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The Tutor

This should have been more fun. As Mina stood outside the door, she glanced down the long corridor, thinking back to some of her memories here. Even though she graduated from Overton University more than four years ago, she could still remember the conversations, jokes, and laughter.

College had been one of the best experiences of her life. This should have been a pleasant trip, reminiscing through a stream of nostalgia. Unfortunately, she wasn't there to enjoy herself. No, she was there for Alex.

Exhaling through her teeth, she hoped she would get better news this time. She knocked on the door to Professor Ling's office.

After a few seconds, the door opened, and there was an older woman with black hair. She had on a simple peasant blouse and a long dress. She adjusted her glasses and she peeked out at Mina.

"Can I help you?"

"I'm sorry to disturb you, Professor Ling. But my name is Mina, and I was hoping I could ask you about Alex Carter." Even as the words left her lips, Mina knew that there was a very good chance this teacher wouldn't tell her anything. Student privacy and all that.

"Alex Carter? I don't think I have any students by that name."

Mina did her best to hide her disappointment.

"Okay. Thank you for your time."

As she walked away from Professor Ling's office, Mina flexed her fingers into fists. She wanted to hit something.

"You look mad," said Mina's best friend, Justine.

Both girls had dark hair and fairly light complexions. They were both in their late twenties, and they both had good jobs. "I'm not mad. I'm disappointed," Mina said, which was almost a joke. Justine started to crack a smile.

"You know, you're not supposed to be his mother."

"No. I'm supposed to be his big sister, which might as well be the same thing right now."

"So give him some tough love. Kick him out."

"Alex couldn't take that. He doesn't have any kind of experience or skills."

"That's the point!" Justine picked up her cup and took a sip of water. Around them, the restaurant bustled with conversations.

"No. I'm not going to do that to him. Besides, I'm worried that if I kicked him out, that would be a wound that would never heal. Or worse, what would happen if he really couldn't take care of himself?"

"There comes a point when adults have to stand on their own two feet."

"I don't think Alex is really an adult," Mina said. "I need to help him. Just kicking him out, saying some platitudes about tough love, it wouldn't work." Mina shook her head from side to side, disappointed. She stared down into her cup of ice water, watching as the ice shifted in her grip.

"What is he then?"

"Legally, an adult," Mina said. Of course, if Alex had still been sixteen or seventeen, a minor, then maybe Mina could have done more. Perhaps she could have sent him off to some elaborate boarding school or something. But he wasn't. He was eighteen.

"But he doesn't have access to his trust fund, right?"

"That's true. He won't get his inheritance until he earns a college degree or until I sign off on his ability to take care of himself. And yet, I'm not doing that anytime soon," she said with a puff of frustration.

"Are you sure he's not going to class?"

"Yes. I'm sure. None of his teachers knew who he was. They didn't even recognize his name. I know he registered. I helped him do that myself. But he's skipping every class." Speaking those words felt like an admission of defeat. In her own life, Mina despised the notion of losing. It didn't matter what kind of task she set for herself; she always fought to win.

Some of her ex-boyfriends really hated that about her.

"So you get a tutor."

"I don't think a tutor would do much good," Mina said.

Even though it was loud in the restaurant, Justine dropped her voice. Not only that, she glanced around, almost like she worried someone would overhear this next part of their conversation.

Mina raised an eyebrow, intrigued. Justine didn't go for unnecessary drama.

"This isn't just any kind of tutor. This is a specialist."

"A specialist?"

"That's right. Her name is Vanessa, and I've heard some interesting things about her."

"What are you talking about?"

"Well, she's supposed to help boys like Alex."

"How?"

"Alex hasn't been going to class. He hasn't been doing what he’s supposed to, right?"

"Right," Mina agreed, still uncertain about this.

"Maybe he needs a little bit more force?"

"He's an adult. You can't force him."

"Adults do things they don't want to do all the time. Okay, so from what I hear, this woman specializes in feminization."

"What?" In theory, the word made sense. Feminization would have something to do with making someone more feminine? But what could that have to do with Alex?

"How do you know about this?"

"Okay, so I was out with a couple of other friends the other night, and we got a little bit tipsy. I mentioned Alex, and we were just chatting, but one of the girls said that this tutor could make all the difference. If you want, I can get her phone number."

"He would never agree to be feminized."

"Apparently, agreement may not exactly be required." Justine leaned back and shrugged. "I totally understand if you don't want to do this, but apparently she's pretty hard-core. I think it could be good for him."

Mina bit down on her lower lip, wondering exactly what this might mean. She didn't see many other alternatives.

"Give me the number."

Seated in her office, with the door closed, Mina could still hear the conversations from out in the main office. Most of the employees at their company worked in cubicles. Not Mina. Since her last promotion, she was afforded the luxury of a private office.

She was grateful for that, especially at moments like this.

Mina had the number programmed into her phone. The real question was simple: could she call? When she called this stranger she would ask if this woman, Vanessa, could actually help her little brother.

Unfortunately, Mina already knew what was going to happen to Alex. On his current course, he would drop out of college, he would stay in his basement apartment, and he would play video games and mess around online. He would do this for years, probably messing up his health in the process.

And was she supposed to watch?"

Tapping her fingers on her mahogany desk, Mina knew that she had to try something. Even if it might not work, it was worth the effort.

With that in mind, she connected the call.

"Hello?"

"Hello, is this Vanessa?"

"Yes. Are you calling about my tutoring services?"

"About that, can you clarify exactly what you do?"

Mina thought she could hear the other woman smile. "Absolutely. I take unruly and undisciplined boys, and I turn them into obedient, feminized sissies."

Seated at her desk, Mina didn’t know how to answer. She sat there, stunned. She stared ahead, suddenly worried that someone might overhear this conversation despite the fact that her office door was quite thick.

"That's what you wanted to know, isn't it?" Vanessa asked from the other side of the connection.

"Yes."

"Can you tell me about the target?"

"He's not a target."

"No, of course not."

Mina knew that she should have hung up right there. It would have been easy. She could've just lowered her phone, tapped the red button on her screen, and dropped the device onto her desk. Simple.

And yet, there was something about this.

No. She knew she couldn't do it. Her little brother didn't deserve this. So what did he deserve? That was the nagging question that kept itching into her. It niggled at the back of her mind, this constant worry.

Her brother needed help. She couldn't do anything else. But this tutor may have actually offered a solution, a real option.

"How do you do all of this?"

"He's a boy. Boys are easily manipulated," Vanessa answered breezily.

"Of course, in his training, I will need your permission to discipline him as I see fit. Is that something you would be willing to agree to?"

Mina didn't answer right away. "Perhaps. What are your results like?"

"I have been entirely successful with every boy I have helped."

"Every sissy?"

"Absolutely," Vanessa answered without any hesitation.

Mina liked to believe that she can read people. It was one reason why she had been so successful in the corporate world. More often than not, success came down to questions of networking and interpersonal negotiations. Skill was helpful, and she had plenty of that, but successful people usually needed more than raw talent.

And right here, Mina felt like she could trust of this woman.

"Tell me exactly what you do to him."

"First, I need to know more about him. Who is he to you?"

The two women started to talk, working through the finer points as they decided Alex's fate.

Alex figured that as long as he took some multivitamins, he would be healthy enough. He worked out sometimes. He had a stationary bike in the corner of his room, though it was currently serving as a clothing rack.

Working out didn't seem that important, especially compared to his online goals. He looked at his character as he carefully worked through the math. He needed to figure out exactly how he could maximize his DPs. Damage. Always came down to damage. Online, lots of people liked to talk about the importance of healers and why armor mattered the most.

BS.

To Alex, it all came down to striking quickly, inflicting the maximum amount of damage and taking out enemies. After all, every combat essentially came down to the action economy. What can you accomplish in any given second? If you remove enemies from the field, then you don't have to deal with them.

Up the stairs leading out of his bedroom apartment, he heard a knock on his door.

Alex froze, wondering who would bother him. Then the answer formed, and some of the anxiety dissipated.

Mina, of course.

Alex had friends, though he never bothered to see them in person. They could hang out online just as easily.

"You can let yourself in!" Alex shouted. His sister hated that, but he didn't really like being interrupted, so they were even as far as he was concerned.

Alex heard footsteps coming down the stairs. Without turning around, he said, "I'm good. Don’t need any food or anything. Don't worry. I can get by on chips easily enough." His sister did have the annoying habit of nagging him about his eating habits.

"I'm not your sister," came a strong voice.

Alex spun around in his chair, only to freeze as he locked eyes on the woman standing right there. She had on a black skirt, a white blouse, shining leather boots, and her hair was tied back into a severe pony tail. With her eyes aimed at him, Alex froze.

But then he remembered that this was his place. "Who are you?" His voice didn’t crack. He was surprisingly grateful for that.

"My name is Vanessa, and I'm going to be your tutor."

"What?" He stared at her for a couple more seconds. She didn't say anything. Maybe she wanted to let the idea sink in first. But then he started laughing. "Did Mina put you up to this? Look, just go tell my sister that I'm fine. I don't need a tutor. I can handle my classes."

"You aren't even going to your classes." She said those words with perfectly easy confidence. And she walked closer, striding toward him.

Alex actually shifted back, worried. His seat bumped up against his desk, and she rested her palms on the armrests of his chair. "This is what's going to happen, Alex. You’re going to try to bluff your way out of this. You're going to tell me that you're fine, you can handle your grades and whatever. But no, you need help. You aren’t the man you think you should be, so I'm going to tutor you. In a couple of days, you're going to call me, and you're going to be desperate. You're going to be willing to do whatever I want."

"Lady, you're crazy."

" Here's my number." She tossed a card onto his desk.

Alex watched her leave. He couldn't believe it. Suddenly nervous, he glanced over at his desk. There was the card. He looked over at his multivitamins. He decided he wanted to take one. He had forgotten that morning, so now seemed as good a time as any. He grabbed his cup of stale water and one of the pills. He dropped it into his mouth and swallowed without even thinking about it.

The next morning, Alex felt different.

At first, he couldn't really understand exactly what had changed or what seemed strange. As usual, he rolled out of bed sometime around noon, and he dropped his sheets onto the floor without bothering to pick them up.

He lifted his shirt, and he took a sniff. It smelled clean enough, he figured.

One nice thing about not worrying about going outside was that he didn't need to think of other people or how they might react.

Clean enough worked for him.

He sat down at his desk, and he turned on his computer. He saw the screen load, and he touched his fingers to the mouse. But strangely enough, he couldn't double click on the icon to start his game.

Today, some important things were supposed to happen, right?

He thought through the different scenarios, goals, and quests that lay before him. And yet, there wasn't any rush of excitement. There wasn't even the sense that this was something he should do.

Creasing his brows, he shook his head, figuring that it wasn't a big deal. He might just need a little bit more time to get into the game today.

He grabbed his cup, he took another multivitamin, and he started his program.

Once he logged in, he looked at his character. Normally, he felt this quick thrill of achievement. He played on the hardest server; more than that, he had one of the most powerful characters. People on the forums knew his name. He wasn't famous, not really, but he was reasonably well-known. Respected. Feared.

That was good enough for a kid who didn't feel like messing around with college.

But today, it didn't really work.

Irritated with the game, he logged out, and he went online.

Something else occurred to him. He wanted to see something. What?

He started typing, and he didn't even realize what search terms he entered.

Suddenly, a shopping site came up, and he found himself admiring young, female models. But he wasn't exactly turned on by them. Instead, he was thinking about the sensation of the material, the way that tight bodice might feel around his chest, how the skirt could swish over his legs.

With a start, he realized exactly what he was doing. He hit the power button on his monitor, immediately turning the screen black.

"What the hell?"

Alex didn't understand.

Slowly, he reached up, thinking that he was just going to turn the screen back on. Then he would exit that one website. He would instead go back to his game, and everything would be normal. But even as he did so, he knew that wasn't going to be true. For some reason, he just didn't feel like playing. He didn't feel like killing anything. He didn't want to be big or strong.

"What the hell is happening?"

He glanced over at his multivitamins again. Right next to them, he saw her card.

Alex reached out for it. He knocked over his small pill container. A couple of them spilled out.

Were these pills supposed to be white?

He had taken them for quite some time. He had his favorite brand.

But these had a slight, pink tinge. Not only that, he picked a couple of them up, and he realized they were slightly smaller as well.

What the hell were these?

Alex didn't have any good answers.

But then, he leaned back, he rubbed his eyes, and a theory occurred to him. Was it possible?

No. It sounded crazy.

But what if that woman who came down here, Vanessa, actually switched out his pills? She said that he was going to call back and that he was going to be desperate.

With a puff of disdain, he snickered. "Yeah, right."

That was never going to happen.

Reassured, Alex quickly threw away the other pills. He dropped them into his garbage can and he turned on his monitor. He was about to exit out of that shopping site, but he saw something. It was a little yellow sun dress. It looked really cute. He admired the model. She had long, straight blonde hair, big blue eyes, and a sharp chin. She looked cute, both sexy and natural, sweet and normal. An all-American girl.

Alex  kept studying her. He knew he needed to look away. He just had to stop.

Instead, he clicked on her picture. He found other pictures.

He needed to stop. He had to stop right now.

But instead of simply closing the window, Alex grabbed his phone. At the same time, he picked up the card. He typed in the number.

"Hello, Alex," came Vanessa's voice after a single ring. "Are you ready to talk?"

"What the hell did you do to me?" Alex growled. "You know what? I don't even want to know. I'm just calling to tell you that I'm going to sue you so hard. I swear, I'm going to make sure that you end up in prison for this. You can't just mess with someone this way. It's not a prank. This is a felony!"

Eyes widened, he realized something. His voice. It sounded different. But how?

His pitch had shifted, rising higher. It made him sound more...feminine, almost like a girl...but not quite.

"You can hear it, can't you? You know that something is happening. That's okay. This is normal."

"What's going on?"

"Let's just say that I'm going to make some minor modifications to your personality, Alex."

"No." He said that word, doing his best to be defiant and challenging. He wanted this woman, whoever she was, to understand that she didn't have any power over him.

"Want to hear something especially funny?"

At first, he didn't answer. Responding felt like he would be playing into her hands. And yet, he looked around the room, worried. He had ingested this medicine, and he didn't know what it would do or how long it would last.

When he didn't say anything, the woman on the other end of the line continued, "it's funny that you have no idea what is about to happen to you. You see, that medicine wasn't just one dose. It was formulated for a specific time release. Unless you can do exactly as I say, you're going to find yourself becoming more and more feminine."

"No," he said again, only this time his voice lacked any real defiance.

"Yes," he heard the woman say. "It will feminize you. This is top-of-the-line stuff. It's going to remain in your system unless I give you an antidote. So what's it going to be, Alex? Are you going to be a good sissy for me?"

His eyes widened when he heard that one word. Sissy. It sounded old-fashioned, like something he wouldn't expect to hear. And yet, the word dug down into him.

"You can't get away with this. I, I'm going to go get help."

"No one knows about the formula. They won't know what antidote to give you. This isn't something a normal doctor would understand," she replied.

His fingers gripped his phone tighter, his knuckles and fingers turning white. Alex didn't want to believe this woman. And yet, she seemed so confident. What if he hung up on her and went for help, only to realize that she'd been telling the truth? He would just become more and more feminine? Would he actually become a girl?

No. That wasn't possible. And yet, his voice was already starting to change. That much was obvious.

He walked over to the corner of his room. He had a mirror hanging there. It was mostly dirty. He didn’t really worry about cleaning his space. But as he looked back at his features, he realized something. His skin was smooth.

Yes, he just shaved a little while ago, but this was different. He ran his fingers up against his cheek, hoping to feel the little scratches from his stubble. No matter how good a job he did, no matter how recently he had shaved, there was always some tiny stubble, the sharp little follicles.

Not this time.

Alex couldn't remember the last time his face had been this smooth. It must have been before he hit puberty.

"So many changes. So many changes for a handsome young man. Or should I say a pretty girl?" The woman, Vanessa, must've been able to guess why he'd gone quiet. "Well, you'd better get used to them."

"What do you want?"

"First, I want you to go take a shower. Then you're going to get dressed, and you're going to come meet me. I have a special facility where I tutor sissies like you."

"I'm not a sissy!" Alex growled back at her, but he didn't sound domineering or powerful. There wasn't a ripple of masculine energy and his voice. No, he really did come off more like a petulant girl.

"Sure you're not," she replied with a condescending chuckle. "By the way, when your tastes start to change, don't worry about it. That's normal."

"What?" Alex asked, but she had already hung up on him.

For a few seconds, he it started to freak out, wondering if she was just messing with him. But after she ended the conversation, he got a text message. It had her address.

Heart pounding, he looked around his room, wishing he had some good idea. What was he supposed to do with this?

A stranger had come into his bedroom, switched out vitamins for some kind of poison or something, and now he was going to meet her?

"I'm bigger than her. I'm stronger than her," Alex said, but as he glanced over at the mirror again, he didn't feel strong. If anything, he seemed smaller than before. When he played some of his games, he could sit up straight and feel the adrenaline surge through his body. Each and every time, he would know what he needed to do.

Part of him wanted to get back to the game, to just focus on winning. He understood the data, the strategies, what he needed to do.

But now, he walked back up the stairs. He went into the guest bathroom, and he pulled off his shirt and his pants, his boxers, his socks. Naked, he turned on the water and he started to shower.

As he did so, he relaxed under the water, enjoying the hot jets of liquid as they blasted away some of the stress.

Then he looked down, and he realized something. His skin was turning smooth. "What the hell?" At first, he thought it was just the patch on his chest. But no, he saw his legs, and they were smooth as well. Even between his legs, his pubic hair had disappeared!

The hot water had triggered something in the formula. That stranger had tricked him!

Immediately, his hand shot up to his head, thinking that maybe he was going to be bald all over.

But no, his hair was right there, maybe even stronger and thicker than before. When he pulled, something else occurred to him. Was his hair longer?

No. That couldn't be happening. He tugged on it again, and there was this strange tingling coming from his scalp. After a few more seconds, he realized that it really was longer.

His hair was supposed to be short, very short period. Masculine. Boyish. None of that was true.

Hurrying up, Alex quickly finished showering. But after he turned off the water, he suddenly became timid. Fear paralyzed him, making it difficult to move.

When he stepped out of the shower, his body dripping wet, what was he going to see in the mirror?

Forcing himself to be brave and man up, he stepped onto the towel on the floor. Then he looked over at the mirror.

As he looked up, he studied his features, almost worried that a girl would be looking at him. But no, it was still his face.

His cheeks may have become somewhat softer, and his facial hair was obviously all gone. Not only that, a few loose bangs hung down in front of his eyes. His hair really had grown. He tugged on it again, only to feel that same tingling from before.

"What is she doing to me?"

The bathroom obviously didn't answer.

Alex swallowed. He had to go meet this woman. He had to confront her.

As he got dressed, he tried not to look at his naked body. And yet, he couldn't quite help it. Were his hips wider? Had his buttocks filled out more? What about his waist? It seemed smaller, like he had more of an hourglass physique.

No.

He was just seeing things. This had to be some sort of gag or something. Okay, so maybe some drugs could change a few things, but they couldn't alter everything about him.

Alex left his basement apartment once he was dressed in a pair of jeans and a loose T-shirt. He grabbed his wallet and his stuff. Then he braced himself for the next part.

He hoped that the keys to the spare car would just be sitting there by the front door. But no, they weren't. He glanced around, hoping to find his sister’s purse, but it wasn't there either. This meant that she had the keys.

She had gotten into the very annoying habit of keeping them on her at all times. Theoretically, the second car was supposed to be an extra one that just belonged to both of them. But really, Mina paid the bills, so she thought she could organize the house however she liked.

Alex and tried to disagree on more than one occasion, arguing for fairness. She just smirked, reminding him that the person who dealt with the paperwork got to make the rules.

On more than one occasion, he wanted to sneer about how she wasn't his mother, but he never let himself fall quite that far. That sort of argument would have only made him seem even more childish, even more pathetic and immature.

He didn't think he needed a job to be mature. It was as simple as that.

Bracing himself for an argument, Alex went deeper into the house, walking down the hallway until he found himself in front of her office door. He tapped on it with the back of his hand a couple of times.

"Come in," came her voice.

Like usual, Mina was seated at her desk, her back straight as she typed and clicked.

"What's up?"

Technically, she hadn't said anything offensive or even mildly aggressive. Even so, he could feel something bristle along the back of his neck and down his spine. It really did feel like they needed to argue. When she asked him what was up, he thought he detected some note of derision in her voice, like she was addressing a child or something.

He was only a little bit younger. Alex deserved her respect.

No, not just deserved but demanded. He would have her respect.

"I need the car."

"Really? Where're you going?"

He gritted his teeth. For a second, he was tempted to tell her what had happened. And yet, it sounded too bizarre. How could he just explain that some woman had barged into his basement apartment and switched out his vitamins for some sort of feminizing chemical?

Yeah, right. If she didn't respect him now, this story wouldn't help.

Taking a breath, he did his best to sound diplomatic. "I'm just going to go out to take care of a few things."

"Like what?"

"Am I being interrogated?" Alex asked, more hostile than he had intended.

"No, but it's my responsibility to take care of you."

"I'm not a little kid," he answered.

Mina stood up. She walked around her desk and approached him. As she did so, he took a step back, his shoulder blades brushing up against the door behind him. He didn't like this. No, he wasn't a little kid or anything, yet her proximity still made him nervous, like he really was a child about to get in trouble.

But he hadn't done anything wrong.

Again and again, he told himself that he just needed the car and he had every right to use it.

"Alex, you aren't a little kid, but I am worried about you. I know we've had this conversation plenty of times before, but I think you should try to listen to me. Maybe I could help you get a job. You don't really want to live in a basement your whole life, do you?"

"I like my life," he said, though he wasn't sure if he was telling the truth or not. It just felt like the right thing he had to say.

"Here are the keys," she said, plucking them from her pocket.

He grabbed them, snatching them back into his hands before he turned around and walked away.

As he closed the door behind him, Alex thought he heard his sister say something, but he couldn't pick out the exact words. He decided he didn't care what she had to say.

As he drove along the streets, he started to fantasize about something. He imagined the scenario where he was the one with the job and the money. And his sister would have to come crawling to him, asking to borrow the car. In some of those fantasies, he was very nice, allowing her whatever privileges she wanted. And of course, she would be respectful because she would know exactly who was in charge. But then there were the other fantasies where he would make her beg or plead. In many of them, she would insult him, swearing off for calling him a bastard, for teasing her like this.

But he could do it.

The fantasies weren't fun for long. Pretty soon, Alex could feel that sting of disappointment. He didn't want to be the little brother living in the basement. But what was he supposed to do differently?

He didn't want to scrounge around for some crappy job. More than that, he didn't know what he might do that would be interesting or fun.

He parked outside of the house in one of the subdivisions on the outskirts of town. As he put the car in the park, a temptation itched at him. He decided to check out his reflection in the rearview mirror. His hair had grown some more. It was almost reaching down to his shoulders now.

"What's happening to me?" Alex asked.

Then he decided that he was just going to focus on his anger. That bitch, Vanessa, had drugged him. Now there are going to be consequences. He got out of the car, slamming the door. Then he practically ran up the walkway, kicking into the porch steps. He found himself in front of another door. He slammed on it, bashing his fist into the solid wood.

He stepped back, positioning himself for a fight. But really, what did he think was going to happen? He would tackle this woman and demand an antidote?

"If that's what I have to do," he said to no one in particular.

He waited there, feeling like an idiot. The seconds kept ticking by, and he kept his eyes aimed forward. Finally, the door opened, and there she was.

Now her hair was tied back into a severe bun, and she wore black rimmed glasses. Her blouse was unbuttoned a little bit more, revealing a hint of cleavage.

In spite of himself, Alex could feel his excitement pulsate through his body.

No. That's not why he was there.

"I came for the antidote," he said.

"Oh, but you look so pretty. Look at yourself. You're going to make an amazing sissy."

That's when she reached out and grabbed his wrist. She pulled, yanking him across the threshold. He lost his balance, stumbling.

Vanessa didn't allow him to absorb his surroundings. She marched him through the entryway, down the hall and to one of the sets of double doors. She pushed them open with a flurry. Then her hand went down to his ass, and she shoved again.

She was so strong! With hardly any apparent effort, this woman made him stumble ahead. Only this time, he couldn't maintain his balance, so Alex fell to his hands and knees.

"This is where I'm going to train you and tutor you," she said.

Alex lifted his head, and he noticed the aroma first. It smelled like fruit, some mixture of sweetened cherries and strawberry. The addictive scent filled his nostrils, making them think of the pretty girls he used to sometimes admire from a distance back in high school.

Blinking, he took in his surroundings. At first, he had to wonder if this was a hallucination or something.

The walls had been painted a pastel shade of pink, like something you might find in a nursery. There was a bed with neon pink sheets and frilly pillows that matched. On the walls, there were cartoon posters with puppies, unicorns, and rainbows. Off to the side, there was a desk, only it was covered in different kinds of makeup.

Alex didn't know how most of those jars worked or what they might contain, but the thought somehow intrigued him, like he wanted to know.

Then he spotted the sliding doors.

Vanessa walked over to one of them, her fingers wrapping around the side. She pulled the door open, revealing a closet filled with girl’s clothing. Instinctively, Alex already knew that those outfits would fit him. Just as importantly, he itched to stand up and walk over, to check them out.

Refusing to think about those thoughts and temptations, Alex pushed himself up onto his feet. He stood for a moment, but Vanessa was already approaching him, coming closer, step by step. Her confident strides made him want to retreat back.

But no. He was there for a reason. Now that he finally had his bearings, he glared at her. "I swear, I'm going to go to the police unless you give me the antidote right now."

Vanessa kept walking toward him.

Just as he had done with his sister, Alex retreated back. If anything, this woman was even more intimidating than Mina. Sure, Mina was competent and confident, but she also loved him. She wanted to take care of him, no matter how embarrassing or infuriating that might be.

This other woman was a mystery. More than that, he could sense the danger she posed. In her high heels, she towered above him.

Finally, his back pressed into the wall. He didn't have anywhere he could go. "Alex, you willingly came to my home. As far as I'm concerned, that means you accept my offer. You need a tutor."

"I don't need a tutor," he sneered. "I'm not even going to school."

"Precisely. But you will," she promised, her eyes glittering with something wicked. "Granted, we're going to have to get you ready first."

Get him ready? What did that mean?

"Look, I don't want to hurt you, but I will if that's what it takes. I'm not leaving here without an antidote."

"Well, you aren’t leaving here, not for some time," she agreed. "But if you're a very good sissy, maybe I will be able to send you out on Monday."

His nostrils flared. He started to reach out, thinking he would grab her. Okay, so she was tall with toned muscles and all of the self-assurance anyone could ever want. But he was still a boy, still stronger.

He was going to push her down onto her back and get her to do what he wanted.

Or so he thought.

Vanessa's hand shot up, her fingers wrapping around his wrist like a vice. She yanked hard, pulling him off balance. He stumbled forward. She kicked, her foot connecting with his buttocks. He stumbled again, landing on his hands and knees. But that wasn't enough to satisfy this woman.

Moving with predatory grace, she watched as he started to try to get up. These boys were always the same, especially at the beginning. They had this bluster, this culturally programmed assumption that they knew what they were doing.

Just as Alex tried to get up, he felt her high heel push down into the small of his back.

"No. Don't get up," she commanded. "Right now, I'm telling you to stay down."

He stopped moving.

Vanessa began to remove her shoe from his back. He tried to scramble up.

As he did so, her hand flew down, her grip pressing into the sides of his neck. She pinched, and pain flashed through him. But she wasn't done.

Vanessa had given him the opportunity to do this easily. Instead, he had insisted on moving, so now there were going to be consequences.

She walked across the room, holding on to him.

"I was hoping this wouldn't be necessary, but you obviously need a spanking."

A spanking?

That punishment sounded so infantile, like he couldn't really believe or accept what he was hearing. The thought seemed impossible. But then, the room kept flashing by him, and she sat down at that desk. She turned the chair around and pulled him down onto her lap.

"This is what you get when you defy me," she said simply.

Her hand flashed down against his jeans, striking into his buttocks.

The pain flashed through to him, but it wasn't so bad. Despite this, his eyes began to water. His lower lip trembled. What was wrong with him? Why was he reacting this way?

It was the embarrassment, the shame. He had misbehaved, so now an authority figure was going to show him what would happen. These were the consequences for his actions.

Those thoughts tumbled through his head as she swiped again, smacking his ass.

"Fine. I, I will not misbehave!"

"No, you won't. And that's where the new show me just how obedient you can be by stripping. I want you naked for an inspection."

She made the idea of an inspection sound normal.

Vanessa didn't tell him to get up, not exactly. She pulled her hands away from his body, and the tension disappeared.

Right away, he knew that he could move, but something told him to stay put. Nervous energy simmered through his skin, paralyzing him.

Vanessa smiled. Face down, he couldn't see the expression. He had no idea what was going on or what had begun. But he would learn. He would start to figure it out. It might take some time, but Vanessa didn't mind.

Reluctantly, he slid off of her lap. He turned around, his shoulders slumped, his hands hanging by his waist.

Vanessa crossed one leg over the other. She tilted her head to the side, watching him through the lenses of her glasses. "Well?"

Just one word.

It seemed to prompt him back into behavior. He grabbed onto the hem of his shirt, yanking it up and over his shoulders.

"Very cute."

Alex couldn't help himself. He glanced down at his frame. And yes, his waist had shrunk. Not only that, his arms seemed somehow more petite as well, more feminine, like he didn't really have the build of a man. His body wasn't built for strength.

No, he looked cute. Feminine. Girly.

Suddenly, he had the instinct to hide his nipples. Why? He had never felt that desire before.

Resisting, he balled his fingers into fists. He wanted to throw a punch, but both he and Vanessa already knew he wouldn't have the courage.

Men fight. Girls wait to be rescued.

But I'm not a girl! That thought flashed through his head, bright and powerful. It had to be true. He wasn't a girl.

"Now the shoes, socks, pants, everything," she said with a curt nod.

Alex inhaled, filling his lungs. Timidly, he reached up and caressed his forearm. It was a self comforting gesture, only it didn't provide him with much relief.

Was he really going to do this? Taking off his shirt was one thing. This felt different. And yet, she nodded again, her eyes drifting down toward his waistband. He reached for the button on his jeans. He loosened it. Next, he dropped his fly. The sound of the zipper seemed to vibrate along his skin, almost electric. He hooked his thumbs into the sides of his pants, and he pulled them down. He kicked them off. Next, he pulled away his shoes and his socks. Finally, he only had on his boxers.

"It's not a big deal. Besides, I'm going to get to play with every inch of you whenever I want, so you should just get used to this. Take them off. Now." That last word took on fresh authority.

He bit into his lower lip and pulled off his boxers.

"Very cute," she said. "I can definitely see why you were selected to be sissified. I mean, you're not much of a man now. Just imagine what you will look like by Monday."

"You're not going to get away with this," he said.

"Try to leave. Just try it again. Let's see what happens."

Alex glanced over at the door. He hated this feminine bedroom. It looked like something that a girly ten-year-old might appreciate. But that wasn't him! He was a man.

And yet, he was standing there naked because this woman told him to. She had already spanked him, and now he couldn't bring himself to try to leave without her permission.

"That's what I thought," she said, beckoning him forward. "Don't worry. We're going to start with something simple." She got up from the chair. Then she beckoned him forward with a flick of her finger.

Despite everything he wanted to believe about himself, Alex approached her. Not only that, he took these swaying, sashaying steps that seemed natural somehow.

"It's funny how much your behaviors are chemical, don't you think?" Vanessa asked, having clearly noticed his new gait.

Alex couldn't disagree.

He stood there, and she came up to him, grabbing his wrists and bringing them to the small of his back. She crossed them, smiling as she began to circle him. Vanessa's eyes moved from his petite feet up to his slender ankles, along his slim shins toward his shapely thighs. Then she stopped behind him, and her hand brushed along his leg. Another wave of electricity seemed to run through his body. This time, it snapped up his spine, jolting into his brain. It took all of his self-control not to jump away from her caress.

"You like that, don't you?"

She brushed him, first with her fingertips. The softened points delivered these delicious caresses. His body reacted immediately, especially because he couldn't deny her beauty, her powerful sex appeal. From the curves of her chest to the smirk on her lips, everything seemed powerfully feminine.

This was a woman who could take control. He knew that. More importantly, he knew that he could never resist her.

But he still had to try, didn't he?

She grazed him with her fingernails next, leaving red lines along his flash. All the while, his body responded, betraying him.

"Look," she said, running her fingers through his lengthening hair. By this point, it reached to the nape of his neck. She grabbed on, taking a firm hold. Then she forced his head down so that he looked toward his groin.

There was his cock, stiffening. Was it smaller? He couldn't be sure. But then, her hand came away from his leg, and she stroked his scrotum. It was smooth. Next, she went for his cock. Her fingertips gently grazed his body, adding to the passion, the desire, the shear arousal suddenly pumping through his skin.

Alex's breath caught. He couldn't breathe.

"You like this, don't you? You love being hard for me. Don't worry. I will let you have erections from time to time."

Let him have erections?

She stopped, letting go of him.

As she did, it felt like he might collapse onto his knees. It took all of his self-control just to remain upright.

In the meantime, Vanessa walked over to one of the dressers. She opened up the second to bottom drawer, and she took something out.

"You know what this is?" She held up the curved, plastic tube. Alex absorbed the details before him. He saw the industrial plastic, the curved ring, the small padlock. He drank in this information, but the pieces didn't make sense. He didn't know what he was seeing.

"Keep your hands behind your back," she ordered, coming closer and closer.

He was torn between the fear of disobedience and what she might do if he allowed it. But really, what choice did he have? He couldn't stop her. So she walked right up to him, and she smiled. She waited, watching as his erection subsided.

"I hope you enjoyed that. You won't get another one until you show me you deserve it."

Alex still didn't understand, but his body had relaxed by this point. She took the tube, and she slipped it over his member. Next, she slipped the ring up around his scrotum. She used a strip of plastic to connect the two pieces together. Then she locked them on with the padlock.

The entire process took less than a minute.

"How does that feel?"

"What, what did you do to me?" Alex couldn't help but ask.

Bright, cheerful laughter erupted from her lips. "Isn't it obvious? I locked you in chastity. And you see this?" She pulled out a thin chain from her pocket. Dangling at the end was a silver key. "This is how you get out. If you want out, you do as you're told. If you don't, you stay in chastity. And you get punished."

None of that sounded fair. Alex glanced over at the door again. "Assuming I let you go, what would you do? Would you really want someone to use a bolt cutter that close to your cock?"

He flinched at the prospect, imagining just how badly things could go.

Tensing, he shook his head.

"Say it," she commanded.

"I won't go. I, I will stay."

"And?"

"And I will do as you say," he replied, his voice flat and empty. But even as he spoke, there was something else, that fresh pitch, that girlish note of acquiescence.

He was making good progress, Vanessa reflected. By the time she returned him to his sister, he would be a well trained and obedient sissy. She wondered exactly what would happen to him after that. Was Mina going to keep him like this? Or would she soften, allowing him some semblance of masculinity?

Really, it was none of Vanessa's business, though she enjoyed a little bit of speculation.

"And I will do as you say," he had said. With those words fresh in her ears, Vanessa walked back over to the dresser. She went up to one drawer, sliding it open. Then she reached in, considering the different possibilities, though she didn't take anything out, not until she was certain of her choice. Obviously, she already knew his size. With all of her experience, she could glance over at a boy and figure out what size of panties he should wear.

There were other questions she had to consider. Color? Cut? Texture?

"Please, don't do this," he said, practically pleading.

Oh yes, she knew exactly what to make him wear.

She pulled out a pair of white panties with pink trim. The soft bits of lace came off of the sides. Taking the two corners, she lifted them up and spun around.

His eyes widened, the shock playing over his face. It was delicious, she thought. She loved that look of panic on his face as he shook his head.

"Don't move," she commanded as she marched up to him.

Then she grabbed his hand and pulled. She put the panties between his fingers. Even though his digits seemed slack, the panties hung there. It was like he couldn't move, like he didn't want to touch them any more than was absolutely necessary.

"Put them on. Right now."

He gulped, looking down at the underwear.

They were so feminine! It was the most feminine pair of panties he had ever seen. It reminded him more of lingerie, like something that a bride might wear for her new husband.

And she wanted him to wear it. No, not just wanted. She ordered him to wear it.

"You need another spanking?"

He shook his head, suddenly scrambling to obey. He lowered the panties down and slipped his right foot into the opening. He did his left foot next. Then he pulled the underwear up along his legs, feeling the trim as those lacy bits rubbed over his skin.

The panties fit beautifully. They had been especially designed to lower his cock downward, hiding the bulge. Now, he had an even more feminine outline.

"Let's get you in your uniform," she said.

He sputtered, trying to get his lips to move correctly.

Before he could shape anything coherent, she pulled out a set of stockings, a skirt, and a blouse with a vest. Not only that, he saw the small ribbon.

"No. No way," he said.

"Spanking?"

He couldn't believe it, but the threat of feeling the impact of her palm against his backside was enough to make him obey.

"Face it. I already have you locked in chastity and you're already wearing panties like a good little sissy. You might as well go the whole way," she said.

Those words should have discouraged him. They should have given him the strength to defy her authority.

They didn't. They smothered out any rebellion or resistance he may have been able to otherwise summon up.

"Good," she said, handing him the stockings first.

He took them, looking at them. They had already been rolled up.

"Sit down," she ordered. To move them along, she grabbed his shoulder. She forced him down onto the chair beside the desk.

Almost unwilling to believe what he was really doing, he pulled the soft material up his leg. He felt it, encapsulating his skin. As a guy, he had worn tight socks before, but nothing like this. A sharp stab of humiliation burned through his body. But he pulled the stockings up. They stopped just below the lines of his panties. He could hardly believe it.

"Now the skirt," he ordered.

"No. Please, not that. Don't make me," he said, begging. Eyes wide, he looked up at her with feminine desperation. He didn't sound like a man making a demand. No, he was a sissy pleading.

If Alex thought this was bad, he had no idea.

She could make him suffer.

"Don't make me threaten you again," Vanessa commanded.

A shiver ran down his spine. Would she? Unquestionably, yes. She would. She would grab him, spank him, show him that he wasn't really a man. He wasn't big enough or strong enough to fight back.

But if he wasn't a man, then what was he?

One word popped into his head, a susurrus of possibility. He refused to think about it.

Instead, he did as she commanded, picking up the skirt and pulling his legs into it. Then he looked down, confused.

"Here, let me help you with that," said Vanessa with a telling smirk. She stepped right up to him, and he felt another sliver of nervousness. "It's okay. You don't need to be frightened, Alex. Just do as you're told, and everything will be easy."

His nostrils flared, and he itched to say something about how he was never going to simply behave or obey. And yet, he knew the truth. He waited. She could make him.

She zipped up the skirt, tightening it around his waist.

"Now the corset," she said.

Alex didn't understand. He only had the blouse and the tie. Corset? What did she mean?

Vanessa went back to the closet, and she came back with a pale pink bodice. She held it up, letting him drink in the site once again.

"No," he said, whining the word.

"Oh, you're so cute when you look desperate."

She motioned for him to lift his hands into the air. Like a good little sissy, Alex obeyed. She brought the corset down around his waist, and then she started to tighten it, making it more and more snug. Soon, it seemed to hug into him, this constant reminder of what he would be wearing.

The skirt wasn't so bad. He could almost think of it as a kilt. Stockings could be taken as comfortable. But this? No, this was a device of torture. It would be there, this constant pressure, an undeniable reminder of what had happened to him, what he had put on.

"You know what I find so funny about sissies?"

Alex didn't answer right away, so she lowered her hand, placing it against his ass. She squeezed, her fingertips pushing into his buttocks. "Sissies are adorable because they have these stupid ideas. Deep down, they want to be boys. And boys always think they know what girls are supposed to be."

Alex didn't really understand, but she kept pulling on the corset, tightening the lace until he could barely breathe.

"Very pretty," she said, grabbing the blouse next. She pulled it onto him, guiding his hands into the sleeves. Then she started to button it up. Inch by inch, she secured the blouse. Then she tucked it into his skirt, and finally, she held out the vest.

"Put it on," she commanded.

It took some doing. Alex had to struggle.

"Now, just a pair of cute little shoes," she said, grabbing them from the closet. She dropped them down in front of Alex.

They didn't look like something that a boy would wear. Sure, they were simple, black leather, with maybe a half inch heel. And yet, it still seemed a very feminine, like something a school girl would wear.

He looked back down at his body, and he knew that was precisely what he had become under her tutelage.

"You look very cute," she promised, pinching his cheek.

"No, I don't."

Vanessa answered with a laugh. She snorted, derisive and dismissive all at the same time. Then she grabbed his wrist and pulled.

She brought him over to the shoes. He slipped his feet in, and there it was. He was dressed just like a schoolgirl, like some fantasy.

But he was a boy. It didn't matter how she dressed him. He would just look silly, right? He couldn't actually look like a girl. He couldn't be pretty or anything like that.

"Now it's time we do your makeup," she said.

"Makeup?" Alex choked out the word.

"Yes," she commanded. She snapped her fingers and pointed over to the desk. It was time for him to take a seat again.

Alex gulped, the humiliation burning along his cheeks and down his neck. Was he really going to do this? Could he really do this?

He took one timid step after another, hoping that he would come up with some brilliant solution to get out of this predicament. Maybe he could call his sister? Maybe Mina would help him?

He bristled at the thought, knowing full well that his sister would take this as one more example of how he couldn't handle his own life. Then again, who could deal with something like this? Vanessa had tricked him, trapping him. But that didn't really matter. He still looked like a sissy, a pathetic, feminized boy.

He sat down.

"No. A lady always keeps her knees together," Vanessa ordered.

Alex looked to down. He sneered for a moment. As a guy, he had never had to worry about his body language. He could spread out as much as he wanted to, relaxing in the authority that came with simply being male. But now, this woman wanted him to behave like some timid girl? He wasn't going to do it.

He lifted his chin and glared at her.

Vanessa strode closer, and she reached down, sliding her fingers along his cheek. It required all of his self-control not to react, not to flinch, not to pull away or to try to jump out of the seat. After all, he already knew that it would be an easy matter for her to grab him and shove him back down into his seat.

"Alex, you don't want to piss me off, do you?"

"No," he finally said, surrendering his will to her.

"Then be a good sissy and bring your knees together."

He obeyed. And as he did so, he could feel his panties rub against his scrotum.

"Good girl," she said. "Smart girl." Vanessa patted him on the head, enjoying that look of chagrin on his face.

Vanessa had done this several times before. She considered herself to be an experienced trainer. She understood what it took to dig down into the male psyche, to upend every belief a boy held about himself, to show him what it meant to be helpless.

When guys argue about sexism and say that it's not a big deal or that it is mostly made up, they're wrong. There’s something most men don't understand. Sexism is pervasive. It's acidic, soaking into every aspect of life. It comes down to how women are expected to walk, talk, the subtle pressures that are exerted upon them day after day.

Men get to be men. They can make their own choices. They are fundamentally the subjects of their own lives, while women routinely exist in relation to someone else. If the girl doesn't want to get hit on by a guy, she can't to just say no. Instead, she must say that she already has a boyfriend or husband. It's not so much a question of her own independence or her desire to tell a guy to go away, but rather, she is left alone only if she already belongs to someone else.

That's an important distinction.

Lots of guys don't understand this because they are guys. They already know how it feels to be their own people. They could hardly imagine a scenario where they're a status symbol.

But Vanessa could take this sensation of helplessness and inject it straight into a boy.

The formula she used certainly helped, but that wasn't the most important element of her training. As a tutor, she knew one important fact. These boys could be subjugated if they were feminized. She could pull away that sense of entitlement, that independence, and she could do it by dressing them, making them up.

Teaching them.

Yes, the knowledge itself would make it easier and easier for a boy like Alex to understand his real place. He had struggled as a man, so she would turn him into a sissy.

It was simple.

Better yet, it was fun.

"You're going to need to learn about all of these," she said, holding up the different bottles. She lifted one after another, explaining what they did. She talked about concealer, foundation, rouge, eye shadow, lipstick, and more.

"I'm not going to learn any of this," he said when she finished.

Vanessa exhaled, grabbing him by his neck. Her fingers pinched down, and she pushed him onto his side. Most of his weight was still supported on his buttocks, but now she exposed his skirt. She pulled it back, revealing his panties and his bottom.

With her free hand, she spanked him, striking hard, striking fast, making sure that it stung.

"I can do better. You want to try me?"

"No!"

Vanessa smirked, thinking about how easy it was for her to train boys.

Sure, the formula she had slipped him made him weaker, domicile, stripping away all of his masculine hair even as it softened his features. But really, this was still about psychological conditioning.

"Then tell me what this is," she said, picking up the bottle of foundation.

He squinted for a few seconds. Unfortunately, she had the label turned away from him.

"Foundation?"

"Good guess. And what do you use it for?"

His chest rose and fell. He gasped as much as the corset would allow. At the same time, he shifted uneasily, worried about something.

"You know the answer, don't you?"

"It's foundation. You use it as the base for the rest of the makeup. That's what you said, isn't it?"

"But despite all of your protests, you were paying attention," she said, mocking him and accusing him in the same breath.

He inhaled, a sharp, little nervous gasp. He didn't want to admit it, but how could he deny the obvious?

"It's okay, Alex. Just accept it. You're going to be a good little sissy for me. Like right now, I'm going to get you nice and made up. Then I'm going to put a couple of ribbons in your hair, and I'm going to show you off. More than that, I'm going to get you set up for school."

"Set up?"

"You'll see," she promised.

As Vanessa applied his makeup, she explained each step. She talked about how he needed to balance everything, how he couldn't put too much of one thing in one place. It was a little bit like a puzzle, a little bit like an art project, a little bit like an engineering assignment.

Alex didn't want to understand, but he did. More and more, he learned about how makeup worked.

And when she was done, she had him press his lips together. She had already applied the lipstick, gliding it along his upper lip. And now, he smoothed it out once again.

"Look up," she commanded.

Alex gave a quick shake of his head, nervous. What was he going to see?

On some level, he actually hoped that he would look absurd, like some disgusting parody of what a girl was supposed to be. But there was another possibility, one that lingered right there at the back of his brain.

Vanessa touched a finger to the underside of his chin. She was very careful not to smudge his makeup as he turned to the mirror.

Dumbfounded, Alex stared. On the one hand, he knew that this was his reflection. He understood that perfectly well. But there was something else. He didn't feel like a man. In fact, the image reflected back didn't seem at all masculine. From the slender neck to the gently sloping cheekbones, to the button nose and soft, clear skin, that definitely looked like a girl. Sure, the reflection had a boy’s haircut, but there was something so profoundly feminine right there.

"What did you do to me?"

"I've been very honest with you, Alex. I'm feminizing you. I'm going to turn you into a good little sissy girl."

Alex he gulped. Hot dread coalesced through his body. It felt like a weight deep in his stomach, but he still didn't know what to do or how to resist it. He didn't know how to fight back. He glanced over at the door, which was a mistake. She placed one hand on his shoulder, and that was enough to remind him that she was bigger, stronger, more powerful. Throughout his life, he always assumed that a man would have the physical advantage. Sure, females could be intelligent and they could succeed, but guys would always be superior.

That was no longer the case, not in this home, not with this woman.

"You just need a couple of cute ribbons," she said.

Alex shook his head from side to side. No! He didn't want that, but she ran her fingers through his hair, gripping the lengthened tresses. By this point, they were reaching just below his shoulders.

"Don't worry. The growth will stop soon enough," she promised. But then, she picked up the clips, sliding them into his hair. She put one on the left side, and one on the right. They looked like red and blue flowers.

"Look."

Alex didn't want to obey, but he didn't see any other choice.

He looked at his reflection again. The ribbons were only two more details, but they crushed his last semblance of masculinity.

He really was a sissy. He really was a feminized boy now.

"What do you want from me?"

"I've already made it obvious. I want to teach you how to be a good little sissy. That's why I’m your tutor and that's why you're my student."

He heard those words, only they didn't fit together; they didn't make any freaking sense!

His eyes started to water, and Vanessa noticed right away. "What? Are you going to cry? Are you going to cry like a little sissy boy?"

On the verge of tears, he glanced over at the door again, wishing he had the courage to try to escape. Although it would almost assuredly be futile, he still wanted to make the attempt!

But he couldn't. He wasn't strong enough. He wasn't brave enough.

Vanessa guessed his thoughts easily enough. "You could always try to run away," she teased.

He could make the attempt. He could make the attempt and fail.

"No," he said, shaking his head.

"There's a good little sissy." She patted him on the head, like he was a dog or a pet. At the moment, that was precisely how he felt.

"Now, follow me to the living room."

She turned around, striding toward the door. Reluctantly, he got up, only to feel the exotic, almost alien sensation of the heels. As a guy, his shoes were always flat. He'd never tried to imagine how it would feel to have this downward slope.

He took a couple of steps forward, grateful that the heels were low.

"In time, I'm going to make sure you know how to walk on stilettos," she promised. "But don't worry. That's a lesson for another time."

His lips parted. He wanted to contradict her, to tell her that this was never going to happen. And yet, he suspected it might.

He walked closer to her.

"No. Go back to the chair."

"What? Why?"

"Go back to the chair right now."

He turned around, obeying because he didn't like the prospect of another spanking.

Standing beside the desk, he waited for her to tell him to proceed.

"You're still trying to walk like a boy. Really, you need to learn to walk like a sissy. Keep your hands held demurely in front of you, cross your wrists, and be sure to sway your hips."

He registered these words, but his mind rebelled immediately. No. He wanted to take long, confident steps.

And yet, there was that smirk on her lips, a promise of punishment if he disobeyed.

"I don't have all day," she commented.

He started to walk forward, domineering at first. But step-by-step, as he got closer, he brought his hands in front of him, just the way she wished. Next, he started to wag his hips just a little bit, sashaying from stride to stride.

"Good sissy," she said, patting him on the head again. "Walk just like that from now on. Every infraction will be punished."

He gritted his teeth, obeying.

When he first went into the living room, he figured that there was going to be another "lesson." There wasn't. Instead, she sat down on the couch, and she smiled at him. "Walk from that side of the room over there to the mantle and back again. You're going to practice for me."

"I don't need practice."

"You're a girl. You don't need to think. You're told what to think. Learn to obey or there will be consequences."

He took a breath or as much of one as the corset would allow.

"Sissies don't think," she said, smiling at him. And in that expression, her control was apparent.

He swallowed back his trepidation, and he walked back and forth. As he did so, he tried to imagine how it would feel to be a man. But he couldn't, not as he sashayed across the room. This was just too much, too feminine, too humiliating. It didn't help that she had her eyes on him, reinforcing his behavior.

Like a good sissy, an obedient sissy, Alex walked back and forth again and again. He would get one side of the room, only to be told to do another lap. Each one didn't take very long, but she wouldn't allow him to stop.

"That's right. Keep going. Show me what you can do. Good sissy," she purred.

Alex continued to obey.

"Now, go to the kitchen and make me a sandwich."

He spun around. "What?"

Vanessa stood up, and she walked right over to him. She poked two fingers into the underside of his chin. He could feel her nails drag along his flash.

"You heard me."

She smirked, she winked, and she spun around again. Her hair would've bounced against the back of her neck, though it remained tied up in a severe bun. She sat down, taking out her phone while he stood in place.

She wanted a sandwich. Theoretically, this wasn't supposed to be a big deal, but he knew exactly what it meant. How many guys had teased girls by telling them to go make them sandwiches?

Gritting his teeth, he nonetheless turned around and walked toward the kitchen. Once there, he looked around, thinking of the different weapons he might use. He could grab a knife. He could fight!

The thought flashed bright behind his eyes, dangerous and alluring. But just as quickly, the idea faded away, replaced by genuine fear.

If he tried something like that, she would definitely punish him. Up until this point, Vanessa had been fairly gentle with him. But what if he really pissed her off? Most of his punishments, no matter how humiliating or painful, had still seemed playful, at least on her end.

He couldn't risk infuriating his tutor.

So he went over to the counter and started to look around. There was bread, a plate, everything he would need except for the meat, cheese, and lettuce. Exhaling slowly, he went over to the fridge.

Predictably enough, everything he needed was there.

"Hurry up," she called into the kitchen.

He proceeded to work as fast as he could. He cut the sandwich in half and brought it back to her.

She took it, and she snapped her fingers, telling him to kneel before her. He obeyed, and she started to eat right there in front of him. He watched, horrified by how easily she had been able to control him. Again and again, he wondered where this would go, what she had planned.

"May I ask a question?" Alex wondered if this tactic would work.

"What is it, Alex?"

"You said you wanted to feminize me. Why?"

"Think about it. Give me a guess. If you answer correctly, I will give you a treat."

He pressed his lips together, unconsciously careful not to smudge his makeup. After a second, he realized what he was doing. He rearranged his features, doing his best to appear neutral. But it was clear: Vanessa had noticed.

The formula was doing more to his brain. It was making him feel fragile and small. More and more, he was feeling and experiencing the world the way so many men assume women do naturally. His entire approach to life was being feminized.

It wasn't just the superficial stuff like makeup and hair and clothing. No, she wanted to reprogram his entire perspective.

It was working. He kneeled before her, watching as she ate the sandwich.

Resisting the urge to lick his lips, he had to make a guess. That much was obvious. Participation in her little "game" wasn't optional. So he said, "I think you get off on humiliating guys."

"That's true. Keep going."

"You like control. You're enjoying the power you have over me right now even though you know it won't last."

"Do I?"

Before he could answer, she shook her head slowly, almost like a predator. He couldn't help but think of the feline playing with a trapped mouse.

"Alex, someone hired me to train you."

"What? Who?"

That's when she took another bite of her sandwich, only to set it down. She licked her fingertips, and then she stood. Remaining on his knees, Alex didn't know what to do.

"Your answers were okay. I still think you deserve a reward, however. So I'm going to let you out of your chastity cage, and you're going to get an orgasm."

"What? I don't want an orgasm," he said.

"Really?"

He told the truth. The idea of experiencing any sort of pleasure while dressed as a schoolgirl was too much. His brain couldn't handle it. He didn't think he'd be able to climax even if he had genuinely tried.

Then again, he didn't know exactly how persuasive a woman like Vanessa could be.

"Interesting. Get up. Follow me."

He obeyed, lifting himself up onto his feet. As he followed after her, he instinctively moved his hips from side to side. Not only that, he crossed his wrists, holding his hands in front of him like a good girl.

She brought him back into the pink bedroom.

"Lay down."

"What? Why?"

"Because I'm in charge and I told you to," she replied with the easy confidence of a woman who knew she couldn't be defied.

Resisting the temptation to try to fight back, he crept over to the bed. She pushed him down, shoving him onto his back. She climbed up on top of him, straddling him. She grabbed his right wrist, slamming it down against the yielding mattress.

He tried to pull away, thinking that this was just another demonstration of her physical acumen. But no, he felt it next, a leather strap. She looped it around his wrist, securing the clasp. The whole thing only took a second. As he turned his head to look at the pink leather, she grabbed his left wrist.

The same thing happened! She strapped him down, and he instinctively tried to get away. Panic shot through his body. No, he couldn't be helpless. He couldn't just be strapped down.

But he was. Worse, there was nothing he could do about it.

"There, there," she teased. "It's okay. I'm just going to give you your reward. You did such a good job, almost answering the questions correctly."

“This isn't fair."

"This isn't about fairness. This is about giving the sissy what she needs."

He glowered at her, but then he saw the key. She pulled it out, letting the small chain sway from side to side. Then she pulled it down his panties, yanking them all the way past his shoes. Finally, Vanessa peeled back his skirt, revealing his imprisoned cock.

"Look at that. Someone’s struggling," she said. And it was true.

Even though he didn't want to think his body had responded to any of this, it had. He was turned on.

"What, what are you doing?" It seemed like he asked her this all the time. And yet, he couldn't get his heart rate to slow; he couldn't force his body to calm down.

Vanessa didn't answer. Humming to herself, she used the key, sliding it into the opening. She turned it, letting it click open.

"Don't worry, little sissy. I told you that you did a good job. You pleased me, so now you get your reward."

"I don't want a reward!"

"That's the fun thing about dealing with sissies. You can protest all you want, but this right here tells me everything I need to know," she said, gingerly pulling the chastity tube off of his cock. And immediately, his shaft inflated, springing up.

He hissed through his teeth, throwing his head back. At the same time, he tried to twist his wrists, hoping that he might be able to somehow slip free from those bonds. They didn't give. Tight around each limb, they held him in place, locking him down, putting him at her mercy.

"Settle down," she ordered.

Alex didn't comply, not this time. He kept thrashing about, trying to kick free. As this woman straddled him, he yanked as hard as he could, desperate to break the clasps, to tear through the leather. Yeah, right. That wasn't going to happen, especially in his diminished state.

"Such a silly little sissy, getting all excited over nothing. Just relax. You don't get to control your body. You belong to me right now."

Almost tenderly, she reached a down, cupping his balls in her right hand. With her left, she glided her fingers over his link.

His body locked up. Despite his position, the skirt, the corset, the makeup, all of it, Alex froze.

It felt wonderful. She was touching him, stroking him. Sure, he had gotten close to a couple of girls, but they never touched him like this. They never gave him these addictive, electrical impulses.

"You like that, don't you?"

Alex refused to answer.

She pulled her hands away.

"What, why did you stop?" He was panting, desperate to fill his lungs with oxygen.

"I stopped because you didn't answer me."

He took another breath, fighting hard to maintain some semblance of dignity.

She stood there, her knuckles pressed down into the mattress. It was clear that she wasn't going to move until he said something.

"Yes," he whispered.

"Sorry, what was that?" She was teasing him, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Something inside of him cracked, breaking. Maybe it was another layer of his dignity. "Yes, I like it. It feels, it feels really good."

"Good sissy," she said, stroking the underside of his balls and she gently ran the pad of her thumb along his erection.

"Now, you might be dressed up like a girl, but you're not a girl, are you?"

Again, he tried not to answer. He didn't make a sound, so she withdrew her hands. Those delicious sensations dissipated, vanishing altogether.

"Yes, yes, I'm not a girl."

He didn't really know what he was saying, only it didn't matter. The only thing that really made any difference to Alex was getting her to touch him some more, getting her to offer another taste of that pleasure.

And she did.

Like a generous trainer, she gave her pupil another taste of that ecstasy. She lightly glided her fingertips along his balls even as she wrapped her hand around his erection. She squeezed, not enough to make him come, but close. Then she pulled her hand back, and she ran one fingertip around his opening, trailing it down, down, down to the base of his cock. Then she switched back to her thumb.

"What's the difference between a girl and a sissy?" Vanessa asked. "Because really, you’re dressed the same way, aren't you?"

Alex didn't know, but he had to say something.

"Sissies serve. Sissies obey." He didn't know exactly where those words came from, but she rewarded him with another gentle, teasing caress. He arched his back, languishing in that pleasure.

His body had turned hot, his cheeks flushing.

As his heart pounded away, he could hear her laughing. "I like that. Maybe I should put that on my business card."

"Please," he said, his voice straining. But what was he even asking for? Did he want her to stop? Did he want her to continue? He didn't know.

"Tell me more."

Opening his eyes, he glared at her again, though only for a second. She rewarded him with another squeeze. It wasn't fair. He felt like an addict, and he would do anything to get more. How could this woman be so enticing? How could she play with him with such expertise?

"I'm, I'm a sissy. That means I have to do whatever you say. If I was a girl, I would be allowed to have my own rights."

"That's right. A girl, you see, can be feminine but still take charge. Look at me. I have this lovely physique, but that doesn't mean I'm a man's plaything. No, that's you, Alex. You're a plaything, aren't you?"

Another test.

"Yes! I'm, I'm a plaything!" Another squeeze nearly got him off, but she stopped, almost as though she could sense that moment when he would climax.

She called this a reward, but she was still tormenting him, using his body, his instincts, his natural impulses against him.

Even though it wasn't fair, he couldn't stop her.

Squirming and struggling against the leather straps, he could only endure.

"So when you're a feminine little sissy, what does that mean?"

"It means, it means I have to do what you say. It means that I, I don't get to decide for myself."

"No, you don't. You don't get to be a stubborn brat anymore. You don't get to pretend that just because you're a boy, you get to make your own decisions. You're going to be a good little sissy. You're going to do as you're told. You're going to learn to obey. You're going to put on your makeup and your uniform. You'll brush your hair and brush your teeth. You're going to be so sweet. You're always going to worry about your appearance and getting the right answers. You need to be a good sissy, and that means impressing those around you. It doesn't matter what you think of yourself. You need to get the approval of the people around you. Isn't that right?"

Immediately, he started panting out the answer. "Yes, yes, yes, that's right!" His lips moved, but he couldn't even be sure of what he was saying. Was he agreeing to something?

Alex didn't know; he couldn't bring himself to care either.

"I'm going to let you come now, but you have to promise to be a good sissy. Can you do that? Do you promise that you're always going to be a good little sissy for me?"

He gritted his teeth as the different possibilities played through his body.

"Yes!" Alex squealed that word.

She gripped him, moving her hand up and down, up and down, jerking him to completion.

Incandescent ecstasy surged through his body, flashing along every inch of his skin. He could feel that singing pleasure rock between his nerves, these echoes, these reverberating pulsations. He came hard, his cock spurting.

It went on and on, this rush of pleasure condensed down into just a few seconds, perhaps half a minute.

And then she was done with him.

"Oh, look at that. I got a little bit of your come on my hand. I guess that means you have to lick me clean."

Just seconds before, he had been dozing, his body exhausted. It felt like the adrenaline had simply evaporated from his blood stream.

But now, he tried to get his eyes open, and there was her hand, just an inch away.

"Lick my hand clean, sissy. Sissies need to understand that they get to taste, from time to time. That's going to be you, sissy."

Alex tried to summon up some barrier of defiance, some reason why he couldn't or shouldn't do this. But then, he opened his mouth, and he stuck out his tongue. Careful not to smudge his lipstick, he licked at her hand like a little dog. She giggled, enjoying that look of abject defeat on his face.

"What's the most important part of being a sissy?" Vanessa asked.

Currently, Alex was on his knees, still dressed in his schoolgirl uniform. He looked adorable. From the distance, he could easily pass as a girl. In fact, Vanessa was fairly certain no one would mistake him for a boy. He wasn't a boy; he was a sissy. There it was again, that oh so important distinction.

"Being pretty and obedient," he replied.

"That's two things, sweetie," she said.

"Being obedient?"

"Yes. Being obedient is everything. You need to learn to be feminine, and that means doing as you're told, respecting your betters, deferring to the proper authorities."

"Who would that be?" Alex asked.

Vanessa studied her charge for a few more seconds, perhaps wondering if he was challenging her. But no, it looked like there was nothing but curiosity and a genuine desire to learn on his face.

That made sense. He'd already been in her home for more than a full day. He slept in his sissy bed, he wore panties, and he did his make up again. He was a quick study.

Vanessa was certain he would be ready in time.

Granted, Alex still didn't know exactly what was going to happen to him. But by the time she let him know, it would be too late. Would there be trepidation? Fear? Oh, yes. Definitely. His little sissy heart would probably pound wildly in his chest when he obeyed her. And yet, he would still do it.

She couldn't wait.

"Everyone," she said, dropping her voice, like she was sharing some secret. "You have to obey everyone. You see, women rule the world. Men don't really know this, but there are some guys out there who deserve a modicum of respect. Is that you, Alex? Do you deserve a modicum of respect?"

Immediately, he shook his head. "No."

"Why not?"

"Because I'm a sissy."

"That's right. You're a sissy. Think back to all of the indignities women have had to endure for the last couple of hundred years. That's you now. That's your life. You get to endure that same frustration, that same humiliation. In fact, I'm going to need to make sure that someone can take care of you."

"Take care of me?"

"Back in the day, women would be raised by their fathers, only to be married off when they came of age. Women never experienced true independence. And neither will you." She made it sound obvious. More than that, she made it clear that this was inevitable.

"I, I think I understand."

"You don't, not yet. But you will," she said. And that's when she stood up. She lifted the hem of her dress. Then she picked at the waistband of her panties, pinching them. She pulled her underwear down, letting it slide over her legs. She watched him, studying that expression.

It was clear he was trying to hide his reaction. He was turned on. He was being allowed to look up her skirt!

He may have been a sissy, but he still wanted her. In fact, this silly boy probably fantasized about getting to take her, having sex with her.

Yeah, like that could ever happen.

She kicked off her panties, letting them land on his face.

He didn't reach up to remove them.

"Crawl over here. I know you've been hoping to get closer to me, Alex."

He didn't say anything. He looked just like a shy young woman. Adorable. She beckoned him forward again, and he moved on his knees. Then she reached out, stroking her fingertips along the nape of his neck. She could feel his soft hair against her knuckles.

"You're going to lick me. You're going to show me just how good and obedient you can be. Are you ready?"

He nodded his head down and up. Did he understand? No, not really, but that was just fine. He moved forward, crawling now. She spread her legs, and she watched as he moved his face between her thighs.

"Kiss my pussy," she said without any hint of aggression. At this point, she was sure that he would obey. Between the formula and the spankings, his new outfit, and the rest of her training, he wouldn't defy her.

He couldn't.

And sure enough, Alex closed his eyes and he started to lick.

Right away, he noticed the flavor of her slit. She was already wet. He had never imagined the possibility of going down on her like this. Of course, his cock strained in its cage, but he was locked up, except for those moments when he earned himself a "reward."

That could happen, but he wasn't going to bank on it.

He licked, sliding his tongue up and down the length of her pussy. He worshiped her, gently moving his tongue even as he felt her clitoris underneath. He moved slowly, then quickly. She purred appreciatively, but she didn't give him any direction.

"You're very good at this. I'm glad you have such a pretty little mouth. This is important," she said, uttering those words like a promise.

Excitement welled up inside of his chest. Yes! He was doing a good job. He was pleasing her. Nothing else seemed to matter. Nothing else seemed important.

Vanessa grabbed onto his hair, her fingers brushing over the clips. She pulled, yanking his face forward and back, like she was a man, like she was enjoying a blow job.

His tongue plunged into her pussy, almost penetrating her. It was almost enough to be intimidating, but Vanessa had total control over her pupil.

Like a well trained sissy, he kept licking, bobbing his head down and up, lifting his chin, only to dip it down again. He brushed his nose against her pubic hair, always doing his best.

For her part, Vanessa enjoyed every sensation coursing through her body.

"Think about it, sissy. You're servicing a woman right now, but that won't always be the case, will it?"

His eyes widened. What?

Vanessa giggled, intoxicated by her power as well as the feel of his tongue. "Just think about this, Alex. I said you are outranked by women and men. That means you might meet a nice boy who decides he’d like to feel your mouth. Would you do it in that situation?"

She giggled, enjoying the silence. Obviously, he couldn't answer, but she knew that his thoughts churned, desperation pumping through his head.

His initial thought was obvious: of course, he would never, ever go down on a guy. He couldn't imagine sucking a cock, especially like this. It was different with Vanessa. She was a woman. Not only that, she forced the issue, functionally enslaving him.

No man would ever do that.

And yet, he closed his eyes, and he pictured himself on his stomach, some powerful alpha male perched atop him. He would feel strong hands grip his wrists, and there would be that push, the thrust of a cock deep down into his vulnerable ass.

What?

Why, why would he think of something like that? Worse, he realized that his cock was aching as it pushed out against the strict bounds of his chastity cage.

He tried to ignore those thoughts, to push them away, to bury them. But he couldn't do it. He imagines himself as a pretty girl, getting asked out by a boy, putting himself in a bad situation where that guy could do whatever he wanted. They would be alone together, and maybe he would give Alex a choice. Suck a cock or lift up his skirt.

No!

He warred with that thought inside of his head, but he couldn't deny the power of those images.

With her hand still placed upon the back of his head, Vanessa enjoyed his silence. He kept licking with the same dedication and desperation. He did everything he could to please her, and she savored it. But at the same time, she loved knowing that he was thinking about it, that he was wondering and worrying about what might happen.

"Just remember, you are a sissy. That doesn't mean you can't be a slut. That doesn't mean the right boy won't get to use you."

She giggled. "Or maybe you're going to have to beg for it. What you think of that, Alex? You could go up to a boy and do your best to seduce him."

Alex couldn't believe any of this.

As he continued to lick, sliding his tongue up and down, left and right, in circles and along diagonals, he still couldn't comprehend what she was saying. It was supposed to be impossible, just a nightmare.

But then, she exhaled, screaming through the pleasure as her orgasm sang through her body.

"Wake up. Wake up little sissy boy."

Alex heard those words, but he didn't really understand what was going on. For a few, wonderful seconds, everything was dark and easy.

Instinctively, he brought one hand up over his face, like he wanted to block out the light and sound. But then, he felt a strong, consistent grasp around his wrist.

Vanessa. Her name popped back into his head, and he remembered it. He remembered everything. She had tricked him into her home. She had drugged him, feminized him.

And she had trained him.

For the full weekend, he walked around in different dresses and skirts, panties and blouses.

"It's time to get you ready for school," Vanessa said, chirping those words.

"I don't go to school," he insisted.

"Actually, you do. Just because you missed the first week of class, that doesn't mean you can't catch up."

His eyes opened, widening as he looked up at her. No way. She couldn't be serious. And yet, he didn't see any sign of humor in her expression. Occasionally, she would tease him, and there would be that mocking glint of amusement in her eyes.

Not this time.

"Get dressed, sissy," she said.

Vanessa slid off of the bed, and she sauntered out of the room.

He watched her go.

Sitting up, he felt the tension from the corset. Of course, she didn't allow him to take it off at night. The only times when he could remove it was when he was showering.

Pressing his lips together, he looked around the room. The lights were already on, the door closed.

Aside from his corset, he had on nothing but his chastity cage and a pair of panties.

Standing up, he walked over to the mirror and looked at himself. Fortunately, Vanessa had been telling the truth about his hair. It was no longer growing out so aggressively. It stopped about shoulder length, but it was wavy, lighter than he remembered. He nearly looked blonde.

As he blinked, he smiled for just a second, and that's when it occurred to him.

He really did look like a girl.

Sure, he didn't really have breasts, but that was a small detail. In a blouse, he would just look young, especially with his smooth cheeks and willowy physique. The corset definitely helped, shifting his shape.

He was feminine. He looked small, dainty, helpless.

It was true that he would never been a particularly big or imposing guy. But the days with Vanessa had reinforced that impression.

He had a few minutes. If he took too long, he already knew he was going to be in trouble.

Moving on autopilot, he sat down. He looked at himself in the mirror.

Deciding to get dressed first, he found his knee length socks. He pulled them on. Next, he took out a pair of pink panties. They looked relatively simple, just cotton, though they had little hearts dotting the backside. He pulled the panties up his legs. Next, he put on a skirt, a blouse, a vest. He tied a little ascot around his neck.

Altogether, he looked exactly like a schoolgirl.

Well, not exactly. Any girl interested in going to school would make sure she wore the right amount of makeup.

Knowing full well that Vanessa would insist on it, Alex sat down again. He wiped his face down before he began to apply the concealer. He could feel the weight. By this point, it almost seemed to be reassuring. Not only did it hide his blemishes, but it felt a little bit like a mask. Once he put this on, he wouldn't be Alex.

Who would he be?

Or more specifically, what would he be?

The answer came to him right away. It was the same one Vanessa always supplied.

She was teaching him how to be a sissy.

Worse, he was learning.

Like a good sissy, he put on a little bit of blush, some eyeliner and lipstick. He did everything very carefully, knowing full well that his tutor would punish him if he made some stupid mistake.

Eventually, he finished.

The entire process probably took about half an hour. Once he was done, however, he slipped his feet into his shoes. Then he walked out into the hallway, ready to present himself.

"You look adorable," Vanessa said. "I'm sure all of the boys are going to enjoy seeing you. But that reminds me. There something else you need."

Vanessa got up from her spot on the couch, and she walked over to him. He looked to down, trying to get a sense of what it was she would put on him.

Then he saw it, a small pendant. "See this?" Vanessa asked. She lifted it up, giving him a better look. And that's when he noticed of the small, hidden openings for the speaker. There was also a camera lens. No one would notice it without really examining it. It probably just looked like a cheap piece of costume jewelry, something cute and heart-shaped, nothing special.

"What, what are you doing?"

"I'm taking you to school. You have class."

Just after she pinned the jewelry to his vest, Alex stepped back. Dread filled him, cold and burning.

"No. Please, you can't be serious. I can't go to school, not like this!" And as he called out those words, he heard it, that little chime of feminine excitement in his voice.

He didn't sound like a boy, not even close.

When he tried to deepen his voice as he spoke again, he failed miserably. At best, he sounded like a little girl doing her favorite impression of some big, burly man. But really, there was no mistaking Alex for what he was, a sissy.

"Please, please don't make me do this."

"Behave yourself and remember your lessons, and no one will have to now. I mean, unless you decide to lift your skirt and show off what you have."

She giggled, waggling her finger down toward his groin.

He stepped back, holding his hands over his skirt, like he needed to protect his virtue.

"Oh, don't be so dramatic. I'm sure there are lots of boys who would enjoy spending some time with you, but only if you say yes."

"I would never do that!" Alex protested, but he still didn't sound strong or powerful.

"I'm taking you to school, and you're going to each and every one of your classes. And if you don't, I'm going to use my authority to take you to the doctor."

"What?"

"That's right, Alex. I can have you chemically castrated if you misbehave. You don't want to do that, do you?"

"There's no way a doctor would agree to anything like that."

"Alex, think back to a few days ago. Did you think a woman like me could possibly exist?"

The implications were obvious; if a woman like Vanessa could get away with all of this, then there were probably other people out there, women like her, doctors and lawyers, maybe even cops and judges who would help.

Vanessa's confidence came from somewhere. Perhaps she already knew that she couldn't get in trouble. Maybe she already understood that the logistics were in place to make sure a boy like Alex would be properly trained and completely owned.

Still, he couldn't bring himself to speak. As the words choked in his throat, Alex tried to think of some way to get out of this.

"Please, can't I stay here? I’ll be your servant. I’ll be your maid!"

"Is that what you really want?"

Alex got on his hands and knees. He looked up at her. He tried to think of every lesson he had learned. That's why he dropped his gaze down, doing his best to appear demure and completely feminine. "Please, ma'am, can I stay here to serve you? I would love to cook and clean for you."

"Are you worried that your college classes are going to be too hard for you?"

Clearly, there was only one right answer.

"Yes. I'm worried that I will be smart enough to handle all the books and everything."

"It's okay. Maybe if you flirt with a nice boy, he will write your papers for you or let you cheat off of his exam."

Alex shivered at the prospect. And yet, even as he did so, something else happened. He could feel it, this little pulse of desire running down his back. It scared him even as it dug straight to his core.

"I wouldn't do that," he insisted.

"You know, I would kind of like to keep you here as my servant girl, but you were brought here for a reason. You need to learn to behave yourself, Alex, so that's precisely what we are going to work on. Now, come with me."

Alex had degraded himself, stripping away those last, final vestiges of his masculinity in the vain hope that she might help him, that she might change her mind. But no, he now sat in the passenger side of her sedan.

Block by block, they headed back toward the college campus.

Alex looked down at the pendant, certain that Vanessa was going to watch him throughout the day. Not only that, she would be able to hear him.

If he asked for help, she would punish him. If he tried to resist or get away, it would be the same result.

Then they pulled up into the parking lot. Out beyond the trees, he could see the different college buildings. Some of them poked up several stories into the air. Others were smaller, but they all were creative. Shaped like squares, diamonds, or circles, they all offered something unique.

"I'm going to get help," he said to her. "I'm not going to let you do this to me." He uttered those words quietly, his eyes still and towards his knees. Of course, he kept his shins together. He had to be a good girl.

"No, you won't," she said simply.

He bristled, realizing something. Intuitively, he had hoped that he would be able to anger her. Maybe if he had been able to make her upset, she would decide to punish him. If he had to be punished, that meant he couldn't be in a classroom somewhere.

"By the way, I got you something."

Vanessa reached into the back seat and pulled out a little pink backpack.

"Put this on. You're going to look very cute and very sweet and I'm sure the boys will all be very nice to you."

Alex walked along the concrete pathway. He barely moved his feet, yet the world floated by.

This was bad. Really bad.

Alex kept glancing over his shoulder, wondering if Vanessa would be watching him.

"You have your schedule in the front pocket of your backpack," came her voice, startling him. Even though it was dumb, he jumped, looking around.

No, she wasn't nearby. The voice came from the speaker hidden in his pendant. Fortunately, there wasn't anyone else around, so he didn't need to worry about anyone overhearing this part of conversation.

Alex walked over to a bench. He lowered his backpack and unzipped the front pocket. True enough, he found a map along with his schedule.

These were the same classes his sister had insisted he sign up for.

It wasn't a particularly harsh schedule, but he didn't want to be here. More than at any other point, he ached to go back to his keyboard, his mouse and computer screen.

Over the last two days, he had been so focused on Vanessa and all of her attention that he didn't really worry about his games. In fact, those old priorities had faded, dissipating away into this haze of memory, almost like a half forgotten dream or an idea he may have had right before falling asleep.

But now, he had to go.

Unfortunately, the campus was easy to read. He knew exactly where he was and where he needed to go. He couldn't use getting lost as an excuse.

His eyes started to water.

He ran his fingers through his hair.

"Are you okay?"

Alex looked up.

A young woman was standing there. She looked concerned. "Are you okay? Is there anything I can do to help you?" She looked a little bit shy, but also nervous.

"I, I have to go to class," Alex said. As the words left his lips, he braced himself for some reaction. He didn't know exactly what he anticipated. Maybe the girl would instantly figure out that he wasn't actually female, that he was a boy dressed up like this to be humiliated for the pleasure of some deranged stranger.

"Do know where you're going?"

"No," Alex lied.

Why did you do that? Was it a part of his programming? Was it part of the training?

To be a good girl meant that he had to be dependent on others, including women.

"You mind?" The girl reached out and took his schedule from him. Alex gave it up.

"Oh, it looks like you have Introduction to Astronomy. That's a good class. You want me to show you where it is?"

"Yes, please," Alex said.

Together, the girl and the sissy started walking.

"They're hot, aren't they?"

The young woman had introduced herself as Megan. She started giggling even as she nodded across the walkway.

Up ahead, there were two guys striding forward. It looked like they were laughing, chatting about a video game or something. It wasn't one that Alex new particularly well.

"What?" Alex tried to pretend he didn't know what she meant, but his eyes drifted in their direction, his focus moving along their shoulders, down the length of their bodies. Those guys were hot. More than that, he felt the instinct and desire to look at them. Why?

It was the programming.

More than anything, Alex wanted to go talk to Vanessa, to ask her exactly what her formula had done to him. He'd assumed that the transformation would stop with his voice and his hair. He never imagined a scenario where it could actually affect his desires.

And yet, he kept looking. Even when Megan pointed it out, he couldn't turn away. He couldn't resist the temptation.

"The boys. They're pretty cute here. I think you're going to have a lot of fun."

"No!"

"What? You just want to focus on your classes?" Megan smiled. She was trying to be nice.

"I, I don't know," Alex said.

"By the way. What was your name?"

"Alex," he replied.

"Is that short for Alexandra?"

He yearned to scream, to tell her that he was a man and he didn't deserve any of this. The words wouldn't come. They locked up in his throat, frozen.

"Something like that," he replied.

Alex sat through one class after another, and it wasn't a big deal. Granted, he had already missed several course meetings, so he had to do his best to catch up, but he was smart. For the most part. He didn't really know.

"Alex, can I talk to you?" one of the teachers asked after class.

He was a younger man, probably somewhere in his 30s. Even though he taught a rather dry subject like geology, he still seemed interested in his students. More than that, he was charismatic, laughing with them and joking with them.

Alex found himself almost able to forget that he was supposed to be a dainty little sissy, seated there with his pink pen and his matching notebook. Because he had been well trained, he made sure to keep his legs together, and he sat upright, though he was careful not to try to draw too much attention.

"Yes, Sir?" Alex asked. By this point, the other students have left.

Alex realized something.

He was attracted to this man.

For some reason, Alex wanted to be on his stomach, his ass in the air, ready to be taken.

No!

"Are you okay?" I noticed that you didn't come to class last week.

"I'm fine," Alex replied. "School has just been a little bit stressful. I guess I've been nervous."

"Okay. Well, if you need any help or would like to talk to me, feel free."

"Yes, sir. Thank you."

With that, Alex clutched his notebook to his chest as he retreated from the room.

That had been close. It almost felt as though he would have started asking for some private attention. Maybe he could have batted his eyes adoringly. He could have offered to work even harder for a good grade. There were all of these stupid euphemisms Alex could have used.

"Hey babe," came another voice.

Alex froze. He didn't know what this meant. He turned around, and there was a guy standing there. Had he been in one of Alex's class? He seemed familiar, but Alex wasn't sure one way or the other.

"It's Alexandra, isn't it?"

"Yeah," Alex said. He knew that he should turn around and walk away as fast as he could, but he remembered his tutor’s comments about how he couldn't be rude. When someone gave him attention, he had to look up adoringly. Even as he smiled prettily, he would need to show his gratitude.

So retreat wasn't an option.

Worse, Alex knew that Vanessa would be watching all of this. Every second.

"Sorry. I know you don't know me, but I thought I would introduce myself. I'm Darren. I saw you around, and I thought I would say hello."

"You know my name?"

"Yeah, you met one of my friends earlier. Megan?"

"Yeah. She's nice. But you know, I should probably get going," Alex said. He started to turn around. Even if his tutor decided that this had been rude, he didn't care. He was going to get out of there.

After all, there was something about Darren. Alex couldn't name it exactly. Was it the shape of his face? Was it the sound of his voice? A moment later, he realized that he could smell the man's  cologne. It was a musky, intoxicating aroma. Not only that, it made it harder for Alex to think clearly, like he didn't really know what was going on.

At that moment, he really did look and act and think more like an airhead.

Without even knowing what he was doing, Alex raised a hand and started to twirl his hair around one finger.

"I should get going," Alex repeated.

"No. Let's get my car. I can tell you all about the campus."

Alex wanted to say no, but this man reached out and took him by the hand. He pulled gently, like he was worried Alex might freak and try to run away. No, of course Alex wasn't going to do that. He was a good sissy, an obedient sissy. As a feminized boy, he knew that he had to do as he was told. So he started walking.

With every step, Alex tried to figure some way out of this. There had to be something he could do, something he could say.

As a guy, it would have been easy. He would have just yanked his hand away, and he would have marched off. But he wasn't a guy, not anymore. He was an obedient sissy, so he kept following.

And up ahead, he saw Darren's truck. Powerful. Masculine. Just like its owner.

"Tell me, have you had much fun at school?"

"Yes," Alex said.

He turned around just as they arrived at the truck.

"What are we doing here?"

"What do you want to do here?" Darren asked. His eyes blazed. He put his hands on Alex his hips.

Alex tried to step away, but his body refused to obey. He couldn't.

And that's when Darren reached down, sliding his fingertips along Alex's thigh.

Feeling small, feeling helpless, feeling trapped, Alex didn't know what to do. He kept waiting for that inevitable moment of discovery.

"You look cute. You look sexy." Darren breathed those words. And then he leaned in, kissing Alex.

Hot ecstasy surged through the sissy's body. He couldn't help it. There was no way to resist. This was chemical, biological, something programmed into him.

His cock twitched, struggling against the confines of its cage, but there was no escape. There was nothing Alex could do to free himself or to get away.

At the same time, he didn't even want to. The idea of fleeing suddenly became an anathema.

"Should I turn you around. I could take you right here," Darren said.

"Yes, please. Please," Alex whispered, sounding exactly like a desperately horny girl.

That's when he felt it. He was spun around, shoved up against the truck. He could feel the metal beneath his palms, some of the dirt getting onto his skin.

Darren lifted his skirt. He yanked down his cotton pink panties with the little heart dots.

That's when Alex heard the sound of something tearing. A condom wrapper.

Alex couldn't know if Darren glanced around to make sure that no one was nearby, that no one would see. It didn't matter. It felt like he was there to be used, like he could be claimed at any moment by any man. After all, he was just a sissy. He didn't have any rights. He was less than a girl, timid and determined to please those around him.

And it felt so good.

Darren, the stranger, slipped the condom on and pumped forward, thrusting his shaft into Alex's waiting hole.

Alex started to moan. He did his best to keep his voice down. And yet, he felt it, that rough thrust, the push of Darren's masculinity. His cock made its way forward, buried it deep.

Darren pulled back and pushed forward again, thrusting hard, thrusting fast. He took what he wanted.

Alec started to moan, whimpering like some horny schoolgirl. That's how he was dressed, so that's how he acted.

"That's right. Take it. Take every inch," Darren ordered, rocking his hips forward and back. He used the little sissy.

All the while, Alex gritted his teeth, hating the chastity cage that kept him from an erection, let alone an orgasm. While Darren enjoyed himself, Alex had to brace himself, knowing full well that there was nothing he could do. He didn't have the key. Vanessa wasn't even around. He couldn't beg for it.

There was no way for him to earn a treat.

So he took it, every inch, again and again. He stood there, positioned against the truck as he was used. At that moment, he didn't feel like a man or even a girl. No, he was a plaything. He was a dirty little slut ready to be used. He was a pretty girl who would say yes to anything. The boys would see him, and they would snicker. When they used him, maybe they would pretend to be nice for a few minutes, but they would have fun with his body. They would toy with him and play with him, eventually deciding that they wanted someone better.

That's what Alex thought about as he felt the cock between his cheeks pulsate.

Finishing, Darren growled like a wild animal. He grabbed Alex's ass, squeezing, his fingertips pushing down.

And when he was done, he groaned again, yanking himself free.

"Good girl," he said.

Darren turned away and walked off, apparently headed for another class. Pulling his panties back up, Alex smoothed out his skirt.

Distantly, he thought he could hear Vanessa laughing, but he wasn't sure if those sounds came from the speaker or if they were simple mirages born of his imagination.

Alex followed Vanessa back up the steps into her house. "You know, if you show me you can be a good girl, maybe your owner will let you live on campus. Would you like that, Alexandra?"

Alex opened his mouth, determined to insist that wasn't his name. But somehow, he couldn't get the words out. Alexandra. It was pretty. It sounded dignified, which was a sharp irony.

"I don't have an owner."

"Haven't you figured it out yet?"

The answer shimmered tantalizingly at the corners of his mind, but Alex had resolutely refused to think about it. He knew what she probably meant, but he didn't want the confirmation.

"Now, tell me about your first day at school."

"You know exactly what happened. You were watching me the whole time," Alex said, and he already knew those words weren't demure, they weren't polite, and they weren't appropriately feminine.

That's why Vanessa grabbed him by his vest, pulling him over to the couch in her living room. She bent him across her lap, and she started spanking him. She took her time, of course. She didn't seem genuinely offended as she peeled back his skirt, revealing the same pink panties, the ones that Darren had yanked it down so forcefully.

The thought made his cock twitch again.

"Don't be a bad sissy. Don't try to be a brat. Don't try to think for yourself. We already know you can't."

Alex couldn't answer.

Her hand flew down one, two, three, four different times. She struck different parts of his ass, leaving little welts, pink handprints.

And when she was done, she shoved him back.

He immediately scrambled back up onto his feet, holding his legs together.

"Tell me about your day."

"I went to all of my classes like a good girl," Darren said. "I met a couple of nice people. Some of the girls were very kind to me."

"Do you know why they were kind to you?"

"They're good people?"

Vanessa smirked.

"No. That isn't it at all. They know that you aren't a threat. Alex, they see you, and they can't help but think of a little sister. Sure, some of the guys might like you, but they know you would back down when told to. They know that you would do whatever they say. What was her name again? Megan?"

Alex didn't respond directly. Instead, he gave a tilt his head down and up again.

"She seemed like a very nice girl. Pretty too. I bet you would love to be with her. Is that right, sissy?"

"Yes."

"But she wouldn't want to be with you, would she?"

Alex knew the truth. He shook his head from side to side. No, she wouldn't want to be with a sissy. She would want to be with a man, a real man, someone like Darren.

“No. She would want to be with a better guy."

"That's the thing about being a sissy. You don't get to be the hot girl, do you? Well, you get to be close sometimes. But you're not going to have sex with her or anyone, are you?"

Alex didn't know how to respond. He gave a quick shake of his head, simply to agree with Vanessa because Vanessa was the tutor, which meant she was always right.

"No. That's where you're going to go down on me right now. Show me what you can do, sissy. Let me enjoy myself as I think about your day."

She hitched up her skirt, spreading her legs. Apparently, she didn't need to take off her panties because she wasn't wearing any.

"Does my cute little student know what she has to do?"

"Don't call me that," he said, doing his best to bolster his broken dignity. Yeah, it didn't work. She just laughed at him, raising her head, savoring every note of impotent defiance in his voice.

"Oh, just relax. We both know you love to be trained. Or were you just hoping for another spanking? Is that it, Alex? Is that what you really want from me?"

"No, ma'am," he said with a quick, nervous shake of his head.

"Luckily for you, I'm not interested in just punishing you. I want to use you. Now, tell me that you're a good girl."

"I'm a good girl."

"Tell me that you enjoy submitting yourself to the proper authorities."

He lifted his head, knowing full well that he was on the precipice. If he continued to yield to this woman, she really would be able to train him. More than that, she would have completely tamed him. He would be like a once wild animal, this creature that belongs in the zoo because it had been so thoroughly domesticated that it couldn't survive on its own.

He thought again of the truck, of the feel of the metal beneath his fingers, of the thrusting flesh coming from behind.

His manhood twitched again, still confined to the bounds of its cage.

"Tell me what you enjoy," she said, her legs still spread. Leaning forward, she rested her weight against her elbows. Her eyes glittered with delight. At this point, it didn't even matter if he attempted to defy her; she knew she had already won. It didn't matter what he did or said or how he tried to fight back. It was all so futile. She knew this; she savored it.

"I enjoy submitting myself to the proper authorities," Alex said.

"And what's your name again?"

"Alexandra, ma'am."

"That's right," she purred deliciously. "Say it again."

"My name is Alexandra."

"Again," snapped his tutor, almost like she was quizzing him before an important exam.

"My name is Alexandra."

"Yes, it is. And you know, I might come up with something even cuter for you. What do you think of that, Alexandra?"

Throughout the day, he had answered to a girl's name. And now, he had to do it again in the privacy of her home.

"Ma'am, I don't like it." He uttered those words, already certain that they wouldn't make the slightest difference.

"It's okay if you don't like it. You don't need to like it. You just need to obey. So should I start calling you Alexa? What about Lexie? Or Allie? What do you think of those names?"

"I don't know, ma'am. You get to decide."

This made her laugh again.

"That's right. I do. I get to decide because I'm in charge. And what are you again?"

"A sissy," he answered, bowing his head. His chin brushed up against his shoulder. He shivered, thinking again about Darren, about how it felt to be so thoroughly used.

"Don't worry. I'm going to let you be Alexandra for now. But it's time for you to serve me."

"Yes, ma'am."

He crawled forward, looking up at her spread legs. He studied her sex, his eyes roaming along the glistening contours of her body. He was going to lick her again. He would use her tongue to bring her pleasure. And there was nothing he could do to stop any of this. Again and again, he thought of just one thing: his position.

He had been subjugated, trained, feminized and humiliated until he couldn't resist.

At this point, there was nothing stopping him from running out the front door. Of course, he would still be trapped in that cage, and he’d still be wearing a corset and the skirt, but Vanessa might actually let him go.

It wouldn't make any difference.

His captivity had started out physical, but now it had transcended, becoming entirely mental and emotional.

"That's right. You know where you belong. You look good on your hands and knees. Maybe I should call Darren again. I'm sure he would love to see you in this position. You could wag your ass for him."

He bristled, his skin reddening.

Rather than listen to those words, Alex focused on his task at hand. He raised his head, parting his lips as he started to lick. He slipped the flat of his tongue over her opening. He took his time, going slowly.

Of course, the flavor of her excitement helped to distract him. Even if she teased him, at least he could enjoy himself right there.

He didn't know why this position turned him on so much, yet his shaft twitched nonetheless. It fought futilely against of the plastic. He wasn't going to be able to break free, but his instincts didn't know that. His body couldn't understand that.

So he kept licking, sliding his tongue down and up, down and up, down and up, down and up. He set this gentle rhythm, worshiping her just the way she would like most.

And even if he told himself that he wasn't paying attention, he could still feel those little shutters run through her body, the way her body tensed, all as she stroked him and grabbed his hair, pulling, yanking, guiding him.

After several minutes of feeling his industrious tongue, Vanessa finally grabbed onto his hair, gripping it tight. She yanked his head back and pushed forward, moving her hips even as she used him.

At this point, he stopped thinking. He was no longer an artist, doing his best to give her pleasure. Instead, he became little more than an appendage, a piece of anatomy to be used. And use him she did.

"I wonder what your owner is going to do with you. I mean, she’s supposed to love you, but it would be so easy for her to put that mouth to good use, to make some extra money on the side. I bet you would be very popular."

Alex tried to resist, to tell himself that she was wrong. He would never, ever be in that position. He was better than that!

But he wasn't. He was just a little sissy slave, so he would do whatever he was told. If a guy like a Darren could take advantage, then any man could. It would be easy. Given just one weekend, Alex had become Alexandra, surrendering all of his dignity, all of his self-respect, all of his independence. It had been drained away, stripped down to nothing.

He kept licking, serving her until she was finally satisfied. She held his head in place, and his tongue flickered, darting around in neat little circles.

She cried out, the ecstasy running through her voice. She shuddered, shaking, twitching. Then she finally let go of him, and her pupil stumbled back.

"Congratulations. I think it's almost time for you to graduate."

Alexandra remained on his knees, obedient, timid, waiting appropriately for another set of commands. Vanessa was still his tutor, no matter what she said about "graduation."

And yet, the curiosity got the best of him.

As Vanessa stood up, she ran her palms along her skirt.

"You look curious."

"What, what does that mean," he asked.

"What? Graduation?"

"Yes," he answered, worried. Did he want to know the answer? Or maybe he should just stay small and quiet, like a good sissy.

Unfortunately for Alexandra, he couldn't do that. Braced on his knees, he looked up, waiting, wondering.

"Graduation is simple. It means I return you to your owner."

"But I don't have an owner," he said, only those words were obviously wrong. He knew he had an owner. He knew that someone had set him up, putting him in this position. He could deny it or lie to himself all he wanted. It didn't change anything; it wouldn't and couldn't change anything.

"Yes, you do. Now, I want you to go wait by the door. She should be arriving any minute."

He had obviously obeyed. Alexandra climbed back up onto his feet, and he walked over to the front door. Like a good girl, he held his hands behind his back, his wrists crossed. He looked sweet and timid, ready to obey.

Attentive.

As he waited, he stared at the door, not sure if he wanted it to open or not. Suspicious whispers bubbled up at the corners of his attention, different possibilities.

Vaguely, he wondered and almost hoped that some random woman had chosen him. It was a nice thought. It was easy to think of the idea that he went to the store one day or someone from school remembered him. She would have grown rich and powerful. Over the last couple of years, she learned what she wanted. A sissy. A feminized boy. And she thought of him, and he had been tricked and trapped and kidnapped until he was this.

Until he was Alexandra.

But now. It probably wasn't true. His owner had to be...

Alexandra still couldn't finish the thought. Despite everything, he couldn't make himself think that way.

And then the door swung open. The person on the other side didn't bother to knock.

"Wow," came her voice.

Mina found the address. She followed the instructions of her GPS. And when she pulled up in front of the small house, she looked around, surprised. When she first started talking to Vanessa, she assumed that the other woman's facilities would be more impressive or elaborate. But really, this was just one house among many. It didn't look unique or spectacular.

There was nothing on the outside to indicate what might happen on the inside.

Mina smirked, realizing this was probably the most logical system. After all, it wasn't like Vanessa would put out a sign declaring to the world that men would be feminized and forcibly trained here.

Mina raised her hand slowly. She knocked on the door, waiting. Silently, she rehearsed an apology in case she was at the wrong spot. What if this really was just a another house? What if this place was just a home for some upper-middle-class family?

But then the door swung open, and there she was.

"Mina, it's a pleasure to see you," Vanessa said.

Mina nodded her head. "Thank you."

"Were you able to get here without any trouble?"

"Yes," Mina said. Suddenly, she almost felt like a criminal. She wondered if anyone was going to see her here.

Then another thought occurred to her. Was all of this illegal?

She didn't think that her little brother would want to be here. And yet, Mina was supposed to "have her ways." Deciding she didn't want to ask what that might entail, Mina smiled.

"Would you like to come in?"

"Absolutely."

Mina stepped inside, crossing the threshold with one footfall. And that's when everything changed. Just as she passed her hostess, Mina saw the girl standing in the middle of the room.

Eyes downcast, the girl held her hands together in front of her. She had on a short, pleated skirt, knee-high socks, little leather flats, and a vest over her blouse. Taken together, she looked more like a child, though she was clearly a young adult.

"Alexandra, what you do when you meet someone new?"

Alexandra?

Suppressing a gasp, Mina stared forward, drinking in the site. No. No way. This couldn't be what she thought. This wasn't possible. And yet, the "girl" in front of her grabbed the hem of the skirt and curtsied.

Alexandra was Alex.

Time seemed to slow down. In that moment, just as everything seemed to start to fit together, one thought, a memory, occurred to Mina. She remembered what it was like when they were kids. There was one time when he had stolen something from her. At this point, she couldn't even remember what.

And yet, Mina had been angry, absolutely incensed. The rage had consumed her, making it impossible for her to think clearly. So she had done the worst thing she could imagine to her little brother. First, she grabbed him. Then she picked him up and dragged him through their house back into her bedroom. She grabbed one of her belts and put it on him, binding his arms to his sides. Next, she cut him out of his clothing, and she started spanking him. After that, he finally calmed down: even though the hot blaze of fury had died away, she still wanted to punish him.

She looked around her room, deciding that she could dress him. Oh yes.

Mina didn't think about their parents or what the consequences of her actions may have been. She just wanted revenge. She simply wanted to make him pay for what he had done. So she gave him a little yellow sun dress. She made him put it on. He did, of course. She was his big sister. More importantly, she was so much stronger than he was.

And once she had him dressed up, she forced him to walk around the room.

Of course, she was just a girl herself, so it wasn't like she could do anything particularly hostile or aggressive. She didn't think about gender dynamics or sexuality.

But one thing had been painfully obvious to both of them.

Mina had enjoyed herself.

And now, that memory came flooding back along with this rush of power.

"Alex?" Mina asked, stepping forward. She paced ahead, and Vanessa stood back.

"Yes, ma'am," he said, his voice shifting. Even though he sounded breathy and feminine, she still recognized that curt tone.

As she studied him, she could hardly believe what she was seeing. His cheeks looked so smooth, just like a girl’s. And his stance. She could hardly believe it. He was no longer poised and upright like a man, thinking he could jump and take whatever he wanted.

No, he looked nervous, almost frightened, like he worried that she would decide to punish him at any moment.

"What have you done to him?" Mina asked.

She turned back to Vanessa who smirked. "I trained him. Alexandra here is going to be a completely obedient sissy for you now. Do whatever you want. He won't fight you."

Mina didn't know what to say. Finally, she glanced back at her little brother. "Is that true?"

She expected some hostility, perhaps some flash of hesitation or doubt. Instead, he nodded his head quickly. "Yes, Ma'am." He didn't lift his gaze.

"Look at me," she said, surprising herself with the commanding note of authority.

At once, he raised his gaze.

"What happened here?"

"Vanessa has trained me. She was my tutor, and apparently this is my graduation, ma'am."

"That's right," Vanessa agreed. "He has been thoroughly trained. You won't get any trouble from this one. Do whatever you want with him. Use him as a maid or send him to school. If you want, I know of some rather wealthy individuals who would love to rent him."

Mina felt the saliva drain away from her mouth. Her tongue suddenly felt like cotton. And yet, there was something else happening. She was getting excited.

"He will do anything?"

"Anything at all. Oh, and this is yours now," Vanessa said, lifting a chain from around her neck. It looked small, thin and dainty. In fact, it almost reminded her a little bit of her brother. But at the end of that chain was a key.

"Show your owner your chastity cage," Vanessa ordered.

Mina glanced back, surprised to see her little brother lift up his skirt. Not only that, he shimmied his hips, lowering his panties with his free hand. And then she saw it, the tube encapsulating his cock.

Mina was supposed to be disgusted; she understood this, yet there was some twinge of desire running through her body. How could this possibly turn her on? How could she possibly experience this spark of lust?

"It's okay," Vanessa said.

"What you mean?"

"Maybe we should talk?" Vanessa smiled. "Would you like me to get us some tea?"

"Yes," Vanessa said, thinking of her dry mouth. "That sounds good."

"Alexandra, go fetch us some tea. We will take it in the dining room."

"This is going to take a little bit of getting used to," Mina said as they sat down at the dinner table. It seemed normal, she reflected. And yet, she had to wonder what had transpired in this room.

Alex had obeyed without question. He lifted up his skirt, humiliating himself. Hell, just the fact that he was wearing a schoolgirl uniform in the first place was enough to reveal just how far he had fallen over the last few days.

“What does this mean?”

"Which part?" Vanessa asked.

"All of it," Mina replied immediately.

"I feminized your brother. I realize this is different, but you'll see that it's for the best."

"Really?"

At this point, Mina had to be honest. While it was probably too late for second thoughts or doubts, she couldn't exactly ignore them altogether.

"Yes. Trust me. I've talked to lots of women who were in your position. Wives, sisters, girlfriends even. They hire me, thinking that they knew exactly what they want and need. I give it to them, and they see their brother or husband or boyfriend or whoever, and suddenly start to worry. They start to think back to everything they've been told about masculinity and good behavior and all of that other nonsense."

Mina nodded in spite of herself.

It looked like Vanessa was going to say something else, but Alex approached. Again, he kept his eyes aimed downward as he lowered the tray. He placed two cups of tea in front of the women.

She knew that he didn't appreciate the attention, but Mina still didn't stop. She looked up at her little brother. Their eyes met for the fraction of a second before he glanced away.

What was it about seeing him this way?

She experienced it again, another twinge of pleasure.

For so long, he had frustrated her with his defiance.

"I'm not sure I will ever get used to this."

"Oh yes, you will," Vanessa assured her. "Think of it this way. You have this person in your life now, and you don't need to worry about him. You don't have to think about him disagreeing with you, fighting with you, trying to push back. You already know that, when left to his own devices, he makes terrible decisions. That's okay. You are now in charge. He's going to be happier and healthier. Of course, whether or not you keep in feminized is up to you."

"How could I?" Mina asked. But as the words left her lips, they sounded brittle, even to her own ears.

"Easily," Vanessa replied. "Sometimes it's a little bit tricky. You will get sissies with names like Jonathan or Andrew, and they’re a little bit harder. But you have a boy named Alex. Alexandra. Lots of girls go by Alex. It's easy. You could even have them go to school this way. In fact, Alexandra, do you have something you want to tell your owner?"

Do you have something you want to tell your owner? Those words boomed in his ears.

Because yes, she had absolute power over him. She had his chastity cage. His very manhood could only be accessed with her permission.

"I went to school today. I'm going to catch up on my assignments, ma'am."

"You actually went to college?"

"He did. He was very pretty, and he even made some new friends. Isn't that right, Alexandra?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said, though it was clear he wanted to shrink away or disappear.

He couldn't do that, not without permission, Mina realized.

"Think of it this way. You can do whatever you want. You can train him, discipline him, humiliate him. You can get him to help you with your business or send him to school. You're in control."

"I'm in control," she said.

"And that reminds me. There is something I would strongly recommend."

"What's that," Mina asked as she took another sip of tea.

"You should spank him. And if you like, you should have him go down on you."

"What?"

Mina meant to cry out that word, but it didn't work. For some reason, her breath came out as a throaty whisper.

"You own him now. Use him."

Mina thought through the implications. And as hard as she tried, she couldn't think of one single good reason not to.

"I'm going to spank him," she said, though she didn't know if she was talking to Vanessa, Alex, or herself.

In any case, she looked back at her little brother. Again, it seemed like Alex needed to retreat. Was there a little quiver in his jaw? Was he desperately trying to plead with her not to do this? Or was he finally starting to understand that his decisions had consequences?

Mina thought about letting him go back to his old life, but she could already see exactly how that would play out. He would get back online, he would play his games, and he would waste his life.

"Get over here," Mina said, practically barking the command.

He tottered forward like a good sissy.

"Yes, ma'am," he said. He actually spread himself out against her lap.

Mina lifted up his skirt. And as she did so, she realized something. Her panties were getting wet. She looked to down at his pink underwear. She marveled at the little hearts. There was no way she could have ever imagined her brother wearing something like this.

Taking a moment to inspect her little brother, she thought about what this would be like. Because something occurred to her. This was a line. If she crossed it, she didn't know if she would be able to turn back.

But then her hand swung down, her palm clapping against his buttocks. She spanked him. She spanked her little brother to assert her authority. At the same time, she channeled all of the frustration back into her arm as she thought about the many times she had tried to talk to him, to respect him, to treat him like he was an adult.

None of it worked because he hadn't been interested in talking to her!

But now, discussion had become irrelevant. She spanked him over and over again, savoring the sounds he made. He whimpered. His eyes were probably wet. Good. He needed this!

She spanked him harder and harder until she finally relaxed.

"Yes. You're going to go down on me, sissy slave. You're mine. I'm going to let you go back to college, but only because I want to see where you go and how you develop. You're always going to be mine. I'm not letting you go." She pushed him off of her lap, and he landed easily on his knees.

Then she reached out, grabbing his hair. It felt good. His tresses were soft, feminine. She pulled him forward.

At the last moment, she realized she had on her pants still.

Without saying anything to Vanessa, Mina got up. She looked down at her sissy slave as she loosened her pants. Then she seated herself again, and she spread her legs, her panties now discarded on the floor.

Alexandra didn't try to argue or resist. She pulled on his hair again, tugging him into position. Good. This was where he needed to be. This was where he belonged.

For the first time, but not the last, she felt his tongue against her pussy. "Oh yes. This is where you belong," she said, closing her eyes as she imagined what their lives would be like, owner and sissy slave.

And to think, it was all thanks to the tutor.

The End


The Sissy Dress Code

You know what sucks about being in sales? It isn't meritocratic. Sure, there are all of these books about the technique of the deal, the art of negotiation, different strategies and tactics to you can employ. We like to think that a salesman, we can control our own destinies. See the right person, say the right things, and you can make a sale. You can earn some money with the right words. You don't even have to earn it. You aren't in a factory or anything.

But that's all that illusion, and elaborate practical joke played on lots of men and women in this one industry. If you have to sell something, you aren't in control.

The buyer is in control.

The buyer is always in control.

No matter how smart or fast talking you think you are, it doesn't matter. If a buyer wants something, he or she can get it. If not, you can't do anything about it. They can stop you with just two letters.

N. O.

That's all it takes.

They can shut you down with a word, a breath. Sure, you can talk about cultivating relationships, building a sense of trust. But in the end, your buyer wants what's good for him or her, and you just want to make that sale. There's no denying it. There's no trust, there is no working together. This relationship is not collaborative, and it never will be.

I didn't realize this for a long time.

I worked in sales, though my official job title was Persuasive Distributor. Yeah, I know, it was obnoxious. But our boss, Danielle, liked the idea of giving out these absurd titles. She always said it was good for morale, though I always suspected that she just wanted to wield another layer of control.

Adding to her power, she decided to start different games. They started out as basic and standard: if you sell the most in a month, you win a small trophy. Suddenly, people started working a little bit harder. Danielle enjoyed it. The trophy became a bonus. The bonus morphed into a punishment.

Yes, that's right. A punishment.

She said it was just a game, nothing important that we should stress about.

But then, she looked out at an office full of women and men. She stood up on one of the desks, and she called for our attention. "Ladies and gentlemen, I want to advise you about a new incentive. At this point, the bonus will remain. The top seller will still enjoy that nice cash offering. But there something new and going to start this week."

Some of the sales guys started to salivate. I could practically see it in their eyes. They couldn't wait. They want to get back on the phones, to go out and talk to their clients and favored customers. Whatever it took, they would sell.

"This one is more of a joke," Danielle said, her lips tight in a wicked little smile. "It's not a big deal. The top seller will get to dress the bottom seller."

Lots of us glanced back at one another, confused. Danielle cleared her throat, letting those words settle on the air. She paused, each second more dramatic than the last, at least as far as she was concerned.

"Just think about it. If you are the top seller, you will be able to tell the bottom seller what he or she will wear for the following month. Each day, you can dress that person however you see fit."

The guys started glancing around. Their eyes went over to some of the more attractive women. Of course, those girls were pretty safe. With their sexy voices and tight little skirts and snug blouses, they didn't have a lot of trouble moving product.

And yet, the guys would try. If they could force one of those girls and the bottom position, suddenly she might have to show to work in a cheerleading uniform or maybe a French maid outfit.

In spite of myself, I glanced over at  Monique.

Damn. She was always gorgeous. Just looking at her since this little shot of adrenaline running through my body. I could feel it along the back of my neck, down beneath my belt, everywhere. My mouth started to water. Voted be like to kiss that girl, to feel her gorgeous breasts underneath my hands?

Exhaling slowly, I told myself to be realistic. Maybe one of the other guys would be able to outsell her, but Monique had taken the top rank for more than a year. I didn't think this month was going to be any different.

Still, it was nice to fantasize...

"Anything?" One of the guys smiled as he asked his question.

Daniel nodded her head. "Absolutely anything."

Someone, someone standing behind Danielle, called out, "What about nothing at all?"

"Well, I guess it depends on how badly that person does."

My fingers flexed instinctively. I was always a middle of the pack sales guy. I didn't do badly. I didn't do amazingly either. I could meet my quotas without too much stress.

Then Danielle clapped her hands, and she told us get back to work.

I tried everything.

From one week into the next, I   Watched as my sales rank dropped. In that first week, it didn't really matter all that much. I knew that Locke was a certain part of selling, so I just had to wait until my fortunes turned around.

Then the second week went by, and I was dropping toward the bottom of the pack. I wasn't at the very bottom, so I told myself I plenty of time to catch up.

I didn't catch up.

After a while, I started going out to visit clients in person. That's supposed to help with salesmanship, after all. If you can shake someone's hand and looked him in the eye, you can be more likely to build a sense of empathy. You connect with people, and that's supposed to make it easier to close the deal.

It didn't work.

Nothing worked!

From one day to the next, I kept scrambling, and maybe the desperation leaked into my voice, and keep consensus, so they didn't want to buy anything from me. I don't know.

Than the month was over, and my sales rank came in.

I was last.

When I came in on the first of the next month, Danielle got up on the desk, and she made the announcement. For the previous month, Monique had been the best seller. Everyone clapped. Danielle handed the other young woman a check.

The applause died down, and it was time to get back to work. "Jason, I want to see you in my office. Now," Danielle said as she walked by. She didn't wait for response. She just sauntered off.

My throat clenched. My heart started pounding faster.

If I was going to get fired, I decided that I might as well get it over with. I pushed myself away from my desk, I stood, and I walked between the different desks and cubicles even as the standard sounds of conversation and sales pitches reverberated on the air, this backwash of sound.

I can still remember each moment clearly, every step I took until I made it to Danielle's office. I followed her inside. She motioned for one of the chairs. "Have a seat."

I sat down, my knees together, my back straight. I watched her, waiting for the inevitable.

It's happened a couple of times. I got fired from my first a job, they spot in a fast food restaurant. Mostly, I didn't care, and my manager just sent via text message telling me that I wouldn't be receiving hours anymore. At that moment, I had shrugged. Later on, I got fired from a driving service. They told me that they didn't have enough customers. I believe them since the company went out of business about a year later.

So I wondered exactly how Danielle was going to do it. Of course, I didn't want to get fired, but I knew that I would be able to move on if necessary. Of course, I started thinking about the different job listings I had seen. Theoretically, there should always be a need for salespeople. Every company has to sell something, right? Whether its effort to rising space, chips, cars, houses, whatever, there's always something.

But recently, I hadn't heard about any real opportunities. So I sat there, looking at this woman. What was she going to say? Was she going to do.

"I want you to know, just begin, that I'm very disappointed in your sales this month, Jason. You should have done a lot better."

"I know," I told her.

Before I could finish or add anything else, the door opened. I turned around, glaring. Who would walk in on a meeting? Who would be that rude?

Monique.

Our eyes met, and she didn't seem embarrassed about interrupting at all. She swaggered into the room, still standing.

"Good, Monique. Thank you for coming."

Wait. What? If Monique was here, that meant I wasn't getting fired? I tried to scramble through the different possibilities, having completely forgotten about the incentive scheme for last month.

Yes, a couple of people had talked about the possibility of getting Monique are one of the other girls to wear something cute and slutty, but that had all been a joke, right?

"Monique, you are the top seller for last month. Jason, you are the bottom seller. Very disappointing," Danielle said, touching her fingertips together as she clicked her tongue and shook her head. "You've never been great, but last month was pretty abysmal. That's why you need a little kick in the pants."

"If he's lucky," Monique said. The two women smirked. Their eyes were glittering with the delight.

At that moment, I was too overwhelmed by my relief to really worry about what they were saying.

"So I'm not fired?"

"Not yet," answered Danielle. "But you need to understand that this is a company for winners. If you can't do what I want, then you don't have a place here, at least not in your current form."

My current form? What did that mean?

"Thank you," I said, standing. At least, I tried it to. Monique's hand shot out, and she grabbed my shoulder, pushing me back down to the chair. My head snapped back up, and I glared at her. What the hell was she doing?

"We aren't done yet," Monique said. Her tanned skin to her dark eyes, she seemed dangerous, this almost otherworldly girl. Of course, she could have been a model or an actress with ease. She could've played any villain, any bad guy, any sexy nymph.

"I think that's a decision for Danielle to make," I replied coolly.

"We aren't done yet," Danielle said, echoing her best seller's words.

My throat tightened again. I couldn't help myself, not as I pressed my fingers into the palms of my hands. Okay, I could do this. I had dealt with stressful situations before. I could handle Monique and Danielle.

"So yeah, I won, and that means I get to dress him up however I want?"

"However you want," Danielle agreed.

What?

"You don't remember?" Monique asked, looking down at me. She was practically sneering. "The top seller gets to address the lowest seller however she wants. In this case, that's me, and that's you." She poked me in the chest. For a second, I wanted to swing, to throw a punch at her, but I stopped myself. If my abysmal sales record in a get me fired, assaulting another employee obviously would.

"Fine. What I have to wear?"

"I haven't decided yet."

"Just tell me. What you want me to wear?" I asked again.

"It's going to be a hard decision. That's why you're going to come to my condo tonight. We're going to play dress-up."

"What? No. You can't do that."

Danielle cleared her throat. "She can do that if you want to keep your job, Jason."

Just like that, I knew things were going to get bad. Very bad.

I made a sale that afternoon.

Just one. It wasn't terrible, but lots of other people were doing better. Without even leaving the office, Monique cleared five.

At that moment, I could have quit very easily. Throughout the afternoon, I kept thinking about what I would put in my letter of resignation. The idea was intoxicating, this fantasy that let me pretend I wasn't dependent on this job.

But eventually, I had to make my decision. I could go home, or I could go to Monique's apartment. If I skipped out on her apartment, I would probably be fired. No, it was a certainty.

But if I did, what would happen?

"There's only one way to find out," I said as I pushed myself away from my desk. I grabbed my stuff, I put on my coat, and I went out to the parking lot.

Taking out my phone, I typed Monique's address into my GPS. From there, I started listening to the female voice as she guided me through the city. Eventually, I pulled in front of a large skyscraper.

I stared up at the concrete and steel edifice, marveling at how much it must cost to live in a place like this. Theoretically, Monique and I were paid the same amount of money. But there was one difference. Since she was so much more successful than me, she made a ton and commissions.

The meritocracy at work.

I shook my head, and I got out. I slammed my car door, glancing around the rest of the parking lot. My car was, by far, the cheapest and shabby us. The little shiver of embarrassment ran down my spine. It was to be the first of many.

When I went into the lobby, the receptionist behind the front desk watched me for a few seconds. Rather than acknowledge her, I went straight to the elevator bank, doing my best to appear as though I belonged there.

I rode the elevator up toward one of the top floors. The doors dinged a shot, and I stepped out into a beautifully carpeted corridor. Expensive works of art lined the walls, and there was all this natural light from the windows. Walking forward, I did my best to ignore the tension building within my body. My heart started to beat more quickly, my breathing turned sharp, and I could feel the heat crawl along my skin.

It ran over my forehead, along the backs of my hands, down my neck, over my legs and knees. This was fear, I thought. It was just fear, so I can handle it. I did my best to remain calm and confident as I found her front door. I stood straight, and I knocked.

I didn't have to wait long.

The door opened, and there she was, Monique.

She had on a pair of black jeans and a white blouse. She looked good. A couple of the higher up buttons on her blouse had been left undone, giving me a peek at her cleavage. Was that intentional? Was it accidental? I didn't know, but seeing her and feeling that jolt of attraction knocked me off balance.

"Jason, I'm glad you're here. Honestly, I was worried you a chicken out."

"Never," I said, doing my best to inject a dose of confidence in my voice.

She put her hands on her hips. She threw her head back, and she laughed. "Right," she said. She raised a hand and motioned for me to enter with one finger.

I followed her inside the condo, and I marveled at the marble floors, the distressed wood along the walls, the large island in the kitchen, and the huge flatscreen TV mounted on the wall. This place was gorgeous. Every inch exclaimed her wealth, making it clear to every visitor that Monique did very, very well for herself.

Unlike me.

Monique walked forward until she dropped down onto the couch. She straightened her back, she crossed one leg over her knee, and she leaned forward, resting her hands on her thigh.

"I'm glad you made it," she said again. "So now, we're going to talk about your new uniform."

"What do you mean?"

"Have a seat."

I glanced over at one of the chairs. It looked let her, expensive. I exhaled slowly, do my best to appear neutral as I sat. "Why do you want me here?" I pictured a bunch of different embarrassing scenarios. Will we she going to do? Make me go to work in my underwear?

Considering that I had to make calls all day, it would make sense. She addressed me however she wanted, and the clients wouldn't necessarily know. Obviously, I wouldn't be able to go out or meet anyone in person, but I could still do my job long distance.

"I want you here because we are going to play," Monique promised. "I've had my eyes you for quite some time, Jason. I'm going to be honest with you. You're cute."

Monique let those words settle into the air. My face flushed. Moshe doing?

Frankly, I wasn't dumb enough to believe that she would be attracted to me. Monique was a solid ten. Normally, you can look at a girl and you can find some kind of flaw. Maybe there's something wrong with the Ridge of her nose or her neck or her hands or her feet, but not Monique. She was perfect, absolutely flawless.

A photographer could take her picture, and he wouldn't need Photoshop at all. There just weren't any blemishes to six.

"I still don't understand," I told her, do my best to keep the edge of my voice. Part of me wanted to get aggressive, but I resisted the temptation. I had already witnessed Monique argue with some of the other sales guys. She could appear dainty and feminine, but she also had claws. She could pull out the coarse profanity when she needed to.

"Jason, Jason, Jason," she said, shaking her head from side to side. "You really don't understand, do you? I like you, and I like you because you are a pretty strong guy. You aren't like a lot of the other people at work. You don't need to bang your fists against your chest. He don't need to brag about how much you drink or how much you spent a strip club. You are to just an overgrown frat boy."

"Thank you?"

"Don't be thankful." Her eyes hardened. "I'm just being honest with you. That said, the fact that you're stronger makes me want to play with you."

I took a breath, I held it. I wasn't going to ask her again.

"Jason, you're going to be my toy from now on. Unless you want to give up your job, I will get to play with you however I see fit, both here and at work. To start off, I need to see what my doll looks like."

Despite my best efforts, my eyes widened.

"Do you know what a little girl does with her doll first? She strips him. So that's what you're going to do. Stand up and take off every scrap of clothing. I want to see her naked body before me."

There was something in her voice, some vibration of anticipation and excitement.

For just a half second, I mistook it for attraction, like she wants to be with me. But then I came to my senses, and I figured it out. She wasn't interested in seeing me naked, at least enough for the sight of my body. Oh no. Monique want to be naked by her command. She wanted to revel in her newfound power.

Gritting my teeth, I thought about telling her to go  to hell. I could tell her to kiss my ass. I could have gotten up and left.

I did stand.

Then I hesitated.

Before I knew what was happening, my fingers hovered above the buttons of my shirt. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to strip for a coworker?

"It's okay if you're shy. I don't mind," she said, smirking. And that's when I saw it, the little bit of heat coloring her cheeks. Those contours of her face had turned a shade of pink. She looked good, flushed with anticipation. She was going to see me naked because she wanted to. She would remain fully clothed, and I would be helpless, that every disadvantage.

I didn't want to lose my job, so I worked my buttons fast. It felt like tearing off a Band-Aid. I took off my shirt, my T-shirt, and then I stripped my pants of my belt. From there, he kicked off my shoes and tore off my socks. I wiggled out of my parents and my boxers. Soon, I was naked in front of her.

"Stand still."

Monique got up, and she started to circle me. Her eyes moved up and down my body. She looked at my feet and my legs, my buttocks and my genitals. Her eyes moved along my chest and my neck. Once, for just a moment, she looked into my eyes.

"Come with me," she said, leaving me back toward a wide core door.

I followed her, feeling absurd. In spite of myself, I looked over my shoulder, staring wistfully at my pile of clothing.

I wanted to get dressed again, to feel like a man. Naked, it felt like I lost something, not just my clothing, but something else, something very important.

When we get to the hallway, she stops, spinning around. She grabs my wrists and holds them up against the sides of the doorway. I don't understand, but she takes her fingertips away, and she touches one to my mouth.

"Shush. I want to see exactly how you're going to respond. Now, you aren't going to move. Because if you move from this position, you're going to be in trouble. You don't want that, do you?" She smiled at me. "No. Of course you don't." She was patronizing me, and I hated every second of it, but there's still nothing I could do.

Confused, disoriented, I stood there, my arms and legs spread.

With each second, it felt as though I had been put on display.

She stood in front of me. I was taller than her by a couple of inches, yet none of that mattered. With her perfect hair, her pristine skin, her red lips, and her vibrant eyes, she was dangerous. I could feel it, like this animal instinct. I was the prey, and I made her into a huntress.

"Have you figured it out yet?" Monique asked her a question as her fingers moved it down my chest. She touched me lightly, her long nails barely scratching into my skin. Then she went from my cock.

My breathing turned even sharper, ragged. A few seconds ago, I felt reasonably calm despite my nakedness. But now? I could hardly think, especially because she caressed her fingertips over my scrotum, going higher and higher until she reached the base of my shaft.

Damn it.

My body responded immediately. The reaction was visceral and unstoppable. I got hard, my erection forming. She squeezed, rubbing her fingers around my circumference. "That's right. That's what I like to see. I like to know that you can't help yourself. You want to belong to me, don't you? You're attracted to me. You're in love with me, aren't you?"

I kept my mouth shut even as I glared at her.

Yes, I wanted to be with her. Like pretty much every other guy in the office, I had fantasized about her, wondering how would feel to touch her, to hold her, to run my palms over her naked body.

"But you didn't ask me for permission to have an erection, did you? And that's why you get this first punishment followed by some correction."

This woman was crazy. Even so, I didn't care because she kept stroking me, touching me, teasing me. She worked her hand along my erection. It felt like I might lose control at any moment, but I pushed my fingers up against the drywall. I held my spot, refusing to move because I was terrified that if I disobeyed her command, she would stop.

Worse, she might even make me leave.

You see, right then, I thought we were going to have sex or something. I had no idea just how wrong I was.

Monique brought a right to bear to the edge of an orgasm. I could feel it. I could practically taste it. My body started to thrum with anticipation, but then she pulled her hand away.

"Poor boy. You thought I was going to let you come. Maybe this time." She reached it down again, taking my shaft in her hand. By this point, my body had started to relax slightly, just enough that it was basically no chance of her first touch getting me off. But then she stroked me again, lightly gliding her fingertips over my erection. Then she stopped!

I dropped my hands from the corners of the doorway. I stepped back. And that's when she surprised me. Her hand shot out, grabbing me by the nape of my neck. Her nails dug down into my skin, and she pulled.

Off balance, I didn't know how to resist her.

Everything turned to a blur for a second, and then she pushed me forward, knocking me down against a large bed. The four posters reached up toward the ceiling and I was down on my back, disoriented.

Monique jumped up onto the mattress. She straddled me, grabbing my wrists and pushing them toward the corners of the bed.

"Do you want to keep your job, Jason?"

That question cut through the fog of everything else.

"Yes," I replied. One other answer could there possibly have been?

"Okay. And if you want to keep your job, you're going to close your eyes, and you're going to relax. Because after this, I'm going to get you dressed. And I want to make sure you're in the proper state of mind."

I locked my teeth together, hating the way she talks down to me. Again and again, I came to the same thought. We were supposed to be equals. Even if she could sell more than me, we have the same job title, the same basic pay. And yet, she was getting rewarded with this.

Hell, I didn't even know what "this" was.

I closed my eyes nonetheless.

True to her word, Monique began to touch me. She worked her fingers along my arms and legs. She stroked my cock several more times. I could already feel the little droplets of excitement to the tip of my shaft. My body was vibrating with need, but I wasn't going to admit it.

Monique probably wanted me to beg, I thought. Yeah, that had to be it. She dealt with all of these alpha male sales guys every day and clients who thought that because she was cute, she would have to do whatever they said. But here, in this apartment, I was trapped in debt her mercy. She wants to make me feel powerless. That was all.

I was almost right.

When I felt the leather around my right wrist, I didn't know what was happening.

There is a concept psychologists sometimes talk about. It's called "reverse panic," and it means that there is this state of mind that people sometimes get into even during emergencies when they just can't panic. You might have someone in a fire or  in a crumbling building, and there are all of these signals indicating that things are incredibly dangerous, but they stay put, they relax, and they just don't panic.

That was me.

Monique looped another restraints around my other wrist. Next, she went down to my legs.

"Okay, struggle," she ordered.

I opened my eyes, lift my head, and glanced over at the four points of my body. I turned my head from side to side, and I black leather restraints each one connected to a silver chain.

"What the hell?" I asked.

"It's okay. I know you're confused. You're just a dumb boy. I swear, you're lucky that you're cute."

Under other circumstances, I would have enjoyed that comment. But right then and right there, I didn't understand what was happening! None of this made sense to me!

I locked my teeth together and briefed out. My breath felt cold against my incisors. "Look, I don't know what you want to do, but you have to let me up. Danielle only said that I have to wear whatever you want. She didn't say anything about letting you tie me to your bed."

"You're right about that," Monique agreed, much to my surprise. "But right now, I think the better question is, can you get up?"

Just a few seconds ago, she ordered me to struggle. Well, now I did it. I started to pull against the restraints, hoping that this would be easy. I kept thinking that the shackles she purchased had to have come from some mall sex shop.

As I pulled against those chains, I could hear them rattle and clank.  straining my muscles, I worked in the chains, hoping that I might be able to stretch and break one. But no, they looked like silver, but they might as well have been iron or steel. The frustration started to mount within my chest.

I could feel it as I gritted my teeth, becoming more and more frustrated, mostly because I had never been physically restrained in my entire life. Sure, maybe my parents held me one as a baby and I want to run off or get up or something, but this was entirely different. As an adult, no one had ever held me down. No girl had ever strapped me to her bed. That was for sure.

Mounted above me, Monique continued to watch, her eyes glistening with excitement. Her face was becoming flushed. She had barely done anything to stimulate herself, but something about having me helpless underneath her definitely excited her.

"Let me up," I said even as I continued to struggle, kicking with my feet, twisting my arms and trying to punch my way free.

None of it worked.

I thrashed about, working myself up into this berserker fury.

It didn't make any difference.

I could call upon the most primeval aspects of my humanity, but it didn't grant me any special insight. It didn't give me the burst of strength that I needed to tear my way free.

Eventually, I dropped back down onto the mattress, drained and exhausted.

Still above me, Monique caulked her head to the side. "Well? Is that the best you got? Come on. I thought you were going to really try. Show me that you're this big strong man. Because if you can't, they're going to be consequences." Later on, I would learn that Monique had already planned everything out. She wasn't really giving me a chance. No, she just wanted to watch me squirm and struggle like a mouse lost in a maze.

Glaring at her, I actually rose to her challenge. I bucked and thrashed some more, yanking and twisting against the restraints. Once or twice, it started to feel like something was about to give, like if I tried it just a tiny bit harder, I would be able to free myself. But it never worked.

"Oh, poor boy. You can't get up. You know, a real man would be able to."

When I heard those words, I snapped against my restraints again, pulling them as hard as I could. Heat glazed my skin, my teeth pressed into one another, and I kept thinking that I just had to hold this for a few more heart beats.

Holding my breath, I fought as long as I could before my strength gave out.

I was sales guy. I worked in an office. It wasn't like I was a superhero or bodybuilder or anything. There was no way for me to escape those bonds, something Monique knew. And yet, she still wanted to watch me struggle and fail again and again.

I was done playing her game.

"What? You're giving up?"

"Yes," I said. "I'm giving up because I don't want to play her stupid game."

"Are you sure about that?" Monique asked. "Because right now, your nice and vulnerable. You have this cute little penis right here, and I can just play with it is much as I want. Aren't you worried I might get naughty ideas into my head?" The moisture drained away from my mouth. I didn't know how to respond to her. Was she serious?

Monique moved her hands along my inner thighs, scratching me. From there, she used one hand on my shaft, the other of my balls. She stroked the underside of my scrotum, barely grazing me with the tip of her finger.

It felt magnificent!

"Beg me to fuck you."

Like all the other guys at work, had fantasized about being with her, but not like this. I never imagined that the hot chick in the office could be so controlling or domineering. I stared at her for a couple of seconds, do my best to keep my poker face intact.

It didn't really work.

She knew exactly what I was feeling. And in my lower lip started to tremble, my mouth opened, and I started to moan. I just couldn't help myself. She knew exactly how to touch me. She watched me, studying me, reading my every movement and gesture.

Every few seconds, I pulled the chains tight as I tried to reach my shaft. I needed an orgasm. I bucked my hips forward, hoping that I might be able to get that little bit of extra pressure, just enough to trigger the climax.

It never worked.

Each and every time, Monique pulled back, forcing me to remain right there at the edge of relief. I didn't know it yet, but that bitch was softening me up.

"If you want an orgasm, you just have to beg for me to have sex with you. Plead for it. Tell me how desperate you are. Tell me how you would do anything for the chance to have sex with me. Face it. You know your helpless. You know you're completely powerless right now. I just want to hear you say it. We both know you can do that for me." She spoke with that seductively melodious voice as her fingertips moved along my length. She played with me again and again, forcing me into this storm of arousal.

It pounded through my body, a desperate search.

She brought me to the edge of an orgasm, and then she stops. Again. Again. Again and again. And there was nothing I could do to stop her!

Accept give her what she wanted.

That was my only option.

She took everything else away from me, so I closed my eyes, and I started to speak.

She interrupted.

"No. Look at me. Don't look away. Don't close your eyes."

Why do that matter? Why does it make a difference?

I made eye contact with her, but it felt like she was hollowing me out, stripping away every iota of strength and independence I possessed.

It was magical. No, this was purely psychological, but it Doug into me nonetheless, stripping me of something important. She didn't look away.

And then she sat up. She pulled it down her pants and her panties. She stripped until she was naked from the waist down. And then she looked at me again. "You belong to me now, Jason. You're going to be mine."

I didn't know how to respond or if I could argue.

My biggest fear was that she would stop. She'd already taken her hands away from my erection, and then she positioned herself above me, and she lowered herself down, inch by inch. Soon, I could feel her opening, wet, slick and welcoming. The heat of her body enveloped me. She lowered herself down.

It took all of my self-control, but I didn't climax right away. I could already tell that if I did, there would be severe consequences.

Why did I care?

Because she had me. Because I was chained down to her bed, and she forced me to look into her eyes and in doing so, I acknowledged that I belonged to her.

"You're going to be such a good little pet. I can't wait to parade you around the office. Everyone is going to have so much fun with you."

I didn't understand.

"You know, you aren't a very big, but that's okay. This isn't about sex. This is about power. Say it."

It felt as though my brain had turned to autopilot. "This isn't about sex," I gasped. She reached a down, pinching and twisting one of my nipples. I arched my back, almost like I wanted to dislodge her. Almost.

My fingers push to down into the palms of my hand, my heart kicked, and I gasped my answer. "Power!"

"That's right. I'm in charge. I own you," she said.

I was about to say something else, but her hand went down to my mouth. She silenced me. I glared, my eyes narrowed, but then she cried out, savoring her orgasm. She silenced me because she was more interested in what she could feel and enjoy. At the same time, her pussy clenched, tightening around my erection, and that's when I lost it. I could feel that pumping, my shaft pulsating from one second to the next. I worked the tip of my cock deep into her crevice, savoring every moment.

All of my thoughts disappeared.

I stopped thinking about anything and everything.

Behind my eyes, there is just this cascading buzz of pleasure, this roar of desperate need finally satisfied.

She pulled off of me, finished. I collapsed back down against the mattress, utterly spent and totally exhausted.

"Rest up," she ordered.

She let her fingernails graze along my body again, starting at my neck, down my chest along my thigh. I shivered, but I didn't bother to open my eyes.

A few minutes later, I heard the shower come on in the other room.

Monique was actually going to be.

Still chained to the bed, I didn't know what I was supposed to do. At first, I tried to be patient, thinking that this wasn't a big deal. She would take a quick shower, then she would come back, and maybe she would laugh or something before letting me go. Fine. She wanted to have sex with one of the sales guys. She wanted to feel like she was in control.

As far as I was concerned, this was over. She got to enjoy her little fantasy.

I was wrong. So wrong.

Several more minutes went by, and my strength began to return just as my patients ebbed. My nostrils flared, and I decided that I didn't have to put up with this. Even if she could sell more than me, that didn't give her the right to harass me like this.

I smirked for a moment, thinking about what it would be like if I went to HR. At some other company, I probably could have gotten Monique fired. But this company belonged to Danielle, and she had her own way of doing things.

Could I sue her?

Sure.

Would anyone listen to me?

Obviously not.

What was I going to say? This gorgeous girl chained me to her bed and forced me to have sex with her? Yeah, right. No one would believe me. Even if they did, they wouldn't care.

I closed my eyes, feeling the surge of helpless frustration.

That's when I started to struggle again. I pulled against of the chains, hoping that maybe I could slip one hand free. That's all I had to do. The manacles Mort locked on or anything. I kick and thrashed, bucking from side to side. I lifted my hips, and I pulled it, straining my biceps. I did anything and everything I could, desperately hoping that I might be able to free myself.

It didn't do any good. The matter how hard I worked, I just couldn't make any real progress.

My strength gave out, and I collapsed down against the bed.

Then I heard it, the slow, mocking applause of my captor.

Monique strolled over to the foot of the bed. She was naked, much to my surprise. From her shaved pussy to her gorgeous breasts and her perfect face, she was slightly damp. I could see the little droplets still clinging to her pale skin.

"That was fun. Do it again."

"Go to hell. Let me up. I have to leave."

"Leave?" Monique asked. "Silly, we're just getting started."

My shaft started to Harden. She glanced down, smirking. "Oh, we can't have that."

Still naked, she strolled out of the room. I watched her go. I thought about trying to say something, but what good would it do? If she had already made up her mind, I wouldn't be able to stop her.

Distantly, I thought I heard something, a door opening. A refrigerator door opening?

That didn't make sense, but then she came back, and she was holding a small, plastic bowl. Still naked, she got up onto the bed. "I wonder how hard you could get right now," she said. "I wonder how hard I could make you without even touching you."

Those sound like idle thoughts, but I didn't like where this was going. "Monique, just let me up. Let me up right now."

"Oh no. You don't get to use my name. I'm the owner, and you're the slave now."

"Slave? What are you talking about?"

She smirked again.

"Isn't it obvious? As far as I can tell, it should be as clear as day. I sold more than you, so I get to decide what you wear. If I get to decide what you wear, I get to decide who you are. If I get to decide who you are, then I'm deciding that your my slave."

"That's not how this works," I growled through my gritted teeth.

"You're cute when you're dumb," she answered.

And then she did something I didn't expect. "Having sex with you was fun, but I don't think it was really enough for me. I want something more. Later on, I'll probably go find a nice guy, someone big, someone who could actually satisfy me. Not that writing you wasn't fun and all, but I was more about the psychological thrill."

I didn't understand what she was saying that.

Even so, just having her so close and naked, her body right there, on display before me, was enough to trigger something within me. Sure, I thought I was spent, but Monique seemed determined to turn me on all over again.

Why?

Her hands went to her breasts. She started to stroke them, working her fingertips around her nipples in neat little circles. I watched, transfixed.

"That feels really good. Just imagine how much better would feel if I rubbed these against your cock. You'd like that, wouldn't you, Jason? Would you like to feel my body down against yours?" She spoke in the sultry, seductive tone, teasing me with every breath.

Yes, I was getting hard again.

Then she took her hands away from her chest. She reached down between her legs, brushing two fingers over her pussy. "Of course, this is really where I get off," she said to me. Her eyes never left mine.

She worked her opening, touching herself, working the folds of her slit. She toyed with her clitoris, all while I watched. I could see that entrance glisten with her juices.

She rubbed a little bit harder, a little bit faster. She stroked herself. Pretty soon, she straightened her back, racing her chin. She started to moan again. "Oh yes, that feels so good!"

She shivered, shaking just once. Then she put her hand back. "Would you like to taste me, Jason?"

Monique crawled forward, and I didn't know how to speak. My cock was definitely hard again, and I was thinking about how good it would feel if she would just have sex with me one more time.

My insides quivered as she pressed her fingers down against my bottom lip.

At this point, I didn't need to cooperate.

But if I disobeyed her or disappointed her, then she might not give me another orgasm. That was precisely what I craved, so I wrapped my lips around her digit. I sucked, tasting the tangy flavor of her arousal.

"That's right. You like that, don't you? You want to suck. You like sucking my fingers. Don't stop. He stopped, there will be consequences."

Obeying her like this was certainly humiliating, but I couldn't myself to stop either. I was a good little slave for her at that moment, exactly what she wanted. She worked her fingers down deeper. I ran my tongue along each one. I did everything I could to please her, to satisfy her. I wouldn't stop.

Then she pulled her hand back, and my eyes were closed. She reached into the bowl, and she plucked something out, not that I could see.

When I felt that shock of cold against my erection, I howled out.

I screamed, panting through each note, sounding more like a little girl than a real man.

The blast of cold ripped through my body, making it impossible for me to think. I howled out, twisting my body to the left, but Monique wouldn't let me escape. She rubbed the ice cube against my erection, down and up, down and up until my erection that there do. I kept trying to get away, to evade her wicked touch, but nothing I did made any difference.

She had me helpless. She knew it. She savored the way I struggled against my bonds.

Finally, the ice melted away. A couple of cold droplets dribbled down to my scrotum. I flinched each time.

"Now I can get you all locked up."

Locked up? What did that mean?

To be honest, I couldn't think anymore. Exhausted by the sex and the arousal and the blast of cold, I just stayed there on my back, totally helpless.

She took my cock again, and she slid it into a tube. By this point, my penis was particularly small. It felt as though every drop of blood had retreated deep into my body. Then I felt something around the base of my shaft, stiff and plastic.

Finally, Monique, attached the lock.

I heard it click into place.

That roused me. I raise my head and looked to down along the length of my body. I sought for the first time, my metal and plastic chastity cage. It locked my penis up. "What, what is that?" I asked.

At the time, I had no idea.

Monique was more than eager to explain. "You see, there are some guys out there who just can't be trusted. These are the boyfriends and husbands who need to be locked up in chastity. Congratulations. You're now one of them."

"But I'm single," I said stupidly.

She giggled. "Yes, you're single, but now you belong to me, which means I'm going to keep your little cock under lock and key. That's just the first part of turning you into my little sissy slave."

I should have listened to every word she said. But I couldn't. I was still drained, both physically and psychologically.

"So here's something you need to understand, Jason. If you ever want to climax again, you are going to do exactly what I say. Oh, and of course, there's that little bit about you getting fired as well."

And that's when I saw it, dangling from her hand, a small, brass key. She let its way from side to side before she brought it up and dangled around her neck. After that, she got dressed, pulling on another pair of panties, black jeans, and her white blouse. She didn't bother with a bra.

"Now that I'm dressed, it's time to get you ready."

"What are you talking about?"

"Tonight, I get you dressed. And you're going to do it on your own in the morning. And were going to work."

I pressed my lips together, suddenly very, very nervous.

Monique didn't make any announcements, but she released me from my bonds. Jesus walked over to the bed, and she loosened the cuffs around my wrists and of the shackles around my ankles. The whole process took a minute or two. And once she was done, I sat up. I looked to down at my cock. I couldn't help myself. There was something about seeing my penis through the transparent plastic that made me shiver with humiliation.

Again.

There was nothing I could do, no way for me to escape the shame of my situation.

"Stand up, back straight, hold your hands behind you," she ordered. She sounded calm reasonable, like I was supposed to just go along with all of this.

And yet, moving as if on autopilot, I did as she commanded. I slid off of the mattress, and I stood there in the center of her bedroom, just a few feet away from the four posters. I swallowed once as I crossed my wrists behind my back, straightening my spine.

Just as she had done when I first arrived, Monique circled me. She squeezed my ass, and giving me a quick spanking. Her hand flew down, making it sting.

"What's your favorite color?"

"Blue," I said, confused why she would care one way or the other.

"Wrong? Try again. Let's do this another way. If you think of a girly color, what color do you think of?"

Before I could figure out what kind of game she was playing, I answered. That was a mistake. "Pink?"

She leaned forward, raising herself up on the tips of her toes. "Good choice. I like knowing that you are very traditional."

She walked over to one of the dressers, and she opened the bottom drawer. I could hear the wood grind as she slid it forward. Why did that make me shiver again? Why was I so nervous?

Probably because I already had a good idea of what she was going to do. She said to words before, words that made it very clear what she intended for me.

But then she held up the panties, pink, lacy and silk. They practically shimmered on the air, almost like liquid. Then she tossed of them to me, and he landed on my shoulder. "Go ahead, sissy. Put them on."

Sissy?

What the hell?

"No. I can't," I said.

"Why not? You don't like your job? You want to get fired? Is that it, sissy?"

Those questions told me everything I needed to know.

My heart kept slamming into my chest, and I could hardly move. But then, she leaned forward and kissed me. She bit down into my lower lip, almost hard enough to draw blood. The pain flashed along my nerves, and I stumbled back, which only made her laugh.

"You need to get dressed. Put on your panties right now. If you don't, I will tell Danielle that you want to be fired."

"You wouldn't believe you!"

Once those words left my mouth, I realized just how dumb they sounded. It didn't matter what I said. This was the game Danielle wanted us to play. I didn't have any choice, and as I realized this, my defiance broke. I lacked the strength or the will power to resist her. My shoulders fell forward, and I leaned down, holding the panties in my hands. I pulled them up the length of my legs.

They fit me perfectly, snug, feminine and girly.

Those little bikini briefs hid my trapped cock, making me look even more like a female.

"Very nice. If you want I really like? The matter how aroused you become, you won't be able to get an erection or an orgasm. In fact, when you go to the bathroom, you're going to have to sit down like a dainty little girl."

I didn't want to listen to her or believe her, but what choice did I have?

She had this all planned out, so she knew precisely what would happen next.

It only got worse.

Monique sauntered over to the dresser again. She reached down, and she pulled out a pair of long stocks. No, not socks. Tights. She tossed of them to me, and I looked up the shimmering material. It was almost transparent, but this material would make my legs look white, pale, feminine and toned.

With these tights on, guys would see me, and if they just looked at my legs, they would assume I was some hot girl.

"I can't wear these," I said.

"You can, and you will."

That's when she shoved me, her hands hard against my chest. I fell back, retreating several steps until the back of my head banged against the wall. She pushed herself against me, kissing me again. I didn't understand why, but it didn't matter as I lost myself to those intoxicating sensations. I could feel her breasts and the heat of her body, the flat of her stomach, her mouth against mine.

It felt so good, right until that moment when my cock twitched, struggling against the confines of its cage. It didn't matter how aroused I became, however. I couldn't achieve an orgasm. The chastity lock made that impossible.

She pulled back. "Them on," she said. Exhausted by the torment, I obeyed her. I pulled the tights up along my legs. To do so, I had to flex both of my feet, pointing my toes toward the carpet. But, inch by inch, I got the tights up until they were all the way up around my waist, my panties.

"Very cute," she said.

Before I could say anything, she took out her phone it snapped a picture.

"I'm going to send this off to all of my office friends. You know those receptionists you like to tease? I'm sure they'll love this picture."

I couldn't tell if it was better or worse, but Monique held the screen up for me to see. There was my ass, my legs, my feet. Taken together, I looked fairly decent, almost like a petite ballet dancer. I was ashamed that I looked so feminine, but I was grateful for the fact that my face wasn't in that picture. There weren't any other identifying marks either.

With a sigh of relief, I just stood there, still braced against the wall.

Content with herself for the moment, Monique turned away. She typed something in her phone and sent the message is off, one at a time. After that, she stowed her phone and headed back toward the closet.

I glanced across my shoulder, wondering if I should make a break for it.

There wasn't anything to stop me.

Sure, I would lose my job, but I could find other work, right?

I wasn't so sure. Just shifting my weight pressed my penis up against the walls of the chastity cage. That was enough to remind me of the lock that held me captive.

Sure, I could leave, but how would I get this thing off? I didn't know what would happen if I went to a hospital. Would the doctors just laugh at me? Rather than find out, I stood there.

"Put this on. Don't worry about any of the blows. I'll take care of those."

Monique sauntered up to me, and she held out the dress. Black with white petticoats and a matching apron, it didn't seem like something anyone would really wear. It had to come from some fetish shop, or maybe a specialty Taylor.

"I, I can't," I said to her.

"Don't worry your cute little head. It will fit."

"That's not what I mean," I said to her.

I kept looking back at Monique, desperately hoping and praying for some shred of mercy. My search was totally insane.

She tilted her head to the side. "Silly sissy. This is what you are now. You're going to put on your dress, and then I'm going to put you to bed. You going to go into the servant's quarters, and you're going to stay there until I let you out in the morning. You need to understand that you belong to me now."

How could I disagree with her? How could I argue?

To be honest, I think it was the chastity cage. It did something to me. It affected me. You see, if you never had something like that on, you don't exactly understand how much confidence and authority comes from your manhood. To have that taken away, especially by some petite beauty like Monique...it stripped away my confidence, my ability to be defiant.

That's why I pulled the dress up and over my head and shoulders. I pulled it down. Next, I put on the petticoats, and they squeezed into my waist.

Monique didn't waste any time. She came up behind me, grabbing the nose. First, she cinched the bodice shut, locking me in. With another shiver of dread, I realized something. This dress didn't come with locks or anything so obvious. Even so, there was no way I would be able to reach around to the small of my back were along my spine to untie those bows.

I was trapped.

This was another layer of captivity.

Even so, I did my best not to whimper or make any sounds. I was going to survive this. Somehow.

Monique finished binding me.

Next, she grabbed my wrist and pulled, guiding me back toward her master bathroom. She positioned to be in front of a mirror, and I saw myself. I always keep my cheeks clean-shaven. To be honest, I don't have a particularly strong or masculine jaw. So when I saw myself, I seemed more like a stranger.

"Have you ever been dressed up like a girl before, Jason?"

"No," I said with a quick little shake of my head, only I made the mistake of hesitating.

"Oh? Really? Are you sure you're not trying to lie to me?" She reached it down, under my skirt, and she squeezed my ass. "You know, you're still a virgin right here, but that doesn't have to last."

That's all she had to say to shred my resistance. "Fine. Yes. The dress like a girl before."

She raised an eyebrow. "Oh really? When?"

I flashed back to elementary school.

One night,   my older sister decided to have some of her friends over for a sleepover. I was alone in my room playing video games. They must have been bored because they broke in, and they rushed me. They grabbed me, they held me down and stripped me. It all happened so fast. When they finally let me stand, I had my hand over my boy parts. The girls laughed at me, pointing. They said I looked so cute, almost like a baby.

"Here," one of them said. "Put this on."

She tossed me a dress with a white sash crisscrossing over the chest. When I looked at it, I said no. I tried to get them to leave, but they grabbed me, forcing my hands into the dress. The May pulled it down over me.

I was lucky none of them had a cell phone. If any of those pictures have gotten out, my reputation would have been completely ruined.

For the rest of the night, they forced me to be their little dolly.

I confessed all of this to her.

She stepped forward. "Did you like it?"

"What? No. Of course not!"

"I think you're lying. I bet you loved being a pretty little girl for your sister and her friends. That's a secret, you know. There are lots of guys out there who want to lose their masculinity. They don't want to be men. They don't want to have to be responsible or independent or strong. And that's why I chose you. You're cute, but you're also susceptible. That's why I'm going to be able to break you."

I glared at her, doing my best to appear fierce independent. It didn't work. She laughed at me, tapping my cheek before she took me by the hand.

Monique didn't let me out of my little maid uniform. Instead, she told me to lay down on another bed, this one in her guest room. It was simple with a twin sized mattress and pretty much nothing else. For all I knew, the closet was empty.

"Spread your arms and legs, just like before. Close your eyes."

She was going to tie me to the bed. I knew this, and yet, I couldn't think of some way to stop her. I scrambled, desperately trying to come up with a reason why she wouldn't want to do this.

Nothing occurred to me.

I dismissed one idea after another until I was on my back, my arms and legs spread.

"You're going to be very popular in the office tomorrow," she said.

At that point, argued with her, begging her, pleading, telling her that she couldn't do this. Of course, every sound I made fell on deaf ears. She instead pulled off her pants. Then her panties. She held them up for me to see. There was a little damp spot. She was excited by all of this.

She bundled up her panties into a neat little ball, and she shoved them into my mouth. After that, she opened up a drawer on the nightstand next to the bed, and she pulled out a roll of tape. She tore off the strip and pressed it down against my mouth, effectively muddling me with her panties.

"There. So much better," she said with a wicked snicker.

After that, she strapped me down. Then she took a blindfold and tight around my eyes. "Don't think about anything but how pretty you're going to look tomorrow," she said to me.

The last thing I heard was the click of the light as she left the room.

That night, I struggled, fighting against my bonds. At one point, I decided that I didn't care about the chastity cage or losing my job. But then, I would think about how Monique probably took pictures of me. If so, I was stuck.

Salesmanship relies reputation. If you want to succeed, people have to trust you.

But even then, it's about more than just trust.

It's about forming a connection, getting your clients to respect you, to want to hang out with you. More often than not, being an effective salesman involves being personable and charismatic, so people want to be around you.

But there I was, strapped down to the bed, wearing that embarrassing outfit.

If any of my mail client saw me like this, they would think I was weak and pathetic. Hell, the women would come to the exact same conclusion.

And maybe they would be right.

Despite my circumstances, I tried to sleep. Any kind of relaxation proved to be elusive, however. It was pretty much impossible to settle down when I couldn't roll over. To make matters worse, I kept thinking about what would happen in the morning.

At some point, I drifted off into an uneasy sleep.

"Wake up, sissy."

Those words started to push through the fog of disoriented sleep. It wasn't the comfortable world of dreams or even the unremembered darkness that I usually experienced when I went to bed. Instead, there were these thoughts, awkward and aggressive. They fluttered through my head.

Then there was her voice again. "Wake up, sissy. Wake up, sleepy sissy."

I registered those words, yet they seemed as though they were coming from far away. When I felt something against my cheek, warm and soft.

"Wake up, sleepy."

Monique kissed me, pressing her lips down against my mouth. My eyes fluttered open, and I can see the top of her head. Not only that, I could feel her breasts as she leaned down. It felt so good. For a second, I forgot about everything that had happened. This felt like a fantasy, like I could just conjure her into my bedroom.

Only then my shaft twitched against the plastic boundaries. My chastity lock made it impossible for me to get an erection. The discomfort hits me, grinding through my body. I tried to relax, to let the desire fade away. It didn't work.

"What's wrong, sissy?"

Monique pulled back, and she grinned at me.

I tried to pull my arms up so that I could shove her away.

It didn't work. With my wrists still locked in those manacles, I didn't have the chance. I growled with frustration, and that just made her laugh. "Oh, you're going to have to do better than that if you're going to succeed at the office today."

"Succeed? What are you talking about?"

"Isn't it obvious? You have to make some sales today. You wouldn't want to end up as the office sissy again next month, would you?"

The color drained away from my cheeks, and my insides clenched. It felt as though every muscle in my body tensed up.

"Don't worry. I'm going to make sure your nice and pretty today. If you're lucky, maybe no one will figure out it's you."

I raised an eyebrow, staring at her as though she was insane.

And yet, Monique freed me from the manacles. I quickly rolled over onto my side, stretching my arms and legs. The restraints hadn't allowed much freedom of movement during the night. Now I felt clumsy, my muscles bunched up.

"Come on," she commanded, motioning for me to follow with the wiggle of a finger.

Obediently, I followed her out of the room and back into her bedroom. I glanced over at her sheets and blankets.

"Make my bed for me," she commanded. With one finger, she pointed downward.

My face flushed. The heat rampaging along my skin. Was I really going to do this? I let her address me up. In fact, I looked to down at the black and white fabrics still tight around my body. Another shiver of humiliation made its way down my back.

She placed her hand on the small of my back and pushed, nudging me toward her sheets.

Reluctantly, I started to make her bed. I folded the blankets and sheets, setting them out along the mattress.

"Smooth it out," she ordered.

Monique was right; there were a few wrinkles. Today matter?

I glared at her for a moment, but then she just tapped her pocket. The implication was clear. If I didn't obey, she would upload the picture she had taken of me.

I smoothed out the wrinkles, running my hands over the flat of her mattress. As I did so, I had to bend forward. She grabbed my skirt, peeling it back. Then she pinched my ass, her fingers pushing down into my buttocks.

"Nice and tight," she said. "You know, you really do make a very cute sissy. I'm wondering how would feel to bend you over my bed, just like this."

The dread prompted me to try to push my way back up onto my feet. I want to stand, to turn around and tell her that she couldn't get away with this. But she already had one hand out, shoving me down again. "Nope. Stay down. I want you bend over the bed like a good little sissy," she said.

When I stop struggling, she relaxed her hold on me.

"There we go. See. It's so much easier when you do as you're told. That's the nice thing about being a sissy, you don't have to think for yourself anymore. You have an owner, and I will tell you what to do."

"This won't last forever," I replied, thinking that there would be another month and someone else could be in this position, maybe one of the guys I didn't like.

"Right," she said, that one word loaded with disdain and disbelief.

Finally, she let me stand up. She put her hand on my back, and she pushed me toward the bathroom. It was enormous with large mirrors, several sinks, and a small desk set off to the side. She placed her hands on my shoulders, and she pushed me down. I sat in front of a huge pile of makeup.

There were dozens of different bottles and containers.

I didn't understand what any of them were for.

Unfortunately, I was about to learn.

"Do you know what really bothers me?"

"No, what?" I asked, each syllable tense and biting.

"I hate it when men pretended that sex is and isn't an issue. Even if we aren't talking about explicit oppression, men have these incredible advantages. After all, just think about how much more sleep men can get because it'll have to worry about makeup. Did you know that I have friends who wake up and spend an hour, sometimes even two, just putting on makeup and getting their hair done?" She clicks her tongue and shook her head. "They feel like they have to do this because we live in a super special society. It's not fair. But don't worry. Jason, you're about to get a taste of this."

I sat up a little bit straighter.

"Please, don't make me wear makeup. I'm already wearing the dress."

"I can make you wear whatever I want, some going to teach you how to do this. Pay attention," she said without a hint of mercy. There was no doubt in her voice either.

Monique talked about women spending hours doing their makeup, but I only had to sit in that chair for about forty minutes...Even so, it felt like an eternity. Every minute felt like hours, especially as I had to deal with the strange sensations.

She applied brushes to my lips, my cheeks, my eyes. She added all of this makeup, these different powders. And when she was done, speaking or even turning my head felt a little bit strange. There was all this extra weight and layering over the contours of my face.

"So pretty!" Monique said. She clapped her hands together, like an excited little girl.

"Please, let me take this off. Please, I will do whatever you want."

Laughing, Monique shook her head. "Oh no. This is too good. Besides, you're already going to do whatever I want."

I tried to think of some way to argue with her, something I could say to make her change her mind. Once again, nothing jumped into my head.

"I ready to go to work?"

"No. Please, don't make me. Please, don't let them see me like this."

Monique walked over to one of the dressers. She opened a drawer, and she took something out, a dog collar and leash. "Either you behave yourself and follow me right now, or I lead you and to work wearing this. What's it going to be?"

I chose to walk of my own volition. Of course, I still hated myself for every step. We got out of her car in the parking garage, I followed her. I took small, tentative steps, mostly because I wasn't used to walking in shoes like these. They were black and leather with little silver buckles. They looked like something a school girl would have worn fifty years ago.

It went along with the rest of my outfit.

Once or twice, I passed by another car, and I would cast my reflection. Yes, my hair was still short, like a man's, but that just made me look more stylish.

"Come on, cutie. Let's show you off," Monique said as she pulled me forward. I followed along, right into the elevator.

We headed up toward the seventh floor. On the second floor, the doors dinged open.

Another girl was about to get on, but then she looked up from her phone, and she smirked when she saw me. Clearly, she didn't know what to do. Then she started to laugh before she stepped into the elevator car.

"Do you mind if I ask is going on?" The girl aim to her question back toward Monique.

"Oh, this is just part of a little hazing ritual. Nothing too bad," Monique said.

The girl turned back to me. She had short, blonde bangs and bright blue eyes. "Well, you look really cute. For a second, I thought you were actually a stripper or something."

"No," I said. As hard as I tried, I couldn't raise my voice. Speaking like a man with authority became too impossible.

The doors opened, and Monique stepped out. I could already hear the white noise of different people making calls and setting up deals.

My heart started pounding even faster. I didn't know if I could hear anything over the thundering roar of my heart behind the bars of my rib cage. No, I couldn't do it. No, I wasn't going to be able to step out there. I wouldn't be able to face my former coworkers.

"Do you want to quit your job?" Monique asked. "Because you know Danielle. If you quit, she will make sure that everyone knows what you've done. They will all know that you failed, they suck, you don't deserve to be given a chance."

Later on, I would remember that there are sales jobs all over the freaking world. Danielle couldn't put me on some blacklist, even if she could be sure I would have to move out of the city.

But at that moment, I started to move forward, feeling the high heels beneath my feet. I walked forward, hoping and praying that no one would see me.

But then, one guy walked out of his cubicle, and he started laughing. The sound

Dress  attracted some of the other sales guys. They came out, and they started pointing and laughing. I held my head down, raising my hands.

I wanted to block off my face.

It didn't work because Monique quickly grabbed it by my wrists, pulling my arms down behind my back. She crossed them, and then she called out. "Everyone, I want you to remember that to Jason here tried it to move some product last month, but he failed miserably. That's why he's going to be dressed like this for the rest of the day. Maybe the rest of the month. Who knows?"

A couple of the guys started whistling.

"Now, now," chided Monique. "Don't be mean. But you know, if you want to hear about the new rules that will apply to the sissy, meet me in the conference room in half an hour."

Right away, some of the guys started whispering back and forth to one another. The few female salespeople who also worked on this floor did the same. And of course, there were the receptionists and secretaries who helped run the place.

Knowing that the show would continue a little while, our audience dispersed. That left me alone with Monique. She sauntered forward, heading back toward her office. Yes, she got her own office, just another perk of being the top seller on the floor.

Before she closed the door in my face, Monique said, "I expect you in the conference room with me. If you aren't, I will start showing off some of those pictures. Or maybe I will upload them to the Internet. Who knows?"

She shut the door, leaving me there.

I knew that if I wanted to get out of this predicament, I had to go sell.

There was nothing else to it.

I straightened my back and concentrated, focusing all of my determination. Of course, I wanted to succeed during last sales., But this was completely different. Trapped in my chastity cage, wearing panties and a stupid little maid uniform, I had no choice. Unless I wanted this to become my new life, I had to do better.

I went to my cubicle, ducking down. I grabbed the phone and I opened up my computer. I found one of the numbers for a client, and I started typing it in.

After that, I spent thirty minutes working the phones.

It was a half hour of failure.

Yes, I did my best, and I thought I was determined, but it didn't make any difference. My best efforts didn't help me. After the first call, I felt like I lost every drop of confidence. After that, I sounded timid. I could hear it, even to my own ears. Confidence is important when you want to convince someone to buy something from you, but it didn't work. For some reason, I didn't feel as though I had any strength or power. There was no reason for anyone to listen to me.

On my second call, I said, "Thanks for taking my call, Jim. Look, um, I have this...stuff." Obviously, I knew what I was supposed to say. If I really choked, there was even a script on the screen for me to follow. "Do you think you help me out? Maybe? I would owe you one. Please?" Yes, that's exactly how I sounded, uncertain, desperate, pathetic.

Everyone I called politely said no.

After that, my computer told me that there was a meeting taking place in the conference room at about three minutes.

I grabbed on to be at my desk for a few seconds, squeezing it hard enough to turn my knuckles white. Was I really going to do this? Was I going to go into the conference room so that Monique could humiliate me some more?

Every time I thought of Monique, I had to come to one conclusion: I just didn't have any choice. Of course, of course, I had it been in this room on several occasions. Mostly, I would go there with the other sales guys to hear Danielle's different announcements.

This time, I crossed the threshold, careful to keep my head down.

Even so, I couldn't block out the sounds of the snickering. Different guys, colleagues, were already chuckling.

"Here is our guest of honor," Monique announced from the head of the table.

I glanced up, do my best to block out the site of the other guys in the room. Just like out among the cubicles, I found myself surrounded by some of the women as well. One of them even blew me a kiss.

It was disheartening.

I could feel my ego get laid, stripped one layer at a time.

"Come here," Monique ordered, motioning for me to approach her.

I did a she commanded. As I started walking, I kept my eyes down. At the same time, I still had to focus on walking correctly. The high heels made this so much more difficult.

For the first time in my life, I could sympathize for the women who wore these things day in and day out.

Someone pinched my ass.

I don't know who it was, if it was a man or woman, but there was to squeeze against my buttocks, and I hopped up. I let out a girlish little squeal. All of a sudden, the room burst into laughter.

They were laughing at me!

Face red, I moved as fast as I dared. Then I found myself with Monique, which only made things worse because now I was able to look out at the rest of the conference room.

"Settle down," Monique said, only slightly annoyed. Even then, she was smiling at her audience. "Settle down," she ordered again.

It took a few minutes, the people quieted.

"Now, as you can see, I have made a couple of adjustments to our poorest performing employee. Jason here is going to be known as Jasmine from now on."

What?

My jaw fell open, which only made the others laugh at me. At this point, they were trying to be quiet, so Monique would be able to speak. Even so, I could hear those muted snickers and chuckles, the little bit of giggling from some of the receptionists.

"Jasmine is going to become the office sissy. Effectively, this means a couple of things. First, the sissy still needs to sell. Of course, if the sissy can do that, then he's going to have to find some other ways to be interesting."

I glanced back at Monique, only she would make eye contact with me. Make things interesting? What was that supposed to mean?

I decided not to ask, mostly because I didn't want to draw any more attention to myself.

Yeah, right.

Everyone was other focused on Monique wore me. There weren't any other options. This was probably the first time I attended a meeting in the conference room where no one had a cell phone out.

"Although the rules are very simple, I want to make sure that there isn't any question about how this is going to work. You see, you are all still employees here, but Jasmine is going to be my slave sissy. That means he has to do whatever I say. Oh, and because he has to do anything I say, that means I'm giving you all permission to use him."

Use me? Again, I wanted to say something, but I looked up, and I saw the way everyone was nodding their heads, like this was some obvious game.

At one point, I opened my mouth, only to close it.

Would anyone here even listen to me?

No, of course not.

"So yeah, feel free to tell Jasmine here to fetch you coffee, take care of your laundry, clean out your cubicles, whatever you want. As far as the sissy is concerned, everyone outranks him. Isn't that right, sissy?"

I didn't say anything at first. That's why she smacked of the tips of her fingers against my thigh.

"Yes," I said, mostly because I couldn't think of any other possible response.

"And of course, if the sissy doesn't do a good job, you can always punish him."

Punish me?

It sounded like a dumb question, even inside my head.

And yet, someone else asked it as well. One of the guys raised his hand. After a not for Monique, he asked, "What does that mean?"

"For the most part, I imagine punishments are going to involve either humiliation or spankings."

"Spankings?" That was one of the receptionists. Her eyes were wide with shock, but there was still this big, dazzling smile on her face.

"Absolutely. Here, let me demonstrate. Sonja, would you like to help?" Monique asked, directing her attention back to the girl who asked about the spankings in the first place.

I glanced over at Sonja. She had long brown hair, gorgeous, feline features, and a nice little body. She wasn't quite as attractive as Monique, but Sonja was still quite lovely.

"Absolutely!" Sonja got up out of her chair, and she skipped over to the head of the table. Monique stood, and she grabbed me, putting her hand on the back of my neck. With a strength I didn't know she possessed, Monique pushed me down, bending me across the table.

"Jack, Mark, would you mind holding his hands?"

My former coworkers immediately obliged, grabbing me and holding me in place. Instinctively, I tried to pull away, but they were bigger than me and stronger than me as well. Besides, they were working together, which meant that I didn't stand a chance.

"After a little while, Jasmine here is definitely going to understand how to behave. He's going to know that he is outranked by everyone here, which means that he will always obey. Until he learns that lesson, however, spankings like this might be necessary. Or you know, you could always spank him just as you feel like it. You don't really have to have a good reason."

That made everyone laugh again. If you want someone to rub your feet, use Jasmine. Or maybe if there are other, more intimate services the sissy can provide, feel free."

That meet some of the guys stopped laughing. A few of them looked uncomfortable. Others, however, seemed to re-examine me.

"What you mean?" asked someone, I couldn't see who.

"Whatever you want." Are you interested in having him down on on his knees? Think about what he could do that pretty mouth of his."

No. No. No. No way!

"Oh, and if you do decide to take advantage, be sure to get some pictures. MSU not to post anything online for now, mostly because we wouldn't want to ruin his reputation."

That made everyone laugh all over again.

"But for right now, let's show him what happens if he misbehaves."

Monique lifted up my skirt, and she nodded back toward Sonja.

Sonja didn't need to be told what to do. Instead, she let her hand flies down, smacking hard against my panties. The pain jolted through me, far more than I expected. This was a spanking, after all, the kind of punishment to use on a child.

Even though I was a grown man, I could feel my eyes start to water.

"Oh, look at that. The sissy slave's going to cry!

No!

I told myself that I wasn't going to shed a single tear. I wasn't even going to let my eyes start to water. Only then, the spankings continue to terrain down against my buttocks. The pain burned along my skin, flashing through the rest of my body. It spread like a wildfire. I gritted my teeth at first, thinking that I could handle it.

After a few more seconds, Sonja stopped. She looked around the rest of the room. "Who else would like a chance to spank him?"

Apparently, hands went up and the air. Sonja picked several other coworkers, and they actually lined up to do this.

Part of me wanted to beg you, to proceed with them. I wanted to tell them that I didn't need to be punished like I was some little girl.

And yet, this wasn't about punishment at all. No, it was about obedience, and it was about establishing a new order in the office. Yes, Daniel was on top, and Monique was still the second-in-command, but that put me at the very bottom. I was going to be a slave, less than a piece of office furniture. I wasn't going to have any rights or respect.

They spanked me, harder, faster, more brutally. Each of my colleagues made sure to leave red marks along my skin. At some point, someone decided that I shouldn't even be allowed panties.

They yanked the silky material down around my knees. "Wait, what is he wearing?"

"Oh," Monique announced, make it sound like no big deal. "That's his chastity cage. Don't worry, girls. He can't enjoy any of this. He can't even get an erection because he's just a dumb little sissy now. Isn't that right, sissy?"

Fortunately for me, Monique didn't actually expect an answer this time.

The spanking resumed, one strike after another. With each one, I could feel my endurance flake away, breaking under the constant barrage.

Finally, I slumped down, my chest pressed into the faux wood.

A couple of tears ran down from the corners of my eyes. "Sissy, are you going to be a good little slave for us?"

As she spoke, she put her hands around my waist, and she pulled me back up onto my feet. That little bit of movement, the pressure of her pelvis against my ass sent another shock wave of agony through my skin. Even so, I didn't whimper or yelp.

Perhaps I should be proud of myself for that little bit of fortitude.

And yet, I told her exactly what she and everyone else expected me to say. "Yes. I swear. I'm going to be a good sissy slave," I said, my lips moving, seemingly of their own accord.

"Get down on your knees and say it again."

Monique wasn't messing around. She put her hand on my shoulder, and she shoved me down to the floor. The rest of our coworkers circled around me, watching, smirking, giggling. A couple of them pointed. Others took pictures.

I attempted to look down, to just tear their shoes.

Monique wouldn't tolerate that level of modesty. Her hand went under my chin, and she held me there, forcing me to look up at them.

"I swear. I'm going to be a sissy slave!

"What kind of sissy slave?"

My eyes watered up again, my lower lip trembled, and a couple of people started joking, taking bets on whether or not I would begin to cry.

"Good sissy slave! I swear, I'm going to be a good sissy slave!"

"Good sissy," she agreed, patting me on the head.

After the meeting, I rushed back to my cubicle. Obviously, this was the worst place to try to hide it, but I needed my computer to access my client list if I wanted to try to make any sales at all.

The others let me work for a while.

Honestly, the surprises me. I almost expected someone to show up right away.

Once or twice, I caught the glances of different people checking in on me. They wanted to see me aged at my desk, working in my dress. I was wearing panties, a chastity cage, petticoats, high heels and stockings.

Every time I thought of that, he became impossible for me to work.

It again, with every call, I sounded like some timid girl. I lacked the confidence of aggression necessary to close even a single deal.

I hated this!

Just as I pushed away from my desk, panting with frustration, she strolled in front of my cubicle.

"I need you to go ahead and make a hundred copies for me," said the girl.

I snapped my head up, glaring at her.

She was just a receptionist, one of the new hires. I didn't even know her name.

This moment wouldn't matter. If I let her boss me around, the other receptionists would do the same thing. Then I would never get anyone's respect. Resisting the urge to gulp down my trepidation, I tried to appear relaxed.

"No. I'm busy," I said. I turned my attention back to my screen, practically dismissing her.

The secretary wasn't going to give up. She straightened her back, bringing her heels together. "Do you want me to tell Monique?"

"I don't care if you do." I bluffed.

Would she call me on it? That was the question. I didn't know one way or the other, but I kept hoping, staring forward. All morning, I had failed as a salesman. No one wanted to buy anything from me because they could hear the fear in my voice.

If you want someone to listen to you, you can't sound or appear desperate. Even through the phone lines, people knew that something was wrong with me. They could tell that I was insecure and scared.

But with this girl, all of my talents came back.

It didn't matter.

She stepped into my cubicle, placing her hands against of the arm rest of my chair. She spun my feet around so that I face her. "Sissy, you're going to do this. Because if you don't, I will pull down your panties and give you another spanking. Is that what you want? Do you need to be spanked, silly sissy?"

Silly sissy. That's what Monique had called me several times. I hated hearing those words. Having them come from one of the secretaries only made it worse.

"No. I'll do it," I said, dejected. I could feel all of the strength and confidence I had gathered just deflate into nothingness.

"Good. Go ahead and do it right now."

"But I have more calls to make," I protested.

"Do I look like I care?"

She dropped a couple of sheets of paper on my lap, and then she sauntered off. She was the superior, and she give me a command, so now I had to obey. As far as she was concerned, there is nothing else to say.

Reluctantly, I stood up. I started to walk forward, only to feel bizarrely naked because of my attire. That made my way between the cubicles, heading back toward the copy room.

"Looking good," someone said.

I kept my head down, hoping that I wouldn't make eye contact, hoping that I wouldn't let my tormentors see just how much they could humiliate me.

Someone else whistled. A girl came up to me and pinched my bottom, like I was a secretary from the 1950s. It was degrading, but I've made it into the copy room. I closed the door behind me. The space is always dark, doubling as the supply closet. I went over to the copier, and I slid the papers into the slot and hit the Start button.

From there, I pressed my back up against the wall.

As the machine rattled off one copy after another, I locked my teeth together. I kept thinking that I have the strength to deal with this. Somehow, I would get Monique.

But how?

I skipped over that part, and I tried to make myself feel better by focusing on the other possibilities, the rewards I would get if I could just escape her hold.

I would have her in a dress just like this, only she would also wear a collar around her neck. She threatened me with a leash? Fine. She would be on a leash, at my side. I would make her crawl. At my desk, she would kneel, sucking me off.

Just as I thought about how good that wet blow job would feel, my cock started to stiffen, only to feel the captivity of its cage.

No!

My eyes started to water.

Dressed in panties and this uniform, I just couldn't feel like a man.

Exhaling through my teeth, I looked around, wondering what I could do.

Before any ideas popped in my head, the door opened, and there she was. "Oh, there's my little sissy slave. How are you doing?"

Monique.

Instinctively, I pressed myself up against the wall, almost like a wild animal desperate for escape from a predator. But the door closed behind her.

"What are you doing?" Monique asked, disregarding her first question. She didn't really care how I was doing, after all.

"I'm making copies," I said.

"Who asked you to do that?"

"One of the receptionists," I answered.

"Oh, that's good. I'm glad to see you're making yourself useful." With a wicked smirk, she sauntered up to me. Again, there is nowhere for me to go.

She grabbed my wrists, pulling them over my head. "Don't move," she commanded.

I didn't know what she had in mind, but she leaned forward, and she kissed me. She was smearing my makeup, messing with my lipstick.

At that moment, I didn't really care. "I love knowing that I can sexually harass you. I think this is going to be our spot from now on," she said, pulling away from the kiss. "Just think about it. Whenever I spent my fingers, you're going to have to come here do whatever I want. I will be able to play with you, and if you don't cooperate, I will just have you fired. Doesn't that sound like fun?"

"This is blackmail," I tried to say.

Monique lifted a finger, touching it to my mouth. Just like back, she silenced me. "Don't worry your pretty little head about what this is. All you need to know is that I'm in charge. Isn't that right?"

When I didn't respond, she reached up, touching the top of my head with two fingers. She pushed my head down and up, effectively forcing me to nod.

"Now tell me you're a dumb sissy."

"I'm a dumb sissy."

"But you're also a very pretty sissy."

I didn't agree with her, but that didn't make any difference, not to Monique. "I'm a pretty sissy," I agreed with her. I hated every sound I made it, but what other choice did I have?

Like always, the answer was simple: none.

"That's right. You're pretty sissy," she said, leaning in to kiss me again. I tried to pull away, but I couldn't.

To be honest, I don't know what this was to Monique. He could have been arousal. Maybe she genuinely got off on seeing me like a this. More likely, she craved my subjugation. She wanted to see me subservient and helpless.

It was working.

She kissed me, and then she reached under my skirt. Her hand went into my panties, and she began to fondle my scrotum. She toyed with my body, her fingers lightly playing along my most sensitive spot.

There was nothing I could do about it, no way for me to stop her.

And then she pulled back, and I could feel that wet spot against my panties. My cock couldn't get hard it, but there's still some excitement at the tip.

"Your copies are done," she said.

Monique walked off, leaving me alone in the copy room.

I made the copies, and I dropped them off with the receptionist. I still didn't know her name.

But when I got back to my desk, there was a note.

See me immediately in my office. Then I saw the name of the bottom of the sticky note.

It came from Brad.

Brad. I hated that bastard. He was a cliché, this guy with slicked back hair, good features, and a strong voice. He was tall and charismatic. I was sure he did very well whenever he went out to the bars and clubs, mostly because he bragged about all the pussy he could get.

Basically, he was a frat brother who graduated from college but never grew up. I hated the guy, mostly because I was jealous. They hated thinking about him going to all of these different clubs, getting whatever girl he wanted.

Up until this point, I have been lucky, thinking that he wasn't around. Or maybe he didn't care enough about these games to want to play. He never came close to Monique sales, but he tried every month. Among the guys, he was one of the best. That was for sure.

That's why he had his own office.

I got up from my seat, and I walked back to there. At the same time, I could feel my fingers tense up against one another. At first, I made a fist. Then I stopped, forcing my hand to relax. I was still nervous.

He had his own office, but he didn't have a Sec., so I knocked.

"Come in," he called out. Open the door and stepped across the threshold. There he was, on the phone. He had a hands-free set. He walked around the office. And yet, without addressing me, he pointed to the spot in front of his desk.

I approached the spot and waited.

He was still talking to his client, only then he mouthed something to me as he listened. "Kneel."

I recognized the word, even though he didn't make a sound.

Should I?

Exhaling slowly, I decided that Brad would be able to go talk to Monique or Danielle if I didn't comply. So I minced my way forward, I bent my knees, and I got down on the floor. I kneeled, my head down.

Brad moved over toward his desk, and his hand went for his crotch. Why?

Honestly, I was confused at first. None of this made sense to me, only then his fingers pinched of the tab of his zipper, and he brought it down. The next thing I knew, he was hard, and he pulled out his cock. He was bigger than me by several inches at least. My insides tightened.

What the hell was he doing?

I was about to stand up, but he snapped his fingers and points it down. He did it with the commanding authority of a man who wouldn't be defied.

Even then, I still quivered, uncertain of myself. He moved forward, guiding his shaft toward my mouth.

I shook my head. "Brad, I can't do that," I protested.

"Hold on one second. I've got  something I need to take care of."

Brad turns his attention back to me. He holds one hand over the mouthpiece on his phone. "Sissy, you're going to suck my cock while I close this deal."

I tried to argue with him, just as I tried to argue with everyone in this office. It didn't work because he grabbed my hair. He thrust forward, pushing his cock toward my mouth. Before I knew what was happening, I opened up, and I tasted him, his excitement, the little bits of salt along his circumference.

"Suck me off, or I'm going to make sure that every girl in this office spanks you. You don't want that, do you?"

I couldn't respond. He shoved forward and yanked back, forcing me to give him a blow job. The humiliation blasted through me all over again. This was too much. I couldn't take it!

But I didn't have any choice.

Brad used me, ramming his shaft forward. He came back. He did it again and again.

And then he went back to his deal. "Are you good to close?" Brad asked. "Okay. I'll make sure that you get the paperwork." That's what he said while he used my face, taking me, treating me like I was some girl. I hated every second of it, but there was nothing I could do. My eyes watered as I nearly gagged.

And then he came. With a grunt, he pushed forward again, blowing his load. I started to swallow, helpless to stop myself.

And then it was done, so he withdrew. He snapped his fingers and ordered me out of the office.

I quickly scurried back to my cubicle, and I just sat there, horrified.

Back in college, I once went out with some of my friends. We hit a strip club, and we spent most of the night getting drunk and laughing at the girls. We called them sluts and whores. We thought about what it would be like to take advantage of them. We had the money, which meant we had the power, which meant we were in control.

But I became the slut. I was the dumb girl who'd do anything she was told.

If I wanted this to stop, I needed to start making sales.

That was my only choice. My hand shook a little bit, but I grabbed my phone. I pulled up a number on my computer, and just as I was about to start, Monique appeared.

"Come with me."

"No," I told her. "I need to start selling. I'm not going to let you keep me like this."

"Are you sure about that?"

"Yes," I grunted.

I tried to forget what Brad had done to me. I couldn't allow myself to worry about how I didn't fight very hard. Why did I give up so quickly? Why did I suck him off? I hated Brad! Even if I was going to go down on a guy, why did it have to be him?

I didn't have any real answers.

Monique shrugged, and much to my surprise, she simply walked off. I watched her go, disappearing behind the other cubicles. And when she was gone, I felt something, a twinge of dread.

Why did she give up so easily?

I made a call; I tried to make a sales pitch. It didn't go well.

I was about to make another call when Monique reappeared. This time, she didn't talk. Instead, she walked up to me, and she looped something around my neck. It all happened so fast. Besides, I want to keep my eyes on the screen. I didn't want to look up at her were to see what she was doing. Then she stepped back, and she pulled up. That's when I saw it, the bright pink vinyl connecting my throat to her hand.

She collared me. Not only that, she put me on a leash!

"Get this thing off of me," I growled, my hand immediately flying up toward my throat. Just as I started to feel the clasp near the back of my neck, Monique spoke.

"If you take that off, you're fired. And if you're fired, everything you've already gone through will have been for nothing. Is that what you want to do? Really, stop and think about this, Jasmine."

Jasmine. My sissy name.

I glared at her for several seconds, thinking. She watched me, apparently patient. My chest rose and fell through every frustrated breath.

"Fine. What you want," I asked.

Rather than answer, she pulled on my leash, and she guided me back toward her office.

"I have to do some work. Basically, after Philip the sales reports. Yeah, it's not fun, but it's something that needs to be done if I want to get my commissions. But since I don't like this, I need to find some way to make it more interesting." It felt like she was babbling. Where was she going with this? Why was she bothered to tell me any of this?

Apparently done with talking, she stood in front of her desk, just as Brad had done. Then she went for the button on her jeans. She loosened it and pulled the denim down along her legs. I watched her, feeling the strain of my chastity lock.

After the way she kissed me, after the way she teased me, my body was throbbing with desire. Even the idea of giving Brad a blow job wasn't enough to dissuade me.

"You know, if you do a very, very good job, maybe I will let you out of your chastity cage for a few minutes. What you think of that, sissy?"

"I'd like that. I'd like that a lot," I reply, my voice shaking.

"Good. Crawl over here." She took off her panties next. I dropped down onto my hands and knees. The humiliation surged through me. I yearned to be better than this, but I wasn't. I knew that, and I faced it.

Still holding onto the end of my leash, she walked back toward the other side of her desk. She sat down, and she tugged.

I crawled forward, feeling more like a dog or some other sort of pet.

"Very good. You see, you know where you belong. You're starting to figure this out, aren't you?"

"Yes," I said, my voice filled with desperation but also despair.

By this point, I was starting to understand something. She enjoyed this too much to ever let me go.

And yet, if I could just make a couple of sales and bump my ranks, then I would get out of this dress and bodice, these panties and stockings.

The next thing I knew, I was under her desk, and she rolled her chair forward. She started to type. Then she reached a down, pulling on my collar. She tugged my face forward even as she spread her legs. And there it was, her pussy. She was perched on the edge of her seat, giving me access to her slit.

Was I really going to do this? Was I going to eat her out while she finished boring paperwork?

Yes.

I was already under her desk, trapped, confined by her legs. I moved forward, pressing my weight down on my knuckles. And for just a second, before I started to crane my neck toward that crevice, I thought of all of the guys who had probably fantasized about a situation like this.

In their dreams, they would be these powerful men of business, striding from one venture to another. And when they wanted, they would snapped her fingers, and some hot little blonder dark-haired girl would the ready under their desks, eager to lick and suck.

Hating myself for giving in so easily, I moved my tongue along her opening. I could taste of the warm tang of her excitement. Having in this position, stripping off her pants and panties had aroused her. Now I added to that heat already coursing through her body.

My tongue moved up, then down.

"You're going to have to do better than that, sissy, especially if you don't want me to punish you."

I shivered again, hating the fact that this girl could threaten me. Worse, she could make good on every promise she made.

Gulping back my trepidation, I licked her again, faster this time. I swiped my tongue up and down the length of her crevice. I worshiped her pussy like a good little sissy, giving her everything I had. Within seconds, my tongue started to ache. I didn't slow down. I didn't dare.

"Oh, that's good. That's really good, sissy," she purred. "Keep it up."

I did as she commanded, only now I started to move my entire head along with my tongue. My appendage swirled up and down, left and right, tracing circles and one figure eight after another. I showed her exactly what I could do.

After several minutes, she squeezed her hips against my cheeks. She panted, gasping through the ecstasy.

Just then, I was going to pull back, thinking that I was done. I assumed that she was going to let me return to my desk.

As I started to withdraw, her hand shot down. She pressed her fingers into the back of my skull. "When you think you're going, sissy? No, Jasmine. You're going to stay right here. Keep going. I didn't say you could stop."

Monique loved the sound of her own voice. She adored the fact that she could do this.

So I licked her some more, down and up, left and right, giving her everything I had. I serviced her just like a sex slave, like a possession. I showed my owner what I could do for her.

Every few seconds, I would need to swallow, and I would feel the press of the collar around my neck. Sometimes, I would shift my weight, and I would sense the tight bodice and of the lace of the petticoats around my thighs.

Again, the revulsion washed through me. While I hated this, I still couldn't think of some way to make it stop. What could I offer her? What could I give her?

That's when something occurred to me. Maybe I could try to challenge her? There had to be some way I could outsmart her. And when I thought about it, I came to a conclusion. Finally, I figured out that she did indeed have a weakness. She may have been gorgeous, charismatic, and able to sell anything at all. But there is still a weakness I might be able to exploit.

Her arrogance.

By this point, Monique seriously believed that she could get away with anything. Maybe I could show her that she was wrong. And if I did, I would be able to get the upper hand. It wasn't much, but you gave me an idea.

You give me hope.

I had to time this right. I had to figure out exactly what I could do.

After she got bored of having the eat her out, she decided to spank me.

When I heard those words, I knew that I could try something. But I resisted the temptation. The timing wasn't perfect, so I promised I would be a good sissy for her.

"I'm glad to hear it. It sounds like your attitude is definitely improving, Jasmine." She mocked me mercilessly, but this time it didn't satisfy her in quite the same way. Perhaps she could sense something different in the way I stood before her.

Sure, I still looked meek and helpless, only now there was something else. A little bit of hope, this glimmer of a plan.

Monique didn't like it.

Rather than question me about it, she instead a sauntered over to me, and she grabbed me by my collar. She pulled, pushing me down against the edge of her desk.

"You need a maintenance spanking," she said.

"What is that?" I asked, though this idea should have been self-evident.

"Since you are basically a slave right now, that means I need to make sure you don't forget it. From time to time, you're going to need maintenance spankings. Right now is one of those times." She pulled up my skirt, she yanked down my panties, and she slapped my ass.

Although Monique took her time, it still only took a few seconds. Really, it felt much longer.

Again and again, I had a resisted that temptation to try to talk to her, to lure her into my trap.

My chances weren't good, but they felt better than they had all day.

She smacked my ass again.

I let out a yelp with pain. It wasn't feigned or fake. Already, I could feel the pink begin to glow along the contours of my ass. My breath shook, my heart quickened, and the heat began to move along the rest of my body.

"How you feel right now?"

I decided to tell her the truth. "Scared. Angry. Frustrated."

"Aroused?"

Although I didn't want to say it, I knew that if I was honest with her, she would be able to tell. And if she could tell I was honest, she would know just how helpless I felt. It would make her even more confident.

So even though I didn't enjoy doing it, I gave Monique exactly what she wanted.

"Yes. I'm really turned on right now."

"And why is that?" Monique didn't allow me the time to actually respond. Instead, she brought her hand down in another quick, tight arc. She slapped my backside, summoning another yelp of pain from my lips. I didn't like the fact that she could make me whimper and squirm, but it added to the mystique she wanted to cultivate.

Under these circumstances, she was the owner. That made me the slave. I was the little servant sissy, and she was the powerful businesswoman. She had taken all of those fantasies that permeated society and flipped them over. Suddenly the man was the helpless one, vulnerable, dressed up and on display like a little toy.

I was her toy in that moment.

"Why are you turned on right now?" Monique asked again.

This time, she came off as genuinely intrigued. Maybe there is something she wanted, something she was hoping to hear.

"I don't know," I said. But that was a lie.

"Are you sure about that?" She sounded like a feline having fun with the mouse.

"No," I said, gritting my teeth.

"Okay. Then tell me the truth. Because if you don't, the spanking will be so much worse. I will have you go back to David's office and asking for that paddle he keeps on his wall."

My eyes widened.

It was a joke, something he got from a sorority back when he was in college. It even had their Greek letters emblazoned along the wood.

No way.

"Fine. I'm turned on because I like it when you touch me."

She reached to down under my skirt, stroking my balls again. "Like this? Is this what you like?" Obviously, she already knew the answer, but she wanted me to moan as my cock strained against its cage. "Poor little sissy. You are getting all excited. I bet you're probably soaking into your panties right now. Are you? Are you soaking into your panties?" I hated that patronizing repetition, but there is still nothing I can do.

Or rather, I had one chance, and I couldn't blow it.

My thoughts became fragmented as she toyed with me.

"Yes. Please, that feels really good. Could you let me out of the cage, just for a little while? Please?"

I didn't mean to start begging, but the words tumbled from my lips. I couldn't stop them!

"No, Jasmine. I'm not going to let you out of your chastity cage until you do something really good. Right now, you're barely telling me the truth. That's why you need the spanking. Say it."

At first, I didn't understand exactly what she wanted from me. Then it clicked into place, and I had to bite back a sharp retort. "I need a spanking."

"Yes, you do," she agreed.

She smacked my ass with her hand one, two, three more times. Then she paused, coming up to me. Monique didn't say anything. Instead, she stroked my skin, making me shiver. My nipples hardened. I told myself that I hated this, yet I can still feel the sparks of passion run through my body.

I didn't understand it. How could a girl like Monique turned me on still?

Sometimes, I think about this one memory from high school. Some of the cheerleaders were talking about the boys they didn't like. One of them tried to sound profound as she explained to that a rude or noxious guy could never be attractive. She might see some boy, and he would have the right hair or the right body, but then he would say some dumb joke, or he would do something offensive, and she would decide right then and right there that she couldn't possibly be attracted to him.

I've always remembered about, and the recollection spring back in the mind, especially as I was stuck at the Monique's mercy.

"Tell me you're a good little sissy who always does as he's told."

"I'm a good little sissy who always does as he's told."

"Tell me don't know how to think for yourself."

My eyes narrowed. Even though there was already moisture blurring my vision, I glare down at her desk. I want to spin around, to straighten my back and to tell Monique that she couldn't get away with this. I wanted to assert myself, but she already had so many pictures of me. She had already humiliated me, ripping apart my reputation among all of my coworkers. I still dreaded the possibility that the rest of the world might find out.

What would my friends think? My family?

Gulping, I broke again. Pathetically, I whimpered out what she wished from me. "I, I don't know how to think for myself. I need you to tell me what to do. I'm just your slave. I'm just your servant. That's when wearing this uniform."

Did I need to add those extra details?

No.

Yet, I said them because they felt right. At the same time, some little part of me hoped that maybe I would be able to please her. And if I could, when she let me out of my cage? Would she allow me the release of an orgasm?

Everything turned to double vision.

On the one hand, I want to be cunning and rational. On the other, she spanked me over and over her, stripping away every layer of defense I possessed. It wouldn't be long now. She would tame me, subjugate me. She would turn me into her plaything, and I wouldn't be able to remember what it was like to think for myself.

This was just one day.

How could I possibly survive an entire month under her authority?

She spanked me several more times. I lost count.

Everything turned it to this haze of pain and humiliation.

"Good. I like your answer, but I still think I'm going to paddle you."

My eyes widened. "What?" I squeaked.

Monique responded, sounding casual, like this was somehow normal or to be expected.

"Go back to David's office, and asking very, very nicely if you can borrow his paddle. Go on. The longer you wait, the worse it's going to be."

Reluctantly, I got up onto my feet. I walked back toward the door, taking one frightened step after another. Everything seemed to slow down, at least until I reached out and took a hold of the doorknob leading out of her office.

"Oh, and Jasmine, for every second you take beyond two minutes, I'm going to add another strike to that cute little bottom of yours. So hurry up."

She lifted up her phone for me to see. She already had the timer application open.

Eyes wide, I quickly rushed forward.

For the next few seconds, everything went well. I navigated my way through the office, dodging between different people. But then, one of the girls stepped in front of me. I bumped into her. "Watch where you're going, sissy," she commanded.

I didn't say anything. Instead, I just tried it to navigate my way around her. Apparently, that wasn't good enough.

Her hand shot out, and she grabbed my collar. That stupid ring around my neck made it so much easier for people to just grabbed me, to manhandle me, to do whatever they wanted. Then she shoved me up against one of the cubicle walls.

"You know, as the office sissy, you have to be polite. Everyone here is your superior. That's what Monique said," she told me, as though I needed the reminder.

Knowing full well that time was working against me, I dropped my gaze. "Yes, I'm very sorry. Please, may I go?"

"Not before you get a spanking," she said.

I glared at her for a second, but the girl just grinned, savoring her power over me. To her, this was again. She didn't even know that for every second she delayed me, I would be punished further.

Again, I could feel my plan fracture apart. Did I really think I was going to be able to outsmart Monique?

Yes. If I had any chance of getting out of this dress, then I had to believe in myself. It sounded silly and trite, but I wasn't going to let some sales girl outsmart me.

Reluctantly, I grabbed onto the edge of the cubicle wall, and I waited, sticking out of my bottom. The girl leaned forward, and she tapped the back of my head. Then she grabbed my skirt, she lifted it up, and she starts spanking me. My buttocks were already read, but I was learning to ride to the waves of pain. I closed my eyes, and I tried it to let myself go. The sensations flashed through my body, and I had to grit my teeth, but then she finished.

"What lessons have you learned?"

"I need to be polite," I said to her.

"Has Monique taught you to curtsy yet?"

I looked at the girl, hating the fact that she would have been deferential just a few days ago. But now, I grabbed onto the sides of my skirt, and I bowed forward.

She laughed. "That's not exactly a curtsy, but it's good enough for now. Go ahead. Get going."

"Thank you," I said, hating the fact that it was my turn to sound subservience. But Ellie she let me go.

How long did that take? A minute? Two minutes?

For all I knew, I was going to earn so many more paddling's.

I went over to David's office, and I knocked.

"Come in," he called out.

Unlike Brad, he was working on making a sale.

His office was nice, just like brats and just like Monique's.

"Excuse me, sir," I said, keeping my gazed aimed toward the floor. More and more, I was discovering that I contact could be dangerous. To many of these people, it felt like a challenge.

"What is it, sissy?"

No one wanted to use my new name. No one wants to, he Jasmine. Instead, they just address me a sissy, like I was a thing. That was going to be my title. For all I knew, it would become my name.

"Monique asked me to see if you would let her borrow the paddle." I pointed up toward the wall. There was, the paddle from some sorority she had stolen back when he was attending his university.

"Really?" David didn't say anything else for second.

"Yes, that's correct," I said, speaking quickly. Even so, I tried it to keep the little tremor of nervousness out of my voice.

"And why did she need it?"

"She's going to paddle me, Sir," I said.

The other day, David had just been one of my peers. Sure, he could sell more than me, but we were supposed to be equals!

Monique could get power because she was hot. David was just another man. But now, I was addressing him as "Sir." What was wrong with me? Why couldn't I hold on to my independence, my confidence?

It was the dress and high heels, the fact that I was quickly becoming accustomed to the subjugation.

"I see," David said, nodding to himself. He glanced back to his computer screen, like there is something incredibly important right there.

Finally, he shrugged. "Sure. You can borrow it."

When he didn't get up, I took that as permission to walk over to the wall. It was a little bit higher up, so I had to get up onto the tips of my toes. I reached for it, raising my skirt.

Then I heard the simulated click of a camera. I glanced over my shoulder, and he snapped another picture of me, this one with my face.

"Don't mind me. I'm just checking something out," he said. "By the way, you actually have a pretty cute ass. If I didn't know any better, I would say that you were a pretty cute girl."

"I'm a sissy," I said, like the distinction mattered.

"That you are."

I finally got my fingers around the base of the paddle. I carried it out of the room. But before I left, I felt like I had to turn back to him and say, "Thank you, Sir."

Damn it. Why was I being so subservient, so deferential? It wasn't even necessary. Yes, I had to obey these people when they were threatening to spank me or paddle me, but David was just a guy.

And I was rushing back toward Monique's office, fully aware that every second worked against me.

Luckily for me, no one else got in my way. I carried the paddle back across the threshold, and I found her seated at her desk.

"Give it to me," she commanded.

I obeyed her, knowing full well that the paddle would be used against me.

"Bend over my desk again," she said. She still hadn't gotten up.

I obeyed, pressing my elbows down against of the solid surface. That's when she grabbed my hair, pulling my head back so that she could look into my eyes. "Jasmine, I want you to understand something. You belong to me now. You're going to be my slave, and I'm not going to let you go. You should face that fact right now. Whatever you're thinking of trying, whatever you think you doing, it's not going to work."

As she spoke, I could feel that cold dread spread through my body again.

Was she right? Was I doomed to where the cute little dress and to prance around in front of her and my former coworkers for her amusement?

"Just remember, sissy. This doesn't have to be hard. It's only difficult because you still think that you're a person. It's only stinging because you insist on misbehaving. Once you recognize that you are a slave, everything will be easier for you. People here don't want to be mean to you. They're only teasing you because they know that you still think of yourself as their equal. But you're not, are you?"

Through every word, I managed to keep my face neutral.

But this time, she asked me a question, and I answered without thinking. I didn't stop myself. I couldn't!

"I'm not a sissy slave! I don't want to wear makeup! I don't belong in a dress!" I shot out each sentence, speaking faster than I had ever done before. They flew out like bullets from a gun.

At first, Monique didn't seem offended or anything. She just watched me. My eyes were wet, shining from the exertion of talking that way.

I was panting, and I just waited, still bent over her desk, my elbows still pressed downward, my fingers tight in fists.

"Yeah, actually you are. You're a sissy slave, and that's what you're going to tell me right now. You're going to tell me that you do belong in makeup, that he should wear cute little dresses, that you're never going to try to get out of this because you have learned your lesson."

Letting the paddle dangle in one hand, she got up, and she walked around the desk, slowly. I could hear every footstep.

Then she was behind me, and she pulled it down my panties all over again.

She touched to the flat, hardwood against my buttocks. "You belong in chastity. You belong as a sissy. You belong to me." Monique spoke slowly this time, letting the cadence of every word wash over me.

I didn't want to believe it. I didn't want to accept it. But then I heard the whoosh of the paddle as she brought it down in a wide arc. The heavy material slammed against my backside.

It wasn't like getting spanked. There was more force, more power here. Another wave of pain crashed over me, but this time I had to clench my eyes shut to keep from crying out. I locked my teeth together, hating my position. Usually, she would let me hold onto the edge of her desk, which gave me something to focus on. In this position, with just my elbows pressed down, I didn't get that luxury.

"I'm going to paddle you until I get bored. Along the way, feel free to break."

That was it. She wanted to shatter the last of my resistance. She wanted to strip me down, to get me to the point where I wouldn't even think about escape.

Monique struck again, bringing the paddle down. I could feel the wave of air just before the strike. My head pulled back, and I let out another gasp of pain.

"This thing is really brutal," Monique said, right before she proceeded to paddle me again.

She was laughing. I can hear that sound from far away. I could barely think or breeze. Even so, she kept the flurry up, one strike after another. Soon, I lost count. Everything became a red haze of agony.

"Please, no more!" I tried to say. I couldn't tell if that is really speaking.

"Please, no more!" I couldn't tell if those words were coming from my mouth or if they were just bots echoing through my head. "Please, no more! I know where I belong. I belong  pet your feet, in a dress, and panties, in chastity, in makeup! I'm a sissy! I'm your sissy slave!"

I must've cried out those words because the paddling finally stopped.

"Get down on your hands and knees," she ordered.

I obeyed. I looked up at her, ready to crawl, ready to kiss her feet, ready to do anything and everything she commanded.

"Are you going to try to get away?"

"No."

"Are you a smart young man who can make his own decisions?"

"No," I replied, breathing out that word.

"What are you?"

"I'm your sissy slave."

"That's right. You are." She patted me on the head, and then she told me to crawl back under her desk, right where I belong to.

That was two months ago. Since then, I haven't thought about asking for my freedom. I haven't thought about asking her about the dress code. I know that I am hers now. I live in her condo, I clean and cook for her. I do anything and everything she commands because I'm her sissy slave, and there's no going back.

The End
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