leading up to the awful moment in his life when …

His thoughts are shaken from his head by an almighty slap to his already sore bum

Slap.

“Yeowl!”

Slap.

She is spanking him. He is over her knee and she is spanking him!

“No. Stop. Owwwww!”

Slap.

“Please …owwwch. Madam. Please stop.!”

The spanking stops. He tries to slide off, but she grabs his hips and thumps him back into the same position. “You stay right there birdbrain, until you are told otherwise.”

Slap

“Ouch! Please no more Madam.”

“So birdbrain you have finally remembered how to address me?”

“Yes Madam. Sorry Madam”

Slap.

Tears fill his yes. His arse is already ablaze from the previous slippering so the spanking is sheer torture. “Sorry Madam. Please. It won’t happen again.”

Slap.

Ooooow!”

“Too damn right it won’t. So birdbrain let me make something absolutely clear to you. You never tell a manager what you are or aren’t, unless they tell you. If I want you to be a baby then I will get the diapers and dummy and you will be one. Clear?”

“Please Madam I …”

Slap.

“Ooooohh! Yes Madam. It is clear Madam.”

“If I want you to be a baby what will you be?”

“A baby, Madam?”

“Clever birdbrain. And If I want you to be a pony what will you be?”

“A pony, Madam.”

“You sure?”

“Oh yes, Madam.”

“But all I want from you right now is to be a good little office girl. So what will you be?”

He pauses. Thinking. His red face looks over his shoulder up at her, his eyes full of questions. He sees the huge palm raised to her shoulder height.

“An office girl, Madam!”

“And what sort of office girl?”

“A good, erm,” he hates describing himself as little, but he knew he has no choice for the time being. “A good, little office girl, Madam.”

“So tell me what you are birdbrain.”

“A good little office girl, Madam.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes Madam.”

With a little more effort, she raises him upright and settles his naked form into her lap. He sniffles like an adolescent as he stares in horror at her.

“Madam?”

“Yes birdbrain?”

“I would like not to have to wear the collar please.”

“Nonsense! What if you got lost? It clearly says who owns you. ‘Property of Harding Ltd.’ No danger of anyone not seeing that is there?” He closes his eyes, muttering, “Oh my God” under his breath. She is right. Everyone will see it. Everyone! He wants to throw his head into his hands, try and wake up from this absurd nightmare.

In his deep submissive fantasies, he has often thought about being collared yet now it has happened he feels totally humiliated and frightened.  He wants to hide, even in her arms. The collar is secured around his neck and cannot be removed by anyone other than Miss Willis or perhaps by another office manager. It is excruciatingly dehumanising for him.

“Also, we can attach a leash to the front and take you for walks in the forest outside the castle. You would like that, wouldn’t you?”

He mouths words that don’t sound like anything recognizable.

She smiles. “The girls all get a bit stir crazy in here so are ever so grateful when a manager snaps a leash onto them. It means they are being taken somewhere. And while you are a white girl you may need to be leashed when taken to different places. Again, we wouldn’t want our little birdbrain getting lost, would we?”

His mouth continues to move, searching for words. He looks so sweet and vulnerable she laughs and kisses his nose. Pushing her cheek close to his, he hears her whisper.

“Oh, babe one day I am going to fuck that cute, pink arse of yours so hard you won’t know what day of the week it is.” She laughs and he holds his breath. “I will make you squeal and thrash around like the dumb slut you really are.”

With that she pulls herself back, kisses his nose again and announces in a brisk voice. “Now then birdbrain. We have a great deal to be getting on with and time is getting on. Stand!”

Obediently he stands, his hands touching his wicked chastity belt. The collar feels secure around his neck. Not too loose as to move and yet not tight enough to feel threatening.

Wearing a wicked smile, she surveys his nude figure. “Have you ever seen a puppy on the leash for the first-time birdbrain?”

He watches the impossibly curvy woman wiggle around the front of her desk where she opens a drawer and pulls up a long leather strip, coiled up.

“Don’t worry birdbrain. They are always the same on the first few days.” She laughs. “Puppies, girls and sissies. No difference. Always that look of disbelief. You cannot believe it is happening even as it is happening. Exquisite humiliation.”

Her hand whips out to his neck making him recoil. He hears a click. She is standing before him holding a leash that runs up to his collar. She gives a tug and the collar pulls forwards making him take a step towards her.

“Office girls are not allowed to touch the leash. So you may not unclasp it. Nor must you ever touch another office girl’s leash unless instructed to do so. Clear?”

“Yes Madam.”

His heart is thumping. He is feeling sick with fear.

“I take it no one has ever taken you for a walk on a leash?”

“I er ..erm, well, no Madam.”

“Ok. Listen carefully.  Try and keep your ditzy brain awake. You don’t have to worry about where we are going but you still have to concentrate. Watch where I am heading. Keep up. Don’t let it get too taut. Look out for self-closing doors. Girls often catch one of those on the nose. You must keep up. Take care with men too!”

“Men?”

“Yes. They walk much faster, bigger strides so you may have to canter to keep up. Any problems give me a shout. Here we go.”

With that she twists around on her black boot’s heel to march to the door. The collar tugs at the front of his neck making him bow before he is propelled after her.

She stops, glaring at him. “I said keep up sissy. Don’t think I am going to drag you everywhere!”

She opens the door.

“Madam!”

She pauses. “Yes girl?”

“Madam!” he points to the corridor.

She becomes tetchy. “Yes girl?”

“You can’t take me out into the corridor. Someone could see me and  ….”

Rolling her eyes, she strides out, dragging him into the short corridor near the steps up to the double doors. She closes the door behind them.

Daniel is trapped in the corridor, naked bar the chastity triangle and the collar, both fixed to him with locks to which he doesn’t have the key. His feet feel the chill of the stone floor.

He is terrified. Being bullied by her in the privacy of her office is one thing, being bullied before others is his greatest fear. This is school all over again.
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Chapter 4      Free for All

They set off up the small stone steps to the long corridor heading to the lift. He hears the furious clicking of keyboards from behind closed doors. The place is a hive of activity, but what concerns him most is someone seeing him. A spasm in his gut. What if his wife or one of his daughters were to catch him parading around naked bar the triangle of metal flattening his groin and the ring of locked steel about his neck? Oh God. How would he explain that to two 17 year olds who have been sheltered so much of their short lives by him and Davina?

A door opens and he groans. It is the bitch, Chrissy! The girl who was so submissive on the terrace of the castle with Mr Harding but was such a nasty shrew when taking him down to Miss Willis’ room. Her neatly cropped blond hair is easily identifiable. She sees Miss Willis and stands to attention, posing with one knee in front of the other, eyes cast down, hands behind back.

“Trudy!” announces Madam as they pass her, “up to no good again?”

“Please Madam I have been allowed to go to the bathroom.”

Miss Willis tuts. “Wouldn’t happen in my day. Way too lax with you tramps.”

The girl says, “Yes Madam,” her eyes fixed on the floor.

Daniel and the girl catch eyes. He sees a dreamy sexy look in hers. He also sees she is not Chrissy. Her name badge reads Trudy. But she looks wholly identical to the first girl he met.

Trudy gives him a little knowing smile, but Daniel’s own grin is erased by a sharp yank propelling him away from the delightful girl. He twists around anxious that she should know he is interested in her. Despite his humiliating appearance Trudy appears to warm to him.

Miss Willis laughs, “Keep up birdbrain! Ogling the office girls is for real men only”

Clenching his fists, Daniel fumes. This is too much! Must she keep insulting him like this? What must Trudy think of him now?

Miss Willis stops abruptly, as if waiting for something. Daniel stands behind her, his mouth dry. She turns and approaches him, glaring into his eyes until he looks fearfully away. He realises he is truly terrified of this dominant woman.

“Trudy,” she calls back to the office girl they have just passed. “Come here and stand still, just next to this dumb sissy.”

In seconds, her tapping high heeled boots bring her to his side.

A firm black hand grips Daniel’s chin. “Birdbrain?”

He looks up to her, his eyes wide with fear.

“And what does a girl say when spoken to by a manager?”

He hears Trudy suck in a lungful of air, as if his naughtiness makes her nervous about her own wellbeing.

Daniel shivers before whispering, “Madam. Yes Madam.”

“Sorry girl I cannot hear you.”

He leans closer to her speaking under his breath. “But Madam there are others here!” he rolls his eyes towards Trudy.

Slap.

“Yowl!”

His thigh stings and he dances on one leg after her smarting punishment. Miss Willis clearly has no regard at all for his own feelings of self-respect before others.

“Say it girl and say it loud!”

“Yes Madam.”

“Louder!”

“Yes Madam!” He cries out.

Eyeing him warily until he cowers, she puts her finger under his chin lifting him up on to his toes. Her eyebrows rise as if she is expecting more.

Finally, he says. “Sorry Madam.”

“If silly airhead doesn’t offer me a reply then how do I know she has heard me?”

“I don’t know Madam.” He wants her to end this humiliation before Trudy. He wonders if his opportunity to get together with the sexy Trudy have diminished. She certainly appeared to like him when they met.

“So when I say ‘keep up birdbrain’ what do you reply?”

“Yes Madam.”

She releases her finger from under his chin, her head tilting back with a superior grin. “Good. So you don’t like to be embarrassed in front of others then?”

He feels himself blush hard. “No, Madam.”

Her grin widens. “And think sissy, this is merely before an office girl. She doesn’t even count. Imagine being naughty in the middle of a busy office? With leering men and sadistic women?”

He gasps in terror. “Madam please, I don’t like this, please let me go.”

“Silly sissy. You are not supposed to like it. You are owned. You are here for the benefit of others.  Like Trudy, you do not count!”

As if finally satisfied she turns, tugs his leash and they continue walking.

He twists around to smile at Trudy. He feels she is a friend, and she looks drop dead sexy in her high waisted brown shorts, boots and transparent little blouse. They wear the same collar, they have a lot in common.

Trudy smiles back and gives him a wink before wiggling sexily away in the opposite direction.

He could watch her wiggling arse all day, but a little stumble brings his attention back to the woman with his leash.

“We are concentrating aren’t we birdbrain?” She calls back not bothering to turn around. She heard the stumble but can tell the silly sissy is still on his feet.

“Yes Madam.”

“I bet you were watching the attractive young lady! Sex mad, all you office girls.”

She glances back at him, a wicked glint in her eye. “Only none of you can do anything about it without permission.”

His tummy turns over. He has to leave this asylum as soon as possible.

They reach the lift as the doors open.

Daniel steps back with trepidation. “No please.” The last thing he wants is to be taken up to another floor where there may be more people, with the sickening nightmare scenario of running into his wife Davina or his twin daughters, Zoe and Katie. He feels faint for the second time since coming down to Miss Willis’ office.

“Please, Madam. Don’t take me anywhere else.”

“Sorry?”

Tears fill his eyes. “Please don’t take me upstairs like this. Please. My wife is up there. Oh my god, my daughters are up there too.”

“Another rule girly. Office girls do not object to an Office Manager on any occasion. Besides you can relax. We are going down.”

She tugs him into the lift and to his relief the lift descends. He wonders how deep below ground Harding’s castle goes. Her face adopts her wicked expression again and Daniel feels the familiar sickness welling up in his tum.

“Of course, if you are so eager to go upstairs, perhaps I can take you for a walk a little later. How does that sound?”

He shivers. “Thank you, Madam, but I am happy down here.”

“So, your own wife and daughters are upstairs. Not only do you wish to avoid them but you wanted them to be in your position to try and save your own miserable skin.”

Disapprovingly, she glowers at him as her head tilted back.

“No, no, Madam. I, it’s just that …. well. I thought ….”

“Thinking always gets office girls into trouble.”

The leash relaxes between them.

“Yes Madam. It’s just that I must get this mix-up sorted before my wife sees me.”

She smiles running the back of her fingers along his cheek. “Don’t worry little one, I will make sure you are well sorted before your wife sees you.”

“Thank you, Madam.” 

He feels a little better. He feels certain Miss Willis will look after him and ensure he doesn’t suffer any further humiliation. He can tell from the way she smiles so warmly at him, so he smiles back.

As if she is now his confident, he asks, “Madam, can you arrange to have my daughters taken home please? It is best they don’t see any of this sort of thing.”

Miss Willis shakes her head and explains, “Don’t worry your silly little head. They will adapt.” Her smile grows darker, “Just like you.”

The lift doors open, and he is tugged out. “But Madam …”

A hard yank on the collar shuts him up.

They are in a corridor resembling more a student dormitory than an office. He can hear giggling.

Two girls in the brown outfit appear out of a door, huddled into each other giggling happily as if sharing some secret little joke. When they see Miss Willis, they stand shoulder to shoulder straight, one knee in front of the other and eyes cast down. One is blond like the other two girls he has seen but the other is raven black haired. Both have pink pouting lips and identical makeup.

He can see the neat collar around their necks poking up from beneath their skimpy blouses.

“Nothing better to do girls than waste my time by giggling?” Miss Wallis scowls at them with an expression that could melt an iceberg.

Daniel is desperately trying to hide his naked form from these two girls by standing behind the redoubtable Miss Willis.

“Please Madam we have been given the afternoon off.” The blond one says.

The dark haired girl cuts in, bubbling with excitement. “We are going to the party this weekend.”

They both giggle again.

Miss Willis stoops before them and the giggling halts as if turned off by a switch. “Turn around you wanton sluts.

They chorus, “Yes Madam”, turning in their boots so the curvaceous arses swell out through their skin tight shorts.

Miss Willis lifts up the “little black book” attached to the waist of the blonde, taps in a code too fast for Daniel to see. Using her index finger to swipe through the pages full recorded notes on the screen. Daniel can see the notes are sometimes just a line or two and other times covers pages. He cranes to try and read them but cannot get close enough without revealing his naked collared form to the two girls.

Noticing him edging forward, his eyes fixed on the book, Miss Willis clears her throat. “Birdbrain, why don’t you try standing facing the wall like these other sluts?”

As he does so she slaps his sore arse. “Office girls are never allowed to read the ‘little black books’. Never. Even of other girls. Clear?”

“Yes Madam.”

“I hope so young lady! There will be serious trouble if you are ever found nosing around in one.”

He gasps. “Yes madam.”

Close up, he can see the brush strokes of cream paint on the wall. He feels totally vulnerable. Collared, leashed and naked with his bare arse at the mercy of this devilish woman.

Miss Willis laughs, “Well, it appears some silly manager has written how you are obedient and well behaved and in need of a treat!”

The blonde gasps fearfully, “Yes Madam.”

There is a tremor of dread in her voice.

“I wonder what you had to perform to get that from him.” She then spits out, “Cheap slut.”

Not daring to turn around, Daniel hears Miss Willis address the dark haired girl. “Let’s see your notes,”

As the tension in his leash slackens, Daniel is aware she has moved behind the raven haired girl. They are all silent now save the finger swiping on the screen.

He can hear giggling and chattering muffled by the walls. How many office girls are down here?

“A gold star!” Miss Willis announces with surprise. “They hand them out way too easily these days!”

“Yes Madam,” the dark haired girl replies.

“Turn around!”

He hears the girls turning on their brown heels, chorusing “Yes Madam,” and wonders whether he should.

A slap to his arse and the words, “Quickly birdbrain!” answer that query.

He turns around on his bare feet. “Yes Madam.”

A sharp tug on his leash brings him to stand before the two girls. He makes to cover his steel chastity triangle but thinks better of it and lets his hands fall to his side. He is humiliatingly exposed and helpless before these sexy girls, just as had been before Trudy only moments before.

Miss Willis lifts up his leash, so he raises his chin and stares at the girls.

“Look carefully birdbrain. These are two good girls, though heaven knows what standards were applied.”

Daniel nods, “Yes Madam.”

“They will be leashed and allowed to leave the castle on Friday night. If they are lucky, they might meet up with a customer who will put up with them and keep them for the weekend.”

The blonde looks excitedly at her friend who nibbles her lips, brimming with glee at the thought.

“I’ve known very well behaved girls spend an entire weekend free from their chastity belts. An entire weekend!”

The two girls giggle breathlessly, bouncing on the spot with need.

Daniel realises that even the real girls are imprisoned in a chastity device. Poor wretches. At least he will be free of this place once the errors are acknowledged.

Daniel sees Miss Willis smile affectionately, “Let’s hope these two sluts behave sufficiently obediently for such rewards.”

“Thank you, Madam,” the girls chime.

“Right come on birdbrain. You are a long way from earning such treats.”

Daniel hears the giggling girls skip down the corridor.

A few steps later Miss Willis stops at a double set of doors to their right. A sign jetting from the wall reads “closet.”

They enter without knocking.

Immediately Daniel is in heaven.

He feels as if he is standing inside a huge lingerie department store. Racks and shelves layered with girly frills, pastel and bright colours.

Near one wall is a line of boots, with the colours white, brown and black, just as he has seen the girls wearing. Then shelves of sandal heels and boots in a variety of sizes, colours and styles. Ones he has not seen since his arrival.

He says “wow” out loud.

“Miss Willis!”

A woman with flaming red hair embellished with subtle curls appears. Like Miss Willis she is attired in all black and like Miss Willis she is sturdily built, though not as tall.

“Miss Carter.”

The women air kiss until the redhead’s attention falls on Daniel. And does she give him attention! She steps back in her black stiletto boots to run her eyes up and down his naked blushing body, gorging on his shape and shame.

Daniel closes his eyes, shaking his head as if to shake away the humiliation of being an object on display.

“My, my, what have you got here Miss Willis?”

“New arrival.”

He opens his eyes to see Miss Carter walking about him, lifting up his arms, stroking his hair, running a hand over his buttocks. “And still a virgin Miss Willis?”

The black woman laughs. “Of course.”

The red head pats his glowing red arse very hard. “And already seen a bit of education too I see, judging from the colour of his cute rear cheeks.”

“Not terribly bright I’m afraid,” Miss Willis says, as if amused. “But sufficient for office girl status.”

Daniel’s mouth falls open, but he dares not contradict her.

“Well, well, well.” Miss Carter beams. “Cute and a bimbo. We have a popular little sissy here.”  She taps at the metal triangle over his dick. “I take it he is a sissy not a genuine girly?”

“Just about,” Miss Willis responds and they both laugh.

Daniel feels his fists clench in fury as he bites his bottom lip.

“Doesn’t he blush like a cutie!” The red head exclaims tilting up his head.

“Especially when you mention his wife upstairs.”

Miss Carter laughs raucously as if that is the funniest comment she has ever heard.

“Is that true little sissy? Poor little sissy down here, collared and leashed, little dicky locked away out of temptation’s way whilst your wife is upstairs with all those manly guys. Oh my, oh my. How dreadful for you. What must you be thinking?”

His eyes widen. His wife with those “manly guys”? What was she saying? Davina wouldn’t cheat on him. She is loyal. A pang of worry tickles his stomach. He knows how determined and persuasive masculine men can be and Davina is sexy beyond measure.

Miss Willis steps closer tapping her finger roguishly on her lips. “And it gets worse I’m afraid, Miss Carter.”

“Indeed? How can it get worse, Miss Willis?”

They are both laughing at him, taunting him and there is nothing he can do but stand there, blushing while shivering with helpless rage.

The black woman leans close to the red head to stage whisper. “Two daughters too.”

Miss Carter gasps theatrically before laughing. “Oh no. How terrible. And how old?”

Miss Willis stares at Daniel her expression demanding an answer.

He swallows. “Seventeen Madam.”

“Aw, how sweet.” Miss Carter uses her fingers to cover her smiling red lips as she stares at the terrified male, soaking up every ounce of his misery. “Shall I call them down to say hi?”

Close to tears Daniel erupts back on his heels racing for the door, but the leash pulls taut and he is hauled back.

The red head ruffles his hair. “Aw isn’t she so sweet. Don’t worry babes. I won’t do that. Well not just yet.” She turns to her colleague, “She is so much fun!”

“She will be very popular, Miss Carter. But I think we need to get started with her. She must be catching her death of cold standing naked there.”

Suddenly the door bangs open and a short woman with dark hair wearing the black uniform enters tugging a leash.

On the end of the leash is a pretty young strawberry blonde. Like Daniel she is naked. Like Daniel she wears a thin metal triangle over her groin. And like Daniel she has a silver collar with the words “Property of Harding Ltd” layered across it. Her one major difference are her sweet breasts and curves. Revealing her to be a young woman.

She looks drawn, red faced and has been crying. The moment she sees Daniel she puts one arm across her breasts and her free hand over her metal triangle.

Daniel immediately feels protective, but dares say nothing.

Miss Willis raises an eyebrow. “Miss Shania? Having trouble?”

Miss Shania smiles, looking at the girl on her leash. “Na. First day nerves. Isn’t that right bimbo?”

The pretty girl clears her throat. “Yes Madam.”

Miss Shania eyes Daniel. “And what have we here? He’s a sissy I take it?”

Miss Willis smiles. “Yes. Excellent material.”

The red haired Miss Carter says, “They both are. Shall we get started?

The strawberry blond and Daniel are tugged by their leash holders towards the racks of clothes. Daniels heart skips a beat as he takes in the fine neat blouses on one of the racks. If he wasn’t being forced like this, he would be in seventh heaven.

He can now see the rack of panties and feels his cock engorge in its metal prison.

Miss Willis unclips his leash leaving Daniel to pull back his shoulders, feeling oddly free.

Unclipping the strawberry blonde, Miss Shania says, “Can you imagine a threesome with these two puppies?”

The pretty strawberry blonde clears her throat. “Look please. It is a mistake. Really. I was interviewed for a job as an office manager.”

Miss Shania pats her arse. “Of course you were, girl.”

“Madam,” the strawberry blonde says to Miss Shania, “if I could see Mister Harding, I’m sure we can …”

The women laugh.

The strawberry blond flushes with indignation. “Please. I came about the manager’s position and there’s been a dreadful …”

Daniel feels emboldened. “Yes, me too. It is a mistake. I should be a manager.”

The strawberry blond raises her eyebrows. “You! You don’t look like a manager to me!”

Daniel turns on her. “And you don’t look so clever in that collar either!”

“Like you don’t have one!” The strawberry blonde fires back.

Miss Willis claps her hands as the two collared office girls fall silent, each seething at the other’s insults.

Miss Shania says to the strawberry blond, “That’s the trouble bimbo. You tramps get one look at Mister Harding’s huge cock and you are smitten for life. Next thing you know you’re collared, owned and down here with us.”

The strawberry blond woman sniffs. “Please. It is a mistake Madam. Really.”

“Of course it is.” Mistress Shania wiggles away through the open door. “See you ladies later and see you girls around.” She turns to stare at Daniel with her dark eyes. “And I will definitely be keeping an eye out for you!”

Miss Willis laughs. “Get in the queue.”

Closing the door, Miss Shania leaves.

Air kissing the red haired Miss Carter, Miss Willis also makes to leave. “Any problems and give me a call.”

The hulking black woman then snatches Daniel’s collar, hauling him close to her face. He stands on tip toes, the collar catching at the back of his neck.

“But we won’t have any problems from you, will we birdbrain?”

“No Madam.”

“You are going to be a good girl, aren’t you birdbrain?”

His cheeks grow red hot. He was totally humiliated even before this pretty girl came in. The girl he had felt protective towards but turned out to be a dim witted bitch. No wonder they realised she wasn’t management material.

“Yes Madam,” Daniel says, eager to placate the angry Miss Willis.

“What are you going to be?” Asks the black woman.

He swallows, “A good girl Madam.”

She releases him. “Thought so. Ta ra for now.”

She then wiggles out leaving the two collared “girls” with Miss Carter.

When the door slams shut, and an electronic lock is heard clunking closed with a frightening degree of finality, Daniel finds himself exchanging horrified looks with the strawberry blonde. Whatever predicament they are in, they are in it together.
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Chapter 5       

The red-haired Miss Carter wiggles her finger at them both. “Follow me girls.”

Daniel and the cute strawberry blond walk obediently behind her to a line of changing rooms and some seats.

“Ok girls. Until you qualify you are known as white girls …”

The strawberry bond clears her throat. “I am sorry to interrupt,” she then adds, “Madam,” with a humourless smile. “But you see there has been an almighty mistake. It’s my fault really …”

Miss Carter reaches around and grips the pretty girl’s hair raising her victim onto her toes. “Listen bitch if I want my time wasted listening to your mindless jabbering, I will tell you, ok?”

The girl squeals a, “Yes Madam. Of course, Madam.”

A protective Daniel is compelled to act. “Look you cannot treat her … yowl!”

Miss Carter uses her free hand to grab the back of Daniel’s hair and he too is lifted high on his toes.

She now has one office girl in each hand, her blue eyes glitter with malice.

“You say something sissy?”

“No, no. Please Madam. Sorry Madam.”

She shakes the strawberry blonde’s curls. “You saying anything slut?”

“No Madam. Nothing. Sorry!”

The red haired woman releases them both at the same time. “I thought not. I’m glad we cleared that up. Now listen carefully. You are white girls. That means whatever you wear must be all white. Got it?”

“Yes Madam,” they say in unison.

“Knickers, boots, shorts, blouses, headscarves. Your tights can be other colours, so long as they are chosen for you. If someone so much as gives you a hat and it is slightly cream in colour you have permission to refuse it and explain why.”

“Yes Madam.”

“One day, when you have qualified, you will wear the tan coloured shorts and boots. At that point you will be awarded pink panties. These come in many different hues and designs, all of which will remind you of your status.” She pauses. “Obviously, you can be authorised by Office Managers or clients to wear a different colour, should they wish it.”

Daniel has a thought. “Erm, Madam?”

Miss Carter sighs and glares at him. “Yes, trouble?”

He smiles sweetly. “Suppose one doesn’t qualify. You know, like I’m not good enough to wear the brown shorts?”

“Tan shorts bimbo, not brown.”

“Ah yes. If I am not qualified to wear the tan ones?” He gazes at her with hope in his eyes.

“Well if you don’t qualify then we send you home with a pat on your cute arse.”

Daniel beams, he hears the strawberry blond sigh with relief. There is an exit! All he has to do is be incompetent.

Miss Carter laughs. “You two are total airheads, aren’t you? Send you home! If you don’t qualify then we start your training over again. Every girl qualifies. Without exception. Harding Industries have been in operation now for over ten years. Not one failure. We only lose girls when someone from outside buys them.”

Daniel is shaken. Buys them? Is that what she said? Buys them? What does she mean?

The pretty girl sighs, her eyes fixed on the floor.

Daniel smiles bravely at her. His smile wanes as he notices she no longer covers her breasts or triangle. Does she no longer consider him a man?

Miss Carter pulls at the racks until she takes down a white body shaper, complete with built in breast shapes.  She holds it up to the pretty girl and shakes her head.

“Size 12?” The dominant redhead asks.

The girl nods and Miss Carter pulls another off the racks.

“Try this. And be smart about it.”

The strawberry blond gratefully accepts the garment and starts putting it on.

She tugs out another one before holding it up to Daniel’s hairless naked body.  “I would say you must be size 12 too. Try that.”

Daniel takes the hanger between thumb and forefinger feeling the smooth, shaping material. His erection grows immediately. How he would love to wear this alone in safety of his home when everyone was out. How he would love to play with himself wearing something as sexy and feminine as this.

“Excuse me Madam,” he says.

He hears her groan as she rummages through more racks. “Yes?”

“Well,” he laughs nervously, “this is girl’s underwear.”

She emerges from the racks with a wicked smile. “And?”

He laughs again. A forced laugh of embarrassment.

The strawberry blond is eagerly pulling her garment on to cover her nakedness. He notes how difficult it is for her to get the firm elasticated material up over her thighs, on account of it being so tight.

He swallows. “Well I am a man and …”

“Prove it.”

“Eh?”

The pretty girl stops wrestling with the garment, leaving it taut around her hips to take in the exchange.

“Well. I am …” he swallows, less certain than before. “A man.”

Miss Carter’s smile grows even wider. “And what do men have that women don’t?”

He blushes. “A penis, of course,” he whispers.

“So show me yours.”

“Well …” he looks down at the flattened form between his legs. “I can’t.”

The pretty strawberry blonde girl giggles quietly.

Daniel feels cross. He hates being publicly embarrassed like this. Its school days all over again.

“Look. It is covered,” he points out, feeling tetchy.

A slap across his face sends him staggering backwards.

“Manners young lady,” Miss Carter says softly.

“Madam!” He shouts rubbing his sore cheek. His brain feels scrambled.

“If you have a penis then show me,” the dominant red head insists.

“I, er, can’t,” he stutters.

“And which gender cannot show a penis?”

He feels tears welling. Why doesn’t the pretty girl get on with dressing and stop listening to them?

“Look. I, er …” he feels lost for words. He cannot confront her logic.

“Put it on silly. And be smart about it. You don’t wish to test my patience, do you?”

Her smile has vanished, leaving a challenging firm expression that makes Daniel shiver.

He drops the garment to the soft carpet before placing his smoothed legs through the leg openings. He has seen how the pretty girl ruffled up the garment to help ease it up her legs so does likewise.  It is like being squashed into a tight elastic band.

The strawberry blonde has managed to squirm sexily into the outfit and is pulling the shoulder straps into place.

This is too much for Daniel. All this girlyness, the sexy girl dressing next to him, the erotic lingerie scattered about them. His mind swirls away into sensual dreamland. His cock grows rigid in its confines.

“Very good slut,” Miss Carter says to the strawberry blonde. “Come on sissy, we are waiting for you.”

The silky stretchy fabric finally nested firmly around his hips, pulled up tightly between his legs. Fortunately, the metal chastity belt prevents it crushing his privates.  He gasps as it rolls over his waist hugging his waistline. He is delirious with sensual pleasure.

Securing the straps over his shoulders makes him feel bound into the lingerie, as if there is no escape. He must try and keep his senses in check but knows that if he were at home and free of his chastity confines, he would be playing endlessly with himself.

He sees the pretty girl checking her curvy form in a full-length mirror, running her palms down her front and turning on the balls of her feet to check her appearance, one side then the other.

In the same reflection he can see himself behind her. He has a slight hourglass figure with small pert breasts. The “shaper” has rounded and pushed out his bottom. It cuts neatly down in a rounded U shape to the little breasts.  When he is free from this madhouse, he will buy one for himself for his own pleasure

“Excellent,” Miss Carter exclaims. “She offers the pretty girl a few packets labelled panty hose body shapers, dance edition. “With your pantyhose, you are permitted colours to help your legs look even more sexy. So, colour slut?”

The girl flinches at the word slut but studies the packets. “American tan.”

The slap across her face bowls her to the floor. Daniel puts his hands to his mouth, frightened by the noise and the ferocity of the action.

The girl sits on the floor in her body shaper, tears brimming in her eyes.  “Sorry Madam.”

“Get you slutty arse up off my floor!” Miss Carter emphasises the word my.

Red faced, the girl scrambles to her bare feet. “Yes Madam.”

“Let’s try it again. Which colour slut?”

“Erm. American tan, Madam?”

“You want me to slap you around again?”

“No Madam!”

“It is no thank you, Madam!”

“Oh yes, I mean no thank you, Madam.”

“So try some manners bitch. You reply American tan please. Here we go. Last time slut. What colour do you want?”

With hunched shoulders she blubbers, “American tan please Madam.”

She has a rustling packet thrust into her hands as Miss Carter turns to Daniel to see him stepping back shaking his head. The body shaper is one thing but wearing tights in front of people!

“Right sissy which colour?”

“Madam? Please may I ask something?”

The tall woman shakes her red hair and sighs. “Well you did ask politely, I suppose. Go on.”

“Please do I have to wear them?”

“Sissy! It can get cold in some parts of the castle, so they are practical. Anyway, they make your legs look nice. It is important that you appreciate that your sole contribution to this place is to look good. Colour?”

He can see the cute girl is amused at his dilemma. The bitch!

Smiling softly Miss Carter takes out a packet. “These are natural. No one will know you are wearing them.”

“Yes Madam, Thank you Madam.”

“Get on with it. This is taking all day.”

Daniel snaps open the packet. The picture on the front shows a girl in a leotard with a short flared ra ra skirt lifted up. It displays none of the darker areas found near the knickers he has known on the tights he has in his collection. It dawns on him that dancer’s tights must be the same material all the way up to the panty part. Nothing reinforced around the upper thighs.

He pulls out the tights as he settles on a chair. He ruffles up one leg and pulls them up as far as his knee before doing the same with the other leg.

Miss Carter laughs. “I think sissy has put tights on before.”

The strawberry blond giggles.

Daniel flushes red. “No!” He lies. “No. I have seen my wife put them on. I wouldn’t wear anything like this. Not in a million years I …”

Miss Carter is entertained by Daniel’s jabbering. “The sissy doth protest too much, methinks.”

The strawberry blond puts her fingers up to her laughing mouth.

“No, no Madam I …” Daniel cannot think of any arguments that will not lead to Miss Carter countering with a sharp put down.

As Miss Carter smirks at him he realises he is digging a deeper hole for himself.

He pulls on the tights aware how the strawberry blond is tugging them in place over her hips and waist.

A horrible thought enters his mind. Has Davina told them about his predilection for wearing girl’s clothes when masturbating? Surely she would never betray him.

Then could it be …

….his mind enters the nightmare of the worst event in his life. That dreadful day in school with Patrick Harding and his bully friends. His tummy turns over. Did Harding remember what happened? Surely Daniel had been just another victim of Harding’s constant terrorising. Harding bullied just about everyone, even a few of the teachers were wary of the aggressive, determined thug.

The tights squeeze about him, snapping into place around his waist. He is now sensuously smooth from his toes to his shoulders. The mirror shows his legs as being shapely, somehow, flattered by the qualities of the tights, as if they are smoother, unblemished.

Miss Carter is delving through a rack of white blouses identical to the gorgeous transparent ones worn by the other office girls.

She hoists out two. “Size 12 we thought for both of you, didn’t we? So try these.”

He is shocked. The blouses resemble one piece women’s bathing costume in that they are joined between the legs. Tiny buttons only start half way up the back.

They both accept the garments, the strawberry blonde eagerly so that she can get dressed, Daniel is more chary.

“What do you say?” Miss Carter taunts.

“Thank you Madam,” the two half dressed office workers chorus.

“Indeed. Manners account for a lot around here, young ladies. Remember that!”

“Yes Madam,” they reply.

The material feels gauze thin in his fingers, the most delicate item he has ever touched. His willy fills the chastity tube and he feels breathless. If only he could lie down and play with himself until he cums. At least then he could think straight, find a way out of this fix.

Stepping into the leg holes and pulling it up his smooth calves he feels his willy squirt precum into his body shaper.

He has never before worn anything as delicate as this.

Several times he feels himself catch his breath as it rolls so silkily over his tights and continues up around his body shaper.

He mouths, ‘oh my God’. as it settles around his hips and tummy. Pushing his smooth, hairless arms through the delicate sleeves he tingles with excitement.

As they dress so Miss Carter meticulously reviews the blouse, and how it fits. “You girls will find it easier if you button each other up the back. They are a devil to get on.”

“Yes Madam,” they recite.

He looks at the pretty girl and she at him, each waiting for the other to take the initiative and offer to do the buttoning.

“We are going to be here all day!” Miss Carter slaps hard Daniel’s arse, making him yelp. “You do the slut’s up first. Then slut, you button up the sissy.”

They both say, “Yes Madam”.

The cute girl turns around raising her strawberry blond hair at the nape of her neck. How Daniel longs to kiss the back of her neck. Sexually he is on fire.

The buttons are so tiny and the slots for them so tight he takes an eternity to button her. Well aware his bottom is vulnerable to more slaps he concentrates hard on each button in turn.

When he finishes, the strawberry blonde turns on the balls of her feet to enjoy seeing herself in the mirror. She stands on tip toes twisting one way then the other. A vision in white with dark brown legs.

Miss Carter isn’t impressed with her antics. “Ok slut you can admire yourself later. Sort out the sissy’s buttons.”

“Yes Madam,” she replies quickly.

Daniel turns, the soles of his feet sliding in the tights. He can feel the nylon rubbing against his thighs. He must concentrate but his dick is filling the tiny space in the steel container between his legs.

Her fingers deftly pull the buttons together tightening the garment about him. He sighs with unmitigated pleasure.

He hears the strawberry blonde say, “There sissy.”

Sissy? Blushing, he turns to give her the eye but receives a slap across his thigh from Miss Carter. “Say thank you to slut, sissy.”

His mouth drops open. Thank her! After she has called him a sissy!

He glares at the cute girl seeing her lips purse into a superior, ‘ha, ha, got you’ expression.

“Sissy!” Miss Carter’s pitch lowers in admonition.

Finally, Daniel smiles sweetly and says, “Thank you,” before adding, “slut” as pointedly as he can.

The cute girl’s face opens in astonishment. “Sissy!”

“Slut!” He answers back.

“Girls please!” Miss Carter shouts. “Office girls must use their best manners in all situations. Even when addressing the other girls. So make sure you use words like ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ at all times. Understood?”

“Yes Madam,” the girls sulkily reply.

Miss Carter wiggles away, Daniel’s eyes fixed on her bum bulging through the dark high waisted shorts.

“Come along girls,” Miss Carter says.

As Daniel makes to set off, the pretty girl leans close to his ear and whispers, “Sissy!”

He quickly whispers back, “Slut!”

He is not going to let her get away with that!

“Girls,” Miss Carter shouts. “Quickly!”

They swiftly chase after her with Daniel staggered at the luxurious sexy feeling of walking wearing such clothing. At home he would wear them but only parade in front of a mirror before playing with himself. Here, without the option to wank, he simply indulges his senses in the fabrics and how they feel against his skin as he moves.

He cannot resist running his palms down his blouse and over his tights. This is absolute girly heaven he muses.

As he walks he notices how slippery his tights are, even on the carpet. Also, he is aware of how the tight, delicate garments slide over each other with his every movement.

He just has to cum!

“Now then. Shorts,” muses the tall, dominant, red head as if thinking through a problem. “Slut has a narrower waist but more rounded hips. So these!” She flourishes a pair of neat white shorts with the high waisted buttons and throws them to the cute girl.

“But sissy has narrower hips. Hmmm, try these.”

Daniel accepts the shorts and is immediately surprised. They have the same silky feel as the other clothing. He had expected them to rougher, more hard wearing. He holds them in his hands seeing the high waist and the twin lines of silver buttons at the front. The buttons are for decoration as the shorts have a deep strong zip at the rear, running from the mid buttock area to the small of the back.

The cute girl is already pulling them on, relieved to be dressed.

A conundrum for Daniel. He wonders if he should show some level of obduracy. He desperately wants to see how he looks when fully dressed, it promises to be a wet dream, but he doesn’t want either of these bitches to know he loves being dressed like this.

“Must I miss?” He whines, his eyes fixed on her, testing her.

“No of course not sissy,” she smiles.

“Oh.” His disappointment is obvious, even to him. He tries to hide it by smiling and nodding.

“You can parade around in your underwear. Bent over the desk for the male managers. Wiggling your arse, saying ‘Please look at me’.”

The cute girl giggles. “Now who is the slut, Madam?”

The strike across her thighs sends her staggering.

“Ouch! Sorry Madam!”

Miss Carter grabs her strawberry blond hair and shakes the terrified girl. “Listen slut. The only time you open your mouth without being told is when a man is waving his hard cock at it. Got it?”

“Please don’t hit me Madam. Sorry Madam. Yes Madam.”

Miss Carter shakes the girl again. “You want Madam Shania to be called back? Hear what a mouthy slut you are?”

“Oh no, no. Please Madam, I promise to be good.”

Miss Carter spins around on her heels to glare at Daniel. He finds himself jumping back with alarm. Quickly he steps into his shorts, sliding them up his hose covered legs. The garment grips his crotch and hips like a firm second skin. Reaching around he grabs the heavy zip and hauls it up feeling the waist band cinch him tight. He draws the thin belt snugly around his waist and clips it together.

Oh my god this is too much for him. He takes hold of the back of a chair for support, his breathing deepening.

“Shoe size slut?” Miss Carter asks.

“4 Madam.”

“Sissy?”

Daniel leans over the chair, feeling on the edge of an orgasm he knows can never be satisfied because of the chastity belt securing his penis between his legs. “Erm, 8 Madam.”

Miss Carter walks down the racks of boots. Daniel reckons there to be at least fifty pairs of each colour, white, tan and black. Then more in other colours. The tan coloured boots are the most numerous, then the white and then the black ones. But there also red, yellow and silver boots too.

“Here slut.” She hands the pretty girl a pair of white boots with a spiky four inch heel.”

“Thank you, Madam,”

“Here Sissy. These are size six. If you can squeeze into them it will make your feet look smaller. Then you will look more attractive. Just three inch heels. Help you get adjusted to wearing heels.”

Daniel smirks to himself. If only she knew he spends as much time as he can in heels. But the opportunities are so few these days with the girls coming home early from fifth form and his wife Davina working a lot from home.

The smooth material of the leather boots feels like ice cream in his fingers. This is a complete overload of his system.

He sits down on a chair feeling his silky clothes slide about his body before resting one of his stockinged feet in the white boot. It takes some effort to push it home, but he is determined. The zip encases the boot to the leg like a bondage trick.

With the zip at the top he repeats the procedure with the left boot.

“Legs together sissy.” Miss Carter commands. “You look like a cheap slut.” She eyes the strawberry blonde, “And we already have one cheap slut.”

Daniel tightens his thighs together moving his knees in unison to view the boots on his legs. His feet are squeezed tight, but it is a small price to pay for such elegance.

“Stand up girls,” Miss Carter snaps.

As he balances on the heels, he feels a tug on his collar. He has been leashed again.

Looking up he sees the cute strawberry blond girl looking down in shock at her own leash. Both leads run to the hands of Miss Carter who, with a tug, leads them back to the corridor.

Tilted upwards on his heels with his waist pulled in and his arse and breasts pushed out makes him feel absolutely delicious. No wonder girls spend so much time buying clothes and dressing, he muses.

As the door opens, he is suddenly full of terror.

“Oh no Madam,” he calls out. “Please don’t take me out dressed like this.”

With a sharp yank she brings Daniel running towards her in his heels, his wrists flapping to keep balance. She stops him colliding by taking hold of his chin and lifting it up to meet her amused eyes.

“Now sissy. I have a wonderful lockable gag in my drawer. It has a nice little cock for you to suck. Shall I fetch it or are you going to be a good little girl?”

He swallows. “Yes Madam.”

“Yes, Madam what?” She theatrically offers her ear to his mouth.

He shakes his head quickly, summing up the courage to debase himself. “I am going to be a good girl Madam,”

She shakes his collar eliciting a squeal.

“A good what sort of girl?”

His mouth dries. “A good little girl Madam.”

She pats his bottom. “I thought so. Good girl. I can see you earning a silver star in your first few days.”

With that she turns on her black booted heels to march away, pulling her two girls along behind her.

Daniel just about catches the pretty girl’s breathy whisper, “Sissy!”

He quickly responds to the taunt, “Slut,”.

Miss Carter coughs and without looking back at her two tethered office staff, says, “Girls! Enough bitching!”
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Chapter 6       

After advancing only few doors down the corridor Miss Carter leads Daniel and the cute strawberry blond into a room looking like a cross between a suntanning salon and a hairdressers.

Two tan outfitted girls, both with neat blond hair, leap from their chairs dropping their OK magazines in a guilty manner.

They stand to attention, one knee slightly folded before the other, hands at the side with fingers pointing out, their troubled eyes darting to Miss Carter but then dropping when she stares back.

They could be twins and sisters of every other girl Daniel has seen.

The red haired dominant woman comes to a stop, tugging the girl’s leashes to bring them close to her.

She spoke in what Daniel took to be a most derisory manner, as if she knew the two girls would be incompetent. “Hurry up with these two tramps. Tech ops needs them in an hour.”

Tech Ops? What on earth has a technical area to do with girly girls, Daniel wonders?

“As you can see both are new. So no black books.” She tugs the leash to bring Daniel and the cute strawberry blond staring into her eyes.

Daniel swallows as the tough dominatrix stares hard into both their eyes. One after the other, speaking quietly and evenly:

“We have cameras in all the lifts. If we see either of you so much as enter one without supervision you will be returned to your first Madam for correction!”

Daniel gasps at the thought of being returned to Miss Willis for being naughty so quickly choruses with the strawberry blond: “Yes Madam.”

The redhead unclips the leashes, coiling them as she leaves. “Goodbye girls. Behave!”

As soon as the door closes the cute girl and Daniel exchange a glance. Escape?

The strawberry blonde notices a full length mirror behind Daniel and beams. Standing before it she poses this way and that, as she did when dressing.

“Am I to die for?” She giggles.

“Not yet,” giggles one of the tan coloured blondes with whom they have been left.

Daniel notes their name labels on the screens fixed into the collars. Rosie and Sammie.

Like all the girls they are difficult to tell apart at first. Rosie is slightly taller with a sweet smile and Sammie has a rounded nose and bows her head as if in submission. Both are drop dead sexy in their uniforms.

“You look very good girl,” Rosie opines to the cute strawberry blonde.

Sammie nods in agreement. “But we will make you look even more yummy for the office managers. Into the chairs girls.”

Daniel drops a complete octave, to sound as manly as possible as he says, “I’m not actually a girl I …”

Sammie pats his bottom screwing up her rounded nose. “Never mind,” she consoles him, “after we have finished with you, you need never have to say that again.”

Shocked but intrigued, Daniel settles into the softly padded leather hairdressing chair facing a large rounded mirror.

In trying to sit he finds himself sliding around the smooth leather chair. No matter how hard he tries to remain still his silky-smooth clothes, in conjugation with the leather chair make him feel like he is sitting on slippery ice.

He sees the strawberry blonde girl take her seat and giggle, “I bet the guys have their tongues out when you two walk past.”

Rose giggles. “There’s only one drawback with these outfits, girl.”

“Oh?” The strawberry blond is concerned.

Rosie and Sammie giggle as, in unison, they announce a well-rehearsed gag. “Going to the loo!”

Sammie says, “It takes about twenty minutes to get down to your knickers!”

They both laugh and Daniel thinks about the layers and how they are worn. To use the loo he would have to remove the shorts all together. Then he would have to tackle the myriad of tiny buttons down his back before he could step out of the blouse. Only then could he pull down the body shaper and step out of that. Wow, he would have to strip off everything and put it all back on! The silly giggling girls are right.

Sammie ruffles his hair. “Oh, don’t worry sissy you just make sure you get permission in plenty of time.”

“Like asking the day before,” giggles Rosie.

The strawberry blonde joins in the giggles. “It will be worth it. Wow. All those hunky guys I’ve seen upstairs.”

Sammie pushes her hands through her strawberry blond hair. “Lot of competition girly. But we’ll give you a helping hand.”

“Sadly,” the strawberry blonde says, “this is all a mistake. I am supposed to be working upstairs.” She stares at her reflection and sighs. “It’ll be shame to hand back this outfit though.”

“You never know,” Sammie says brightly, “you may have to stay on as an office girl.”

Daniel sees the two hairdressers exchange an expression that appears to say: she’ll learn.

Rosie tugs at Daniels hair. “You will need some extensions. Shall we keep you black haired? Or would you like to go blonde?”

He blushes, always having fantasised about being blonde and keeps his voice pitch low. “No. Not blond. Of course not.”

In the mirror he sees Rosie nod. “Wise. Make you stand out from all the blondes. Espresso brown I think.”

Sammie exhales. “Aw. Sorry. Miss Willis says you need to be blonde. The clients love blondes.”

Daniel is breathing hard. He so much needs to play with himself, to cum and find some relief. He cannot think straight when he is so aroused. He knows he ought to protest but he desperately wants to know how he will look with feminine hair.

The girls are efficient at their task. Within thirty minutes he has felt the pain of his hair being pulled tight as extensions were attached, and the intense heat from the dryers. The girls keep up a nonstop banter about men and some hints at sex with the lady managers. Apparently, the lady managers are the cruellest and most inventive. Men are more brutal but more fun.

He stares at the sweet girl in the mirror. It is him! His hair is kept in the short style he has seen the other girls wearing. He has now learnt it is based on a 1970’s ‘wedge style’ brought up to date by a hairdresser from Paris. His update on the style is to allow fuller hair on the sides of the head around the ears.

Rosie tilts back his chin, her eyes narrowing in thought as she examines her cut on Daniel. “Hmm. Best keep your face simple. You have rounded girlish cheeks so that’s a good start and nice big eyes. A little blusher around here for definition.”

She runs her finger around his cheek bone making him gasp. Everything feels so erotic.

“And obviously dark mascara and eyeliner to make your eyes look bigger. Your eyes will look adorable.”

“No!” He chokes.

The room falls silent. A frightened Rosie glances at the mirrors and at the corners of the room. She fiddles with her collar, sharing her fear with Sammie.

Sammie bustles over with a fixed smile barely concealing her alarm. Why have they reacted like this Daniel wonders? It is obvious he is not going to want to have make up over his face.

Sammie keeps her smile, but her eyes flicker with apprehension to the mirrors. “Please sissy, you are not thinking,” she says loudly and clearly as if for an audience. “I am sure you would not wish to upset Miss Carter. Do you wish us to bother her? I am certain she is very busy.”

Rosie chips in with, “Yes exactly. I wouldn’t wish to bother her now. Managers are way too busy to bother with us girls. Why not let us show you how to do a simple face and then you can chat to her later?”

Struck by their intensity Daniel succumbs.  “Erm, yes ok.”

He certainly doesn’t fancy Miss Carter or Miss Willis knowing he has upset anyone. Oddly the two girls appear relieved, as if a disaster has been averted.

The makeup is easy to apply. He is told not to make the lines too thick all the way around the eyes. Rather to mould them to help shape the eye. More above than below. It is merely a matter of taking care and concentrating.

Suddenly Miss Carter bangs the door open. “Done?”

The two hairdressers fall into their pose with one knee before the other and hand at their sides, fingers sticking out.

“Yes Miss Carter,” they chorus.

The cute girl languidly rises and leans forward into the circular mirror to admire her new hair style and makeup.

The leash whips through the air catching the cute girl on her bottom filling shorts. She yelps, stroking her backside as the leash whips down a second time catching her knuckles.

“Don’t rub your slutty arse until you have asked permission!”

The cute girl holds her palms out in defence, her eyes huge with shock. “No Miss Carter. Sorry.”

The leash is clipped onto her collar and the second leash onto a stunned Daniel’s collar. A sharp tug brings Daniel to his feet to stand close to the strawberry blonde.

“Ok Rosie. Punch their ears.”

“Yes Miss Carter.”

The cute girl squeals. “No please. I don’t want to have them punched. I wear clip-on earrings.”

“Do the slut first,” Miss Carter says with a malicious grin. “She’ll learn she is never permitted to use the word no.”

With disinfectant sprayed over the red-haired girl’s ears, Daniel watches in terror as a handheld punch creates a hole in each of the girl’s lobes. The cute girl shrieks, cupping her hands to her head.

Rosie approaches Daniel with the weapon and he steps back feeling his leash grow taut. “Please no. No.”

Moments later his ears feel boiling hot. A sharp, stinging pain in both earlobes

Miss Carter is holding a handful of metallic objects with tiny chains. They are little more than a couple of inches long and the smooth surfaces glitter in the lights.

She reaches beneath Daniel’s hair style and he hears a clasping sound, metal clipping into metal. They feel heavy on his ear tickling the side of his neck. The second one is attached to his other ear. He sees the same thing happening to the pretty girl. The earrings are lost beneath her hair style.

He realises all the girls must wear these exact same earrings.

“Right come on you two!” Miss Carter says as she storms away towards the door.

As they pass the full-length mirror both the tethered girls take a long admiring glance at themselves. Daniel has never felt so sexy and aroused. In his fantasies he imagines himself being objectified, mainly by men, not that he is gay of course. It is just that those dark thoughts surface as he falls deeper into the shadowier areas of his dream worlds.

They are hauled down the corridor as two brown outfitted girls come giggling out of the lift. At the sight of Miss Carter, they stop giggling and adopt the one knee before the other pose, flat against the wall and stare down at the ground.

Miss Carter pays them no attention as she passes by with her two pets skipping to keep up on their leashes. The two girls fall in behind them and Daniel wonders if there is a reason so many girls are paired off in the castle.

Daniel has only ever worn heels in the bedroom, he had certainly not walked any great distances in them. Yet here he is trying to keep up with the impatient Miss Carter who bowls down the corridor at a rate of knots. He constantly feels as if he is going to topple forward so has to pull back his shoulders to maintain balance. This in turn pushes out his slight breasts and his new pert bottom.

As they are tugged into the lift Daniel hears the hushed giggling start up again behind him as the tan girls’ heels click away down the corridor.

The lift rises and Daniel feels his tummy turn over. What if they go up to the top and the horrible Patrick Harding sees him dressed and collared like this? Or worse, his wife! He closes his eyes feeling sick as he a horrifying image fills his senses: His seventeen year old twins, Zoe and Katie, staring at him in shock. How the hell would he explain his predicament to them? Patrick Harding has a great deal to answer for!

He feels relieved as the door opens onto a yet another below ground corridor with continuous fluorescent lighting and stone slabbed floors. The leashes are jerked as Miss Carter wiggles briskly away before them. Daniel finds his eyes fixed on her bouncing arse as it nods hypnotically to the left and then the right as if on springs.

As he scurries after her he is aware his own arse is aping exactly the same motion. The combination of the figure hugging shorts, the body shaper along with his heels means his arse is fully rounded and pushed humiliatingly out. It makes him feel self conscious, embarrassed and, it has to be said, hot.

Three girls, all blondes of varying shades line up along the one wall as they pass. Daniel wonders how many office girls are kept in Harding’s castle.

Every step he takes is a luxurious experiment in swishy sensuality. The blouse delicately tickling his body, the bra straps pulling tight around his shoulders, the shorts gripping his groin and hips and the tights sensuously rubbing together as he tries to keep up with Miss Carter’s determined pace.

They stop at the end of the corridor before a set of double doors with the words The Tech Facility on a sign above them. Miss Carter taps out a passcode on the number pad to one side of the doors.

Daniel ponders, what on earth lies behind security controlled doors?

The new office girls are led into a large computer engineering room festooned with cabling with crates, whirring drives and busy monitors.

Daniel stops dead in his tracks as his mouth opens in horror.

Two men are near a control console. One sitting and the other standing behind him but leaning forward looking intently at a screen showing what looks like a map of the castle on different levels with an array of coloured lights moving around it.

At that moment Daniel knows just one thing, he does not want a man to see him dressed like this on the end of a leash. For some reason, in his mind, girls are not too bad, they seem less judgmental. But guys! He has a sudden urge to visit the bathroom.

The men are in their mid twenties, some ten years younger than Daniel thus making his shame even more acute. The guy sitting is balding with a neat beard. The man standing is tall, maybe six-six and beefy looking, like a rugby player. He has one of those masculine looking faces where the cheeks are hard slabs of stone. His neat short, curly dark hair comes down into short sideburns. Both wear fashionable shirts and jeans.

They glance around to briefly ogle the two girls but quickly turn their attention back to the screen. Daniel feels a pang of disappointment at their cursory glance at him.

Miss Carter leads the reluctant red-faced Daniel closer to the men.

“Two more for processing,” she says. “Busy week.”

The sedentary bearded man laughs, “They come, they go. The world keeps turning.”

“Girls this is Mister Lewis,” the sitting guy waves a hand without looking around, “and Mister Temple.”

Mister Temple barely acknowledges them with a curt nod.

The strawberry blonde girl wiggles around into their eyeline making her leash grows taut. “Hi boys. Something interesting on the screen?”

The men ignore her, leaving her to pout in disbelief. Daniel understands her quandary and disappointment. She is wondering how any red blooded male can ignore a girl dressed as she is.

“Slut!” Miss Carter smiles.

“Sorry Miss Carter!” Pink cheeked she shuffles up close to Daniel fearful of another strike from the tall woman with the flaming red hair.

Miss Carter tilts back her chin, ready to deliver a familiar lecture, “You address them always as Mister Lewis and Mister Temple. Got it slut ?”

“Yes Miss Carter!”

“Got it sissy?”

Daniel’s teeth grind. Oh my god. Now the men will know what he is. “Yes Miss Carter,” he whispers.

“Ok I will leave you in their capable hands for processing. And understand this, slut and sissy, these men have full rights over you and all the girls, and a nice collection of canes and paddles.”

“Yes Miss Carter,” the cute girl says, her eyes widening.

What a true slut, Daniel thinks. She is clearly aroused at the thought of being helpless with brutish men who can spank her. A total, unmitigated slut.

Miss Carter unclips the leashes and wiggles from the room with one last admonition. “Do exactly as you are told, girls.” She smiles, the first warm facial expression she has had for the girls. “Believe me, it will be easier.”

Then she is gone, and the girls are alone with the two intimidating men.

Daniel and the cute girl exchange a lost look as they stand behind the men, feeling totally ignored. The strawberry blonde rolls her eyes and Daniel nods his agreement. He is feeling her disappointment at being disregarded by guys more intent on watching a computer screen than admiring the girls’ appearance.

Mister Lewis says to his colleague, “Looks ok now. They’re on their way back.” He turns his chair around to face the two office girls attired all in white.

Mister Temple nods, stands up straight and also appraises them.

Mister Lewis grins. “Nothing like a pair of virgins to get the day going with a bang. Hey, my turn with the real girl, you take the sissy.”

Mister Temple shrugs but Daniel can see the contempt in his face. This is a man who would not look at a sissy if all the women on the earth had vanished. He watches as the hunky male picks up a handheld computer, a little like the iPad, along with an electronic pen.

Mister Lewis also collects a similar looking gadget, holding it like a clipboard. He addresses the two white girls. “Have you been told what will happen here?”

The girl and the sissy shake their heads.

Mister Lewis sniffs. “Don’t look so scared. All the girls here go through it. And they seem happy enough don’t they?”

Daniel realises he is right. Every girl he has seen appears cheerful to the point of joyous. Though they all appear troubled when one of the Misses walks past but generally they are all smiling and giggling.

“So listen closely,” Mr Lewis now adopts that tone that Daniel is already sick of. A sort of superior, you are an idiot, and I am in charge voice. “We know you are bimbos but don’t worry. If it doesn’t make sense now, it soon will.” He points at the cute strawberry blond girl. “You! Here!” He indicates a place to one side of the huge monitor.

The girl jumps at the sharp command before she wiggles into the place specified.

Daniel swallows and looks to Mister Temple who beckons him with just a slight nod of the head.

Nothing is said as he follows the big man to a control area riddled with readouts and displays.

He hooks a beefy finger under Daniel’s collar to haul him closer. Not a word is said.

Behind him, Daniel can hear Mister Lewis talking and the cute girl who is giggling like a schoolgirl. Daniel feels slightly envious of the bearded man being allowed to chat up the cute sexy looking girl.

No such warmth and laughs for Daniel from Mister Temple though. Daniel understands how Mister Temple must feel when ending up with the sissy and not the genuine girl. He wants to apologise but dares not say anything.

“Ok sissy, listen to what I have to say. I won’t be happy if I have to repeat anything. Got it?”

His voice is slow, confident, deep but coloured by impatience.

Daniel nods.

The finger hooks deeper under his collar pulling Daniel up to his toes. He finds himself forced to look up at the hard face of Mister Temple. “When a sissy is told something she replies, ‘Yes sir’. Or yes Mister Temple when it’s me. Else how is a manager to know whether she has understood? So,” he clears his throat, “I won’t be happy if I have to repeat anything. Got it?”

“Yes, Sir, Mister Temple,” Daniel replies, his voice shaking as he desperately tries to balance on his toes. He is deeply aware of little budding breasts protruding out towards the man. How must women feel when they are put on display to a sex that wants to fuck them?

He feels himself released and drops to his heels. Instinctively his hands go up to his locked collar. Suddenly he feels totally humiliated. He wants to cry. His every fantasy is playing out, yet he is so helpless, so much in the hands of others that he is frightened and ashamed. He needs to hide somewhere. He wants to go home, back to security and safety.

“Ok here we go.” Mister Temple has a long thin green USB cable which he plugs into a box near a monitor and then takes the long thin end and raises the hair at the nape of Daniels neck.

Daniel feels the USB plug slot into his collar.

The main screen flickers and then a note comes up: “Sissy 135.”

Mister Temple taps away at the keyboard. “That is your reference. Don’t forget it. The managers here will rename you for the hell of it. Maybe every day. Badges can be changed but Sissy 135 is what you’ll always be.”

“I, er, I er … please don’t go through any trouble for me, Mister Temple. You see there’s been an almighty mistake. Not from me, you understand. Well I am not blaming anyone ...”

Raising a hairy hand to stop him speaking Mister Temple continues. “I don’t want to hear from you. Your incessant jabbering will drive me nuts and delay the process. Got it?”

“Yes Sir, Mister Temple.”

Mr Temple returns his attention to the computer, “Right we’ll start a new file for you.”

More taps on the keyboard and Daniel sees a series of blank forms appear one on top of the other. They filter through too quickly for him to read but he makes out the titles of a few. ‘Sexual activity.’ ‘Punishments.’ “Stars.” There are a couple of files labelled education and attainment. Others zoom past too quickly to be read.

All are blank.

“The collar must be fully charged,” he recites, as if he has told many girls about the process. “Plug yourself in every evening for at least ten minutes. You’ll have a charger in your room.” He turns his head around to glare harshly at Daniel. “Never, never plug yourself into an office computer!”

“Right, yes Mister Temple.” He swallows and just for safety adds, “Sir.”

“A manager can do that for you if they want to check anything or you need charging during office hours.”

“Yes, Mister Temple.”

Need charging? Plugged into a computer? Daniel is full of questions and can hear the pretty girl gassing away and giggling with Mister Lewis. What a slut, he jealously thought. She’s getting loads more information from the bearded guy than he is from the tall athletic man. Later he would have to ask her about all the material she was acquiring.  He sighed. Why couldn’t Mr temple tell him more?

“You charge your chastity belt in the same way,” he said, again not looking away from the computer and continuing to type rapidly.

“What?” Daniel steps back on his heeled boots his palms up in defence. Terror overwhelms him.  “Sorry Mister Temple. Please. Please.”

Mister Temple draws in a breath for patience and looks down at the ground before continuing. “If either the collar or the chastity device fall low on charge, they will give you a small electric shock. Don’t look so scared. It is like a tickle. If it does so you must charge straight away. Got it?”

Daniel nods, but he doesn’t ‘get it’. Charging the chastity device and the collar? What was happening?

If you are with a manager just ask for permission to speak or raise a hand and then explain your predicament. All managers must allow you to recharge.”

“An electric shock?”

“A tickle! I said, a tickle. Pay attention dumb arsed sissy.”

“Yes, Mister Temple.” Daniel wants to run his hands over his collar and chastity belt which have now taken on the air of some fearsome torture devices. They are locked to his person and appear inescapable.

“If you don’t get charged within five minutes, you get a second harder jolt. You then have fifteen minutes to get charged.”

As Daniels mouth falls open in fear, he feels his legs twist and turn below him. “What happens, please Mister Temple,” he chokes, “if they don’t get charged.”

The technical guy’s eyes grow cold. “You’ll know about it soon enough. The collar and chastity device will totally discharge. The pain will be sufficiently painful to knock you out. Once it has happened to you once girl, you will not want it to happen again.”

“Oh my God!” Daniel runs his hands up to his locked collar than cups his mouth with his fingers.

“The devices will alert us here in the tech room, and we will send medical staff to attend to you. As soon as you are well you will return to white girl status for remedial retraining.” He stops speaking, his eyes half closing as he concentrates on Daniel. He groans.

Mister Temple stands up straight grimacing. “Fucking hell, sissy. You aren’t going to cry?”

Daniel sniffs and sobs, flapping his wrists about. “Please. I am so scared. I don’t want to be electrocuted. I don’t want this collar and this chastity belt. Please take them off, just …”

Suddenly he feels himself enveloped. Two muscular arms curl around his narrow shoulders squeezing him tight up to the hard body of Mister Temple. A hand pats his bottom through his white shorts. “There, there sissy. Be brave. You can do it.”

Daniel has felt nothing like this in his life. Dressed so erotically sexy, frightened to death and yet protected by a strong pair of man’s arms. He finds himself submitting to the cuddle, letting his silky blouse rub up against the man’s shirt. His senses have washed away any ability to think. Behind the metal triangle his dick attempts to engorge and fill like a car’s air bags exploding. His dick hits the metal and remains firm but controlled.

If his dick were free Daniel would rub it against this powerful man and feel relief in seconds.

Just as suddenly as it began so the comforting embrace ends. Daniel is left feeling cold, fragile and vulnerable. He sniffs up his tears.

“Just be a good sissy and keep yourself charged,” Mr Temple says. “You’ll be fine.”

Daniel nods. If he were to try and thank him or say anything, he knows he will end up tearfully pleading for release from a real man.

Mister Temple returns to the monitor and presses a button. “Your collar will be cleared for different areas within the castle depending upon the duties you are given. If you stray out of the areas you have permission to use then you will be zapped.”

“Zapped?”

“Yes! Pay attention Sissy!” He is impatient at the lack of understanding. “Zapped. By the collar. You get the tickle warning when you are close to your permitted boundaries but if you cross them you get zapped.”

“I am so frightened Mister Temple,” Daniel says raising his palms to shoulders height ready for another luxurious cuddle.

Mister Temple ignores him. “Just pay attention. You get plenty of warnings from the collar. Even the stupidest of bimbos soon knows when she is in the wrong place. We can monitor where you are and someone in this room will know if you are in danger of crossing …”

“You can see me on there?” Daniel interrupts in horror as he stares at the computer screen showing the map and flashing lights.

Mister Temple hunches his shoulders and sighs.

“Sorry to interrupt. I’m sorry. Really I am.”

The tall man’s cold eyes meet Daniel’s terrified eyes.

“You have one more chance Sissy. ‘Mister Temple’ at all times. Sir, if you like. If anyone heard you being rude I would have to deal with you. So think yourself lucky!”

“Yes, Mister Temple, thank you Mister Temple. Sir.”

Daniel hears moaning from the other side of the central monitoring area. The slut and Mr Lewis are hidden by computer bays leaving Daniel to wonder what he is doing to the cute girl to elicit breathless moans such as those. The only time he has heard a girl moaning in that manner was in videos on Pornhub as obviously girls in real life don’t moan out load when men are giving them their attention. He has been with Davina for 19 years, since they were both 17, she has never been vocal, even during lovemaking.

“Just a couple of tests and then you can be on your way.”

“Yes, Mister Temple,” Daniel rocks back on his heels trying to see what is happening to the strawberry blond. She sounds as if she is in pain. Has she been caned?

“Sissy, stand at the far end of the room by the blue equipment bays.”

“Yes, Mister Temple.”

Daniel wiggles over in his heels towards the bays. A quick glance over his shoulder shows the cause of the cute girl’s moans. She is on her knees before Mister Lewis, her face embedded in his groin. Mister Lewis’s head is tilted back with a huge closed eyed smile on his face.

“Slut!” Daniel thinks as he stands next to the bay and turns to see Mister Temple facing away from him.

“Hello sissy.”

Daniel is shocked. His brain refuses to function. What is happening? It is Mister Temple’s voice, but he is whispering. Daniel gasps. The voice is coming from his ears. He shakes his head hearing the earrings rattle.

“I said hello sissy.”

The voice is coming from his earrings.

He shouts back. “Hello Mister Temple.”

Mister Temple turns and laughs. He shouts across the room. “Sissy bimbo! I can hear you through the mic in your collar. Just talk normally.”

Mic in his collar? He speaks quieter, “Erm Hello Mister Temple.”

Mic in his collar! He has earrings that act as earphones and a mic in his collar. He has no control over either, so Mr Temple can hear him whenever he speaks.

He hears Mister Temple’s deep voice in his ears. “Ok that is fine sissy. Get you fat arse back here”

Daniel stamps his foot and, ignoring the gasps and vulgar actions from the slut on his left, marches across the room right up to Mister Temple where he looks up into his face. “Now look Mister Temple!”

Mister Temple waves him away as he taps away at the keyboard.

“I demand to be heard Mister Temple. I don’t want you listening to me and being able to speak to me like that …”

Mister Temple rises to his full height and his beefy finger hooks yet again beneath Daniel’s collar.

Daniel feels himself hoisted up onto his toes and cannot even gulp air as the collar tightens around his neck. The large man’s fingers press scarily into his neck near his Adam’s apple.

“Listen sissy. If you think I want to listen to the nonsense you prattle you need your empty head examined, got it?”

Daniel splutters a, “Yes Mister Temple.”

“And the chances of me speaking to you again after today are remote. Got that?”

“Yes, Mister Temple. Sorry Mister Temple.”

“The managers may need to get hold of you at short notice. The earrings have tiny ear phones built in. The collar has a mic. The communications link ensures we can contact you and keep an eye on you. Watch you are not getting into any mischief. Don’t look so horrified. Dumb bitch. It means you don’t have to be summoned to a manager’s office for instructions. We can give you orders wherever  you are.”

Seeing Daniel is even more terrified, Mr Temple relaxes his grip on the sissy’s collar and lets him return to his heels.

“Ok, ok. Listen. Try and think of it another way. Say you get lost, or the photocopier need more ink. Or if you need to use the bathroom. You just speak clearly. Someone in the monitoring room will hear you. Or maybe your office manager. Anyone can listen in to you at any time. Feel better?”

When he sees the sissy is unable to speak for terror, and appears not even to have comprehended anything he has just said, Mr Temple sighs and returns to typing.

Daniel feels that an avalanche of awful information has been poured into his head and it remains all jumbled up so he cannot make sense of it.

“So you know where I am?” Daniel says slowly. “At all times? You can hear me and speak to me whenever you want?”

“Nope.” He doesn’t look around. “Not just me. All managers can. I just told you. So your full name is Daniel Christopher Lowe?”

“Yes. Why?”

“We will use the Deed Poll to legally change your name.”

“What? Look. This is all crazy Mister Temple. I only came here for a job and …”

“Shush! I’m concentrating.”

Daniel grows quiet, feeling tears melting his eyes. He pulls at the collar but it is steel and locked solidly around his neck. It is so unfair. From across the room Mister Lewis’s groans rise to an orgasm.

“Your new name is now Danni Harding. Danni spelt D-A-N-N-I. We will notify banks and credit card companies to shut down your old accounts.”

“Wait, please. This is terrible.”

Mister Temple raises a small black device with a bulbous end. He runs it over Daniels collar. The machine bleeps and the words “Danni Harding. Virgin. 1 day old” appear on the monitor.

“Good,” Mister Temple mutters half to himself, “the barcode works.”

“I am barcoded?”

“Of course!” Mister Temple says, as if it is obvious. “At the moment all your files are empty. They will fill up as you go through your training.” He holds up a small black device, with the mobile phone appearance. “This is your book Danni but this is the last time you will see it. Turn around sissy.”

Daniel turns on his heels, his head feeling woozy. “What is it for?”

He hears a clipping sound and feels something tap against the small of his back and the top of his bottom.

“Managers will make notes in it from time to time. You know, saying if you have been a good girl or if you have been a naughty girl. That sort of thing. Miss Willis is your mentor, and she will check it from time to time. You are not allowed to look in this or any of the other girl’s books.”

Daniel thinks about his collar locked around his neck. He cannot remove it. The earrings whereby managers can speak to him whether he likes it or not. The mic hearing whatever he says wherever he is. The punishments in the collar and chastity belts if he ventures into prohibited areas. He winces at the thought of them keeping track of wherever he is in the entire building. And now this! A device to record people’s views of his behaviour attached to the small of his back, beyond his reach to read.

He feels totally humiliated and helpless right down to his core. He bursts into tears.

Mister Temple groans. “Aw sissy! No more water works. For fucks sake. I can’t handle that. Be angry or shout or something but don’t …oh God she is crying like a baby!”

“I am so sorry Mister Temple,” Daniel blubs, his wrists flapping like wings. “I can’t help it. I just don’t know what to do. I am so powerless. Everyone has control of me and I just, I just …” his voice rises to a squeal, “I don’t know what to do.”

Mister Temple swings around in his seat tugging Daniel into his lap as easily as if he were a rag doll. “There, there sissy. Come on, it’s not so bad really is it?”

Daniel sits up perched on his lap kicking his heels. His B cup boobs stick out through the thin blouse. “Yes, it is!”

Mister Temple lifts a tissue from a box to mop up the tears from Daniel’s face. “Ok answer me this sissy. Do you like making decisions in life?”

“Of course I do!”

“Oh? And didn’t your decisions get you into this pickle?”

Daniel sniffs looking up at the rough, hard face and thinks. “It wasn’t my fault Mister Temple. Really!”

“Haven’t you found that making decisions is tough for you in life? You worry about them? You agonise over them?”

“I suppose,” Daniel pouts. He thinks about how Davina, his wife, gets so exasperated with him for “ummng and arring” as she puts it over everything in their lives. She constantly lectures him on how she has to make the decisions despite having a man in the house.

“No one,” she often complains, “marries a man and expects to also be the man of the house.”

Mr Temple smiles, “Well here you don’t have to worry about such things anymore. The managers will do it for you. All you have to do is look pretty or sexy. Can you do that for me?”

“I don’t know,” he sulks. “It is still not fair. Look at what they make me wear.”

Mister Temple turns the chair around so quickly Daniel has to grip his neck for support.

“Let’s see,” the big man says as he taps at the keyboard. “Weren’t you found wearing girl’s underwear in the gym in school?”

“Oh my god! Is that in there?” His dark secret on a computer for all to see.  “Wasn’t my fault. That horrible Mister Harding is a bully. He and his friends gave me a wedgee and ….”

“What?”

“A wedgee is when they grab your underwear and pull it right up out of your trousers and …”

“I know what a wedgee is,” Mister Temple says with exasperation. “So were you wearing panties or not?”

“I suppose so.” Daniel pouts.

“So now you can wear them every day and not have to worry about anyone finding out. You are a sissy. You are not allowed to wear anything else.”

Daniel thinks about this and a little smile plays on his lips until he sees Mister Temple smiling back at him.

At that point Daniel grimaces. “But I should get a choice.”

“You making choices is what got you into this plight in the first place, little sissy. I just told you that!”

Why did all that make sense? This was so frustrating. Daniel knew what he wanted to say yet Mr Temple’s logic was overwhelming his arguments.

Mr Temple moves Daniel’s arm from around his neck. “Up you get Danni.”

Standing on his heels and sniffing up the tears Daniel feels Mister Temple take his hand and pat his bottom with his free hand. “You will be fine. Some managers love sissies, especially the girly ones like you. Here.”

Mr Temple presses a button that pings and a message on the screen reads: collar name activated. He touches the front screen of Daniel’s collar and Daniel instantly knows his new girlish name, Danni, is listed on the screen below Property of Harding. He closes his eyes in horror.

Mr Temple leads the stupefied Daniel back to the centre of the control room. The cute girl is now on her feet wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her eyes are half closed, her cheeks reddened.

“Please release me,” she moans rubbing her crotch.

Daniel sees the screen on her collar read Lizzie.

Mister Lewis laughs towards his colleague. “Don’t you love the virgins? So fucking needy!” He checks the zip is up on his pants.

Lifting the phone Mister Temple taps out three numbers. “It’s me. The girls are both ready,” he pauses and smiles, “and one has been fed. Nope! Lizzie. Yeh!” He eyes the shocked sissy. “Her turn will come.”

He puts down the phone and the two men go back to checking their systems.

Lizzie and Daniel exchange a look of fear. She mouths, “What do we do now?”

He shrugs back a ‘I don’t know’ shrug

Suddenly he hears Miss Carter’s voice in his ears. “Sissy exit the main door, turn right. Walk down the corridor till you reach the door marked “Deportment”. Enter it.”

He freezes, frightened. Should he go? He sees Lizzie is also shocked. She no longer looks semi orgasmic. She has placed her fingers to the sides of her head as if listening. She must have had a similar command in her ears.

“Now sissy!” bellows Miss Carter in his ear.

He leaps and dashes to the door as fast as his heels will let him but only collides with Lizzie who is in the same manic haste.
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Chapter 7       

The deportment room is the size of a large modern office with an array of desks and chairs. There are even windows with drawn blinds despite the fact they are deep underground. Obviously, the blinds are present to make the room feel as if it is above ground and just by opening them a wonderful exterior can be seen.

As Danni and Lizzie enter, the red headed Miss Carter is engrossed in an intense conversation with a very thin, long faced blonde who is even taller than Miss Carter. Daniel guesses she must be six foot before wearing the six inch heels of her knee length boots. The tall blonde wears the same black, high waisted hotpants uniform of the other dominant women. She listens to her colleague with a sneer on her lips.

They break off as soon as they see the white girls enter with shy trepidation.

Miss Carter mocks them with, “About time, girls!”

The sneer on the tall blonde’s face snakes up her visage as she hungrily eyes the girls up from toe to hair.

“This is Miss Emerson girls. Say hello girls”

Daniel and Lizzie whisper a soft “Hello.”

Tutting, Miss Carter shakes her head. “Manners young ladies. Say hello Miss Emerson I am pleased to be able to serve you.”

Daniel swallows, desperate to please this tough work master. “Hello Miss Emerson I am pleased to be able to serve you.” He hears Lizzie saying the words slightly after him like a sweet echo.

“Hmmm,” Miss Carter says, wholly unimpressed. “As you can see, Miss Emerson, we have a great deal of work to do with these two bimbos.”

Raising her eyebrows high up her long forehead Miss Emerson nods. “So I see Miss Carter.”

Suddenly Miss Carter’s demeanour totally changes. She saunters over to a frightened Lizzie with a playful grin, patting her palms together as if applauding. “So you have been fed girl? Or so I hear.”

Lizzie turns bright red. “Please Miss I ….”

“Turn around!”

Lizzie twists around and Miss Carter enters the code to open the little black book near the top of her bottom and giggles. “Oh my, and Mister Lewis says you were good at it too.”

Lizzie spins on her heels, her face fire engine red, her eyes wide like a child’s. “What does it say?” She demands.

Miss Carter slides a long cane from the inside of her boot flicking it at the frightened girl’s thigh. “You girl,” she says in time with the flicks, “will never, ever know.”

Lizzie rubs at her thigh and cries. “I hate this place. I hate you. I hate everything. I hate my name. I hate my collar. I hate …”

Miss Carter grabs Lizzie’s jaw and twists. The redhead’s face becomes hard and powerful with her eyes lighting up malevolently.

“Well, may I suggest slut, you get used to your collar because it’s never coming off. You will learn to love it else it will be hard for you. As for your name I can change it to ‘Slut’ if you wish. Would you like that? Or ‘Cunt’?”

She snaps the cane at the weeping strawberry blonde’s thighs until she hears a tearful response, “No, no thank you Miss Carter.”

She slaps the cane against Lizzie’s thighs. Poor Lizzie staggers backwards tripping over her heels and landing hard on her bottom.

Miss Carter immediately advances on Daniel who makes to step backwards until the cane whips across his nylon clad thigh.

“Don’t you back away from me sissy.”

He raises his palms. His body is shaking. “No, Miss Carter, sorry Miss Carter.”

“What about you sissy? You have any complaints?”

“No, no. None at all!” He swallows. “Really!”

“Oh? What about your name, Danni?”

This is so demeaning! Cowardice forces him to reply: “I like it Miss Carter.”

“Good. And what about me?”

“I er, I, erm, I like you too.”

Miss Carter smiles. She is now standing close to him, her voluptuous breasts are close to his mouth. His panic stricken eyes stare up at her as she runs a finger about his collar.

“And what about your collar?” Miss Carter asks.

“I like it Miss.”

“Really?”

“Oh yes Miss.”

Miss Carter laughs. “Oh sissy, I could play with you all day.” She locks eyes on Daniel as she addresses her colleague. “You know what Miss Emerson? I think we have two office girls who are going to become very popular with the managers.”

Miss Emerson smirks at them, her face is cold and harsh. “I will ensure that Miss Carter, don‘t you worry.”

“Indeed,” Miss Carter releases Daniel. “I will leave you to it. I hope they earn their tan coloured uniform quickly. We are bit short of dumb tramps like these upstairs.”

Miss Carter holds out her hand as she passes Daniel letting her fingers run up his groin and over his breasts. She whispers, “You are going to be soooo much fun Sissy.”

She then slaps his arse hard, laughing as she leaves.

As the door closes Lizzie and Daniel look fearfully to each other and then at the impervious Miss Emerson. They’ve had teacher after teacher that day, each more fearsome than the last.

Lizzie sniffs. “Please Miss Emerson. If this is a joke may I go now?”

Daniel’s courage is enhanced as he hears Lizzie’s pleading. “Please Miss Emerson. It is all a mistake. I would like to leave too.”

Miss Emerson appears to contemplate his request, bringing hope to Daniel and Lizzie both of whom stare intently at the tall dominant woman in black.

“I tell you what,” Miss Emerson muses, her eyes glinting, “we’ll do the minimum required training for new office girls and then see how you both feel then. How does that sound?”

The two office girls readily agree to the first concession they have been dealt since being brought down below ground.

Miss Emerson loves the two girls’ reaction. “Oh, aren’t you both adorable? So what do you say?”

Daniel and Lizzie respond together, “Thank you Miss Emerson.”

Laughing, Miss Emerson says, “I never tire of new girls. You are so amusing. Ok, lets do lesson one. Standing. How an office girl stands is an important aspect of her deportment.”
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Chapter 8       

An hour and a quarter later, Daniel is lying on his back across a small office desk. His legs are splayed apart in the air. Tears are dribbling down the side of his head.

“Yow!” He squeals.

The cane cuts the inside of his thigh. He has learned not to touch the point of searing pain during a beating, and even on completion to wait until being told to so. The tall, willowy blonde, Miss Emerson doesn’t approve of them rubbing their sore flesh in front of the Office Managers, though she does enjoy watching them squirm afterwards.

“Please Miss Emerson I am so sorry!”

The tall blonde’s long face grows scornful. “Oh? But the question I am asking is, does that hurt sissy?”

“Yes, yes,” he sobs.

Lizzie stands with her hands over her mouth, her eyes wide with terror.

“Does it hurt more than your heels?”

“Oh yes, yes Miss Emerson. Much more.”

“So will my sissy ever complain about her feet aching from wearing heels again?”

“Oh no,” he shakes his head flicking the tears about his face. “Never again.”

Miss Emerson looks down at his forlorn face as she strokes his new hairstyle. “You sure sissy?”

“Oh yes Miss Emerson.”

“But you were just saying you couldn’t walk another step in your heels. I heard you.”

Through the blurring tears he sees her icy blue eyes staring down at him.

“Did I? I won’t again Miss Emerson. Oh, never again.”

“Really sissy? What about,” She screws up her eyes in thought. “I know. When you have been on duty since seven and you finish your shift but then have to serve in the restaurant until midnight?”

“Oh no Miss Emerson. I won’t complain about my heels.”

“That is because you were mistaken, weren’t you?”

“Oh yes, Miss Emerson.”

“You thought your shoes were hurting when they weren’t. Right?”

His legs waver to and fro in the air, he is desperate to stroke his sore thighs. She has beaten him four times on the insides of each of his legs.

“Yes, that is right Miss Emerson. I was mistaken.”

“Aww, poor sissy. You cannot help being a bimbo, can you?”

“Oh no, Miss Emerson I cannot.” At that moment, Daniel uttered those words without any qualms at all.

“Tell your slutty pal here exactly that.” Miss Emerson offered a palm in the direction of Lizzie.

Sniffing up some tears and coughing, Daniel looks to the still shocked Lizzie. “Please Lizzie I cannot help being a bimbo.”

“Oh, come now sissy.” Miss Emerson’s displeasure is obvious. “I could barely hear you. Speak loudly and clearly to your slutty friend.”

Clearing his throat, he says, “I cannot help being a bimbo, Lizzie.”

“Now say it three times. But each time you say it, I want you to listen to the words. Hear the meaning in the sounds.”

He feels the punishment is over so nods eagerly. “I cannot help being a bimbo,” he says with relief. He finds himself obeying her instruction of listening to the words. He hears how he cannot even help being a bimbo. It feels true yet soul destroying.

He repeats the line aware how the degrading words burn into his consciousness. “I cannot help being a bimbo.”

Suddenly he starts crying again. His last rendition is broken with weeping. “I cannot help being a bimbo.”

“Excellent sissy. Get your whoring arse off my desk. Now!”

“Yes Miss Emerson.” Half rolling, he drops to the floor on his painful heels before rising stiffly to his full height.

“Turn around sissy.”

“Yes, Miss Emerson.” He pirouettes around so his back is to her. He can feel his little black book being raised and the code to open it is entered.

“I trust Lizzie is not prying into another girl’s black book while I make notes?”

Behind Miss Emerson Lizzie glances up at the ceiling to fix her eyes on the tiles. “No Miss Emerson.”

Danni can hear her tapping the screen, jotting down words, or emojis What is she entering?

“There. Done.”

The tall teacher turns off the display at the small of his back.

Daniel feels a firm pat on his bottom, and he turns around. Behind him, above his sticking out arse is a device in which she has written intimate comments about him. Comments which he may never read.

His mouth goldfishes at her.

“What is that sissy?”

“Please Miss Emerson …” he mutters. He stands, one knee slightly before the other, chin up, elbows in as per his ‘deportment standing training’.

“Fingers more stretched sissy.”

“Yes Miss Emerson.” He raises his fingers, so they stick out at 90 degrees from his body, as he has been schooled.

“Elbows in more. That’s it. Now were you going to ask something, sissy?”

For a long moment he looks at her in terror. “Please Miss Emerson may I know what you wrote?”

She strokes his cheek with a lopsided grin on her face. “Aw poor sissy. No. You are a mere office girl now.”

He stares in horror at the floor before whimpering again. His distress emanates from the pain inside his thighs and the sheer humiliation of being so helpless and used.

Once Miss Emerson is satisfied then the deportment lessons continue. She takes them into a dance practice studio, roomy and lined with mirrors. The floorboards are bare and polished though not slippery under Daniel’s high heeled boots.

The reflections in the mirrors are erotic. Clad in skin tight sexy shorts and blouses with high heels, all in white save for Daniel’s flesh coloured tights, the two girls appear like dreams from a men’s magazine.

“Our girls must take great care in their posture and manner, and sissies are girls here,” Miss Emerson snaps at Daniel who nods quickly in response. “Our girls are never in a hurry unless commanded to be so or in an emergency. But if your life doesn’t depend on getting from ‘A’ to ‘B’ then you walk gracefully. Let me show you.”

With that Miss Emerson leans back and languidly wiggles up and down before them, talking all the while. “You see girls, horrible smelly men lean forward when they walk, while women pull themselves forward with their lower extremities. Observe.” She eyed Lizzie, “Even you slut, as your posture needs improving.”

Lizzie gasped a “Yes Miss Emerson.”

“Follow me girls and keep your eyes on the mirror in front, never to the side. If girls look to the side they pause, slow down, like this.” She dawdles elegantly before the mirrors studying her sexy form in all black. “No sudden stop and stare. You are not Neanderthal men. Learn to walk slower. Girls meander and browse a lot.

She casts a wary eye over her two charges before nodding. “Very good. Now if you are fortunate to find yourself before a mirror then make the most of it. That’s it. Casually study yourselves. Are those tights wrinkled? Are your zips and buttons fastened? Is the lipstick right, has the eyeliner faded? So off we go again and watch my hips.”

Daniel has already noted how her hips are slighter than the previous dominant teachers, but her bottom is pert and appealing. It is a pleasure for Daniel to fix his eyes on her rolling form.

So off they go, Miss Emerson leading the line, followed by Lizzie and then Daniel doing his best to get it right. Already he is aware of his buttocks protruding out through his tight shorts and wiggling with every step.

“Danni! One foot in front of the other. You are not bricklayers stomping around with feet apart. Make that arse wiggle!”

Daniel gasps. He can see Lizzie’s walk morph into that of a sexy model on the catwalk. A gentle rolling of her bottom like that of Miss Emerson’s. He realises that as he walks in a straight line, with his boots constantly moving inwards, then his hips are forced outwards in the opposite direction. Every thigh over thigh movement rubs his nylon clad legs together. This is so erotic! Even the mere act of his hosed legs rubbing over each adds to the eroticism. He feels precum dampen his knickers.

“Oh no, no, no! Perfectly dreadful!” Miss Emerson claps her hands theatrically. “Do I need to fetch my cane?”

“Oh no, Miss Emerson,” the girls chorus.

The last thing Daniel wants now is another beating.

“Ok stand still and face the mirror, both of you. Quickly. That’s it. Now listen carefully. You can practice this in your rooms tonight. Bend your left knee and at the same time push your left hip out. Good girls. I know it feels silly but listen carefully. Now straighten the left knee as you bend the right knee thrust the right hip out. That’s it. Now repeat. Good girls. Good. It may feel silly at first but believe me after a few days here you won’t be able to walk any other way.”

Lizzie giggles.

Miss Emerson humphs. “And Lizzie what do we find so amusing? Please share with the rest of the class.”

Lizzie blushes. “Well sissy here, Miss Emerson. He won’t be able to walk like a man again.”

Daniel gasps at both her thought and the evil delight she has in sharing her observation with their teacher.

“He never could in fact, girl,” Miss Emerson speaks blandly, as if her own notions are obvious. “You just worry about your own position and movement.”

Daniel feels his tummy tingle. Not be able to walk any other way? But what about when he takes his wife and daughters home? He knows Miss Emerson is only saying this to frighten and humiliate him but there is something offhand about her manner that makes him think she believes it. As if it is not a joke but matter of fact, serious. It is just going to happen.

His eyes return to his reflection as his silky thighs rub like clockwork over each other. The hips ballooning out in each direction like a pendulum. Oh my god, he is going to cum in his underwear. He feels the pressure building but as his little dick cannot sufficiently erect to satisfy himself it becomes mind numbingly exasperating. Another uncomfortable, cold, gooey mess is pumped between his silky thighs.

Miss Emerson claps her hands three times very quickly. “Now girls stand still but remain facing the mirror.” She tuts. “Can you see the problem?”

Daniel and Lizzie share a surreptitious, concerned look of doubt.

“Shoulders girls, shoulders! How can you look girly and elegant if you don’t know how to stand? Ok. Pay attention. Stand straight and place hands at your sides. Good. That’s it. Now turn your palms to face out so your little finger is against your leg. Good. Men’s hands hang naturally facing into the body or behind it. So you don’t want to emulate that!”

Miss Emerson glares at the two pupils until they both nod eagerly. Satisfied they understand, she continues.

“Now keep your arms and shoulders still but just gently raise the palms 90 degrees to the floor. So they are sticking straight out, but elbows are tucked in.  Good. Any time you are unsure of your posture just perform that little trick. After all girls, you don’t want to look like a lorry driver in heels do you?”

Lizzie giggles a, “no Miss Emerson”, but Daniel is staggered.

He stares wide eyed at the reflection of the cute submissive girl he sees staring back. He had wondered all his life how to appear feminine. He could dress, try the makeup, put on the wig but it never looked right. Yet now the reflection appeared one hundred per cent female. It was his deportment. Without the correct posture all the best clothes in the world wouldn’t make him look right.

He reasoned that it must be why, even when girls wear men’s clothes, they still appear girly. It is a quality that comes from within. Clothing just enhances the effect.

“We must practice these little exercises often. Now walk towards the mirror without moving your shoulders. Try it.”

As if mesmerised Daniel sets off towards the mirror. For a moment he is the illusion of girlhood. Then Miss Emerson bellows at him.

“Danni! Silly girl! Go back. Relax those shoulders. Try it again. Concentrate. Turn your palms to slightly face out, that’s it. Now twist your wrists so the hands are properly placed. Don’t forget the first lesson. Left knee down, left hip out. Go.”

Lizzie is already walking back to her spot to try it again. She has a kitten like delicacy in her step.

Miss Emerson laughs. “Well done Lizzie and a big improvement sissy. Now back to your starting places and do it with your head bobbling a little as you walk. I know it is a lot to remember for a stupid slut like you, but it will pay off. Don’t worry. We will have plenty of lessons.”

Daniel lines up his shoulders and elbows before setting off again.

“Oh, sissy just relax a little more. You are so funny. Keep your chin up. I don’t want your shoulders slouching like those horrible men. Ok girls, now a gentle promenade around the room.”

Daniel watches Lizzie set off, head back, arse out, hips swinging and quickly follows her, conscious of how his shoulders feel so different with this gait. Relaxed somehow.

A swat to his arse.

“Ouch!”

“Shorter steps Danni. You will never ever be in a hurry again. Men rush around, girls have all the time in the world. Languid at all times. That’s better.”

Miss Emerson’s voice comes to him like an echo from a world far removed from the exquisite place he currently inhabits. His body is electric, shimmering on the inside with orgasmic tingles. He desperately craves release, to be allowed to cum, but the torment is delightful. He wants the anguish to continue, on and on forever. The materials encasing his smooth body slide so easily across each other. He feels so at ease as the steps come more naturally to him.

The claps are like thunder and he opens his eyes to see Miss Emerson next to two dining room chairs.

“Quickly girls. Last lesson for today.”

“For today,” Daniel thinks, but dismisses the statement. By tomorrow he will be far away. Driving back to his secure home and apologise to Davina for any discomfort she experienced at the hands of the bully Harding. She would see him as having saved her so that his status in her eyes would be increased – so long as she is unaware of the fate that has befallen him in the depths of the castle.

As he takes in his reflected image in the mirror, he knows he should try to smuggle one of these gorgeous outfits out of the castle and take it home.

“Sitting is an art,” Miss Emerson is saying, “but fortunately for your two simpletons quite straightforward. When you sit, you will do so on the edge of the chair, back straight, legs held together during the entire manoeuvre. Once sat, you cross your ankles and shift your legs back as far as they will go and to the left. Let’s try it.”

Just like at school, Daniel finds it difficult to concentrate on the teacher’s lecture, after all, what’s so hard about sitting?

He sees Lizzie spin slowly around, and delicately perch her cute bottom on her chair. She immediately crosses her ankles and draws them to her left before sitting up straight looking pleased with herself.

“Could be better,” Miss Emerson announces knocking the smile from Lizzie’s face. “Now you sissy.”

Daniel steps towards the chair and sits as far forward as he can, only to be greeted with a shriek that makes him jump to his heels in fear and cover his mouth with his hands.

“Sissy!” Screams Miss Emerson savagely rounding on him.

She grips his ear pulling him high onto his toes whilst at the same time marching him backwards until he collides into a mirror. He looks up at her absolutely terrified.

She leans down until her eyes fill his vision. “Listen you fucking clown. You fuck this up and you make me look bad. If I look bad, then I feel bad. When I feel bad, I do terrible things. Got it?”

Shivering Danni nods.

He feels tears sting his eyes. “P-p-p please …I …”

The slap across his cheek knocks his away senses. He is no longer aroused just petrified.

She wheels him about hauling him back to the chair.

“Pay attention. With me!”

She relaxes her grip on his ear allowing his heels to reconnect with the polished floor. No longer the distracted pupil, he is now giving her his undivided attention.

“Spin slowly as you reach the chair.”

“Owch!”

She spins him around by his ear so his back is to the seat.

“Arch the small of your back so your fat sissy arse sticks out. Bend at the knees …”

He does so and is dragged merciless back onto his toes.

“Legs together you miserable little slut of a sissy! Legs together. How many times do you need to be told?”

He feels his chest heave up and down as he starts to cry. He notices Lizzie staring in horror, sitting bolt upright, not daring to move.

“So up to the chair ...” She pulls him closer tugging his ear.

“Spin slowly around …” She turns him.

“Legs together, arch your back, arse out. That’s better.”

He slowly lowers himself onto the chair.

“Better! Keeping your slutty thighs together. Cross your ankles and move your legs to the left.”

He does so, staring up at her through watery eyes.

“Aw sissy! That was not bad.”

The teacher beams at him, suddenly a relaxed, benevolent helpful aunt.

He giggles nervously through the tears. “Thank you, Miss Emerson.”

Using her finger, she wipes away his tears, taking care not to smear his make up. “Now was that so hard?”

“No Miss Emerson,” he gulps in air, frozen, back slightly arched so his bum feels a long way away from his body.

“Of course not. Oh, look at my delicate little sissy perched so perfectly on her chair.”

At that moment, the one notion he understands is that this woman is completely bonkers. In the space of seconds, she has moved from murderous rage to soppy mummy figure. The second realisation he has, is that he absolutely terrified of her.

“Now then girls let’s try it again.” She claps her hands and the two girls bounce up obediently and face the chair. “Now sit!”

Daniel moves slowly, ensuring he complies fully with her instructions. The slow turn, the arching of the back, arse outwards, legs together with a bend and then settles towards the front of the chair.

His ankles cross and he draws them to his left side.

“Well, well, well. I think I have two clever little girls here. Well done.” The teacher’s blue eyes glisten in her long face as the sneer gives way to a warm smile. “Now if you do need to use the back rest of a chair you must do so sitting up straight. I don’t want to see you slumped like those horrible gorilla-like men.”

The girls giggle, holding their attention on every word from the volatile teacher. Right now, she is warmly supportive of her wide eyed pupils but they both know that at any moment she can turn into a flash of angry lightening.

Miss Emerson continues, still smiling kindly, “My girls are renowned for their poise and elegance.” The eyes seem to sparkle with inhuman power. “Always!”

Daniel swallows and squeaks, “Yes, Miss Emerson.”

He hears a timid “Yes, Miss Emerson,” from Lizzie.

“Now the final lesson of sitting is hands,” Miss Emerson says. “Don’t worry, this is very simple. Left hand on right leg just behind the knee. Good. Now right hand on left hand. There! And again girls. Lift up your hands and see if you can do it all by yourselves.”

Daniel places his left hand on his thigh behind the right knee followed by his right hand over his left. It is an oddly helpless sitting position, as if the hands become locked into place. He feels as if he is being forced to pose for others. It matters not one whit his own feelings or comfort, so long as he appears attractive to others. At that point his dick unfurls itself, having previously shrivelled away from fear of Miss Emerson’s volcanic temper. The thought that he must pose in an objectified manner for everyone, thrills his perverted senses. It is a fetish that explodes every ounce of erotic electricity in his encased body.

He is aware that Miss Emerson is addressing him. Oh no! He must pay attention!

But she is still at ease, and positive about his efforts. “Not bad, elbows tighter into body Danni, even when sitting. Lizzie please pull those ankles back. Look at sissy’s. Well done sissy.”

“Thank you, Miss Emerson,” Daniel says smartly.

“You’ll notice that when smelly men sit, they seem to inflate in size. Filling their space and that of others. You girls on the other hand, must be more elegant and pleasing. You must take up as little space as possible.”

Miss Emerson casts an eye over her two charges as her long face beams with pride. Her pupils sit bolt upright, breasts protruding, backs arched, legs delicately placed to the left, ankles demurely crossed and hands just so. More importantly the two girls gaze at her expectantly not daring to move until instructed – just as she desires her pupils to behave.

“You know girls I think within a couple of days we can elevate you to tan girls. Isn’t that exciting?”

Lizzie squeals, “Yes Miss Emerson.”

Danni swallows. He simply wants to get through this silliness and find his wife and daughters. Perhaps they could all be home before midnight, though he will attempt to stow away the sexy office girl outfits in the bottom of his suitcase as he packs.

Once home he would write a terse letter to the horrible Mister Harding telling him what a dreadful bully he is to his staff and how everyone hates him. By printing it out and posting it in a town fifty miles away the stupid mister Harding will never guess who was setting him straight.

Daniel’s mind inevitably floats back to the awful day at school in the gym, the day that changed his life, forcing him to have to move away from his home town as soon as he could.

In the letter he would tell Mister Harding about how everything he says is rude and makes many people fear him. Daniel smiles at the thought of his retribution. How awful he would make his tormenter feel!

Yet on the other hand, it would be interesting remain here, albeit for just a couple of days. to see what else these determined, dominant women could teach him.

Suddenly he notices Miss Emerson pondering him with eyebrows raised. His thoughts of revenge seep away as he jumps in his seat and gasps. “Yes Miss Emerson. Thank you, Miss Emerson.”

Miss Emerson’s smile falters, the dreaded sneer returns. “Hmmm. Daydreaming, silly girl?”

“No, Miss Emerson,” he says, his voice quavering.

“It’s ok sissy. You girls are not expected to be able to concentrate for very long. No one expects that of you. Just that you are obedient and appealing in presentation and manner.”

He blushes. How did she know he wasn’t telling the truth?

Her sneer drops into pursed lips as she studies him. “Voice lessons first thing tomorrow morning for one young lady!”

Voice lessons? Danni feels himself blush. “Yes Miss Emerson.”

The sadistic grin returns. Her blue eyes glistening with malice. “Now then Danni, how about you redress in your horrible men’s clothes and you go and meet your wife and family?”

Knowing it is a trap, Daniel doesn’t know how to respond. He dare not accuse her of pranking him. Yet could it be true?

He offers a wary, “Yes please, Miss Emerson.”

At which point she laughs like a woman possessed, having to bend over with the effort of cackling.

“Oh my sissy! You are so delightful. I could tease you all day.” Her laughing stops as abruptly as it began as her eyes fix hard on him. “Do you really think you will be permitted to leave these chambers until Mr Harding has passed you? Do you really think we will recommend you for graduation before you are ready?”

Swallowing Daniel shakes his head, feeling the locked collar about his neck.

“When your family see you, it will be interesting to observe if they even recognise you.”

Feeling sickness well up in his tummy Daniel bravely remains perfectly in position in his chair.

The instructor falls silent, her eyes blurring as if she is no longer seeing. “Oh my God, do I love tormenting dumb sissies!”
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Chapter 9       

Daniel and Lizzie are led on a leash through the arteries of Harding’s sinister corridors.

All the time the office girl leading them jabbers unceasingly. Bizarrely her collar screen has a blank space where the girl’s names are usually found. It simply reads Property of Harding.

She had introduced herself as Trixie as she took the leashes from Miss Carter before putting a finger to her lips as if wondering if she should have told them her name. Her verbiage began as soon as they were wiggling down the stone walled corridors.

“Have you girls arrived here at the right time!” The brunette declares. “Like Oh-My-God will this be THE,” she emphasised words every so often, as if announcing them, “THE weekend to end ALL weekends. All the managers are on about it.” She giggles happily to herself at the excitement to come.

What a ditz, Daniel thinks. She is clearly ideal material to be a dumb office girl. So girly and dumb, with such a mindless air head gossipy manner. Yet, Daniel could see it would be her very girlishness that would make her popular amongst managers. Who wants a strident, po faced feminist to work for them?

Still the brunette, Trixie, prattles away, almost to herself. Her tonal register rising and falling, words being proclaimed in the middle of sentences. “One of the GUYS, oh he is such a DISH, you know, a REAL guy, I mean like SO masculine and SO in control. What was I saying? Oh yes!”

Lizzie exchanges a rolling eyes look with Daniel as if to say what a ditz!

“Oh yes. Oh MY!” Trixie continues. “I sometimes forget what I was saying. You KNOW? I MEAN, it’s like so dumb isn’t it. Oh yeh. Yeh. So the office managers are saying this weekend will be THE big one!”

Trixie turns to face her captives with an eager, open grin. “You two are BOUND to be involved. Wow. Oh-My God. In your first week too! We’ll need all the girls we can GET!”

Lizzie offers a cruel smile, “Well Danni here isn’t a real girl. He, I mean she, is a Sissy.”

Daniel is so furious, he stared daggers at the smug looking blonde. How dare she!

“Dumb slut,” Daniel spits.

At once Lizzie’s expression goes from pleased with herself to eye narrowing rage.

“Sissy!” She says with as much venom as she can muster.

The brunette giggles. “Oh now, come on. Please. Like no name calling.” She chuckles while wrinkling her nose. “We’ll leave swearing to the managers.”

Then she laughs at her ‘joke’.

But Lizzie isn’t finished. “You heard what I said? He’s not a girl. He’s a sissy!”

The brunet cocks her head to one side trying to make sense of Lizzie’s point. “So? So am I.”

Lizzie’s mouth falls open, looking as if it would never again close.

Shuffling forward Daniel asks, “You are a sissy?”

“Oh yes,” the brunette says gleefully. “Many office girls are. Harding Ltd is such a wonderful company. No discrimination here. Everyone can fulfil their destiny!”

She pauses, looking up at a board above a set of double doors which reads: Girls’ Dormitory.

“Oh my,” Trixie says as if astonished. “We’re here all ready.”

The two new office girls permit themselves be led through the dormitory door as the brunette continues her ceaseless babbling.

“Sissies are very popular, you know. Oh-My-God, I haven’t stopped since I graduated. Now when was that?”

Neither girl is listening to her. Rather they are taken by the sight awaiting them beyond the double doors.

They see a lobby, full of soft seats with a bar and a reception desk like from some swish hotel.  There are around 20 tan uniformed girls about the place, giggling and chatting.  Two white uniformed girls, attired in the all white uniform like them, are standing timidly near the reception desk, taking in everything around them as if it is a shocking nightmare.

“Oh!” Cries Trixie looking at the twin figures attired in white. “You have two other NOOBS. I mean what is this place LIKE? New girls arriving ALL the time.”

She leads them over to the long reception desk behind which two sexy girls in their tan uniform are mulling over a computer screen while smiling like dolls.

Daniel and Lizzie stare at the two other white girls, who in turn stare back at them, all are fearful. The names on their collar screens read Erika and Lexi.

“Hi,” Daniel says.

The two other noobs glance nervously at each other before Lexi whispers, “Oh. May we speak now?”

Trixie says, “Oh silly! Of course, you may in here.” She giggles as if it is the most obvious truth in the world. “You’ll learn when you may or may not speak. The education here is like SO brilliant. Even we experienced office girls learn stuff all the time. That’s how GOOD it is!”

“When did you get here?” the cute Lizzie asks the other white girls.

Erika says, “This morning. How about you two?”

“This morning,” Daniel replies.

The girl with the label Lexi, says in a deeper voice. “Us too. It’s all a huge mistake. A bit of a nightmare.”

Her companion, Erika quickly adds, “Yes. We both applied for manager’s jobs here. There must have been a screw up with the application. Because the next thing I know a Miss Shania, who by the way, may look stunning but is a real sadist, had us strip. I told her I am a guy so can’t be an office girl …”

Daniel said, “Me too”.

But Trixie is already cutting across them.  Speaking sympathetically, she says, “Oh please don’t run yourself down Lexi. Danni here is a sissy. Many of the girls are. Some of the managers really LOVE sissies. And some of the clients just want sissies.” She laughs and lowers her voice, “And I don’t just mean those tough female executives. Though they adore you sissies, like do they ADORE you sissies!”

The four girls in white stare in shock at the brunette who quickly turns to one of the beaming receptionists whose collar name reads Katie.

“Four newbees, Katie. Isn’t it exciting?”

Katie’s mindless smile widens but then her eyebrows meet as if she is perplexed. “What happened to your name, Trixie?”

Katie is staring at the brunette’s blank collar. All it reads is ‘Property of Harding’

The brunette leans over the counter to speak quietly. “Oh, Mr Harding removed my name. Said I was too naughty to have a name.”

“Aw!” Katie’s face is a picture of anguish. “They can be so horrible upstairs!” She looks shocked as her fingers touch her collar. She speedily adds, “Though they ALWAYS have their reasons. It’s not for US to question them. It is probably BEST for you. A good lesson.”

“I know,” the brunette says, her mouth turning down. “They are always right, ALWAYS. But I just wonder if someone will be so CRUEL and give me a dreadful name.”

“Happens,” Katie nods. From nowhere her smile reappears. “So, let’s get you NEW girls sorted shall we? I think you’ll ADORE your new rooms! Like, Oh-My-God! Only the best for the property of the wonderful Mr Harding.”

The new girls are allocated two rooms, each to be shared by two girls. Lizzie is to share with Daniel, which makes the genuine girl bristle.

“Now wait a minute. I’m not sharing a room with a strange man.”

Daniel sees the receptionist become fearfully shocked. Trixie puts her hand to her mouth.

“Listen,” Lizzie continues, apparently oblivious to the consternation she is causing. “I know he’s only a sissy, but nevertheless. It just isn’t happening!”

Half an hour later Daniel and Lizzie sit on the double bed in their assigned room, feeling the heat from their freshly sore bottoms.

Daniel is fuming. “Dumb slut!”

Lizzie mops at her tears. “Listen sissy, how did I know that Miss Shania was listening to our conversations through our collars. I mean it was private!”

She pauses as the two office girls stare at each other in horror.

Tentatively, Lizzie puts her fingers to her collar and says, “Of course I can understand why she was listening and I am really grateful Miss Shania should personally come down here and help me understand the rules.” She swallows with timid concern and speaks very clearly for the benefit of the mic in her collar. “Of course I understand now that my wayward behaviour needs to be punished with a paddle.” She wrinkles her nose and pouts. “Even if she used a paddle and said I was acting like a child!”

“If you’d kept your cock sucking mouth shut,” Daniel glares across the bed at her, “then it wouldn’t have happened. And in front of everyone too!” He shakes his fists helplessly in the air. “Having my shorts pulled down and put over her lap. And I didn’t even do anything!”

Lost for words, Lizzie just says, “Sissy!”

Daniel narrows his eyes, “Slut.”

Standing up to better rub his sore bottom Daniel says, “Listen we can’t carry on like this. Else we won’t even be able to sit down on a bed led alone a seat. Let’s just behave and be polite to everyone until tomorrow morning.” He pitches up his voice the better for the microphone to hear his words. “ I am sure they will rectify their errors by then. You heard the other two. They are in the same pickle. Clearly there has been a gigantic mistake here. Tomorrow we can resolve it.”

Lizzie smiles bravely, rises from the bed to approach Daniel. Briefly she pauses before suddenly flinging her arms about the sissy. The two embrace eagerly, sharing each other’s wounds, both physical and mental.

Later that night, both attired in all white one piece romper suits laid out for them, they snuggle cosily up together in bed. With the two girls in a state of agitated sexual need it isn’t long before they are gasping and rubbing up against each other like long lost lovers. They are driven by rampant sexual need that the chastity covers prevent them from fulfilling.

This time when Daniel calls her a ‘slut’, Daniel is smiling lovingly. Moaning, Lizzie nibbles her shoulder near the straps of the romper outfit.

He uses the term again and she bucks, grinding her pussy up against his thigh.

Catching her breath, Lizzie says, “Oh sissy! Why are you so useless? Why haven’t you got a cock like real men. I so need a dick inside me.”

A deeply aroused Daniel feels himself spurt into the white panties beneath the romper suit before he groans. For some reason her reference to a sissy and not being a real man pushes the buttons in his erogenous zones in his mind. It is no longer an insult but a term of sexually electrified praise.

Not a real man, he muses. And he isn’t. It wasn’t an insult like in his fantasies, it was a truth. He can not perform as a real man whilst locked away.

“Slut,” he replies hoarsely in her ear.

She leans back, her eyes half closed with need, “Sissy.”

“Slut.”

“Sissy”

They giggle while frolicking on the bed like the newly acquainted lovers they are. Neither able to cum but both luxuriating in their permanent sexual cravings. The everlasting need becomes their erotic joy.

Next morning, they awake entangled in each other’s arms. For a moment they both smile, but then in tandem they recall their seedy actions from the previous night with a deep shame. It now seems disgusting, degrading. Without a word, both set about showering and preparing for breakfast with the other girls.

With both attired in their arousing tight fitting outfits of white shorts, blouses, shapers, tights and heeled boots they attach the electronic little black books to their respective backs, obviously without daring to peer inside the covers.

Finally, they smile shamefacedly at each other.

Daniel sighs. “We must both explain the errors that have trapped us down here with those dumb slutty office girls.

“You’re right,” Lizzie said. “We’ll do it first thing when we are with one of our teachers.”

That morning would run perfectly as planned, but with the plans not of Daniel and Lizzie but those of the smooth-running Harding corporation.
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Chapter 10       

Suffice to say, despite their intentions, all four newbee girls, Daniel, Lizzie, Erika and Lexi soon ended up soundly paddled by the tall blonde Miss Emerson and the brusque, solidly built black woman, Miss Willis.

Once Daniel had spoken up about the mistake in job allocation, the three other girls were puffed up with confidence and joined in with their own complaints. Rather like children will join in grievances once one has bravely spoken up.

Miss Emerson and Miss Willis made short work of the foolish office girls. Within twenty minutes all 4 chastised girls were sat uncomfortably on hard wooden stools with cock shaped dildo gags filling their mouths, the straps of which were locked securely behind their heads.

For dominant women there is nothing better than having 4 silly airheads paying wide eyed attention to every word being spoken while the airheads can say nothing.

Miss Willis, smiles, “You must continuously suck on that cock in your mouth like the good girls you can be when you really try.”

“If you don’t,” the lanky blonde Miss Emerson adds, “then you will dribble like babies. Suck or dribble!”

For some reason, beyond Daniel’s understanding, this left the two teachers beside themselves with mirth.

When they finished laughing, Miss Willis said, “Now Danni, you were asking about seeing Mr Harding because of some imagined error in our company. You should know that Harding Ltd never makes a mistake. The fault is always yours. In this case, how on earth can you see Mr Harding until your training is complete? It takes three days to get you into a mindset where you are ready to learn. Then you will be learning how to behave for the rest of your days with us.”

Three days stuck down here! Daniel shifts on his sore behind. This is ridiculous.

Miss Emerson says, “Indeed, Miss Willis. Three days just to reach the point where they are ready to be taken on as trainees around the offices and with our clients. Just so you know, girls. Office managers are given a single three day intensive course and then they are ready to start work straight away.”

“Exactly, Miss Emerson,” Miss Willis adds, as if this was a well worn series of speeches between the two instructors. “You are so dumb that you will never fully understand what is required of you. Whereas just three short but intensive days brings office managers fully up to speed.”

Daniel sucks angrily on the dildo that crushes his tongue and fills his mouth. He bets he could be trained as an office manager in half that time! As it is, he is forced to wear the dildo gag for a full, punishing two hours.

Near the end of the day, when Miss Emerson is now teaching them without a second teacher present, she reminds them of the walking and sitting lessons.

As they hadn’t been punished since the lunch break, Daniel fills himself with the courage to tackle the daunting dominatrix one last time. He will be polite and deferential, as he had now been trained. He would make no demands, simply ask permission to make a request, just as the four girls had rehearsed that day when instructed upon how to react to managers if there is a problem.

But as the girls are dismissed, Daniel’s courage falters. He remains behind in the classroom, posing, hands behind back, one knee before the other on his heels, as Miss Emerson clears up their textbooks.

She finally notices the worried looking office trainee standing close by.

“Haven’t you got the dormitory to go to? With all your other slutty brainless bimbos? So you can chatter vacuously all evening before bedtime?”

He swallows, feeling his mouth dry out like sandpaper, his jaw is still sore from being filled with the gag for much of the morning.

“Please Miss Emerson, may I have permission to ask something of you, so that I may be fully enlightened.”

Miss Emerson is bemused. Often it is the sissies who have trouble engaging fully in their subbie senses. A drop in status is too wounding to their self-esteem.

“I’m impressed, little Danni.”

Swallowing, Daniel feels even less sure of himself now he is given a compliment. “Yes. Miss Emerson. Thank you, Miss Emerson.”

“With good manners like that I am sure you will have your cute, little bottom patted far more than having it spanked.”

He swallows, “Thank you Miss Emerson. Well the thing is, right, that, well, I …”

Miss Emerson smiles benignly. “Come on girl get it out. I can’t spend all day listening to your inane ramblings, can I?”

Feeling collywobbles flood through his stomach, Daniel wishes he had never started down this path. His eyes drift to the scary paddle sitting on the teacher’s desk.

“What I was wondering,” He sees the smile fall from the domineering woman’s face and speeds up his question. “I’d like to speak to my wife. Urgently really. Straight away.” He swallows. “If that is ok with the Harding Company.”

“Wife?” A malevolent leer darkens the tall woman’s features. She takes in Daniel from his heels up to his dyed blonde hair and laughs. “Wife? I don’t think so. I believe you are referring to the Office Manager you arrived with? Miss Hodgson.”

“No, no. That’s Davina’s maiden name.” He observes her frowning features and adds, “Miss Emerson.” Grimacing he nods. “Yes, Miss Emerson. I arrived with Miss Hodgson.”

Miss Emerson’s eyes narrow. “Maintain that cute little smile, girl! You are not some bricklayer down the pub! You are sweet simpering little office girl.”

He smiles immediately like a doll having a string pulled.

“Clearly female office managers cannot be married to office girls. That would be ridiculous wouldn’t it?”

“Well, I,” he tails off, knowing there is no point in arguing. For some bizarre reason he can never win any discussion with these strong-willed women.

Miss Emerson grins, staring hard into his eyes. “Now married to a male Office Manager,” she pauses, relishing his discomfort. “Or even collared by a male Office Manager, that would be expected, wouldn’t it?”

His mouth fell open. “Please I …”

She cuts him short with a wave of her hand. “I see. So you’d like an office manager to go and find another office manager and deliver a message from a silly little office girl?”

He hadn’t thought of it that way and shuffles in his heels.

“Let me help you, little one,” Miss Emerson states. “Office managers are very busy people. They haven’t time to listen to the ramblings of you office girls.” Having achieved a satisfactory dejected reaction from the sissy, she pauses before saying, “I will message her though.”

“Thank you, Miss Emerson. Thank you so much. May I message her?”

Laughing Miss Emerson painfully pulls his cheek. “Oh, you are so wonderfully brainless aren’t you? As if anyone from upstairs wants to hear from the likes of you.”

“But, but …” Daniel desperately wants to make a stand but the overbearing presence of his teacher, coupled with the sight of the menacing paddle on her desk sucks out from him the last vestiges of courage.

“The office training for managers is very intensive. They have to learn to handle all aspects of the Harding Company,” she pauses enjoying his reactions, wanting the dagger to tear the silly sissy apart. “And of course all office managers need to be able to deal with inane little sissies like yourself.”

He gulps. Deal with him? They are training his wife to deal with him?

“Well,” he notices Miss Emerson narrow her eyes with impatience so says quickly. “Davina, erm, Miss Hodgson, doesn’t like being in authority. She hates it. Giving instructions. She’s not cut out …”

The slap across his tights clad thigh stings like blazes, bringing his speech to a shocked halt.

Grabbing him by his ear she hauls him on to tiptoes. “Listen you dumb bitch, when we need advice from office girls about Office Managers, is the day we will all need to visit a shrink. Now away with you. Off you run like a good girl. Before I lower your shorts and tan your cute arse!”

It is with enormous relish that she watches the terrified little sissy skip swiftly in his heels out through the open door.

Power! Is there anything quite like it in the entire world? It’s a shame Danni isn’t a little better trained, she muses, else the sissy could service her with a good licking. Miss Emerson closes her eyes in sexual need. She’ll get one of the experienced girls in, straight away. She needs to cum!

But one day …

She visualises Danni in delightful lingerie, no panties and bent over her school desk. She’d give the little sissy hell with her thick strap on. Make the wimp squeal like an animal. That would fix the chattering airhead. Sadly, that joy must be left until he has qualified as an office girl. Miss Emerson makes a promise to herself that she will make his journey as humiliating as possible. Just for the sheer glee of it.
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Chapter 11       

Over the three day intensive Office Girl course Danni becomes more relaxed. If the girls were well behaved, polite, never spoke out of turn or attracted attention to themselves then they generally got through the day without punishment.

The other office girls, who on that first day had seemed so dumb and frivolous in the dormitory, now felt like old friends. He could sit down with anyone of them for a chit-chat about anything. He learnt as much from them about behaving as he did from the formidable women teachers.

For example, the teachers taught the girls that to enable managers to understand and even pay attention to the office girls, the girls had to emphasise particular words in a sentence. But the actual experienced office girls pointed out that if they stressed too many words then the Office Managers would soon tire of them.

Also, it was very important to always behave dumb, that way Office Managers never felt threatened and a girl would be more likely to be chosen for work. Looking pretty and ensuring a submissive pose facilitated yet more popularity with Office Managers.

Looking pretty in itself was an eye opener for Danni. One had to constantly check, hair, makeup and clothing throughout the day.

So as the girls arrive at the final test of the three day course, they were no longer considered to be the four raw, noobs  who had arrived. Rather they were seen by their teachers as being confident in their roles as office girls. They had passed all the tests and in a moment of pride for the students, the tan outfits had been allocated.

The excitement of the moment was punctured by the gangly, blonde Miss Emerson coming from around her desk adopting a severe pose before them. All while Miss Willis, the tough  black teacher was placing a box on the counter.

The girls felt trepidation. Daniel nibbled his bottom lip, but ensure he remained perfectly poised in his seat, back straight, both hands on the right thigh. He studied the bulky Miss Willis. What was happening? Hadn’t they all passed their course?

“Pay attention girls,” Miss Emerson said before nodding to her colleague Miss Willis.

Miss Willis, in her black uniform, puts her feet solidly apart, as if she is going to deliver a speech to an army.

“Girls,” she pauses, taking in the four pupils, “It is time to announce who has passed to become and office girl and who has failed and will have to retake the course.”

Daniel holds his breath. He would hate to take the course again. He had worked hard, he’d ensured his written work was in the new curvy handwriting style with the elaborate circles above the Is, and little flourishes of hearts dotted about the paper. He had practised, walking, sitting, and standing until his feet ached. He had quickly mastered the art of girly speech and delivery - certainly a lesson faster than poor Lexi, who was paddled mercilessly for forgetting to emphasise words in the middle of sentence.

He studies Miss Willis for any clue as to his future, urging for the agony of waiting to be over.

Miss Willis pulls back her chin, relishing the agony of uncertainty in the office girls’      faces. “We presented Mr Harding with copies of your class work and videos of your deportment. We supplied him with a summary from each of your teachers of every single one of you little scamps.”

Swallowing, Daniel’s pink lips fell open. What? Mr Harding had watched videos of him strutting around the classrooms? Oh my God. Had he witnessed Daniel being punished too? Surely Mr Harding would have a negative view of him after bullying him at school. He was bound to mark him down. This was so unfair!

“Mr Harding,” Miss Willis continues after a long pause, “deems you all …” Once again Miss Willis enjoys the spectacle of the girls hanging onto her every word with intense scrutiny. Finally she smiles. “Mr Harding deems you all suitable for positions as Office Girls. Congratulations, girls!”

The classroom erupts into squeals of delight, driven by ecstatic relief.

Daniel finds himself on his heels grabbing and holding Lizzie as they jump up and down. One of the early lessons was how jubilant girls celebrate by cuddling each other and bouncing on the spot.

Already Lizzie has disentangled herself and Daniel finds himself  celebrating jubilantly with Erika, the other real girl. Erika is actually crying, and this makes Daniel’s eyes dampen.

Now he and the other sissy, Lexi, embrace with huge grins. They kiss each other on the cheeks.

Finally, Miss Emerson and Miss Willis fondly nuzzle the girls in turn, congratulating them on their success.

Miss Willis takes centre stage again and raises her hands for them to quieten down.

“My, my girls. All the office managers will be down here wondering what all that racket is.”

The girls laugh and exchange warm glances with each other over Miss Willis’ joke.

“And Miss Willis, I am sure I speak for Miss Emerson here and Miss Shania if she too were present, but we always feel proud when we see girls graduate from here. Just look at you in your tan uniforms. And isn’t it wonderful to be wearing pink panties instead of the white ones?”

The girls shriek in agreement.

Daniel is on a rollercoaster of emotions. From delight to sheer, unadulterated delight, so laughs with relish.

“Now, be good girls and thank we teachers enthusiastically. You are all too dumb to get by without us.”

There is a brief pause of uncertainty before Lexi wiggles up to Miss Willis and thanks her. Daniel joins the rush, ensuring that his gratitude sounds genuine, and in a way it is. This point of him graduating had seemed at time to be far away, even impossible yet here he was. And yes, he had learnt how dumb he was and how dependent he was on others. Why hadn’t he noticed this before. It made him feel perfectly relaxed and at ease with the world.

Miss Willis steps back to say, “Now girls it is time for you to return to your dormitories and relax. Tonight, you can think about your first days working in the offices upstairs.”

That revelation made the girls grow more serious with trepidation. Actually performing in the offices before the Office Managers!

Daniel takes in a deep breath. Surely they won’t make him go upstairs dressed like this to obey every office manager?

The now silent, sober girls make their way to the exit.

“Wait,” Miss Emerson says with that wicked smirk that instantly brings the thoughtful girly girls to a halt near the door.

Miss Emerson surveys the scene, revelling in her power.

Finally, she says, “Danni, you are not going anywhere. Stay here!”

Daniel’s tummy churns over. Oh no! Why him?

The other three leave quietly, not wishing to draw the dangerous attention of these stern dominant women on themselves.

Miss Emerson presses a series of buttons on the phone, which Daniel has by now learnt enables them to speak straight to the earrings of one of the girls.

“Sammie?” All the time she speaks Miss Emerson holds her unblinking eyes on the nervous Daniel. “Be a good girl and report to the classroom. Oh. And Sammi? Bring a leash.”

Daniel swallows, knowing better than to ask her what is happening. He must learn the patience of Buddha in awaiting an instruction. It helps his nerves to ensure he has adopted a good waiting Office Girl stance, with palms by his thighs, back straight with one knee perfectly before the other.

For a long while all Daniel can hear is his own heart beating thunderously in his ears and the gentle swishing noise of the air conditioning.

Suddenly, Miss Emerson stands right before him, her presence making him bow his head. A hand grabs his chin and forces his batting eyes up to meet the fearsome teacher.

“Now then sissy, have you learnt all your lessons?”

He shivers knowing he cannot say yes, which makes him look confident and would require Miss Emerson to beat him. Yet nor can he say no, as that would be insulting to the two teachers.

“I, well, I, erm, have tried hard to learn them, thanks to your wonderful patience, Miss Emerson.”

There is a dreadful few seconds where Miss Emerson remains stock still, just glaring at him. Daniel feels an urge to rush his anxious body to the toilet.

Then Miss Emerson laughs at him, her laugh full of malicious sadism. “Why, aren’t you the cutest little office girl the world has ever seen.”

Miss Willis laughs too. “What a difference a few days in our hands makes to these dumb arsed bitches.”

“Indeed so, Miss Willis.” Miss Emerson turns her attention back to the quivering Daniel. “Now then young lady, haven’t you been going on and on about seeing Miss Hodgson?”

His wife, Davina! At last. “Yes. Yes, please, Miss Hodgson.”

A knock on the door is greeted by Miss Willis shouting, “Enter!”

Sammi the hairdresser, steps in holding a coiled up leash.

Still holding Daniel’s chin, Miss Emerson says. “Well, why doesn’t Sammi here take you up to see Miss Hodgson. Won’t that be wonderful for her?”

Daniel just manages to prevent himself shouting ‘no!’ out loud but his face gives away his terrified response.

“Please, Miss Emerson,” he says with her hands gripping his jaw. “Please may I change?”

“Oh?” Miss Emerson laughs. “Would you like to wear a ballerina’s outfit to see Miss Hodgson? A maid’s outfit?”

Miss Willis hoves into view, like a giant sail ship blocking out the light. “Perhaps, Miss Emerson, little Danni might like to wear diapers and wear a baby girls’ outfit for Miss Hodgson. Won’t he look adorable?”

Miss Emerson lowers her face to his. “Why are you crying little one? I thought you wanted to see Miss Hodgson? And she has now completed her intensive office manager training so is able to deal with silly headed office girls. So what better time?”

He swallows, licking his lips to try and gain some saliva for his parched mouth.

“Well Miss Emerson. I cannot thank you enough. But may I remove these shorts and heels, please?”

Miss Willis laughs evilly. “What? Just meet her wearing panties and a blouse. Oh no Danni. I hardly think so.”

Now he is wholly helpless. He cannot let Davina see him like this in his short tight, tan uniform. That is a nightmare beyond all that is reasonable.

“Please, Miss Emerson. I have changed my mind,” a panicked Daniel said. “I’ll go straight to the dormitory and start …”

“Nonsense, little one.” Miss Emerson releases his aching jaw. “You be a good little girl and let Sammi here take you to see Miss Hodgson. She is expecting you.”

The room starts to swirl about Daniel like a ship in a storm.

“Sammi! Get your lazy arse over here and leash this little minx before she faints!”

The two women laugh as Daniel raises his chin automatically to make it easier for Sammi to attach the leash.

“Sammi?” Miss Willis says.

“Yes Miss Willis?” Sammi says with her polite smile fixed to her features as if she has the face of a pleasure puppet.

“Please come back and tell us how Miss Hodgson greets her little friend here.”

“Yes Miss Willis,” Sammi says.

“Wait!” Miss Emerson shouts.

Sammi and Daniel jump at the roar and both freeze in fear, pondering who has made the wrong move in the presence of the teachers.

“You know what?” Miss Emerson grins. “I think I’ll take the little tramp up myself. I just want to witness the reaction of Miss Hodgson in person. Won’t that be delicious, Miss Willis?”

“Indeed so. I envy you,” Miss Willis smirks.

Snatching the leash from the still fixed smiling Sammie, Miss Emerson says. “Something missing.”

Miss Willis innocently offers, “A dunce’s hat possibly?”

Daniel feels sick.

Laughing Miss Emerson says, “No. At least not this time. I think hands cuffed behind your back little Danni. Let’s make you a wonderfully helpless little package. I am sure Miss Hodgson will be quite taken by your appearance.”

Daniel is too nervous to know whether he has actually pleaded out loud or under his breath but already the cold steel of the cuffs is being locked about his wrists behind his back.

All Daniel has left is to use his huge eyes to plead for pity. Sadly for Daniel, Miss Emerson is not renown for her sense of mercy.

The lead is snatched, and Daniel sees the wonderfully shaped arse of Miss Emerson through her black leather shorts as it rolls towards the corridor. The leash stretches and then as soon as it is taut snatches under his collar. Already he is heading for the door, collared, chastity caged, handcuffed and leashed. All prepared to meet his wife!

In the lift going up, Daniel is aware how Miss Emerson has him under a determined gaze.

“Danni, are you really going to whimper all the way to Miss Hodgson’s room?”

He mumbles, “Please, Miss Emerson.”

“Yes, little sissy?”

Words are difficult for Daniel when addressing one of the dominant women. He never knows when he will say the wrong word and be punished sharply for his misdeeds.

“I, I, well, I was just wondering …”

“Sissy! Miss Hodgson won’t have time to listen to your mindless rambling. Get to the point.”

“Well, please can you, and it’s alright if you don’t, but I wonder if you could remove the collar when I see Miss Hodgson.”

Smiling warmly, like a friendly adult with a child who cannot understand obvious rules. The lank Miss Emerson says, “Sissy. Now if I removed the collar, might you not get yourself lost? Would people know your name? Or that you are owned by the Harding Corporation? And sissy, just think, if an office manager wanted you to serve them, how could they contact you without the collar?” She tuts and chuckles. “My, my. No wonder office girls never rise above their station. Such dimwits.”

Gently, she reaches her thumb beneath his eye to mop up a tear. “Oh dear, your mascara will be such a mess.

He just stares at her in complete shock.

His shock doesn’t dissipate as the doors slide open onto the main world of the castle. A busy foyer where neatly attired Office Mangers chat and are brought drinks and food on silver trays by ever smiling Office Girls clad in their tan coloured livery.

The last rays of sunlight turning salmon coloured can be discerned through the tall windows. It is the first sunlight Daniel has seen since his fateful appointment on the terrace with Mr Harding.

They move through swing doors just as another office girl is led in the opposite direction, also on a lead, but she is giggling as two men whisper things in her ears.

To Daniel they are all invisible as he walks in his heeled boots, hands cuffed securely behind his back, on the end of a leash, down a wide corridor still humming with activity in the late afternoon. Most of the guys in their expensive suits and ties look at him from heel to blonde hair with an intense leer. Some of the female Office Managers, in their sexy tight outfits, giggle as soon as they see him, whispering into each other’s ears. Do they know he’s really a guy? Do they know he is being forced to see his wife attired in this humiliating office girl uniform?

Daniel isn’t even certain he is still smiling as commanded by the teachers downstairs. His vision is blurry from the tears forming, which Miss Emerson occasionally stops to mop up with her handkerchief whilst cooing at him.

“Poor, silly sissy. I’ll look after you.”

Even in his state of anxiety Daniel can tell Miss Emerson is actually showing him off to other staff members. It was as if she were saying, look at me, with my little captive. Aren’t I brilliant?

They climb a short flight of stairs to a raised level where a sign read: Office seniors only beyond this point.

The long-limbed blonde takes out a card from her leather shorts pocket to flash it before a small black box. A ping is heard, and an electronic door groans open.

The atmosphere is quieter in this wider passageway. A few voices, the clicking of keyboards. The carpet somehow richer and deeper. There are multiple doors with signs referencing Mr Harding. Such as Mr Harding’s Lead Accountant, followed by a name, or Mr Harding’s Senior Sales head, followed by a name.

They stop outside a door bearing the inscription: Mr Harding’s Personal Office Head: Davina Hodgson.

Daniel immediately steps back in horror and dread. His wife is already Personal Office Head of Harding Corporation? How is that so?

Giving the leash a sharp tug, Miss Emerson brings the frantic, silly office girl close up to her.

“Going somewhere, precious?” Miss Emerson’s face adopts an impish grin. “You wanted to see Miss Hodgson. Remember? Or has your poor apology for a brain forgotten”

“Please, Miss Emerson. Please. Another day. Not right now. Please.”

The tall blonde relaxes. “Aw. I understand.”

Daniel immediately feels the tension seep from his shoulders. He knew Miss Emerson couldn’t be so cruel.

“Th-th-thank you, Miss Emerson,” he stutters.

Daniel thinks about being safely back in the Dormitory with his new friends and vows to himself, never to ask anything of an Office Manager or teacher again.

Seeing the office girl unwind and relax Miss Emerson says, “But it’s ok.” She dampens her thumb before rubbing at his relieved eyes.  “There, we shall just tidy up your mascara where you have been crying. Such a silly little girl.”

Satisfied he is smartened up, following a close examination of him, her wicked smirk reappears. “You see there’s no reason to trouble your silly little head. You look fine for your meeting.”

Daniel suddenly experiences total terror. He pulls at his steel handcuffs until his wrists hurt. He takes as many steps back form the laughing dominant woman as he can, until the leash pulls physically taut.

“Don’t worry little one. She might not be in,” she smiles, revelling in her victim’s foot tapping alarm.

She knocks on the door, all the while staring at Daniel not wanting to miss an ounce of his terror. This is too delicious for words.

Daniel holds his breath. There is no answer. Davina must have left her office! Dare he hope?

A female voice from behind the door. “Come in.”

Smiling, as if pleasantly surprised, Miss Emerson says, “Well look at that, sissy. Miss Hodgson is in after all. Isn’t that delightful?”

He no longer has the ability to speak. The door opens and moments later he is inside.
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Chapter 12       

Davina’s spacious modern office is a shock for Daniel after his time spent below ground.

For one thing it has large windows overlooking the outer walls of the castle, with rough farming fields rolling out to woodlands and hazy blue mountains in the distance. The sun is setting, warming the darkening area with a rich hue of golden orange.

The office is kitted out with contemporary furniture, while a half open door leads to a shower and toilet area. There are deep sofas and large armchairs. Relaxing modern art adorns the walls. The floors are panelled with a light sumptuous wood.

It is an office whose décor boasts wealth, power and success.

There is a scent of sweet flowers in the room, but, really, if the room had a smell it would be one of boastful achievement.

“Miss Emerson!” Davina, Daniel’s wife, beams at the teacher in black. “Hope you’re well.”

Daniel’s attempt to hide behind Miss Emerson is thwarted by the teacher giving the leash a sharp tug sending him staggering around into plain view of the senior office manager.

“I am indeed well, though training those silly office girls can really take it out of you,” Miss Emerson smiles.

“Oh, tell me about it,” Davina grins, shaking her head. “I’ve seen, just on my course, that you have to keep an eye on them every second of the day. You never know what mischief they’ll be getting themselves into.”

“And how did you find the Office Manager’s course, Miss Hodgson?”

Daniel feels his cheeks burning, his shame brimming up inside him, threatening to explode. As Davina and Miss Emerson chat merrily on, Danni notices that, for some strange reason, Davina hasn’t even acknowledged him. He isn’t even certain that she has noticed him. Perhaps because of his manner of dress in the sexy tight shorts, heeled boots and dainty blouse, she is mistaking him for just another office girl.

After a couple of minutes of lively chat and laughter, while ignoring the office girl, Miss Emerson finally says, “Well I best get back. These silly minxes can’t educate themselves.”

“Of course. And lovely to see you, Miss Emerson. I must pop downstairs one day and observe the process first hand.”

“You are more than welcome. Now then, where would you like me to park this little airhead?”

“Anywhere really,” Davina says.

“Excellent.” Miss Emerson tucks the handle end of the leash beneath his collar.

“I think you have the key for the cuffs, Miss Hodgson?”

“Indeed. If it is required. I gather we are moving onto electronic locks for the office girls from Friday.”

“Yes,” Miss Emerson grins. “So exciting. Only those with the phone apps will be able to unlock them. Though Office Girls haven’t got the grey matter to learn how to pick a handcuff lock, the electronic locks will be safer. Oh, and it will go with the new uniforms too. Very exciting times.”

Davina laughs easily. “Those new uniforms will make the office girls look so sexy and hot. I feel quite jealous!”

A new uniform? Shouldn’t the office girls be informed of this, Daniel briefly reasons to himself. Though, his entire senses, including thinking, are crushed of any reasonable activity by his current position.

As Miss Emerson leaves the room, closing the door, Daniel feels even more vulnerable than he did before. Somehow with one of his teachers in the room, he was protected, safe, but now he is exposed and vulnerable.

Davina returns to working on her PC, squinting at the screen.

Has she forgotten he is in the room? Davina could be a bit of a ditz at times. He shuffles edgily a little on his heels immediately remembering to get back into one of the recommended poses. One knee before the other. He pulls on the unrelenting cuffs only to find himself as secured as ever.

For the first time in days he is acutely aware of the collar around his neck. Its steel heaviness, its uncompromising feeling of being reduced to no more than the status of a pet. Before his wife he feels shamed. Demoted in rank. It is a crushing sensation.

Davina leans back. Daniel swallows ready to reply to anything she says, but then Davina squints at her computer screen types even faster.

In the insufferably long minutes that Davina ignores him Daniel’s mind gathers ugly thoughts regarding his predicament. How much did his wife know about his situation? Had she known that he would end up as the office girl and she the office manager? Would she be aware of his chastity device securing and imprisoning his dick? He closes his eyes. Would she be aware of the spankings he had received?

Would she know about the cruel lessons he has endured?

“Right.”

Davina settles back in her executive office chair and her eyes meet Daniel’s, though not before she greedily takes in his sexualised attire and, very briefly, she smiles.

Daniel feels edgy. Has she asked him a question? Should he speak?

“I gather you made a request to see me during my training as an office manager,” she says matter of factly.

He nods, speaking with uncertainty. “Yes, erm, Miss Hodgson. Er, should I call you Miss Hodgson now?”

“I think it’s wise, don’t you?”

She speaks rapidly, impatiently. This is a Davina that Daniel has never before met. She is abrupt, sharp and forceful.

“Well, you know, I was thinking that as we are alone and everything …” his voice trails off with unease. 

She raises her eyebrows, “Unless you wish me to fetch the paddle from the cupboard?”

“Oh!” Paddle? Why would she need that? Surely …

“Out with it girl. Office Managers are busy people. We haven’t all day to wait for silly office girls to say something.”

“But, but, Miss Hodgson. I am your husband, and I’m …”

Davina chuckles cruelly. “Silly girl. Would I be married to a sissy like you?  Mr Harding has his legal team working on that right now.”

“Legal team?” What the fuck was happening? “Why does he …”

“Girl! Heavens above. Must everything be spelled out to you? Clearly, I cannot be married to an office girl. That would be absurd. Anyway, there are rules in this company about married people working together. Everyone would think you are getting favourable treatment. So Mr Harding is resolving that matter immediately.” She smiles to herself, staring blankly out through the window at the majestic Scottish countryside. “He likes to sort out things quickly, does Mr Harding.”

“I don’t follow, are we divorcing?”

Sighing, as if it is the end of the world Davina says, “Come here silly girl.”

Oh, at last! She is going to cuddle him. Perhaps release him from the handcuffs. Everything is going to be all right again.

He minces around to her side of the desk.

“Turn around!”

Her command is so brutal he instantly turns on his heels to face away from her. Clearly, she is going to release the cuffs.

Instead, he can feel his wife lift up his little black book device attached to the small of his back and flick through the screens.

She giggles. “Oh Danni! Such a lot of entries for such a new Office Girl. You have been naughty.” She laughs. “Oh, and dumb!”

He hears her tapping sentences into his book. Moments later she closes it.

“Back to the front of my desk girl.”

He does so in a daze. This was going to be his escape route.

After a moment of musing, Davina says, “When you speak you should always use the name of the Office Staff Manager like a good girl.”

He swallows. “Yes, Miss Hodgson.”

“Haven’t you been taught that?”

“Yes, Miss Hodgson.”

“So you have forgotten it already? Minutes after you graduate as a Tan girl?”

“No, Miss Hodgson, it’s just …”

“So you didn’t forget, you are just too stupid to follow a simple instruction?” Her eyes narrowed, “Or were you being deliberately naughty?”

“Oh!”

Daniel feels trapped, a feeling that is becoming all too familiar to him.

Davina relaxes into the sumptuous leather of her seat. This was just as the instructors had said during her lesson. It is important to keep an office girl on the back foot. Always make them feel dumb and on the defensive. Defenceless and vulnerable. That way they would always be obedient and more efficient. Her lecturer, a dashing, rugged guy, also told them that subby office staff loved the situation and in fact would be distraught if they were not relentlessly crushed beneath the manager’s thumb.

At their nightly dinners on the terrace, Patrick Harding had also been overly helpful. He seemed to know Daniel dressed in female clothing, though she didn’t know how. Once they had sent the twins to their rooms, he would explain that sissies love to be forced into obeying. In fact, he had access to Daniel’s laptop and showed her all the sites Daniel visited every night. One was http://blog.thehoteltransform.com/ at which Daniel spent an inordinate amount of time. There were many stories on the site detailing the joy sissies had at the hands of dominant women and powerful men.

Patrick had comforted Davina, hugging her close, as the light wind would tickle her hair, and he’d say, “We must help fulfil his fantasy. Sometimes we have to sublimate our needs to the love we have for others.”

Those were such stirring words and Patrick felt so masculine and authoritative that she submitted to a kiss, and later to …

She shook the thought from her mind. She didn’t like the idea of cheating on Daniel, even though he turned out to be an incorrigible, dumb sissy.

“I’m sorry Miss Hodgson, I wasn’t being deliberately naughty,” the office girl was simpering with an earnest need in his eyes. “I won’t forget again.”

Though feeling sympathy for the apologetic, fearful sissy, she knew she mustn’t give him an inch. Always put down the Office Girls unless they have been outstanding.

“Well,” Davina said to her cowed husband, “I am sure Miss Emerson or Miss Shania would be disappointed with your poor performance.”

“Please don’t tell them, Miss Hodgson. I promise I won’t forget in future.”

With satisfaction she notes his down cast, defeated demeanour. Though the training involved a lot of hands on work with the office girls, this was her first real opportunity to make use of her education. And boy, was it working out well. Her pussy dampened her panties. This was her first experience of the erotic power an Office Manger could feel.

“Too late silly girl. I’ve made an entry in your little black book. Didn’t you notice?” Seeing the shock on his face, she presses home her authority. “What do you girls think about?”

Daniel was moving beyond fear to simply fuming. How dare she treat him like this! Somehow, he had to attain the initiative.

“How are the twins coping Miss Hodgson?”

“Twins?” Davina raises her eyebrows. “Oh, you mean Miss Zoe Hodgson and Miss Katie Hodgson do you?”

His mouth falls open. Eh? “Miss Hodgson? Have their names been changed too?”

The Office Manager narrows her eyes at the sissy, knowing she was about to inflict more pain than any spanking. “No silly. Their names are Miss Zoe Hodgson and Miss Katie Hodgson.” She chuckles. “I’d love to watch their reaction if you dared to use any other names. Even if they did know you are too dumb to remember how to address Office Managers.”

“They are Office Managers?” The twins! What? Oh God this wasn’t possible. He felt horror upon horror. “But Miss Hodgson, they may see me and …”

“You really are dumber than a puppy aren’t you. Of course they will see you. At some stage you will have to make them coffee or carry out photocopying duties for them,” she smiles before adding, “under instruction and close supervision obviously.”

“But, but, but …”

“I think I have indulged you for long enough. I’ll get one of the girls to take you back to the dormitory.” She checks the PC screen and is surprised. “I gather you’ll have a very busy day tomorrow.”

She presses a string of buttons on the phone, that Daniel understood to be her contacting a girl via her collar and earrings. “Sammi? Miss Hodgson. Get your dumb arse up here to my office. You can take a package down to the dormitory. She is already leashed and cuffed. Quickly girl!”

“Yes Miss Hodgson,” Sammi’s voice rasps back over the phone speaker.

Daniel knows Sammi would have received a little buzz in her ears from her earrings, then the verbal command from Miss Hodgson would have been loud and clear, as if inside her head. Though sometimes disturbing, Daniel has been assured by the other girls that they get used to it very quickly.

“You know, Danni, that is truly a sexy outfit. It suits you.”

“Thank you, Miss Hodgson,” Daniel says, his eyes fired with trepidation. “Erm, will I be allowed to wear my old men’s clothes when I am sent into the offices? You know, in case Miss Zoe Hodgson and Miss Katie Hodgson are present?”

Davina giggles, as she types into her computer. “Silly. Of course not. Office Girls must look like Office Girls else how could we managers know who is who? Silly girl.”

The constant putdowns are making Daniel feel unnerved. It was almost as if his training was correct: he shouldn’t dare say anything in the presence of an office manager unless asked.

Clearly his wife is joking about him having to serve his daughters when dressed as an Office Girl. That was an event his brain couldn’t tolerate.

“Anyway …”

Miss Hodgson is speaking again so Daniel pays full attention to her.

“You always enjoyed dressing like that. And wait until you see the new uniform on Friday. It’s like, so wow! You’re going to love it.”

And then he suddenly breaks, collapsing to his knees in the space next to Davina.

“Please, Miss Hodgson. Please don’t let Miss Zoe Hodgson and Miss Katie Hodgson see me like this. It’ll be the end!”

Miss Hodgson’s features soften as she smiles gently. “Silly girl. I’m sure that once you’ve been over their lap for a spanking, all your fears will evaporate, and it will be like just another normal day at the office.”

Tears form in Daniel’s eyes. “Please ask Mister Harding to release us so we can go home.”

Davina’s lecturers had warned her how the silly office Girls would often pretend they wanted to escape their conditions. But then the Office Managers were shown videos of the girls released from their chastity confinement and eagerly masturbating themselves over their subservience. They clearly obtained a thrill from their predicament. She is also fully aware of Daniel’s subby nature too. How often had he pleaded with her to tie him up while he was attired in a debasing girly outfit?

Davina had immediately recognized the feeling. It was exactly how she felt in the presence of masculine men such as Patrick Harding. There was a quality about dominant men that made her feel willingly submissive. It was an electric feeling that she fully recognised in the pleading sissy before her.

Over that first night’s dinner, Patrick had explained how sissies were the worst for complaining, that’s why she had to be tougher on them than the real girls. They need to pretend to find the journey they are undertaking unbearable, he assured her. Something about them not wanting to be really turned into sissies because they felt shame at the changes. But just rubbing their chastity devices was sufficient to see how aroused they were in their new predicament.

“You’ll be doing a kindness to Danni,” Patrick had assured her, after a bout of rough love making in his apartment, high up in one of the castle’s towers. “Help him know he has no alternative. She will soon knuckle down and be well behaved.”  He then added a curious remark, “You will become truly proud of her.”

At that moment seeing her husband on his knees before her, wearing the sexy Office Girl outfit while pleading with her to rescue him, she merely felt contempt. But she knew she needed to help him adjust out of her love for him, so sat up straight and said:

“Oh, look at you Danni. I’m sure if I asked Mister Harding nicely, he will be most amenable. But right now, your owner is very busy with all sorts of matters that are way too complicated for your little head. So you just relax.” Her smile adopts the wicked smirk Daniel had witnessed on the teachers back in the classes. “I am sure Miss Zoe and Miss Katie will have been following your every endeavour.”

And that froze Daniel’s mind into a block of unthinking ice. They had been monitoring his actions since he arrived here? His lessons? Surely not his punishments! A sickness welled in his tum that was only held in place by sheer shock. His children had witnessed his debasement?

Even when a handcuffed Daniel is being led by a giggling Sammi on his leash back to the lift, Daniel just couldn’t think straight. Not least because he simply did not wish to process what he had just heard. It was too much.

As the lift descends to the dormitory Sammi is saying. “Have you heard about the NEW uniform? Oh my. Isn’t it just SOOOO exciting! Not that I’ve been allowed to see it of course! I can’t wait. Of course all THE Office Managers are teasing me about it.” She giggles to herself, beside the shell-shocked Danni. “The guys were teasing me something AWFUL. I mean, like they were so, ‘you’re gonna look like a complete tramp!’” She laughs, her laugh dying away as she closes her eyes. “OH-MY-GOD. To look like a complete slut.”

She opens her eyes to look at Danni. “Won’t that be amazing?”

The she giggles some more before leading the still dazed Danni through the opening lift doors into the corridor taking them back to the dormitory.
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Chapter 13       

The following day finds Daniel still downstairs studying the advanced lessons on girly speech when his world is twisted so far upside down, he will never again be able to correct it. The call is only a few minutes away as we join him in class, oblivious to his immediate future.

The tall Miss Emerson is giving a relaxed talk about a particularly essential development in the lives of four new girls. The girls have noticed that this morning’s lesson is far more laid-back than those leading to graduation in the tan uniforms. Nevertheless, the girls sit up straight, posing in their sitting positions as learnt during the previous classes and do not interrupt.

Even Miss Emerson’s tone is calm. “It is imperative that anyone can judge you immediately by your dress and appearance. From your hair to your lips, to you exposed thighs.” Miss Emerson smiles conspiratorially with the four recent graduates. “And we all know how Office Girls love showing off their thighs to men.”

The girls giggle easily before glancing at each other knowingly. Daniel has come to revel in his objectified look.

“Indeed girls, your appearance must be complemented by your mannerisms and attitude. Hence why you may feel we have been somewhat cruel with you.” She smiles sympathetically as the four students smile back. “You see girls, everyone must know what you are about. Immediately. First impressions count and few people can later change that first impression.”

Daniel finds himself nodding. That makes sense. Clearly, once he and his family escape this madness, he would have to carefully unlearn this relentless indoctrination and ensure that Miss Hodgson, he blinks away her new name, Davina understands he is truly a man.

“Which brings us to that all important area of speech. If an Office Manager phones somewhere and you answer, then clearly the Office Manager has to know within a few syllables exactly what you are. Brain dead, simpering Office Girls, whose single role is to please.”

Miss Emerson notes with satisfaction how the dumb sissies nodding their empty heads with keen agreement.

“How people speak denotes either authority or passivity, command or obedience. You can tell immediately on a phone call whether the guy is a ‘to the point, don’t argue back, male’ or a more relaxed easy going male. So it is with Office girls. You should always be agreeable, to the point where the listener will instantly know you will do as instructed.”

Sitting back in his chair, though obviously remaining with his back straight and palms on his right thigh, Daniel feels a pang of concern. What about when he returns to being male? Will this programming be easy to dispel? Or will he always be on the beck and call of dominants? A little worry niggles at his tummy. What if he has always been passive and hid it behind an overzealous masculinity?

“You have all passed the tests for articulation whereby words are enunciated clearly even to the final syllable, where, as you know, you have to hang onto the final sound like girly girls.” She pulls a theatrical cross expression, “Unlike lazy men who curtail and blur words.”

The tan attired girls giggle.

“You have been taught that it is polite to use strings of words over a single word. Let’s see how much you remember. Starting with Lizzie.”

Daniel feels the cute strawberry blonde next to him shift nervously on her seat. No one liked to be asked first lest they got it wrong and everyone laughed at them. At that point the victim of the laughter has to giggle herself, to underline how foolish she is.

“So, Lizzie,” Miss Emerson says softly, “give me an alternative for the simple word yes. Let’s say I ask you to fetch some papers.”

Lizzie swallows, smiles wider and replies with emphasis on some words, “Why of COURSE. Should I do it straightaway or later? Only if I do it NOW, I can also put them in to order for you. Of course you might NOT wish me to put them order madam, so that would be a complete WASTE OF TIME and then …”

“Hush Lizzie.” Miss Emerson beams. “Excellent. You will drive the officer managers crazy with that mindless patter.”

Lizzie pulls back her shoulders with pride.

“Erika, your turn.”

Erika takes in a lungful of breath to quell her nerves.

“Girl. Photocopy these documents.”

Wide eyed with nerves, Erika says, “Yes Madam. Right away Madam. I hope the machine is TURNED on. Oh dear. I hate trying to make it GO. Like it never works for me. I always have to ask an Office Manager to assist me. I am so SILLY at times …”

Miss Emerson laughs with delight while the class giggles with relief.

Butterflies scratch through Daniel’s tummy. Would he be next?

“Now you Lexi. I always find sissies can pick this up so quickly. Lexi go and make coffee.”

“Of course, Madam. How many cups Madam? Would that be one or TWO or … gosh, it is just you, so I don’t know why I asked that. Shall I put in MILK?” She pauses, places her finger to her pink lips as if in thought and blurts out, “Oh and the SUGAR. Yes, shall I put in sugar? Oh no. I should just bring it TO YOU, and then you can choose. Oh, sorry I have been PRATTLING on and on and ...”

“Why that is excellent Lexi. Such a ditzy blonde!”

Lexi’s face lit up at the praise. “Thank you, Miss Emerson.”

By now Daniel’s mind is see-sawing with fear. He feels sure he will get it wrong and be punished horribly. The other girls have been excellent at answering the questions.

“So Danni, be a good girl and tidy up the mess.”

His brain thunders with alarm but he can already hear himself speaking. “Of course, Madam. Oh my, look at ALL the mess. Where should I START please? Should I take out the CUPS first? No. No. Perhaps it should be the plates. Should I take the CRUMPLED paper to the bin or do you think I should bring the bin to …”

Miss Emerson laughs loudly, patting her black leather shorts with mirth. “Adorable, Danni. Simply adorable.”

His self-esteem billows up with pleasure at the compliment and relief at not being punished. Daniel’s smile of grew so wide it hurts.

“I can say without fear of contradiction,” Miss Emerson announces. “You four girls will drive every office manager to distraction with your airheadness. You will be known for being totally dumb, wholly useless but delightful to look at. They’ll all want you around but never trust a single one of you bimbos to actually do anything. Fully objectified, irredeemably dumb and completely impractical. What an enjoyable, easy life lies ahead of you.”

The four girls giggle to each other in triumph. If the demanding Miss Emerson says it, then it must be true.

It is at that point that the phone buzzes its internal signal and Daniel’s life is about to change beyond all measure. While the girls exchange gleeful grins of success Miss Emerson answers the extension and her face falls. “What? Now? You sure? We are in the middle of … alright. I get it.”

She puts down the phone and the girls sense something is amiss. It is imperative that office girls develop total empathy for their managers that they can better serve them by judging their moods.

“Girls. Pay attention. Listen carefully.” Miss Emerson has readopted her stern glare. The bonhomie and pleasure of the amusing lesson on speech is clearly at an end.

Daniel ensures his back is straight and his little false breasts push out through his light, white blouse.

“It seems there’s been a bit of a cock up, upstairs. A meeting is running longer than expected and they are now short of girls. Don’t you trouble your little heads thinking you cannot cope, because I know you can. You are the pinnacle of modern day Office Girl training. We have been doing this for more than ten years now. We use the most advanced educational methods to ensure you girls can go upstairs and both be entertaining for the managers and their clients but also attain for yourself a valuable sense of self-worth. I’d be surprised if you didn’t get your cute arses patted, your hair ruffled and loads of positive notes in your little black books.”

There is unease in the girl’s giggles as they share their trepidation with each other. Never before had they been allowed upstairs for a proper function. Merely to carry out set simple tasks and assignments in controlled conditions where they couldn’t do any damage.

Daniel squeals. He hears the little bleep inside his head and a female voice says, “Danni. Get your incompetent but cute arse up to Function Room Two. Immediately!”

The signal bleeps off, but Daniel recognised the urgency in the woman’s voice and rises from his chair. With a start she realises the three other girls are standing one after the other, all appearing troubled. They have clearly all been given instructions via their earrings.

Miss Emerson claps her hands. “Girls! Smiles! That’s it. Never forget to wear your best simpering smile. Eyes wider, that’s it. Lizzie fingers! 90 degrees to your body. Well done girls. All with knees neatly before the other. You know the layout upstairs from earlier lessons. Function Room Two is the largest. It will be busy. Simply be obedient and compliant. No initiatives! Silly girls like you will only screw it all up. Be docile and biddable. Nothing more!”

The classroom door thumps unlocked and falls open showing one of the office girls outside in her tan uniform.

“They’ll be no leashes or cuffs girls. We trust that by now you won’t need them,” she pauses, and smiles, “unless of course an office manager wants you leashed and cuffed.”

There is a nervous giggle as the girls file out.

The last words they hear from Miss Emerson are, “Lexi! More wiggle Some of the men will have to make judgements on you from your rear. That’s it. Danni, shoulders back! Clever girls. Well done.”

The door closes and locks behind them as soon as the new girls join the office girl in the corridor. Danni is no longer bothered to read the names on the collars. The office girls are all interchangeable. They all act, speak and react the same. They are one girl multiplied out until there is a whole school of identical compliant girls ready to do anything to please.

They wiggle to the lifts that will take them up to the busy Function Room Two, and their first real job.

Lexi moves alongside Daniel to whisper, “I’m hating this. I want to be back in the dorm. Only place I feel safe. They’re gonna whip our arses like the first day. You see!”

Oddly, Daniel feels relieved. Here is one constant reliable factor about all the office girls: they are ALWAYS wrong.
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Chapter 14       

“I’m Mr Loughty or Sir. Nothing else unless I collar one of you dumb bitches. Which is unlikely!”

Mr Loughty is a slight bald guy, full of energy, piss and vinegar. He is so aggressive he is constantly leaning forward as if permanently ready to do battle.

The four recently graduated girls, Danni, Lizzie, Erika and Lexi are apprehensive before he opens his mouth, once he starts shouting at them, they are shivering. His mouth hardly opens, just draws back in a permanent growl.

“You dumb bitches better be up to it.”

Loughty? Daniel’s brain is such a jumbled up mess that it is a moment before he places the name. Ah yes! The rude man who burst in when he was being paddled by Miss Willis. The man who said such unkind things about sissies and wouldn’t collar one of the girls. He gasps under his breath. He was the guy who commented up on Daniel’s legs and bottom! How mortifying was that.

A dark thought tingled his senses. God if he likes his arse and legs, Daniel should put a little extra oomph in to his wiggle. See what the reaction is. He feels himself dampen the front of his panties.

He needs to concentrate, Mr Loughty is still speaking:

“The first dumb bitch who fucks up will be caned!”

Hearing the intakes of breaths from the girls around him, Daniel gulps. Like the other girls  he detests the cane, especially at the hands of this ill-mannered madman.

“You go to the bar. You get a tray of drinks you start serving. Any bitch doing anything less gets it. You keep your cock sucking mouths shut unless spoken to. Just fucking serve like the dumb arses you are.”

“Yes Sir,” Said a terrified Lizzie.

The others, including Daniel quickly gave forth an enthusiastic, “Yes Sir.” All wanting Mr Loughty to know they are ready and eager to serve and do as he commands.

They are led through a cluttered room off the corridor leading to Function Room 2, from which a gaggle of noise emanates as if people are partying. It is a poorly lit area with beer barrels and shelf after shelf of wine.

The girls have to move briskly on their heels to keep up with the impatient Mr Loughty.

Two tan attired girls are quickly putting boxes of wine and Champagne onto a wheeled trolly.

As they pass them, Mr Loughty snarls, “Faster you lazy arsed bitches.”

As quick as the girls were once working, they now dramatically increase their pace as they include rattling boxes of glasses.

They follow Mr Loughty up a ramp and through a door where they emerge behind a hectic bar beyond which tan attired girls with their best smiles, serve groups of boisterous people.

The crowd is made up of over fifty people, mainly men, but all dressed in functional suits, though there are smartly dressed women too. You can easily pick out the Office Girls carrying trays of drinks and food between them. Everyone is engaged in raucous conversation while, at one end of the bar, tan attired girls are filling glasses of wine on a series of trays.

Mr Loughty says, “Bitches, grab a tray and mingle. When your tray is empty get your dumb arses back here for another tray. No slutting around showing off your tits and arse to the guys!”

Not needing a second bidding Daniel minces smartly forward to take the first tray of red wine. He grabs the same tray as Lizzie and they both glance with terror at Mr Loughty who shakes his head with despair at their stupidity.

“Dumb fucking bitches,” he says.

Erika leans close to Daniel and Lexi, before whispering, “Smiles! You’ll get us all in to trouble.”

Daniel goes one better and is pleased with himself for remembering, he giggles at his foolishness.

Just as the teachers had said, Mr Loughty clearly relaxes, smiles and shakes his head in despair at Daniel’s response.

Two smiles flicker on the features of the sissy office workers who each take a tray of red wine before making their way into the laughing crowd.

Daniel moves in total fear of stumbling over his heels and ending up crashing to the floor, pouring wine all over the guests.

Yet with so much activity, soon Daniel finds himself to be another anonymous serving girl efficiently carrying out his duties. Whenever anyone clicks their fingers at him, he would wiggle over, carrying his tray, his smile permanently affixed to his features and offer the tray of drinks. The men and women totally ignore him, their eyes fixed only on the drinks he carries.

Though aware of lecherous and bitchy women taking in his legs, arse and boobs, Daniel somehow finds the attention desirable, as if it is a reward for all his industry and suffering in passing the tests downstairs.

Oddly, this stiffens his little dick in its overly tight confines. He even finds himself shyly directing his smile at some of the people. After all, wasn’t he ordered to smile constantly in the presence of office staff? Didn’t he have to always smile?

But he knew that in those guys’ minds, and the minds of a few women, he was seen as being an easy, dumb slut.

With all his drinks taken he wiggles back to the tray area, to find a host of giggling office girls. This was fun!

Lizzie, the cute redhead, whispers to Daniel, “God. Some of these guys! Has anyone put their hand on your arse yet?”

As he picks up his tray, Daniel affects shock. “No! Thankfully.”

Lizzie laughs. “You sissy slut. You’d love it!”

With that she vanishes back into the melee, while Dannie turns carefully to see a red faced Lexi giggling.

“Isn’t this amazing,” the other sissy says. “I mean, it’s like a fantasy come true.”

“Yeh,” Danni smiles, but thinks, not for me you slut. Yet is it for him as well: isn’t he experiencing a buzz carrying out his instructions?

Daniel heads back into the crowd as a middle-aged woman with dark hair and a large bag over her shoulder beckons him over to a small group of three woman and a chubby man.

It was while serving this group that Daniel notices Patrick Harding and his life is about to change forever.

The big, ego ridden bully is holding forth to some people on the far side of the room. Some slutty tramp in an office suit with a short tight skirt is all over him. Why do trampy women fall for that loutish bastard?

Oh no! His mouth falls open. The slutty woman is Daniel’s wife, Davina. She is holding her white wine glass with one hand, staring up, pretending to be mesmerised by Harding’s stories. What pain his wife must be suffering to have to put up with that loud mouthed lout. No wonder she is behaving out of character and wearing a revealing outfit in which she normally wouldn’t be seen dead.

But why is she so dressed? She has always agreed with Daniel that she ought never appear as a complete tramp. A matter of taste and decorum.

He also didn’t understand why she had to rub her hand up his back, perhaps she felt the ludicrous need to reassure the thug Harding.  Then a guy curls his finger at Daniel. He nods, smiles and advances to the group but it is in the opposite direction to the group with Harding and his trapped wife. He can no longer see what is happening.

Obviously, Daniel now finds it hard to concentrate on the rest of the room. Whenever he scurries back for a fresh tray of wine, he strains to catch sight of Harding’s group at the far side of the hall. There are just too many people present, no wonder they needed to call in reinforcements from the new girls.

Daniel knows he has to rescue his wife from the clutches of Harding. Clearly, she just doesn’t understand what is going on here. She has been tricked into accepting her own husband as a mere Office Girl. They must be playing mind games with her.

An opportunity to put the world to rights. Harding leaves the group to wander onto the balcony, all while glad handing and chatting to those sycophants he passes.

From Daniel’s perspective the outside terrace appears deserted, bar a few people, mostly smokers. Harding ignores them all, to settle against the balustrade in a shadowy corner. Clearly, he is looking for some space to mull over his own thoughts. Now was Daniel’s chance to sort out the error. After all it will be to Harding’s advancement if he appreciates he has screwed up.

Once he picks up a fresh tray of wine, Daniel wiggles as casually as he can towards the balcony. Harding is still alone near the balustrade overseeing the countryside in the glinting afternoon light.

This was his opening. His big opportunity. Tremors of fear cascade through him, but he has to act. He has a plan. He will remain in the ditzy demeanour of an office girl and then make clear his demands for he and his family to be freed.

He slips past a loud group and through the patio doors on to the concrete slabs of the terrace. A welcome breeze cools down his burning cheeks as his heels clatter to the corner where his school bully nemesis stands, still oblivious to Daniel’s approach.

Daniel has forgotten how big the guy is. Not just tall, but so sturdily built.

In his skin tight light, tan outfit and heels, Daniel feels delicate and vulnerable next to him. His courage deserts him the way water empties from a sink when you pull the plug.

“Danni!”

Eh? Just in a crevice of the wall, about a foot away from Harding stands Davina. She was hidden from inside the Function room and Danni’s attention were so fixed on Harding that he wholly missed her.

This close up to them he can see she is wearing a very light, short red dress, her lovely legs running down to sandal heels. She is made up as if for a night out.

The boss turns around, pissed off at the interruption, and Daniel thinks he was going to pee himself. Horror fills his being. Humiliation brings tears stinging to his eyes.

Suddenly he is aware that the collar locked about his neck reads: Property of Harding. In the illuminated area below those words would be his new name: Danni. His outfit with the petite, tight shorts makes him girly. And here he is, dressed like this, not just before Harding, not just before his wife, but before both them.

Agony.

It is sickening. The glasses on his tray rattle with his nerves.

“What the fuck you doing out here, dumb bitch?” Harding growls. “Your place is inside serving the guests.”

Davina snuggles close up to the big man. She must be cold, Daniel reasons, in such a flimsy dress.

Adopting a winning smile, Daniel’s wife speaks softly to Harding, clearly seeking to nullify his temper. “She’s just brought us out some drinks, that’s all, Sir.”

His glare burns into Daniels soul making the sissy’s knees grow weak. “That right, girl?”

Swallowing, Daniel stutters, “Y-y-yes, Mr Harding. Sorry Mr Harding.”

Lowering his eyes from those of the brute, Daniel raises the tray a little higher to make it easier for Harding to take a drink.

Harding is mighty unimpressed. “Listen Dumbo, if we wanted a drink don’t you think we’d have summoned you or one of the other girls?”

“Yes Sir,” he squeaks, because he is swallowing as he speaks.

With his head hung down, Daniel hears Davina speak, “Oh she got a little over excited, didn’t you Danni?”

“Yes Miss Hodgson,” he replies quietly, grateful his wife is rescuing him.

Harding grunts a laugh. “Dumb bitch. Maybe I should spank you in front of Miss Hodgson. How does that sound Dumbo?”

Though he’d only been trained for a few days Daniel knows there is no right answer to questions that the dominants pose in that manner. If he replies ‘no’ then he will definitely be punished.

“Please Sir,” He whispers, “I promise it won’t happen again.”

“You bet it won’t happen again,” Harding glares. “Not after you’ve had a pants down spanking over my knee.”

“Oh, Patrick, you can see she’s sorry. She was only trying to be helpful.”

Davina raises the chin of her snivelling husband with her fingers to peer directly into his watering eyes. “Now why don’t you say sorry to your owner …”

Daniel gasps. She used the words, ‘his owner’. Property of Harding was engraved on his collar. This is too shaming to bear. He looks at her with fearful hope before she continues:

“… I’m sure if you give your owner a good apology and promise you’ll try harder at your lessons, then he’ll take you back inside. How does that sound, Danni?”

Not daring to nod an agreement until he knows Mr Harding will be satisfied with his wife’s arrangement, Daniel gazes up at his former school bully daring to dream the impossible. Would Mr Harding forgive him?

Suddenly the big man pulls back his powerful shoulders and if not smiles then grimaces a little less. He takes Daniel’s ear between his thumb and forefinger and leads him back to the patio doors with the tray of wine tinkling precariously in Daniel’s terrified hands. Small groups of people on the balcony titter at the sight of a sexy girl being treated like a child as Daniel is led towards the noisy chatter and warmth of Function Room Two.

Once inside Harding snarls, “Stay there” to Daniel. Lest his meaning be misunderstood, he adds, “And I mean right there, until I get back!”

As people casually take drinks from Daniel’s tray, oblivious to his plight, Daniel casts a furtive glance towards the shadowy corner of the terrace to see Davina, apparently no longer concerned about his wellbeing. Rather she is leaning on one of the walls staring at the landscape beyond the castle.

“Oi!”

Recognising Harding’s rough voice Daniel jumps immediately, but when he turns with his clinking tray of glasses, he sees that Harding is summoning a smiling Office Girl over to them. He wasn’t addressing Daniel.

“Take this dumb bitch’s tray back to the counter,” commands Harding.

The smiling girl’s eyes registers fear in the presence of her owner but her smile never waivers as she takes the platter and wiggles away into the crowd, towards the bar.

Without the tray Daniel feels somehow vulnerable. While he held it, he had a purpose, to diligently serve the guests, without it he senses he is no more than a lame deer in amongst a pack of wolves.

Harding raises an arm to signal to someone, “Mr Loughty?”

Oh My God, Mr Harding is going to tell Mr Loughty about him being naughty. Daniel wants to beg Mr Harding for mercy but knows he is forbidden to speak.

The top of Mr Loughty’s bald head is glistening with sweat from the heat, and even when walking slowly seems to be bending forwards. He looks at Daniel through narrowing eyes and says, “This one?”

“Yup,” Harding said. “Take her to the publicity department and tell the Office Managers to make sure she does some work without any complaints.”

“Gotcha,” Mr Loughty says with a leer as glances onto the balcony area. “That the one you’ve been on about?”

With horror, Daniel realises Mr Loughty means his wife, Davina. His wife is being referred to as ‘that’. How despicable. Don’t these men know how to speak about women in the twenty first century?

When Daniel comes to write up his complaints, there will be a section just for the overly aggressive Mr Loughty. Daniel would not pull any punches in putting down the brutish manager who is clearly out of his depth in his role.

Loughty is grinning nastily, “Bet she’s gonna get it by the end of the night.”

Harding laughs loudly, “If the bitch is lucky!”

Bitch? Daniel fumes aware his pink lipsticked smile is wavering, which he has to check before he gets into trouble.

Harding growls to Loughty, “Ok, so take this dumb bitch here, to Publicity and get the managers to make sure she does some work. Keep on top of the bubblehead.”

“You got it,” Loughty says.

With that, Harding is out of the patio doors lumbering towards Davina like a bear heading to its prey.

The last image Daniel has is of his wife turning around to face the hulking brute and breaking out into a wide grin. At that point Daniel’s arm is grabbed, and he is being frog marched out of the party.
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Chapter 15       

The corridors become a serene space in which to think without fear for Daniel. Particularly after the frantic Function Room gathering, though he smiles at the excitement of serving people knowing how sexy he appears to them. This hardly mitigates the queasiness of Daniel as the man who saw him being paddled over the desk of a teacher and complimented him on his bottom has now taken charge of him.

“Stand there!” Loughty directs indicating a spot near the wall.

As Daniel complies, falling into the regimented knee before the other, hands behind back presentation, so Loughty opens a cupboard built into the wall to take out a pair of handcuffs and a leash.

Daniel sighs inwardly. Not the cuffs and leash again! He hates being paraded around on the end of a leash whilst cuffed. It is the height of being helpless. Perhaps he should ask Mr Loughty if he could speak to Davina through his collar? Just to warn her about Mr Harding’s intentions.

“Hands behind back bitch.”

Turning on his heels, Daniel compliantly offers his hands to the brute. The steel cuffs clamp about his wrists with that sickening final sound of them being locked steadfastly shut.

“Turn back!”

Daniel shuffles around on his heels, just getting used to balancing without his arms as Mr Loughty clips the leash to the collar ring.

“Listen you dumb bitch. I don’t want any talking back from you. In fact, you keep your mouth stuck in that inane grin or I’ll punish you. When you upset your owner, you are upsetting my boss. When my boss isn’t happy then no one is happy.”

Swallowing, Daniel croaks, “Yes Mr Loughty. Sorry Mr Loughty.”

For a horrible moment Daniel notices Mr Loughty studying him from head to foot, his eyes settling on his exposed thighs.

Feeling self-conscious being under such an intense glare Daniel changes which knee is before the other.

Suddenly, they are off. Mr Loughty racing on at his own head down pace with the foolish sissy desperately trying to keep up in her heels.

Publicity is on the next floor up. It is in the middle of a corridor that curves around to such a degree that Daniel cannot see where it ends. He guesses they are in one of the wider castle turrets.

They stop before a set of double doors labelled: Harding’s Publicity.

Mr Loughty glares hard at Daniel. “You behave or I’ll beat you so hard you won’t be able to sit down until next week!”

“Yes Sir, Mr Loughty.”

Never was a threat more terrifying than those words. Daniel feels certain the sadistic bastard would spank him until he is so sore sitting would be a problem for a long time. He has to keep a cool head, keep on top of any instructions and be obedient.

Sadly for Daniel, such a personal promise is easier made to oneself than kept.

Loughty knocks and enters the room without waiting for a reply.

“Got a present for you,” He announces with a laugh as he tugs a timid Daniel into the office.

There are two neatly attired, female Office Managers standing behind a desk. They are immaculately made up, their blonde hair styles pristine and their office suits sexy and tight.

Daniel takes a second look at the Office Managers, they both seem so young, are they still teenagers?

There are times when shock is so great it destroys thought, sight and any level of comprehension. So it is that Daniel recognises his twin daughters and yet doesn’t recognize them. He knows they are Zoe and Katie despite seeing them so professionally attired. At the same time he doesn’t want them to be Zoe and Katie. We wants to be mistaken.

“Mr Harding sent this bimbo along to help you,” Mr Loughty says. “All the girls are hands on with the presentation, but this one is too dumb for that, make sure she gets some work to do. But don’t make it too hard. Wiping a down table would test her mental faculties.

The twins giggle but Daniel feels his legs become weak as if his knees are about to give way. He wants to collapse to the floor else race away. But with the leash secured to his neck and the cuffs locking his hands behind his back, he can’t move.

If he explains to Mr Loughty that these are in fact his daughters, thus it is impossible for Daniel to obey them, surely even this mindless brute would understand. Yet clearly Daniel couldn’t say anything in front of the girls else they’d know it was their father standing before them dressed as an office girl.

Oh God! If only Harding employees realised the unnecessary anguish they create! Another point Daniel would add to his anonymous, critical letter of the operation once he had safely left the place.

Daniel feels a tug on his leash as Mr Loughty leads him to some coat hooks.

“I’ll hang the goof brain up here. You got keys for her cuffs? Yeh? So I’ll leave you to it. Any problems, give me a shout. I know you’re new. So if you can’t deal with her …”

Zoe tilts her head to one side and giggles shyly. “It’s ok Mr Loughty. Mr Harding was kind enough to allow us to do the advanced course in disciplining Office Girls.”

“Yes,” Katie bubbles, “it was all so intensive. We won’t have any problems.”

“Good to hear,” Mr Loughty said, “I’ll let her owner know.”

With that he is gone. Like a whirlwind, slamming the door behind him, leaving Daniel imprisoned in an office wearing a sexualised uniform, bound, leashed and stood before his own teenage daughters.

Katie takes a key from a drawer and advances towards Daniel. “I’ll release your wrists and you can get your dumb arse to work on …”

She halts in shock and simply says, “Oh!”

Zoe is typing on the PC. “What’s wrong, Kate?”

Katie is staring so hard at the vision before her that Daniel has to lower his eyes in helpless shame.

“Well,” Katie says, “The name on the collar. It’s Danni.”

Zoe stares intently at the blushing, fidgeting Office Girl leashed to the coat hooks. “Oh my!”

Katie spins around. “What should we do? Tell Mr Loughty that this office girl is in fact our …?”

Shaking her head Zoe says, “Of course not. Then people would think that we can’t handle office girls. That wouldn’t be too clever, would it?”

Turning back to the problem fixed by her leash to a hook on the wall Katie nibbles her lip.

Zoe says, “Let’s have her sort out the files on the desks. They’re in a real mess.”

A relieved Katie nods her head, quickly releases the cuffs of the office girl before unclipping the leash.

Stepping back, she sucks in a deep breath of courage, her eyes flickering with uncertainty, and says, “Right girl. Go and sort out the files on the desks near the photocopier.”

Not knowing what else to do, certainly not daring to challenge the instruction Daniel does so.

Argh. He can feel his bottom swaying as he walks to the tables near the rear of the room. There is nothing else he can do. The walking lessons had been ingrained into all the girls. Delicately place one foot before the other, shoulders back and wiggle.

He keeps his eyes fixed on a number of desks, across which are strewn endless files. Some are piled high, like mountains of rubbish. He ensures he keeps his eyes away from the twins who are soon back typing and chatting quietly, so he is unable to hear what they are saying. Obviously they are talking about him.

As Daniel brings order to a set of files, shaping them into neat piles, he hears Katie say with concern:

“I can’t see how to print these documents at all. Maybe we should get someone in to help.”

“Oh yeh,” Zoe says. “And everyone one knows we’re no better than office girls when dealing with computers! That’ll help our careers here.”

At last! Daniel has the perfect opportunity to impress his daughters while helping them out of the mess they are in. He will be the Father who supports and protects his children. Someone they can look up to.

He stands up straight on his heels, careful to adopt a prescribed pose, this time, the one with the fingers sticking out at 90 degrees, but knee in front of the other and says, “Please Miss Hodgson, if I may. Perhaps if you turned the printer on and off ...”

Zoe pouts, her cheeks growing red with indignation. “Be quiet! We’re sorting this out.” She pauses as if contemplating something, then continues, “Haven’t you got enough work to be going on with? Shall we find you some more?”

The girls had never before dared speak to him like that. Daniel didn’t know how to respond, yet words came automatically to his pink lipped mouth. “Sorry, Miss Zoe Hodgson.”

Before turning back to his chore of document sorting, he notices Zoe role her eyes discreetly to her sister. In turn Katie shakes her head.

At that point Daniel hates the entire world, not just Mr Harding for being such a dreadful bully, nor merely his wife for being so gullible but everyone in the world.

Feeling his cheeks warm, Daniel concentrates totally on the forms he is tidying into orderly piles. Yet his eyes are glazing over as he becomes lip bitingly cross with the twins, and indeed his wife, Davina, for not seeing what was going on here. Both his wife and daughters are inadvertently aiding the tyrannical empire of Harding by mindlessly following their dictates. He makes a vow that when this is over, he wouldn’t be angry with them so much as patient. Yet he would make his forceful observations known to them. They need to understand their errors in order to be better people.

Katie is speaking, “Perhaps if we right click the documents …”

Daniel smirks to himself. Silly girls. Hopeless! Again, he stands up straight in one of the prescribed poses before saying: “If it pleases Miss Katie Hodgson, I suggest you go to settings and then …”

Katie fumes. “How dumb can you be!” She catches herself and lowers her voice. “We can’t print because some halfwit of an office girl put the documents in the wrong folder! Really, girl! Do you always waste people’s time by talking about things you know nothing about?”

Taken aback, Daniel reasons to himself that anyone could have jumped to the wrong conclusion when overhearing people talking about printing difficulties. “I’m sorry Miss Katie, er, Miss Katie Hodgson. Really I am.”

When will he learn to keep his mouth shut when there are Office Managers around? He’s now made himself appear ridiculous in the eyes of his own daughters.

With that he returns to straightening up the pages and pages littered around the desks. He hears the high heeled footsteps before he realises a furious Katie is standing beside him staring at him with laser eyes.

“Stand straight and turn around,” she demands.

Never had anyone in their home dared address him with such an aggressive tone. He stands and turns so his back is to her, his eyes wide with concern.

He feels her fiddling with the device attached to the small of his back.

“What a lot of entries!” Katie says, shocked. “You’ve only been here four days!”

Zoe says, “I’m not surprised based on what we’ve witnessed.”

Daniel is aware of a slight pulling on his back as Katie wrestles with the so called little black book. Now he can hear quick tapping, like someone texting before he feels it pat against the small of his back as she releases it.

“Now back to work, silly girl,” Katie says. “You are holding us up. Making us look incompetent!”

A fearful Daniel immediately sets about the nearest forms, even though they are already put into bundled neatly, just to appear busy. He would do anything to avoid having his daughters admonish him like that. The device at the small of his back may well have been radioactive for how it felt to him. It was an object he couldn’t read yet all the words were about him. Any Office Manager could read or add entries, but he was left oblivious as to their content.

He can make out the girls talking about him. He is now so inconsequential in their eyes that the twins can discuss him as if he isn’t present, albeit in hushed tones, but no longer so hushed he can’t make out what is being said.

“Honestly,” Katie said.

“I know,” Zoe replies. “I bet the office girls try to take advantage of us because we are new. They think they can get one over on us!”

“Exactly,” Katie says. “And because we are so young. I mean, without those courses I’d have probably let the girl get away with that.”

“Remember what Mr Harding said in his opening remarks?” Zoe asks. “If you let them get away with one minor infraction, even the smallest of things, then they’ll be emboldened.”

“I know! And he is so right. If office girls were so damned clever, they wouldn’t just be making coffee and cleaning floors!”

Hot tears prickle Daniel’s eyes. He isn’t dumb like the other girls! Yet even his own daughters had become so brainwashed that they see him as an airhead office girl. He can clearly see that all the other office girls are bimbos, concerned only with their appearance and serving others. He on the other hand is above all that, as he would one day show Mr Harding and his entire company.

Oh no! He had become so petulant that some of the piles weren’t neatly ordered. He set about redoing his task. There was no point in inviting punishment.

The printer whirred into life and coughed out some pages and Daniel felt a little sick. The girls had indeed sorted the problem without requiring his input. In fact, he was trying to lead them in totally the wrong direction. He groans, why didn’t he keep his mouth shut rather than making a fool of himself? When will he learn?

A knock on the door, seconds before it bangs open.

For some reason at the castle, whenever a door opens Daniel feels outright fear. He and the other office girls never know when an angry Mistress or Office Manager might not be seeking to take out their displeasure on the nearest office girl.

In this case as soon as he hears the voice, Daniel holds his breath.

Mr Loughty seems in good spirits. “How you getting on ladies?”

“It’s all going well, Mr Loughty,” Zoe beams.

“We had a little problem with printing out the files,” Katie says.

Mr Loughty joins them behind the desk. “Oh?”

Zoe said, “Oh don’t worry about it. We sorted it. One of the sillier office girls had put the file in the wrong folder on the computer.”

Daniel curses to himself. One office girl’s stupid mistake makes them all look like bubbleheads.

“Well done,” Mr Loughty says. “These girls make more work than they solve if left to their own devices.”

The twins laugh. “Tell us about it,” Katie said. “Our office girl here was offering advice to us.”

“Which,” Zoe added, “was as silly as you could imagine.”

Mr Loughty’s tone changes with a pointed, “Oh? That dumb bitch been wasting your time?”

Daniel freezes. He is now so nervous his hands can no longer pick up the papers. He doesn’t believe in a deity of any description but at that moment, he closes his eyes and prays hard to any Deity who will listen to him. ‘Please God, let me go, please. I promise I’ll be good for the rest of my life.’

My Loughty’s heavy brisk footsteps approach Daniel as he asks, “What she say?”

Zoe sounds flustered, “Oh Mr Loughty. It was nothing. Really.”

Katie is in sharply with, “I’m sure she didn’t mean to disturb us. You know how inane the office girls can be.”

“Stand up straight girl and face me,” commands Mr Loughty firmly.

A huge eyed Daniel does so immediately, quickly adopting a standing pose.

Loughty’s eyes drill into Daniel making the sissy look at the join between wall and ceiling. Anything to avoid the stare of the brusque thug addressing him.

A troubled Katie has joined Mr Loughty. “Really Mr Loughty. I’m sure she was trying to be helpful in her own foolish way.”

Loughty is bewildered. “Helpful? Why did you ask an office girl for help?”

“We didn’t!” Zoe said quickly as she joins them, clearly not wanting to be seen as an incompetent Office Manager.

“I don’t understand,” said an aggravated Mr Loughty who is beginning to grasp what had happened.

“Danni here, simply volunteered advice,” Katie said.

Seeing Mr Loughty’s features darken, Zoe quickly adds, “She was really just trying to be useful.”

“Uh-uh,” Mr Loughty says as the room chills into an oppressive silence.

Daniel realises he has been holding his breath and exhales loudly. Panic grips him. Why, oh why, couldn’t he learn to keep his mouth shut when around Office Managers, even if they were, in another life, his daughters.

“So let me get this straight,” Mr Loughty speaks slowly, every word cutting into Daniel, “so this dumb bitch just thought she’d offer you, Office Managers, some unsolicited advice.”

“Well,” Katie strings out her words as she seeks a means to save Danni from a hiding, “yes, sort of, yes.”

“Right girl. Over that desk right now!” Mr Loughty sounds infuriated.

Whether it is Daniel’s intensive training as an office girl or just abject fear that drives him, but he finds himself immediately lying across the table.

Zoe starts speaking and Daniel holds his breath with hope that one of his daughters can save him from a spanking.

“Mr Loughty, I’m sure she shouldn’t be punished like this. You see, she overheard me and Katie chatting and thought she’d try and make a contribution.”

Closing his eyes, Daniel listens to the roaring silence as they all await Mr Loughty’s response.

After a long moment of dread, Mr Loughty speaks quietly. “You mean she was eavesdropping on a conversation between two Office Managers?”

Daniel groans inwardly, emitting only a slight sighing noise. If only he had kept his trap shut. Never again would he say a dickybird to any Office Manger without being spoken to first.

“Well,” Zoe sounds uncertain. “I suppose ….”

Her words trail off and Katie sounds as if she is about to say something in Daniel’s defence, but the words won’t come, and she too falls silent.

All Daniel could now hope for is that the spanking will be swift, and he will be speedily permitted to return to the dormitory where he can be safe from bullying Office Managers.

“Stand up you naughty little girl!” Mr Loughty is fuming.

Daniel stands, quivering before them.

“Let me get this straight,” Mr Loughty towers over the newly qualified office girl. “You were spying on Office Mangers?”

“Erm, no Sir, Mr Loughty. I just overheard …Ouch!”

The powerful slap across his thigh makes him hop on the spot. How could a mere slap be so painful? Daniel then sees the twins looking mortified so he tries to appear brave.

Mr Loughty continues, “And then you, the dumbest of the new dumb girls, knowing fuck all about anything, thought you’d waste everyone’s time by holding forth with your bimbo doziness?”

“Well, I , I, erm,” he could not think of a single reasonable defence to be offered. “I shouldn’t have said anything. I am so, so sorry.”

“Aw,” Katie said. “She’s sorry. Perhaps just send her to bed early …”

Mr Loughty just about holds his patience together. “Miss Katie Hodgson. Sadly, we are very busy today. All the girls are employed so we cannot send her to bed.” He pauses and a knowing grin plays on his lips. “Perhaps a short, sharp shock is called for!”

Not knowing what a ‘short sharp shock’ might be didn’t make it any less fearsome in the mind of Daniel.

“Right young lady,” Mr Loughty says. “Get your shorts off. Let’s have a good look at this cute arse of yours.”

“Erm, Mr Loughty,” Zoe begins hesitatingly, “perhaps me and Katie should leave. See if there’s something to be done in the Function Room.”

“No.” Mr Loughty replies. “I know why you want to leave. But you can’t. These girls have to know that when they are naughty then they are punished. Once one girl knows you are lax then it will spread like wildfire throughout the building. One thing office girls are good at is gossiping. Then you can’t do your job, because you’re always worrying about who is being naughty behind your back.”

Daniel dies inside. Surely Mr Loughty should allow the twins to leave so they don’t witness their father being spanked like a child?

“In fact,” Mr Loughty continues, “One of you fetch a tawse and the other set up a camera on a tripod. You’ll find them in one of the tall cupboards.”

The twins exchange an awkward glance with each other, each pulling down their mouths, but then set about their task as instructed.

Mr Loughty turns back to the distraught and vulnerable Daniel. “You still got your shorts on girl?”

Daniel had been hoping that one of his daughters could win him a reprieve or that some magical act might change Mr Loughty’s mind. As he wasn’t permitted to speak in his own defence Daniel has no option other than to undo the buttons. If he did it slowly perhaps some extraordinary event could arise and save him from this total degradation.

Yet he is already stepping out of his shorts, leaving him in his tan coloured tights, when Zoe returns self-consciously with the tawse. He has never before been beaten with the tawse but has heard the horror stories from some of the other girls.

He stares at the punishment implement with absolute dread.

“Nice legs and arse, Tramp,” Mr Loughty said, just as he had observed when Daniel was over Miss Willis’ desk in the classroom.

“Thank you, Sir,” Daniel says. He loved it when others admired his body in some way. It was a shallow reaction, especially to someone tormenting him like this, but somehow it feels sweet and reassuring.

“Tights down!” Mr Loughty commands.

Daniel’s jaw drops, his pink lips forming a little cave mouth. He glances at the twins one at the time. “Erm, Mr Loughty perhaps …”

“Tights down to boot tops. And do it NOW!”

Shivering with shame, Daniel eases down his tights, carefully keeping his new pink panties in place over his triangular, steel chastity device.  The shape forming pantyhose feels like unrelenting elastic bands, until they snap closed around the tops of his knee length heeled boots. Exposing his hairless, smooth pink thighs.

The room is silent and ignominy forces Daniel into keeping his eyes down and away from his daughters. Shame is now overwhelming him.

Katie has finished setting up the camera on a tripod while Zoe holds the tawse in her hand.

Mr Loughty says, at last, “You want to keep your pretty panties up?”

“Yes please, Mr Loughty.”

The slap to Daniel’s now bare thigh stings hard. It is as if there is an imprint of Mr Loughty’s palm and fingers embedded deep in his flesh.

“Answer in sentences you dumb bitch. So we know you have understood the question! Do you want to be permitted to keep your pretty, pink panties up?”

Dreading the girls seeing the ‘new him’ beneath his underwear, Daniel ensures he compliantly responds fully to the interrogation.

“Yes Sir, Mr Loughty. I want to be permitted to keep up my pretty, pink panties.”

“In that case,” grins a satisfied Mr Loughty, “I expect full obedience. Now lie down over the desk. Quickly girl!”

Not wasting a second for fear of losing his knickers, Daniel slumps over the desk, feeling his delicate blouse come to rest on the cool wooden table.

“Arse up higher, bitch.” Mr Loughty instructs.

As per his training, Daniel arches the small of his back to project his bottom up higher.

“Now I’m gonna use the tawse on you,” Mr Loughty says evenly. “But I am not going to be cruel.”

Closing his eyes with relief, Daniel wants to hug Mr Loughty. Just a spanking before his daughters was the end of the world but a heavy beating would be intolerable.

Mr Loughty continues, “So I will stop your punishment when you start crying.”

What? Daniel’s eyes flash open. When he starts crying?

“Zoe make sure the video takes in the bimbo’s face and set it off in record. Just as you’ve been instructed.”

“Yes, Mister Loughty,” Zoe says, making the necessary adjustments and then pushing a button.

Daniel sees a red light turn on at the front of the camera and immediately hides his face in his hands, mortified that people will be able to view the video later.

Mr Loughty takes the tawse and flicks it in the air as he says, “Miss Zoe and Katie Hodgson, please crouch down before this silly office girl and let me know when she starts blubbing.”

Horror! This can’t be happening. Daniel’s eyes are now wide with disbelief.

The twins check each other’s reactions. The last thing they want is to even observe Danni’s punishment let alone to participate cruelly in it. Zoe shrugs helplessly. If they wanted to be Office Managers, and they sure as hell did for the money and perks, they had to carry out some difficult actions they found disturbing. It had been explained on the course, how the office girls only responded to firm discipline and that it was the duty of every Office Manager to ensure the company propelled itself forward.

So it was with heavy heart that the twins knelt before someone who had once held authority over them to check when the punishment made him cry.

In shame, Daniel’s eyes fell from theirs, but of course his daughters had to fix their gaze steadfastly on Danni’s in order to know when the tears began. That way they could stop their father’s punishment soonest.

“Gotta say,” My Loughty says, “that’s hell of a sexy arse you got there Danni!”

The twins giggle in the way girly girls do when a man makes a rude compliment about a female.

There is even a nugget of pride within Daniel’s mind, that the forthright Mr Loughty should find his bottom so attractive. But Daniel isn’t in a giggling mood right now. In fact, he feels helplessly sick. He is dependent up on his own daughters bringing his chastisement to a welcome close and only when they see him cry.

“You will count the strokes out loud girl,” Mr Loughty says, “and thank me each time.”

Daniel moans out loud. He hates that excruciating manner in which he is commanded. He knows how the Mistresses who taught him over the last few days, revel in making the girls count and thank the teachers for each stroke of the paddle. They actually draw some pleasure from adding additional mental torment to the physical punishment.

There is a flurry of soft strokes to his behind over his panties.

Mr Loughty says, “Don’t worry girl, just warming up your cute arse for you first.”

Daniel, like the other girls, always finds the tickling of the buttocks to be a pleasant, even erotic, sensation. Despite knowing pain is going to follow, Daniel’s member tries desperately to engorge itself in its tight steel confines.

Satisfied that the office girl’s bottom is already a bright, glowing pink, perfectly ready for its beating, Mr Loughty steps fully in position to one side of the shivering, sexily attired office girl. He glances over her sensuous compliant form, decorated so well by the delicate blouse and panties. His dick hardens as it always does when an office girl is being put in her place.

The joy of the tawse, from the point of view of an Office Manager, is that its various strands inflict a string of painful cuts in a single motion.

Daniel squeals, coming close to pushing himself up off the desk. The stinging is more intense than anything he has ever experienced.

“Interesting,” Mr Loughty says. “Did you Office Managers hear Danni saying what she was ordered to say?”

Oh God! Daniel is terrified. The vicious smarting from just a single blow knocked his senses from his head. He stares up hopefully at his daughters. They exchange a wincing glance to each other before shaking their heads at Mr Loughty.

How could they? Daniel muses. Why didn’t they protect him?

“Ok,” Mr Loughty said. “That’ll be one additional whack after she has started crying.”

“Aww,” Miss Zoe Hodgson said, “I’m sure she didn’t mean it.”

As soon as she speaks the words, Zoe regrets every syllable, knowing how weak it makes her appear in Mr Loughty’s eyes.

Mr Loughty shakes his head. “If you indulge these office girls with their stupidity then they only get worse. I promise. They can come up with hundreds of excuses. I forgot. I didn’t know. Nip it in the bud like all good Office Managers and you won’t go far wrong.”

“Yes, Mr Loughty,” both twins say, one after the other, anxious to stay on the good side of Harding Ltd.

“Right girls, back in position. As soon as you see tears let me know.”

Whack, almost a splatting sound. This time Daniel promptly complies with his earlier instruction. “Two. Thank you, Mr Loughty.”

“I see.” Mr Loughty sighs. “So you are including the one which you didn’t count? Dumb bitch!”

Katie leans close to Daniels hot, red face. “Silly. You didn’t count it or thank Mr Loughty on that first one.”

“No,” Zoe says, trying to be helpful to the poor office girl. “Oh, please concentrate, I know it’s hard for office girls like you.”

Office girls like him! Had the twins been brainwashed to the extent they couldn’t see what was happening before them?

“Yipes,” Daniel squeals.

The fresh blow is fearsomely painful on his tender bottom. “One. Thank you Mr Loughty.”

Mr Loughty laughs. “See? Even the dumbest office girl can learn so long as you are firm enough with her. A lesson learnt, I trust.”

The twins agree readily.

Whack.

“Two. Thank you, Mr Loughty.”

From Mr Loughty’s perspective the pink bottom has a string of angry red lines decorating it. His hard on increases uncomfortably in his trousers.

“Whack.

And so it went on until Daniel’s raw bottom screamed with pain. It was hot beyond endurance. Please cry, please cry he was saying to himself. Then the tears came, just as he uttered, “Fifteen. Thank you, Mr Loughty.”

Couldn’t the twins see he was weeping?

“Oooooooh. Sixteen, Thank you Mr Loughty.”

In need, Daniel gazes up at both his daughters so they can better see the tears now blurring his vision.

“Oh!” “Katie announced, “She is crying!”

Too late for the next cut of the tawse.

“Ow! Seventeen. Thank you, Mr Loughty.”

Mr Loughty dangles the threads of the tawse over the gleaming red bottom, just tickling them.

“Good,” he says. “So just two more for being disobedient when we began your chastisement.”

The final two are delivered with such wounding force that Daniel howls as his groin is driven hard into the desk.

“Right! Mr Loughty speaks with determination. “Up on your heels. We’ve all wasted enough time on your education, Danni.”

Rising stiffly from the desk, Daniel feels the pain burning through his system as if it were carried by his blood supply.

“Face the wall. Quickly, girl,” demands Mr Loughty of the errant cowed office girl.

“Yes Mr Loughty.”

Tucking in his elbows to his waist, as learnt in the classes, Daniel minces as quickly as he can with his tights acting like ropes securing his knees together, until he faces the wall. He catches a quick peek of his twins staring in bewilderment at their punished father before he turns his widening eyes to face the wall.

Like a victim of an attack he is in a state of shock.

“Hands on head!”

“Yes Sir, Mr Loughty.” Daniel pushes his fingers into his blonde hairstyle. His arse just blazes away as if he were sitting on a radiator, he wiggles to try and get some air moving around to cool it.

“No fidgeting!”

“Yes, Mr Loughty,” Daniel says, bringing his body to an upright pose.

“Oh no,” Katie said.

“What is it?” Mr Loughty asks.

“Oh nothing,” said Katie as if trying to hide something.

“You can share with me, Miss Katie Hodgson,” Mr Loughty says gently.

“Well,” Katie says. “It’s nothing really. But the office girl was told to sort out the files and …”, her words trail off with uncertainty.

Daniel gasps. He is so close to the wall he can smell the fresh paint and see the bubbles where it hadn’t been painted correctly. Normally he would make a mental note of someone’s incompetence ready to report it, but right now Daniel is terrified of a further punishment. His eyes grow wide as he listens to the conversation behind him. A conversation he is not permitted to join.

“She didn’t sort them?” Mr Loughty inquires.

“Not really.” Katie sounds both disappointed and apologetic. “All she’s done is put them into tidy piles. We asked her to sort them. But honestly, it doesn’t matter.”

And the world collapses on Daniel. Why did she tell the dreadful Mr Loughty? Daniel could have explained to her that the error was hers and her sisters, but instead he is now about to face the dreadful wrath of Mr Loughty again. All before his daughters. His blood runs cold.

Zoe said, “Please don’t beat her again. We’ll get it all sorted tomorrow.”

Mr Loughty chuckles. “I tell you what, you two get off to the party in Function Room Two. I’ll deal with this airhead.”

“Will you spank her again?” Katie askes with concern.

“You don’t need to,” Zoe cuts in, “I’m sure she is very sorry.”

“Don’t trouble yourselves. It’s been a long day. Go and enjoy yourselves at the party. There’s lots of hunky wealthy clients there. All waiting to be sold on Harding Ltd.”

Daniel is horrified. Obviously, the girls shouldn’t be sent off to meet grown men, they are barely 17. He was always a cautious, disciplined father, wary about either twin meeting up with the wrong guy. Hence, he would always make them introduce any new boyfriends before serious dating.

“Ok,” Katie says.

“And thank you for the lessons in dealing with Office Staff. I don’t think either of us will forget,” Zoe said.

Then they were gone, with the door closing softly behind them. Daniel’s eyes widen. He is alone with the intimidating Mr Loughty, and this time there are no other Office Managers to protect him. And this was the man who clearly has a thing for his arse and legs, worse he has complete power over him.

With trepidation, Daniel is aware of a chair being scraped into position from behind. He hears Mr Loughty settle onto the chair. Daniel holds his breath and waits.

“Ok, girl. Turn around. Keep your hands on your head. I like the look of you like that.”

Turning slowly on his heels so that his burning arse is now touching the cool wall, Daniel traces his tongue along his top lip as he awaits the next instruction.

Mr Loughty is seated on a padded office chair, his legs strewn apart, the way that guys often do. He pats his lap.

“Get that cute, pantied arse of your over here. Now!

Oh my God! An over the knee spanking! Daniel feels his knees grow weak and his eyes widen to plead with the brute.

But Mr Loughty isn’t moved. He taps his lap once again, this time more forcefully.

A dizzy Daniel, hands on head, still wearing just panties and tights clamped about his knees makes his way forward with wretched misery. He just couldn’t handle any further punishment to his scorching derriere.

“Pull up your tights, girl,” Mr Loughty says.

Is there a degree of compassion, of gentleness in his tone?

Knowing how troublesome it is to pull up these tight, body shaping pantyhose, Daniel works them carefully up his thighs. Eventually letting them snap into position vice-like around his hips.

Mr Loughty pats his thighs again and smiles.

Oh no! The bully is definitely going to spank him again. Daniel drapes himself over Mr Loughty thighs, fuming at the injustice of it all. He is ready to cry again when Mr Loughty guffaws.

“Stand up, you dumb bitch!”

Climbing uncertainty to his heels Daniel stares at Mr Loughty with gaping mouth and wide eyes. What exactly did Mr Loughty want of him?

Yet again, Mr Loughty pats his thighs. “Sit, airhead! I’ve already punished your cute arse. Remember?”

The man laughs again, as Daniel warily sits his sore bottom down onto the Office Manager. Daniel’s heels are now off the floor and he is settled helplessly on a man’s lap. Worse, he is only wearing pantyhose and panties below the waist. What? He feels a tell-tale hard lump beneath his bottom and wriggles to try and move off it.

Mr Loughty’s strong arm gathers about the delicate office girl pulling him so tight into his body that Daniel can feel Mr Loughty’s heat and smell his masculine scent. Daniel is now firmly fixed on the hardening lump. How big was Mr Loughty down there?

“Ok?” Mr Loughty gives the terrified office girl a reassuring squeeze. “Better now?”

“Yes, Mr Loughty,” Daniel says, wondering if he can wipe away the streaks of his tears.

“Listen girl, I know that was hard,” he says, running his free hand through the office girl’s hair. “The first couple of weeks are tough on you girls.”

Couple of weeks? No way would Daniel be here in a ‘couple of weeks’. Should he mention the administrative errors and misunderstandings that have led to him being relegated to being an office girl? Fortunately, Mr Loughty is racing on, as if not expecting to be interrupted by a mere office girl, so Daniel didn’t have to be brave enough to say anything.

“And listen girl, I know that you knew those two young Office Managers before you came here. It is imperative that office girls learn their new positions in life as quickly as possible. People must know the real you, the true personality. They’ll never respect you again, girl.”

Daniel sits up bolt upright with a loud gasp of shock. Never respect him again? Clearly once they were freed, he could dress again as a man and reassert himself as the man of the house. His tummy turns over at what would happen if ay home, the twins threatened to spank him if he didn’t behave. He had to dismiss that nightmare from his mind.

Loughty paused, examining the girl’s reactions. “Something you don’t understand babe?” He chuckles gently, “There’s plenty office girls don’t understand, and we keep you that way. It helps the process.”

Feeling self conscious being tucked up so close to another man, Daniel ensures his smile is fixed as he says, “Sir. Erm, please, I am not being cheeky or disobedient, but actually all this is a mistake. You see Mr Harding, I’m sure brought me here to be an Office Manager. And then …”

As one might do to a child, Mr Loughty grins, placing his index finger over Daniel’s pink mouth to prevent him speaking.

“You are so hot and sexy, babe. I love the fact that you are so dumb that you don’t catch on to anything. That is so way out sexy. Makes we guys want to cuddle and protect you.”

Swallowing, Daniel became even more bemused. Why should him being so dumb and uninformed make him more sexy?

“I’m not gay, I am zero percent gay, but you turn my dials!”

Daniel is well aware of the dials he is somehow turning, as he can feel an amazing erection below his sensitive raw bottom. He keeps perfectly still so as not to inflame further the distressing situation beneath him.

“Ok, young lady, you scurry back to the Dorms and chatter with your fellow girls.” He ruffles the plaintive looking office girl’s hair. “You’ve endured enough for one day.”

“Yes, Mr Loughty, thank you Mr Loughty.”

Obviously Daniel dares not move from his position until unambiguously directed to do so.

A hand slides along Daniel’s bottom to stroke and squeeze it as Daniel remains eyes fixed forwards, staring at nothing.

Mr Loughty whispers into Daniel’s ear, “Fun and games another time, babe. You stand and go.”

With that, Daniel feels a firm pat on his bottom.

No one could have clambered off a lap faster than the disturbed Daniel. He stands on his heels and without catching his tormentor’s eyes says, “Thank you Mr Loughty. Good Night, Mr Loughty.”

With that, Daniel scurries to exit through the office door and, without turning back, closes it. He leans against the door to catch his breath. This entire world is insane, he thinks. If Mr Harding has any sense, he would appoint Daniel immediately to sort out all the issues.

Daniel wiggles away, in the manner in which he has been taught, towards the lift. Two men with tan coloured giggling office girls are heading in the opposite direction. They all stop to laugh at Daniel. Why were they all laughing at him? Did they know he had been tawsed in front of his daughters?

He hears the door open behind him and his heart misses a beat.

Mr Loughty calls, “Hey, dumb arse.”

More laughter from the two men and the giggling office girls. Daniel presses the lift button, maybe he can pretend he hasn’t heard the overbearing Mr Loughty.

Sadly, the lift takes forever, and Mr Loughty is still calling after him. “Hey bimbo!”

Having no other option Daniel turns to fix a fearful smile in the direction of Mr Loughty who is standing near the foursome who are still laughing at Daniel.

Daniel’s smile vanishes as his mouth falls agape. In Mr Loughty’s upheld hand are a pair of tan coloured shorts. Daniel’s shorts! Oh God! In his nervous state he had been walking along the corridor half dressed. He blushes, at last understanding why the men and girls are laughing at him.

Fixing a simpering smile, he wiggles back to his bully.

Mr Loughty raises his arm to hoist the shorts just out of reach of the short office girl and grins. “You are really are the dumbest bimbo we’ve had, aren’t you?”

Unsure if Loughty is being rhetorical, Daniel decides to reply, “Yes, Mr Loughty.”

“Little tramp,” Mr Loughty announces loudly so the laughing group can clearly hear. “I bet you’d walk around butt naked to get attention from men.”

Again, the Office Manager runs his fingers through Daniel’s hair, a motion which feels oddly soothing to the flustered office girl.

“Here girl, take your shorts and put them on before you get into the lift. We can’t have you distracting the guys here, can we?”

Wanting to groan out loud, to cry and to scream all at once, Daniel accepts his shorts. He isn’t stupid! Surely anyone could have walked away without their shorts given the predicament he sought to escape! He closes his eyes, as an awful gnawing truth wells up within him. Is he really as dumb as they say he is? Can it be possible?

With the shorts finally pulled tight about his waist, and the buttons done up, he makes his way to the lift, the laughter still rumbling on behind him.

As if to underline his silliness he mistakenly presses the button for the ground floor instead of the dormitory. He glances up at the camera wondering if anyone had seen him. But there are no voices in his earrings, so he just holds his breath as the door swishes open.

When the doors close behind him and the lift descends, he closes his eyes and emits a long exhale of relieved breath.

When the doors slide open on the ground floor, three office girls can be seen standing, holding trays of drinks for the few Office Managers and clients in the foyer. Beyond them, the doors are locked open to allow a welcome cooling breeze into the area.

He selects the lower floor for the dormitory.

The lift doors close as an instant plan of escape comes to Daniel. It manifests itself in his mind in a single swoop as if readily formed. First, he has to return to the dormitory and his own room. There is not a second to be lost. He can breakout and then once securely outside and free he can seek the release of his wife and daughters.

Suddenly Daniel is in seventh heaven. So much for being a ditzy office girl!
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Chapter 16       

Daniel arrived at the Dormitory desperate to reach the room he shared with Lizzie in order to  carry out his plan of escape and rescue his family from the clutches of Mr Harding.

Thankfully, the Dorm is near enough empty, with Daniel reasoning that most girls would be fully employed upstairs. Excellent. Less people to grasp his strategy. Two girls are cleaning near the rear of the hall, but in the drinks area sits a disconsolate Lexi, the other sissy in the new intake. She is slumped in an armchair with her legs tight together as prescribed, wearing her tan uniform, just staring blankly into space.

Daniel need to share with someone what has happened, his fears for his wife and daughters and the bullying of Mr Harding and Mr Loughty.  So he settles on the edge of a chair opposite Lexi, careful to drop one hand right hand on his thigh and then his left hand on that. He is about to let off his rant when he sees how distraught Lexi is. Her face in complete shock wide eyed, tearful disbelief.

“What’s happened?” Daniel asks.

Shaking her head so fast her dyed blonde hair sweeps back and fore across her face, Lexi replies, “I can’t, I can’t. I just can’t.”

Reaching forward Daniel takes hold of Lexi’s hands, “Tell me!”

“Oh, it is dreadful. You won’t believe this,” Lexi shuffles forward on her chair to confide. She drops both palms onto her thigh before saying, “When I was serving wine, and everyone said I was doing a good job, even Mr Loughty said I wasn’t a total airhead, well, anyway, I spied my wife.” Lexi gasps in horror at the memory. “Oh, I mean Miss Clarke!”

Suddenly Lexi, glances nervously about, checking for anyone nearby before whispering, “Sorry please don’t tell anyone I used the word wife. Oh My God! You won’t, will you? Miss Clarke! Of course. I meant Miss Clarke. Really. You know that?”

Tears of desperation welled in Lexi’s eyes.

“Oh, course I won’t tell anyone,” Daniel says with his most soothing tones thinking is she so dumb she doesn’t know the Office Managers can listen to their conversations through the collar.

It also struck Daniel that Lexi’s wife is in the building. Daniel wonders how many other sissies were to be found among the office girls. If so, how many wives are upstairs at the mercy of the testosterone laden guys?

Daniel squeezes Lexi’s hands to comfort her. “So what happened with Miss Clarke?”

Closing her eyes and shaking her head, Lexi says, “Yes. Anyway. There I was serving drinks, which is quite good fun. Most people were nice and sweet. I don’t think I’ve ever been so competent in my life before. Of course, Mr Loughty was keeping an eye on me, so that was good.”

Daniel inwardly fumes. When would Lexi get to the point? “What happened then?”

“Oh. It’s dreadful. Perfectly dreadful. So, Mr Loughty sends me with a tray of drinks into an office where, oh God, it is awful, Miss Clarke was there with these two horrible men. You know their type. They think they are so wonderful and macho, and women hang off their every word. I’m sure if Mr Loughty had known my … erm, Miss Clarke, was in there then he would never have me serve them.”

Daniel is less convinced of Mr Loughty’s benevolence to office girls.

Lexi continues, “Anyways, cutting a long story short. I told one of the brainless brutes to ‘unhand my wife! And do so straight away else I will report him’!”

My God? Was Lexi insane? Daniel is glad he wasn’t present when she tried such a daft reprimanding of real men without thought to the consequences.

“What happened?” Daniel pleads, desperate to know the consequences.

Lexi crunches up her face with the pain of her memories. “They laughed. All of them. Of course, Miss Clarke laughed too.” Lexi winces at the memory. “Because she was being polite I expect. Miss Clarke is a wonderful lady. She wouldn’t wish to be with those ruffians. Anyway, so there I am holding the tray of drinks and one of these brutes takes the tray from me. Without asking mind! Can you believe that?”

“Terrible,” Daniel says, anxious for the tale to reach a conclusion. Surely Lexi would be spanked harder than even Daniel for being so intemperate.

“I mean how rude is that? Just snatching it from me. Not bothering to ask me to put it down, or anything.”

Wow, Lexi is such an airhead when recounting events. No wonder she is a mere office girl. Daniel tries to urge her through the story to the punishment. His little dick growing in its confines at the potential excitement. “So they took your tray from you and then …?”

“Oh, it is so horrible. They ordered me to remove my shorts. Then to pull down my pantyhose to my boots. So, I was left standing in my pink panties in front of, erm, Miss Clarke.”

Daniel feels a pang of shared humiliation at that image. “What happened then?”

“Oh dear. This one ruffian said get those panties down. And he said it in a way like Miss Shania but worse. So I pulled my panties down and then Miss Clarke saw the metal, triangle attached to me!” Lexi weeps. “It was so shameful. That horrible device locked onto me making me look flat between my legs!”

“Did they let you go?” Daniel asks.

“Oh no. Are you joking? Bullies like that? One of them pulled me over his knee and then used a paddle on my bottom. My bare bottom!” She adds emphatically.

“What did Miss Clarke do?”

“Oh yes. She tried to defend me.  She told them to stop it. Trouble is she had a fit of the giggles. I suppose it was shock or fear that brought in on. So she is saying, ‘Oh please stop it,’ and ‘Aw, I’m sure that’s enough.’ But she’s laughing, so they are not taking her seriously!”

“That’s dreadful!” Daniel resists the temptation to grin at poor Lexi’s plight. That must have been so funny to watch. Men spanking a helpless Lexi in front of his wife!

“So by the time they have finished with me, I am blubbing like a baby. Miss Clarke is told to mop up my eyes. So I am grateful for that. Anyways, then I am sent back shuffling into the Function Room half naked, my tights still around my knees. So everyone is laughing at me! Thankfully, Miss Carter, the red haired teacher was there. And she was very sweet and helped me dress and sent me back down here.”

Daniel settles back in his seat, obviously keeping his back straight and pushing out his bottom as he has been taught.

“So,” Danni ventures, “your, I mean, Miss Clarke is still upstairs with those dreadful brutes?”

“Yes. Yes.” Lexi nibbles her lips in thought. “Do you think I should go up and rescue her?”

Shaking his head Daniel says, “No. I don’t think anyone has given you permission to leave here. I had an horrendous beating today too. With a tawse! So I am not risking another punishment.”

Daniel leaves out the part of how he was beaten before his own daughters, that was too shameful to recount. In fact he was doing his best to imagine it had never happened.

He didn’t wish to rub salt into poor Lexi’s wounds by pointing out that his own wife, Miss Hodgson, would never let herself be taken advantage of by those forceful brutes upstairs. Davina is too much of a lady to give into some Neanderthal thug of a bloke.

“I wish we were permitted alcohol,” Daniel sighs. “We could both do with a good drink.”

Standing, Daniel feels himself slightly rock on his heels. If he didn’t get out of this soon, he would never again know how to walk without heels! There are so many things Harding Ltd has  failed to appreciate.

Daniel says, “I’m going to my room to wait for Lizzie. I’ve so much to chat to her about.”

But he was telling fibs. The one thing Daniel was not seeking to do, was chat with Lizzie or any of the other mindless girls. He has other plans. Escape!
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Chapter 17       

As there are cameras probing the corridor leading to his and Lizzie’s room, Daniel ensures he maintains his wiggling, elegant walk. But once inside he loses no time in heading for the wardrobe. His and Lizzie’s double wardrobes stand side by side.

He grabs a pair of trousers and flat shoes. Though the pants were those that are tight around the hips that women wear, they would be better than nothing. A pair of low heeled sandals were on the floor. He collected them both. He uses an elegant, wicker bag to conceal the pants and shoes by stuffing them deep into the bag before adding a light, fluffy pink jumper to cover his clothing.

Wasn’t he brilliant? Davina and the girls would be so impressed when they learnt of how he had outwitted Mr Harding.

At the door, he checks his makeup and hair, a few strands are out of place, and he requires some gloss to touch up his lips. He reaches for the door handle but has to leap backwards in shock.

The door bangs open and standing in the doorway, is a giggling Lizzie. She appears as if she had been in a fight. Her makeup smeared, her hair all over the shop, her blouse hanging open. It is a moment before Daniel realises buttons are missing from her blouse and that there are tears near the tops of her sleeves.

“Oh My God,” a startled Daniel says. “What happened?”

Checking herself in the mirror, Lizzie laughs. “Just look at the state of me! What a slut.”

She skips into the room, calling back, “Come here Danni. Have I got something to tell you!”

She is stripping quickly from her torn, bedraggled clothing, down to her tights, boots and corset.

A shocked Daniel recoils when he sees the writing on her collar display. “Oh Lizzie!”

She laughs. “What is it? What have those guys written?”

Checking herself in the mirror she laughs again, as if she is drunk. “Oh My God. Just look what they’ve done. Slut! They’ve set my name to Slut!”

Not knowing why she finds this so hilarious Daniel simply says, “I’m so sorry.”

Standing sexily attired in her undergarments and boots, she flaps her hands. “Oh, it’s only guys. You know what they’re like!” She shrieks a laugh. “God, just think. They’ve brought me back here on a leash with everyone seeing my new collar name.”

How is this amusing?

Daniel steps forward to give her a supporting cuddle. Clearly, she is hysterical from her ordeal.

Gripping her fellow office girl, Lizzie, now named Slut, embraces Daniel tightly as she dreamily rubs her groin up against him.

Abruptly she breaks off, her eyes aflame. “Quick, get your kit off, Sissy!”

Lizzie frantically unbuttons Danni’s blouse, evading her colleagues defensive hand movements, which aren’t really heart felt.

In fact, Danni, helps ease his blouse down his arms, gasping and panting, nibbling at the exposed neck of his sexy roommate.

Dropping his bag, feeling deeply aroused at the attention from the sexy office girl, Daniel sets about undoing his shorts. His plan can wait a quarter of an hour, because he loves playing with Lizzie - even if they are both locked into chastity containers. At that moment, he just needs to be entwined with her on the bed. Thoughts of escape have been swept from his head by the burning ancient urges hidden in all sluts. Lust.

Moments later they are locked tight on the bed, tongue kissing as the room fills with sweet moans and groans.

“Err,” Daniel pulls away. “perhaps you should clean your teeth.”

She giggles, “No, silly. Taste me again.”

He does so, dipping his tongue into her mouth. It has a dull, sour flavour, perhaps like nuts. He licks about her tongue and gums, trying to work out the flavour.

In shock he breaks away from kissing her. kissing her.

Lizzie is grinning at him, “Got it yet? Eh? Silly sissy.”

From his shocked expression she knows the penny has dropped in the sissy’s vacuous head.

Forcing him onto his back before laying on top of him, she says, “Exactly! I sucked off two guys. Two! It’s men’s semen you can taste.”

He makes to push her off, but she is rubbing her groin on his leg clearly in ecstasy. “Oh God. Don’t ever let me cum,” she whispers. “Being permanently aroused all the time is like, just, heaven. Isn’t it?”

He too is stimulated, his dick filling the tiny steel area.

Danni whimpers, “I know what you mean. But I wish I could cum. Just once.”

“Aw, Sissy.” Her writhing slows as she leaned on him, the word Slut illuminated on her collar. “You’re not going to believe this, but these two guys, they’re gonna take away two girls for the weekend. Apparently, all the girls are taken, so they’ve asked me.”

Daniel shakes his head, “Silly girl. They just want to screw you all weekend.”

Laughing, Lizzie says, “Of course. Oh God, they know what I am. A slut. I don’t have to hide it anymore. Pretend I’m normal. It doesn’t matter here at Harding castle. I can be me.” Her eyes half close. “I feel so free. So empowered”

“Empowered!” Danni doesn’t know whether to laugh or cry. “A slut? That makes you feel free?”

“Why not? As soon as they got their monster hard dicks out of their pants, I knew what I needed.” She adopts an exaggerated deep male voice, “Down on your knees you whore, the one said. Well, I tell you I was knee deep in the carpet before he finished speaking.”

She is insane! No woman would want to suck the cocks of strangers, nor anyone else. Davina had explained this to him when he had one day cautiously asked if she would do it for him. Davina pointed out that the act was disgusting and most certainly that was true for the majority of women.

“I suggest,” Daniel says, wanting to bring the girl back to her senses, “You should think this through.”

She closes her eyes, “Rub me Sissy. That’s it.” Then she lowers her voice, “Listen Sissy. Maybe I shouldn’t tell you this, but that second place on the weekend with those guys, is probably still free. The girls are really in demand up there. Perhaps I could get you signed up too!”

His own gyrating against her thighs pauses. Is she insane?

She groans, this time from disappointment at him no longer rubbing against her.

Grinning Lizzie teases him. “What’s wrong sissy? Think you’re above the other Office Girls here? Eh? Think you are so fucking allmighty?”

“Well no,” Daniel is desperate to continue rubbing, this time with his trapped groin against her thigh. “It’s just that, I don’t think you should be so obvious about it.”

Brushing the wisps of blonde hair from the silly, sissy’s cheek she says softly, “Aw. Little Miss Innocent. Some guy is going to have a great time showing you what you really are.” She dips down next to his ear, hearing his arousal and his heavy breathing. “He is going to take that sissy arse of yours and fuck you so senseless you’ll think it’s Christmas and you’re  a fairy light flashing on the tree.”

Daniel may have said, “Oh yes. Yes.” He didn’t know. He just could see Mr Loughty holding a tawse. His powerful presence still intimidating Daniel. His arousal grows at the thought of the powerful man until his brain floats away.

“Girls!”

In her black shorts, Mistress Shania is standing above them, next to the bed.

Both girls leap from the bed to pose at attention, hands behind back.

“Sorry Miss Shania,” Daniel quickly says. Though he is thinking, what a rude woman to burst in unannounced with not so much as a knock on the door.

“Honestly!” Miss Shania shakes her head, “You tramps think of nothing but sex!”

Wanting to argue his case but knowing it wise not to, Daniel lowers his head and replies, “Yes Miss Shania.”

The dark-haired mistress raises both their chins, one in each hand and laughs when she sees Lizzie’s collar name.

“Slut! How delicious. And you can’t change it, can you?”

“No, Miss Shania,” Lizzie says with a toothy grin.

“Someone knows you well,” The Mistress says before checking Daniel’s collar. “No changes there. Playing hard to get bimbo?”

Feeling riled at the teasing he simply purses his lips in a sulk but is careful to avoid eye contact. The last thing he wants is a further spanking on his painful backside.

Stepping back to enjoy the spectacle of the half dressed cowed office girls, Miss Shania says, “It seems Lizzie, or perhaps we should all call you Slut from now on,” She pauses but there is  no reaction from the intimidated girl. “Well, it seems you’ve made yourself quite popular with a certain couple of gentlemen.”

Lizzie glances up, hope burning in her eyes. “Did they mention me Miss Shania?”

Miss Shania grins maliciously. “Oh girl, yes they did. Fulsomely. Seems they want you for an entire weekend.”

Lizze brings her hands together just below her chin, as if in prayer. “Oh, Thank you Miss Shania. Thank you. Thank you!” She turns to Danni. “Please Miss, may Danni come to. I’m sure she’ll be just as popular.”

“Indeed she can, I’m sure Slut.”

Lizzie grabs Daniel in an embrace, whilst leaping up and down. “Did you hear that Danni? Isn’t Miss Shania kind to us?”

Daniel wants to object. He needs to find the words.

Finally, he frees himself of Lizzie’s exertions and draws up the courage to say, “Please Miss Shania I …”

“Shut up, Sissy.” Miss Shania barks. “I have no interest in your thoughts on the matter. Nor for the matter, this dumb slut.”

Lizzie giggles still swept away at the excitement of a weekend of hard cocks. The insults appearing to stoke her delight.

“However,” announces Miss Shania, eyes fixed on the slutty office girl. The dominant is ready to revel in her disappointment. “We cannot let untrained girls go out of here. Perhaps next weekend.”

Lizzie’s jaw falls open with bewildered regret.

“Girls who are released from here are fully trained in all they need to do,” Miss Shania says. “You simply can’t busk it like amateurs performing crap music on the street.”

“But, Miss Shania,” aware of her complaining voice, Lizzie calms before continuing. “Sorry Miss Shania, but just to say that the guys were really happy with my performance and …”

“Men would be happy with a vacuum cleaner nozzle sucking their cocks, Slut.”

As was the intention, Lizzie is crushed. How can she be compared to a mere vacuum cleaner? She begins to blub.

“I thought I’d deliver the news to you directly rather than over your collar,” the black outfitted woman grins.

It is wonderful that she doesn’t have to conceal her pleasure in the angst of others. It would have been so easy to give Slut her disappointing news over the collar, but then she wouldn’t be able to relish the misery the words induce.

“Thank you, Miss Shania,” Lizzie sniffles.

“Now then girls, why is this bag in the middle of the floor?”

Daniel thinks he is going to have a heart attack, there was his escape kit!

He quickly sits up straight and says, “Sorry Miss Shania, I was tidying up and …”

Miss Shania steps up close to the fearful Daniel, “Tidying up by dropping stuff in the middle of the floor?”

“Sorry, Miss Shania.”

The Mistress’ eyes narrow, a wicked grin appearing on her face. “Perhaps I should send one of the female Office Managers down here to punish you.”

Knowing he needs to keep quiet, Daniel bows his head, avoiding eye contact. He can’t bear any more assaults on his bruised bum.

Mistress Shania leans forward so that her nose is inches from that of the shaking office girl. “Perhaps Miss Zoe or Miss Katie Hodgson? Or perhaps the two of them?”

Daniel’s mind freezes as he stares at her with horror.

“What do you think Sissy?” The Mistress asks.

“I, I, I…”

What could he say? If he replied no, then they would definitely be sent down. Yet nor could he say yes. It was a dilemma without an appropriate response that all office girls are trapped into when questioned by their superiors.

Mistress Shania laughs. “Don’t worry silly girl. Just go and ask one of the men upstairs for an over the knee spanking. Tell them it’s because you are too ditzy to know what’s good for you.”

“Yes Miss Shania,” Daniel says, both relieved yet seething inside, “Thank you Miss Shania.”

“And Danni?”

“Yes Miss Shania?”

“Don’t bother getting dressed. It will save time when the man spanks you. You can find a guest to spank you.”

“Yes Miss Shania.”

“Now girls. Turn around. This requires an entry in your little black books.”

The girls comply listening to the infuriating finger tapping in their books, of which they knew nothing and of which any Office Manager could read whenever they wished.

“Oh,” says Mistress Shania lifting up Daniel’s device from the small of his back. “I see Miss Hodgson has made an entry.” She laughs. “What a witty Office Manager she is. She will go far.”

Daniel is boiling with rage. Wait until the twins were out of the castle, then he would let Miss Katie Hodgson know how wayward she behaved!

As soon as the laughing Mistress leaves the bedroom, the two girls slump onto the bed together in their misery.

They embrace for comfort.

Lizzie sighs, “You best go up and get your spanking, before you forget. You know what you’re like.”

Nodding, Danni kisses her on her cute nose, “Yes, you’re right. Then I’d be really in trouble. Thank you.”

Lizzie’s smile is so radiant in her tearful face that Daniel has a deep yearning to embrace and comfort his close friend.

“I love you!” Danni says.

With that he knows he must postpone his plan of escape and tidy his room in case Miss Shania returns. He stops stock still, holding the bag close to his tummy and closes his eyes. Rather than canoodling with the slutty Lizzie, after tidying up his room, Daniel will have to request an over the knee spanking from some stranger upstairs. Would the humiliation never cease? Worse, why is he so aroused and damp between his legs in his delicious pink panties?
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Chapter 18       

Through no real fault of his own, a miserable Daniel is soon heading upstairs to the higher floors, seeking a man to spank his bottom. Life seems so unfair. The disgrace of walking past giggling office girls whilst attired only in his underwear is a tummy twisting humiliation, but not as disturbing as his worst fear. Like many people with a gnawing fear he desperately tries to keep it from his mind.

As the lift comes to a smooth halt on the busy Function Room floor Daniel dreads being seen by either his wife or his daughters. His terror can no longer be hidden by any mental distractions.

Worse, Office Managers may feel compelled to ask why he is wearing just his boots, tights, panties and corset. As an office girl, Daniel would be forced to answer with the truth: that he is seeking a man to spank his bottom because he’s too ditzy to know what’s good for him. He closes his eyes and shakes his head with alarm at the situation in which Mistress Shania has plunged him.

Yet again he vows to keep his trap shut, but this time he resolutely means it. Never again will he speak to an Office Manager unless spoken to.

Why do these things keep happening to him? All the other office girls seemed to be so happy as they giggle, usually in pairs up and down the corridors. He quickly adopts his own fixed, simpering smile before setting off down the corridor in the direction of the noisy party.

Mistress Shania had stipulated it should be a man to spank her, which ruled out the many female Office Managers. Daniel notes that nearly all the female Office Managers appear submissive to the guys, be they Office Managers else clients. They seem to flirt endlessly with the macho males.

Two office girls burst into laughter as they pass him. One saying, “She’s so dumb she’s forgotten her shorts.”

Bitches! Daniel thinks. If he stayed, he would become an Office Manager in no time and then take his revenge on the pair. Obviously, he was too civilized to spank them, but he would send them a letter outlining their shortcomings. That would show them!

Two clients, wearing expensive suits stop next to him. Both are burly, one dark skinned, with thick curly black hair and the other with brushed sandy coloured hair.

“Wow. You look sexy!” the dark haired one says.

“Thank you, Sir.” Daniel needs to brush them off quickly to continue his quest. The last thing he wants is for one of these two brutes to spank him. He needed to find a smaller, lighter guy.

“I’m am a bit busy right now, Sirs, so if you’ll excuse me …”

The dark skinned guy steps in front of the vision of sexiness to prevent her walking off. “I thought you girls had to have permission to leave when a client speaks to you?”

Daniel swallows hard. Oh God!

Maintaining his smile, despite his consternation, he says, “Sorry Sir. Quite right. Please may I go and continue my task?”

“I’m quite right?” The dark skinned man turned to his fair head colleague and laughs. “I’m glad an office girl can tell me I’m right.”

The fairer haired man grins unpleasantly. “Shouldn’t she get her arse whipped for that?”

Daniel swallows, attempting to think of a way out of his conundrum. Only minutes before he had a good plan of escape, but here he was, seeking a spanking in his underwear and now upsetting men who had total of power over him. He dares not upset them in any way.

Thankfully none of the Office Managers or teachers are in the corridor else he knew he would be in trouble big time.

The dark guy moved intimidatingly close to Daniel making the sissy step back against the wall.

His voice is low and husky, as if he drank whisky and smoked cigars.

Sandy hair says, “Yeh. That’s what we were told. If the girls are naughty, then we fetch an Office Manager or deal with the problem ourselves. No more than 8 spanks, no matter what the offence.”

Grinning until his teeth show, the dark skinned guy says, “Sounds good to me.”

Oh no! Daniel is certain his speedy mind will win over these clearly dull Neanderthals, if he speaks up. “If it pleases Sirs, I am terribly sorry for upsetting you, like, but I have been sent on an assignment by a senior Office Manager, so I’d rather …”

Dark hair laughs. “Dumb bitch. You can see why they recommend gags for mouthy office girls.”

The two men are amused with this enchanting, sexily clad airhead before them.

Daniel notes the mention of the gag and becomes nervous. Suddenly he is lost for words.

Dark hair askes, “What’s this assignment you’ve been trusted with?”

“Oh!” Daniel feels his eyes widen with apprehension. He couldn’t tell them he’d been sent upstairs to be spanked by a man!

“Come on girl. Or were you lying?” Sandy asks.

“No! No! No!” Daniel is beside himself with dismay. “Please Sir, I’d rather not say.”

Dark hair says, “Have you been told not to tell anyone?”

Daniel shakes his head, his hair tickling his cheeks.

He closes his eyes to blurt out, “I’ve been sent up here to be spanked by a man because I am ditzy!”

How he hopes the men will take mercy on him. Surely, now they realise the full import of his ordeal, no doubt they will quickly release him.

Sadly, rather than compassion on this occasion both men laugh out loud at the silly little office girl’s torment.

“So you need to be spanked for being ditzy?” Sandy thought this to be an hilarious proposition.

Feeling his cheeks redden Daniel glances down at the floor, “Yes Sir.”

Again, he ponders, why the hell do these things keep happening to him? He is after all, evidently, smarter than the office girls, yet keeps getting punished.

Sandy takes hold of his arm, giving him a sharp tug, making Daniel cry out with fearful surprise. What would they do with him?

The dark skinned gentleman says, “I know just the place for her.”
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Chapter 19       

“What? Here?” Daniel swallows. “I mean, in the middle of the corridor?” He only belatedly added, “erm, Sirs!”

Sandy is pushing a chair tight to one of the walls. “Oh yeh, babe. Right here.”

Turning on his heeled boots to look up at Dark Hair, “Erm, Sir wouldn’t you appreciate somewhere a little quieter? An office maybe? Or downstairs in the …”

Dark Hair tickles the office girl gently under the chin as if she were a kitten, “Do you ever stop your mindless babbling?”

Remembering to keep his simpering smile in place, despite his horror, Daniel replies, “Well, Sir. Yes. But I thought I was being helpful, and I have taught to ...”

Sandy laughs, saying, “Where’s those gags?”

The Dark guy grins, unkindly, “The wall compartments with a handle. Cuffs, ties, canes. You name it. They’re all in there.”

Sandy opens one and pulls out a fat dildo gag with a deep chuckled. “This should put a stop to her prattling.”

“Please Sir,” Daniel seeks to clarify as helpfully as he can, “I wasn’t babbling, just merely pointing out …”

In between the words somehow Sandy plugs up Daniel’s mouth, clipping the straps together behind his blonde hair.

Feeling sick, Daniel muses on how helpless a gag makes the victim feel. Without being able to protest he is exposed to any degree of admonishment or punishment. He tries to speak through the gag, but his attempts at speech have the men laughing even more loudly.

A small group of Office Managers and a couple of office girls with trays of wine stop in the corridor to take in the commotion.

This is terrifying for Daniel! Now there is a damned audience to witness his shame.

One of the female Office Managers asks, “What’s happening?”

The Dark man, clearly the dominant of the two, plants his bulk on the chair saying, “She’s being punished for being ditzy!”

Bellows of laughter from the small but growing group of onlookers.

Now, Daniel wants nothing more than for the punishment to be over. He knows it is going to happen and that nothing will stop it. So the longer the two men prevaricate, the bigger the crowd. A dreadful torment take hold in Daniel’s terrified brain. What if Davina wanders by? Sucking hard on the intruder fixed in his mouth, lest he dribbles, he knows that must not happen. If Davina or the twins were to witness another of his chastisements, he will never be able to dismiss it as a one off.

In his heeled boots, he steps next to the man on the chair to position himself ready to drape himself over his lap. He keeps his eyes averted from the growing laughing throng gathering about them.

Sandy said, “She’s eager.”

“Pass me the paddle,” says the Dark guy, “let’s see if we can make her less eager.”

With a sharp tug on Daniel’s wrist the sissy is plunged over the man’s legs with his bottom raised vulnerably high.

The crowd laugh, with Daniel keeping his sight downwards, the way a child does when it wants to believe it is invisible if it closes its eyes to the world.

The familiar female voice suddenly strikes him. Daniel holds his breath as he opens his eyes. As he is still facing down, he can see a large number of shoes of those who have stopped to relish the sight of his punishment. There is a blur of voices, but one stands out. He knows the voice. Could it be Davina? 

Worse, far worse …

Katie is saying, “But Zoe, he is sooo hot.”

“But you don’t really know him,” Zoe points out. “Though, yeh,” she giggles, “he is a hell of a dish for an older guy.”

Daniel dares not look around lest his own daughters recognise him.

“And I love how persistent he is.” Katie lowers her voice, “Next time he asks, I’m gonna say yes, I’d love to go out with you.”

Zoe and Katie are just stood a couple of feet from Daniel. At the front of the audience for his chastisement. This cannot be happening! How will he ever gain their respect if they see him twice being spanked by men?

Zoe replies, “You best ask mum.” They laugh as Zoe corrects herself. “I mean Miss Hodgson.”

“Oh, she’s too busy with that hunky Mr Harding,” Katie says. “Anyways, Mister Harding says we are now free to do as we please with guys here.”Daniel is horrified. Katie is going to see some ‘hot’ guy and the only person they thought to ask permission of was their mother, Davina? This is outrageous. And what’s it got to do with that moron Mr Harding?

“Oh.” He gulps into his gag.

Abruptly he is dragged down over Dark Guy’s lap, before being unceremoniously tugged into position for his beating.

The first crack on his arse drive out all his thoughts. Obviously, he dares not let the twins see it is their father, dressed in his underwear who is being punished, so he tries not to yelp too loudly through the gag.

The next blow makes him squeal like an animal.

His bottom has already been dreadfully punished by the bully Mr Loughty. His degradation exacerbated by his daughters witnessing his shame. What would they think of him if they knew he was already being punished again? This is too much! Mr Harding is clearly unaware of the chagrin he causes in his office girls!

The Dark Guy jiggles the light as a feather Daniel by pulsating his thighs up and down. Again, the crowd enjoy the spectacle.

The Dark Guy says generally to everyone, “Do you think I should continue?”

Over the murmuring of the sniggering voices Daniel hears Katie say, “I think I’ll wear one of those hot short dresses for him tonight.”

Zoe giggles, “Be careful he doesn’t think you’re an Office Girl. He’ll think you’re a real dumb slut!”

At that they laugh.

Who on earth is this guy for whom his daughter is going to wear a hot short dress? He needs to speak to the twins,  they do not know what they getting themselves into.

Glancing up at them, he exchanges eyes with a shocked Katie.

Though only seconds, Daniel feels his spirit collapse. He also sees how she nudges Zoe before nodding to the half dressed office girl over the man’s lap being punished.

Feeling totally sick with humiliation, Daniel feels a little relief drift his way. As mortifying as this is situation is, he knows his daughters, as Office Managers, can bring his punishment to an end.

Whack!

He yelps into his gag producing the familiar noise, not unlike a whumph.

That really hurt! He won’t be able to take much more. Please stop my chastisement girls!

He peeks up at them with hope.

They exchange an eye rolling look with each other before Zoe says, “Danni, you really must learn to behave!”

Katie shakes her head at his naughtiness.

The spanking stops.

Daniel hears the dark guy say, “Eh? You Office Managers saying she’s been naughty before?”

Katie pulls a regretful face. “No. No, not really. You know what the silly office girls are like. Always getting into mischief.”

“But,” Zoe says. “I am sure she’s learnt her lesson by now.”

The twins were saving him! Daniel feels respite wash through him. Oh thank you girls!

“Hey!”

A broad shouldered guy with a heavy moustache wraps his arms around the shoulders of the twins. “Where’d you two get to?”

Slapping the mans chest affectionately, Katie says. “We’ve been looking for you. Thought you were taking me out.”

The moustached man laughs. “Yeh. And weren’t you gonna change? Didn’t you say you had a dress you thought I’d love to see you in?”

Katie glances down at Daniel, the man who was her father – once. Now a mere office girl.

Daniel shakes his head at her, trying to tell her she shouldn’t go out with a guy like that.

Narrowing eyes, Katie thinks, who the hell does Danni think she is? She couldn’t tell her what to do. Mr Harding has said, that now she is an Office manger she is free to do as she likes. It is only the office girls who should be treated like children.

“Sir,” Katie says with affected eyebrow raised innocence, “I think this silly little girl needs another couple of hard spanks. To help her understand what’s what!”

Again, Daniel shakes his head at her, this time more fervently. He cannot take any more punishment on his tender arse.

Narrowing her eyes at Danni, the silly office girl. “No. Make it 6 more. Just so she understands her place as property of Harding Ltd.” Seeing Danni’s eyes grow wide with astonishment; she turns to the moustached hunk next to her and rubs his shirt front. “Shall we see you in the restaurant? Say in an hour?”

The guy nods ardently, “You got it babe!”

Zoe stares down at the fire engine faced silly office girl over the man’s lap before saying to Katie’s guy, “And bring a friend for me. I have an outfit he’ll adore.”

Daniel turns his attention back to the carpeted floor in a daze. In life there are some shocks which are to great to process fully at the time. Yet already he knows that a power exchange between him and his family as changed.

How will he win back his dignity and his daughter’s respect?

His contemplation on his new position in life is knocked out of orbit by the hard slap to his bum, sending him jerking forwards. He bellows into the gag.

When he glances up, he sees the twins walking away speaking conspiratorially together. They look back over their shoulders. Daniel feel relief. They are goingt o stop his spanking after all.

But the girl’s attention is on the hunky moustached guy. They offer him a girly wave before picking pace in a sing song of giggles.

Whack!

Whack!

Whack!

“I’m afraid I’ll have to interrupt Danni’s punishment.”

The crowd awes their disappointment, and this time Dani looks up to see the smirking Mistress Shania looking down at him. She is still wearing her dark shorts and those sexy knee length boots.

The dark guy says, “She’s got a couple more swats. Why you taking this sexy tramp away from me?”

Miss Shania smiles, “I’m sure there is time for a couple more, Sir. I wouldn’t want our clients to feel short changed. “But Mr Harding, her owner, wants a word with er. And as he owner his needs take precedence.”

There was a humorous groan of disappointment from everyone as the mistress crouches down to grin in the face of Daniel.

“Come along now dumb slut. You don’t want to keep your owner waiting, do you?”

Daniel moans loudly through the gag at the horror of meeting his tormentor twice on the same day. Has his owner heard how naughty he has been? How he has been punished a number of times, even by the guests. His head spins with anxiety.
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Chapter 20     

Daniel’s miserable trip on the end of Mistress Shania’s leash ends high up in one of the castle’s towers. The lift doors swoosh open onto an ominously quiet passageway far removed from the bustle of the office girl’s areas or the upper floor’s incessant activity. There are no human sounds high here, just the burr of air conditioning.

As Daniel is without his shorts, the sneering Mistress has given him a short, air light skirt in pretty pastel colours to wear for his meeting. Though truly short and flirty in the way it flares up at the slightest movement or breeze, Daniel is grateful for an item of clothing other than his corset, tights, boots and panties.

Whenever it floats up around the tops of his thighs, he presses his palms down on the silky material to hold it in place and protect his modesty.

Feeling a sense of isolated dread, Daniel follows Mistress Shania’s wriggling bottom in its skin tight black shorts, as he is dragged by the unrelenting lead, down the thick carpeted hallway.

There are no windows here, giving intense sense of entrapment, making him feel like an animal in a trap. As with a caged animal he has no idea of his fate and is at the total mercy of others.

Worse, his backside aches for a cold shower to help simmer down the heat from his succession of beatings that day.

As the determined Mistress pauses, Daniel stares open eyed at her, helplessly aware she can do or say anything to him. Her hands reach up to his face making him duck away in fear.

She laughs. “Keep still, Sissy.”

He does so, keeping a wary eye on her hands as they snake around to the back of his head and release his gag.

He splutters gratefully licking away the dryness in his mouth. He can still taste the plastic.

This is too much!

“Mistress Shania,” Daniel squeaks.

The short Mistress stops with a long, impatient sigh. With raised eyebrows she a while to turn to face the fearful office girl.

Swallowing Daniel asks, “Please Mistress Shania, I think perhaps we should leave it for another day. Thank you.”

She nods and smiles wickedly. “Do you girl? You think? Haven’t we told you about thinking?”

She hasn’t said ‘no’ Daniel thinks hopefully.

“Yes, indeed Mistress Shania. I shouldn’t think. So shall we go back downstairs?”

Seeing the office girl’s concern, Mistress Shania approaches her and lifts her chin, revelling in the girl trembling as she does so. “Aw, girl. Poor thing. Silly little Danni is scaredy poos? Aw. I’m not surprised.” She licks her top lip. “Who knows what sort of mood Mr Harding is in? I hope he isn’t feeling too put out that a dumb arsed office girl like you thinks she can just demand his attention at any time.”

With his eyes moistening, Daniel feels his bottom lip quivering.

Mistress Shania moves in closer, the way a hunter might for the final killing stab.  “Let us hope he isn’t too severe with you. Especially as your bottom is already so raw.  I wonder if he might call up Miss Hodgson for her view on the matter. What do you think, dumb sissy?”

Trying to speak yet hold back the waterworks at the same time makes Daniel squeak, “Please Mistress Shania. I’d like to go back to the dormitory.”

She strokes his heated cheeks. “I am sure you do, little one. I bet you feel nice and safe down there. Up here with the big strong adults in control of you, anything can happen.”

She is now tight up against his body, almost nose to nose, absorbing the full range of his trepidation. “Perhaps we should call up Miss Zoe and Katie Hodgson. See if they can save you.”

Could the twins save him? Could he ask his own children to rescue him?

He closes his eyes, shutting out the menace of Miss Shania as he attempts to think through how his self-esteem could recover from such an almighty collapse.

The conversation is over.

“Ugh!”

The leash is tugged and Daniel is wiggling to his doom, still ensuring he maintains his delicate sissy walk.

They arrive at a large wooden door devoid of any name plate. After a knock and hearing the word “Enter”, from Mister Harding, Shania smiles at the quivering wreck on the end of her leash before opening it in one quick, dramatic push to reveal the sissy in all his quivering alarm.

Daniel gazes into a highly arched office, with floor to ceiling windows looking out on to the sunset lit woodlands. In the far distance snow topped mountains are just about visible in the decaying, red light.

Mister Harding is slumped in his reclining office chair, jacket hanging over the back, feet up on the desk. He has the phone stuck between his cheek and broad shoulder. He doesn’t look happy. But there again, he rarely does.

He speaks with little emphasis yet seeming to make a hefty point with each word. “Listen I told you. I don’t like repeating myself. It’s a quarter of a million for ten girls for the full week. If you can get better for less than you go for it. And don’t bother me again.”

Oh God! Daniel realises the bully, Mister Harding is in a foul mood, but already Daniel is inside the office and the door slammed shut behind him. There is a moment when he is ready to hurl himself on the floor and sob like a baby.

Harding bangs down the phone so hard the device jumps on the desk, making a sound like a metal spring. “Cheapskate arsehole.”

In a single athletic motion, he stands, his muscular frame filling his neat white shirt.

“So what have you brought me here, Mistress Shania?”

Mistress Shania yanks the reluctant office girl forward on her heels.

“Sorry to trouble you. This little madam wanted to see you.” She turns to stare maliciously at Daniel. “She thinks you’ve made a mistake.”

At that point Daniel’s brain ceases up. He might faint again. He doesn’t feel capable of screaming. So he stares open mouthed at his old school bully who has taken away his wife and daughters and imprisoned him in the castle as an office girl.

Harding laughs good humouredly and settles himself on the edge of his enormous, neat desk. “Is that right, girl? I’ve made a mistake?”

Daniel wants to swallow but his mouth is too dry and he gives up.

“Please Mr Harding,” his voice is so shrill he is not even sure if is he is understandable. “It’s just that I came here for an Office Manager’s job. Upstairs. With the Office Managers. And well, due to an error, a slight error, nothing to worry about, could easily happen, …”

Briefly closing his eyes, Harding commands, “Quit the inane babbling girl. Just say it.”

Nodding, Daniel takes a deep breath of courage, “Well I have been taken on as an office girl and, not that it’s important really. I do see …”

Aware that he is jabbering and that Mr Harding is smiling indulgently at him, Daniel’s speech comes to a stuttering halt.

“I see,” Mr Harding nods, before saying sympathetically, “So you feel you should be an Office Manager not an office girl?”

Relieved that Mr Harding is so understanding Daniel smiles, realising that he has lost his simpering smile since entering the room. He quickly adopts it.

“Yes Sir, Mr Harding.”

“I see. Mistress Shania? Have you seen any evidence of Office Management material since we took on little Danni here?”

Mistres Shania grins tightening her grip on his leash. “Afraid not, Mr Harding.”

Mr Harding pulls down the corners of his mouth and nods. “Perhaps you have hidden talents, Danni. Skills we are oblivious to.”

Mistress Shania laughs. “I’m afraid she has been naughty and spanked so many times, that I am sorry to say, it is not possible to discern what she is good at.”

Did Mistress Shania have to tell Mr Harding about his spankings?

“Oh dear. Have you been a naughty, little girl, Danni?”

Mr Harding didn’t appear to be mocking him. Rather he stared understandingly into Daniel’s eyes, as if sympathising with his plight.

“I didn’t mean to, Mr Harding,” Daniel says at last.

Cocking an ear at the office girl, Harding asks, “Didn’t mean to be what, girl?”

Closing his eyes against the shame, Daniel replies, choking on the humbling words, “I didn’t mean to be naughty, Sir.”

The boss nods, sympathetic to the office girl’s plight. “I’m sure. You tried hard but it was just too difficult for you to behave all the time.”

Daniel leaps at that excuse, “Yes Mr Harding, Sir. That’s it.”

Harding turns to the Mistress. “How has Danni, being getting along with her lessons, Miss Shania?”

“Rather well, Mr Harding. She has passed in all subjects. I think the little minx will make an excellent office girl.” She pauses, “she’s cute, dumb as dishwater and obedient when treated firmly.”

“Excellent!” Mr Harding says, slipping from the desk and standing like a giant over the anxious office girl. “You hear that Danni. You are doing very well. Good girl. Turn around girl.”

Flummoxed Danni turns on his heels to look away from Mr Harding troubled by what was to happen next.

He felt three sharp pats to his arse.

“Good girl,” Harding announces. “Turn back,”

Complying with the command, Daniel yet again finds himself gazing up at this monster of a man. Never had he felt so frail and small.

Harding ruffles Daniel’s hair. “Thank you for the offer of help with the Office Manager position. Let’s see how you carry out your tasks downstairs and then make a valuation on your performance in a week or so.” He looked at Mistress Shania. “You ok with that?”

“A wonderful idea, Mister Harding. I assure you I will keep a close eye on this little rascal. Keep her in check.”

Knowing he is being patronised, Daniel can only take in a deep breath of shame. Though he feels flattered by how his boss is being so positive about him.

Pulling back his shoulders, Harding smiles warmly at Daniel. “You see girl. You maybe the naughtiest girl of this intake …”

Daniel is about to object when he thinks better of it and nibbles his lip to keep quiet. Harding sweeps on, as if being a generous headmaster to a recalcitrant pupil.

“… but as you see Miss Shania, myself and the rest of the teachers all have your interests at heart. We will do all we can to help you progress through the next few weeks. Now then girl, how does that sound?”

Daniel gulps, these days he isn’t ever sure what he should or should not say. “Thank you, Mister Harding.”

“What a polite, good little girl you are Danni. A credit to Harding Limited. You know what I’m going to do to help you succeed?”

Wide eyed, Daniel wonders if Mr Harding is about to release him or make him an Office Manager.

“Danni,” he continues, “how about I allocate a couple of Office Managers to keep an eye on you?”

“I, er, I uhm …” Daniel didn’t know how that would work out. Wouldn’t that be embarrassing to always be under the eye of two Office Managers?

Mr Harding says, “I have two new office girls, Miss Zoe Hodgson and Miss Katie Hodgson. They have flown through the management course. Two real bright stars for the future. We could put you under their thumb. They could observe your progress and offer you guidance when you are wrong. How does that all sound? Eh?”

Feeling his knees buckle under the weight of his mortification Daniel just stares at his tormentor, who appears to be smiling warmly and offering genuine help. Didn’t he know those two Office Managers were his own daughters?

Anyone observing would see a kindly boss taking a dumb office girl under his wing for protection.

Daniel feels sick. The thought of being under the cosh of two girls he raised with tight discipline ravages him with horror.

“What an excellent suggestion, Mr Harding,” Mistress Shania says, absorbing all the terror emanating from the trembling office girl. “It sounds delicious.”

“Sorted!” Mr Harding announces.

Daniel has to speak before his world disintegrated!

“Please Mr Harding. Thank you for your kind and generous offer. But I am sure your managers are in urgent need right now. I promise to behave better and follow all my commands to the letter.”

Harding rubs his chin contemplating the office girl’s plaintive request.

“Well being an office girl you won’t know that I have plenty of Office Managers. You are too dumb and ignorant to be aware of what’s going on upstairs. I tell you what young lady. Let’s see how you get on. If you are obedient and behave then perhaps you won’t need to have my two new Office Managers take a close interest in your behaviour and development.”

“Thank you, Mr Harding,” Daniel gushes, genuinely grateful to be spared that particular ordeal.

“That’s settled then. Let’s have a chat in a couple of weeks and see if you are performing your duties. How does that sound, Danni?”

“Yes Sir, thank you Sir.”

Harding holds both the small hands of Daniel in his own large paws, staring deeply into the eyes of the troubled office girl. “You know, little girl. I see big things for you in the future.”

“Thank you, Mr Harding.”

“You have lovely legs and the cutest of arses.”

Gosh! Daniel beams. Guys did seem to admire his bottom and his legs.

“Thank you, Mr Harding.”

“So run along, little girl and don’t disappoint me.”

“No Sir, I won’t. I promise. I’ll behave. Really, I will be ever so good. I’ll comply with all  …” Daniel’s jabbering comes to a slow end without reaching a conclusion. This makes him feel as much an airhead as he knows he appears to the Office Managers.

Outside Mr Harding’s office, Mistress Shania     grabs Daniel’s leash right behind his collar and hauls him into her face.

“You understand this, you dumb bitch. I’m gonna be on your case every second of every day. Watching you like a cobra watches a mouse. You so much as hesitate when given a command and you get put under the authority of Miss Zoe and Miss Katie Hodgson!”

Daniel is too overpowered by the aggression from Mistress Shania to dare say anything. Even a, ‘yes Mistress’.

He had always seen her as calm and in control, but here her eyes are wild and her breath coming in short stabs.

He couldn’t reply.

“Maybe you are too dumb to believe me!”

“I do. I do. Really. I do. I promise I’ll behave!” There are tears in Dani’s eyes as he gulps out the words.

Suddenly he is silenced.

Mistress Shania has driven him over to the opposite wall, slamming his body against it. As he gasps so the mistress grips his blonde hair and envelopes his mouth with hers.

Her tongue strikes into his mouth with such force he feels as if he was being invaded. She grinds her entire body up against him, crushing him.

As suddenly as it had begun so it ends, with Mistress Shania stepping back and drawing out her crop from her boot.

“Get your arse my room. I have a strap on that is gonna tear your sissy arse apart!”

“No, please!”

Grabbing the back of his hair and twisting, she marches him at double pace back to the lifts, all the time slicing her crop against his sore bottom beneath the skirt, to encourage him forward.
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Chapter 21       

Daniel stares blankly at the red LED of the video camera fixed to a tripod before the full length mirrors. Beyond it the reflection displays him on all fours, wearing his corset, his chastity covered groin and a pair of large, fluffy, pink bunny ears protruding from his ruffled, blonde hair.

The bunny ears are fixed to his head on a sufficiently tight head band to prevent them slipping.

Standing before him holding a tablet, Mistress Shania, still apparently short of breath says, “I’m turning off your radio communications in your collar. I don’t want you to be interrupted when you should be giving me a hundred percent of your attention.”

With his naked bottom on full view, bent over like this, Daniel feels more vulnerable than at any time since he arrived at the castle. He grips his buttocks so that his hole is less exposed, but after a few seconds he finds he has to relax it again.

Setting down the tablet on her bedside table, Mistress Shania rummages through some drawers on her dresser until she takes out a pale white plastic, stick like object with a bulbous end. She presses a button and Daniel sees the end whirring around at high speed. She smiles as if satisfied before climbing on the bed next to him.

“I can see from your notes that no one has yet fucked you,” she says, staring at him intently to feel every morsel of fear.

“No Mistress Shania. Please Mistress Shania, I am frightened.”

“Oh my God, aren’t you the hottest, dumb sissy we’ve ever had in here?” She kisses his cheek, almost gently before turning on her white stick. “This is a magic wand. A dumb tramp like you is gonna love it. Watch.”

With that she places the bulbous end up against his chastity device and sets it off.

Daniel hears a buzzing, and then a speedy vibration up against his chastity triangle.

His eyes widen, “Ooooooh!”

Aware that his sexual need is at tipping point even before the whirring assault on his groin, Daniel feels the intense arousal of his dick as it vibrates against the revolving head through the slim metallic device. He collapses to his elbows as his body loses its rigidity to the onslaught of emotions and feelings.

Mistress Shania turns off the device. “Back up on all fours, bitch.”

With his head still spinning with erotic dreaminess it is a while before Daniel follows his command and stiffens his arms. He is breathing deeply, but stops breathing all together when his chin is grabbed and his head twisted towards the Mistress.

“You were ordered to stay on all fours, were you not?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Daniel says sleepily.

“You disobey me again and you know what I’ll do?”

“No Mistress Shania.”

“I’ll bring Miss Zoe and Miss Katie in to watch you perform when my strap on is stuffed up that sexy arse of yours.”

His dream like state is briefly washed away with the threat. “Please, no Mistress Shania.”

“Do you think I’ll do it?”

He can tell from her determined glare into his soul that she would indeed bring in the twins.

“Yes Mistress, I do think you would do it.”

For a long, gut wrenching moment she stares at the lowered eyes of the contrite sissy, before saying. “Then behave!”

With that she shoves the magic wand deep into his groin, with it spinning on a slow revolution.

Her pussy soaks at the sight of the sissy struggling to remain on all fours whilst her body bucks as he gasps out loud in helpless erotic delirium.

Leaning close to him, she whispers. “You’re going to be fucked to oblivion!”

Daniel’s only instruction is to watch his submission in the mirror whilst the camera records his every groan and moan. When he feels himself surfacing from his erotic reverie, Mistress Shania simply uses the spinning head of the magic wand to induce further misty minded sexiness.

With a shock, Daniel realises that Mistress Shania is now wearing a strap on.

He exhales with alarm.

Laughing she says, “Don’t worry, hot sissy. This is the smallest and thinnest in my collection. I’m going to break you in, not break you.”

Moments later he is humped and pounded to continuous ecstasy by the aggressive Mistress, all the time the magic wand driving him insane with sexual need. She is assaulting his arse but it feels right. He feels a need to have it filled. When she pulls out he feels empty and in need again.

Daniel is learning the incomparable joy of never being able to completely cum. Rather he reaches points where he bucks and spits out semen through his tiny confines. His brain is continuously AWOL. The fact he has to do nothing other than obey her means he is little more than a compliant sex doll for the Mistress to exploit.

When they are finished, an exhausted Mistress Shania types into her android tablet until Daniel hears his collar ping. He knows at once she had changed the words viewed on his collar. But he is too shattered to even check in the mirror what the new display reads. Rather he allows his tired body to be led by his Mistress up the bed by his leash.

She attaches the looped end of the leash to the railed headboard, pulling back the quilt before slipping beneath it.

“I don’t want to hear a word from you, until we wake. You got that fuck toy?”

“Yes, Mistress Shania.

In truth, there is no chance of him speaking because the moment his head melts into the soft pillow he falls into a deep sleep.
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Chapter 22       

“Hurry up you dumb bitch!”

The heat from Mistress Shania’s shower is pounding Daniel’s body with laser tingles. It is so good to be released from the corset in order to be allowed to clean himself. He has yet to come down from his mind numbing arousal while being fucked by the compact, dark haired Mistress. The previous night is now a dark cloud of swirling emotions and arousal.

And fucked was the right word. Nothing else describes the relentless hammering she gave his exposed arse.  Shamefully, whenever he protested she would run the vibrator over his caged dick, or tweak his nipples and take him back into sexually aroused orbit. She was in total control and he was little more than a receptacle for her steadfast carnal rage.

“Hurry up you dumb bitch!” Mistress Shania shouts again from inside the bedroom. ““I’m going to be late for a meeting!”

“Sorry Mistress!” Daniel calls back, turning off the shower and rubbing dry his body in the beautiful soft towels found at Harding’s castile.

“And it’s your fault!” she says, with a tremor of a laugh in her voice.

“Yes Mistress,” Daniel calls back.

He had been directed to fire the nozzle at his caged privates to wash away the smells, so he now spends extra time drying it. Problem. As he rubs himself he becomes more aroused, this encourages himself to rub harder and grow even needier.

He has to control himself. Get a grip, else he wouldn’t get changed.

Yet even when he emerges from the shower room, fully dry, he is feeling deep mind stopping lust.

Mistress Shania is on the phone with her impatient voice.

“I’m just asking that’s all.” She catches sight of the flustered, sleepy Daniel and smiles. “All I am saying is perhaps I should have full control over Danni’s chastity. Help her understand her new position with us.” She didn’t like what she was hearing, shaking her head and closing her eyes, but her voice remains steady. “Yes Mr Harding. Of course I understand. She must be available to all unless collared. I know the rules. Yes. I am running a little late. Catch you laters.”

She bleeps off the phone and sets it down gently in the cradle, all the while thinking through what she has just heard. Finally, she turns to the shocked Danni.

“Oh don’t look like that you dumb slut. Your owner said no to me having full control over you to the exclusion of all others. He said all the Office Managers should have access to you. Shame.” She offers him the first warm smile he has ever seen from her. “You are a sexy minx! I would spend all fucking day screwing you if I could.”

Swallowing Daniel knows he is blushing. He is terrified of her yet, his anus opens and closed at the thought of her entering him and fucking him again.

“Yes, Mistress Shania,” he says before turning to the full length mirror and checking his hair.

He had blow dried it in the bathroom is pleased to see it has fluffed up nice and curly.

He screams.

“Mistress!”

The short dark Mistress grins, innocently asking, “What’s the matter, just seen your new name in your display?”

“Yes, Mistress Shania.”

He stares open mouthed at the words lit up on the front of his collar: ‘Dumb Slut’.

Turning slowly to look her in the eyes, he says fearfully, “Please don’t make me have that on my collar.”

Delighted at his panic and chagrin, Mistress Shania saunters up to him and strokes his glowing hot cheek, “Aw. But it’s such a good name for you. So easy for even a ditz like you to remember.”

Tears sting his eyes. He can no longer read the words on his collar, but feels they were burnt into him. The words would be seen by everyone who looked at him, like poor Lizzie and her collar reading Slut.

Taking the memory stick out of the camera, Mistress Shania waves it at the distressed sissy. “Now then. Shall I have you deliver this to Miss Zoe and Katie Hodgson?”

His mouth falls open. His brain flicks off. He suddenly realises he lacks any sort of social bargaining chips. He cannot plead with her not to show the twins his behaviour when being screwed. He can’t bargain anything with her. He can’t even promise he’d behave if she relented, because he realises he will now always be obedient and compliant. He is totally in her hands and the hands of all other Office Managers.

Satisfied that the dumb sissy is totally destroyed inside, Mistress Shania wiggles to the bed and opens the safe above the headboard with a succession of numbers. She drops the stick into it before clanging the safe shut.

“There, Slut. Locked away. I’m sure the Office Managers are going to be busy this morning so won’t have time to see it.” Her eyebrows draw together with menace. “Of course, if you are naughty or errant in any way then clearly, I’ll share it with them and Miss Hodgson. Are we clear do you think, Dumb arse?”

“Oh, yes, Mistress Shania. Very clear, thank you, Mistress Shania.”

Relishing his abject surrender to her she smiles, “Good. Not as dumb as you look.”

Quickly she is alongside him. “Your owner says I can’t have full rights to you,” she pauses for effect, “just yet. But one day, Dumb arse, you will be all mine!”

She grips the back of his hair making him squeal.

“So buck up your ideas, else you’ll regret it!”

Moments later they are descending in silence in the lift. Mistress Shania taps out some buttons on her tablet and Daniel hears the tell-tale ring saying that his name has been changed.

“Mistress? What does it read now please?”

For a long while she grins at him before finally saying, “You’ll have to wait to find out. You won’t know what everyone will be able to read on your collar until you are back in your dormitory.

Daniel feels ill. So horrible and unfair! Yet his dick pulsates in its restriction and he is all too aware his panties dampen yet again.

Later in his room in the dormitory, he finds Lizzie working on her make up. He sashays in his heeled boots to the mirror staring past the cute red head towards the reflection of his neck.

In reverse the words on his collar read, “Danni.”

He sighs with relief but then noticed Lizzie’s collar still reads Slut.

“Aw,” Danial lowers his voice. “Listen I know how we can escape from here.”

The reaction wasn’t one Daniel expects. Lizzie simply laughs heartily and then offers him a warm, indulgent smile. “Oh, you are such a dumb sissy!”

“No, really!” he is aghast that a mere office girl should feel so free to insult him.

Daniel reaches down into the wardrobe for his escape kit.

“Look,” he announces feeling a little desperate. “I have, like, literally, a complete change of clothes here. And flat shoes. I mean, basically, like, all we do is go up to the foyer, maybe carry a tray or some folders, anything,” in his desperation to convince Lizzie, Daniel gushes. “We then walk casually to the doors, which are often left open. You know on account of the breeze. Like, it gets so hot upstairs. Not just for us running round doing everything. ‘cos, like, these tights, are so hot. Anyways, where was I? Oh yes. So, I mean Oh My God, we could just like walk out of there. Oh MY God. Just like that. We get changed and we like totally go home!”

Lizzie sighs, closes her eyes in thought before opening them and smiling at the dumb sissy she is roomed with.

“Sit on the bed, Danni.”

Why wasn’t she more excited? Surprised at her calm reaction Danni complies, carefully keeping his thighs together so that the hose rasps erotically and placing his palms on her one thigh.

Lizzie settles close to him and takes both the sissy’s hands in her own.

“Listen, please. Like, I think you need to take a deep breath.”

Daniel complies, taking in a lungful of air that pushes out his false breasts.

“So, like, you are sooo like a ditz. Honestly, no wonder we aren’t Office Mangers, like the clever people upstairs. So. You just shared your plan to me. So won’t our collars pick it up? Not that they listen to everything we prattle on about. That’s only of interest to other office girls. But if anyone is listening then you’ll get your arse pummelled by one of the Office Managers.” She closes her eyes and screws up her nose. “Oh please let it be that hunky Mister Harding. Whoops!” She puts her hand over her mouth and giggles. “What am I like? They would have heard that. I mean, if they are listening.”

“Oh!” Daniel appears crestfallen. “I hadn’t thought of that! Seriously”

“No, I know.” Lizzie scrunches up closer to her. “Don’t look so down. We can’t help being dumb. And anyways, it makes us look cute and helpless to the Office Managers. Anyways. Even if, like, we get outside and what then?”

Daniel becomes excited again, “Oh yes! We change into these clothes. Like in the bag.”

Lizzie pulls a face of disdain. “No thanks! Do you want to wear drab clothes? Hide your lovely thighs and bottom under some monstrous apparel? Flat shoes. Yuk! No way!”

“Well …” Daniel is uncertain. Whilst the outfits in the castle were humiliating, they were exciting. It was a turn on to see people reacting to him dressed like this. Vaguely, he says, “well it would only be for a short time.”

“Uh-uh.” Lizzie clearly isn’t convinced. “And what would you do then? I mean outside. Like magically make your car keys appear. Could you find your car in here? Seriously? DO you know where it is?”

Feeling crushed, Daniel nibbles his lip. “We could ask someone.”

Lizzie giggles. “Silly. Ask someone here to help you escape? Like oh yeh, dumb office girls are gonna be helpful. And oh yeh, Office Managers are seriously gonna help you.”

Daniel emitted a long sigh, “There must be a way.” he was suddenly energised. “Oh. Oh! We could catch a bus. That would be totally cool!”

Leaning forward, Lizzie kisses her nose. “God, they say I’m dumb! Where do you get a bus from, in the middle of the Scottish countryside?”

“I don’t know,” Daniel feels like crying. Not just because his big plan are burning away before his eyes, but because he just feels so stupid for not seeing these obvious, glaring problems. He says the next words without any conviction at all. “Thump a lift?”

Cuddling her room mate, Lizzie giggles. “So there just happens to be a passing car, like here, in the middle of nowhere. I don’t think so.”

Hunching over, close to tears, Daniel whines, “But there must be some way to escape!”

“Aw, Danni. You look so cute. No. Even if you did, they have phone sims fitted into your collar so they will find you easily. Those dishy guys in the tech Room will find you like that!” She clicks her fingers.”

Throwing her head into her hands Danni barely holds back tears of frustration. “I am such a clutz. So dumb! How could I not see any of that?”

“Aw. Don’t trouble your silly little head. You just got over excited. Now do you want to hear my plan to get out of here?”

Opening his eyes wide in hope Danni says, “Yes please. Likee yes! Totally!”

“So, what we do is,” Lizzie grins with wild, enthusiastic eyes, “we throw ourselves at the clients. Like, it’s not as if they actively want to avoid us. They can’t keep their hands off us. Then like, oh my God, so easy! We perform for them, you know what guys like, then they’ll want to take us with them. Maybe an entire weekend. Or maybe a full week! Just spending all our time pleasing guys. How about that?”

Lizzie’s eyes shine as if she is demented.

“Well,” Daniel will let her down lightly. “Trouble is, like I’m just not a slut like you.”

Hoping he hadn’t offended Lizzie with the obvious truth, he kisses her cheek and they find themselves snuggling.

Lizzie giggles. “Of course, you’re not!” She chortles. “We all are. That’s why we were chosen. Silly. You can’t hide your real self in here, the Managers won’t allow it. So what you say? Let’s go upstairs now. Last day in these gorgeous shorts. Tomorrow we get the new uniform. Whatever that’ll be like. Let’s make the most of it.

Affecting reluctance, Daniel rises slowly from the bed still holding Lizzie’s hand. Feeling it too slutty to agree out loud, Danni just smiles. Anyways. It would be more exciting than being sat down here.

In the control room, off one of the classrooms, Miss Shania and the tall, blonde, Miss Emerson grin at each other.

Miss Shania presses the talk button to Lizzie’s collar, “Now tell Danni to check her hair and makeup”.

On the screen they see Lizzie raise a finger towards Danni. Over the speakers they hear Lizzie’s excited voice, “Don’t forget to check your face. And best brush your hair too. We want to look our best for the Office Managers. They work ever so hard up there. They deserve to be able to rest their eyes on something nice.”

Seeing Danni compliantly obey her fellow office girl, Miss Emerson laughs, taking her turn on the talk back button, “And in your best bimbo voice tell her it will be oh, so much fun.”

On the screen, Lizzie beams at Danni. “Oh my God, it will be like, seriously, so much fun! Like, totally.”

Pressing the button again, Miss Emerson says, “Good girl Lizzie. Now you have a good time upstairs. I’ve told two of the Office managers to give you a good time as your reward.”

On the screen Lizzie pulls her palms to her mouth in delight.

“Don’t worry about the dumb sissy,” Miss Emerson continues, “we’ll keep an eye on her!”

On the screen they observe the hot sight of the two office girls pecking their goodbyes in each other’s cheeks. Lizzie leaves with a girly finger flutter which Danni immediately returns.

Turning down the sound on the monitors, Miss Shania says, “Pisses me off that some guys are gonna get hold of those two sexy, little minxes.”

Nodding, Miss Emerson replies, “I know what you mean. I love dumb sissies, but Danni’s been one of the best. I suppose our training gets better with every week. That Lexi is learning her place pretty well. Anyway, I gather you nailed Danni in your room earlier. So you took her cherry!”

Finding it difficult to hide her pride, Miss Shania says, “Oh yeh. She fucks like a bunny in heat. Especially as I made her wear bunny ears!”

Miss Emerson chuckles at the thought.

“And you should have heard her when she came,” laughs Miss Shania. “Squealing like an animal. I think Danni is going to be a wonderful entertainment for our managers and clients.”

“Look,” Miss Emerson is pointing at the screen image.

Peering closer, Miss Shania sees Danni admiring herself in the mirror. Double checking her make up and pushing her hair into place at the back of her neck. The dumb slut then turns on her heels to check her bottom in the mirror before giggles to herself with delight at the sight.

Miss Shania rises stiffly. Fucking Danni stupid has taken it out of her. “I’m gonna do everything I can to make sure Danni serves Miss Zoe and Miss Katie Hodgson.”

“Oh, and Miss Hodgson herself,” Miss Emerson adds. “You know how the boss likes to ensure the wives are never able to see sissies as anything other than dumb, slutty bimbos. Job done when that happens.”

“Yeh, I get that. That always happens. But I really want to see the look on that little minx’s face when she has to settle down over the lap of one of those new young managers for a hearty spanking. It’ll be delicious!”

Again, Miss Emerson laughs. “Oh, I know. Please make sure I’m there too. To be honest I think he now completely lacks any status, even in his own eyes. Having Lizzie destroy his brainless plan of escape was simply delightful. The last straw for him. That gormless blank look on Danni’s face as we tore apart his attempts to think over his stupid plot was priceless. It wouldn’t have been the same if a teacher, Office Manager or someone in authority, had demonstrated how flawed his thinking is. To realise he is dumber than any office girl is precious.”

“Yes. He is now wholly reliant on Office Managers guiding him. Oh my God, Miss Emerson, I want that little minx back in my bed right now!”

“Let her suck a dick or two tonight,” Miss Emerson says, thinking out loud. “Complete her change. They never go back after that. You know what Miss Shania?”

The two dominant women share a look.

Miss Shania says, “What?”

Miss Emerson grins. “There isn’t another job like this on the entire planet. And there are so many dumb sissies we can easily trick into coming here, thinking they are landing some big shot job.”

Miss Shania presses a button on her pc, “Yes look. Here’s the next one. Ripe for our education!”

*Warning: Dear reader, do not be alarmed at the final paragraphs of this book, remember it is only fiction.

On Miss Shania’s screen, your name and address appear, along with your wife’s name, your job and your family details.

Please do not trouble your silly, little head over matters you cannot yet fully comprehend. Following their rapid expansion, Harding Ltd is simply seeking a new Office Manager. They feel you are ideal for a position within their successful, expanding company. No interview. Just take the phone call that’s coming your way in the next few minutes.

Ensure you make a note of the address and post code for your sat nav. Don’t be surprised if your wife doesn’t look surprised at the invite and encourages you to accept it. Over the previous week she will have had a series of meetings with Mr Harding or one of his hunky Office Managers. They will have ensured she is wholly up to speed on the benefits gained by you both fully complying with the offer. No, she wasn’t out with her friends or working late at the office over the last few weeks but thinking of her and your future. But don’t trouble yourself unduly, I am sure you will explain the errors made by Harding Ltd and earn yourself one of their highly paid Office Manager positions.

You will be made to feel quite at home at Harding Ltd, especially with the new uniform.

Legal note: Harding Ltd denies totally any inference, conjuncture or ideas raised in this book. No office girls are held against their will. You are invited to simply ask one who has been employed for longer than 3 weeks. Should you choose to stay, of your own volition of course, and take one of the office courses, then Harding Ltd will do all in its power to ensure you reach your full potential within the organization.

-Signed on behalf of Mr P Harding by his legal team.

End
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