

Slave to a Shemale

by Xev Rivers

Paul a 21-years-old salesman 5 feet 7 inches tall meets a stunning woman Stella 5 feet 11 inches tall in a bar.

Little does he know she is a shemale dominant with a large penis.

Stella looks at Paul’s small frame and after his constant attention in the bar to hook up with her she decides to give him something he was not expecting and takes him back to her apartment and starts to change him into a chastised sissy slave.


The lounge's amber glow caught the curve of Stella's jaw as she turned, and Paul felt the room tilt slightly. He had been at it for forty minutes, weaving charm into every pause between sips of his whiskey, and now she was finally looking at him properly. Her amber eyes travelled down his frame, past his rolled sleeves and narrow shoulders, and something in her gaze made his skin prickle. He flashed a grin anyway, leaning in so his knuckles brushed the inside of her arm, warm against the emerald silk. "I was beginning to think you were immune to good conversation."

A small, slow smile spread across her lips, and when she spoke her voice was velvet over steel, low enough that the bar's murmur swallowed it. "You talk too much."

His mouth opened, ready with another line, but she leaned closer and cut him off, her breath feathering his ear. "My apartment is ten minutes away. I want to see if you can be quiet when it matters." She straightened and slid from her stool without waiting, and Paul scrambled after her, his heart hammering. At the door her hand closed around his wrist, slender fingers gripping with a strength that sent a flicker of unease through his triumph. He had lost the lead already, though he did not know it yet.

Outside, the night air hit him, but before he could get his bearings she turned, stepping close enough that the streetlight slid over her. Paul's neck craned upward in surprise. She had been seated for the whole conversation, curled elegantly on her stool, and he had anchored her in his head at his eye level. Now she stood a full head above him, heels lifting her even higher, her shadow falling over his face. His breath caught as she tilted his chin up with one finger. "There it is," she murmured. "That's the look I was waiting for." And she kissed him, deep and unhurried, her tongue sliding against his like she owned the space inside his mouth. His hands came up weakly to her waist, and she laughed against his lips, pulling his smaller body into the hard line of hers. She was all muscle beneath the silk. He was nothing she couldn't break.

She broke the kiss and stepped back, watching him sway. "Come on, little man. You wanted my attention. Now you have it." She turned and walked, not checking if he followed, and Paul's legs moved before his brain caught up. Ten minutes later he stood in her apartment, a vast open space of dark wood and city lights, nursing a whiskey she had poured with practiced ease. She leaned against the counter, watching him over the rim of her own glass, and when she set it down, she held something between her fingers. Silver glinted in the low light. Handcuffs, dangling from one slender hand.

"I like to play games," she said. "You strike me as a man who thinks he knows how this goes."

Paul's throat went dry. His mind conjured the image instantly: Stella beneath him, wrists pinned above her head, that commanding voice reduced to breathless pleas. He felt himself harden against his trousers and tried to keep his expression neutral, but her eyes dropped to his lap and she laughed, low and rich. "Oh, I see exactly what you're thinking." She crossed to him slowly, the cuffs swinging lazily from her fingers. "You think you'll have me on my back, don't you?"

She pressed into him, one hand sliding behind his neck as she kissed him hard, and Paul melted into it, his hands finding her hips, her waist, hers sliding down his arms. He was so lost in the taste of her, the press of her large powerful body against his, that he did not register the cold kiss of metal around his left wrist until he heard the click. Then the right. His arms were wrenched behind his back and locked together before his mind caught up, and he gasped against her mouth, eyes flying wide.

Stella pulled back and smiled at him, the picture of satisfaction. The cuffs' key glinted in her palm. "There," she breathed. "Now you're thinking about it the right way."

Stella's hand closed on the chain between his cuffs, and she tugged. Paul stumbled forward, a sound caught in his throat, half protest, half plea. She walked him across the dark wood floor like a dog on a lead, past the wide windows where the city glittered beyond the glass, until the backs of his knees hit the edge of a low bed. He dropped onto it hard, the plush duvet swallowing him, his bound arms pressed awkwardly beneath him.

She stood over him, and from this angle she seemed enormous, a silhouette against the amber glow of the street. She reached down, slow and deliberate, and hooked a finger under his chin again. "Comfortable?" she asked, and his mouth opened, but no words came.

She laughed softly and climbed onto the bed, straddling his hips. Her weight settled on him, not heavy, but immovable. The silk of her dress pooled around his thighs, and he could feel the heat of her through the fabric, a presence that made his trapped body ache. She leaned over him, her curls brushing his cheeks, and whispered, "I'm going to teach you exactly who's in charge now, little man."

The moment hung between them, electric and silent. Stella's eyes held his, dark and gleaming with amusement, as she swung one leg off his hip. She rose from the bed with fluid grace, the silk of her dress shifting over her body as she stood before him. Paul remained where she had left him, cuffed and breathless, his grey eyes tracking her every movement.

She reached behind her neck and found the zipper. The sound of it sliding down cut through the quiet of the apartment like a blade. The emerald silk slipped from her shoulders, and she let it fall, the fabric pooling at her feet in a whisper of green. She stood before him in nothing but black lace, her body compact and powerful, every curve of dark skin gleaming in the low amber light.

Paul's mouth went dry. His gaze travelled down, over the swell of her breasts, the taut plane of her stomach. And then lower. His breath stopped.

Stella stepped out of the pooled dress and walked toward him, slow and deliberate, her hips swaying. She watched his face crumple through confusion and into something else entirely, something raw and unguarded. Her hand came up and brushed the lace aside, and Paul's eyes went wide as the truth of her swung free, thick and heavy, already half hard.

"Oh," she breathed, drinking in his stunned silence. "That's the look. That's the one I wanted all night." She wrapped her fingers around her length and stroked once, slow. "You came looking to conquer something, little man. But what you found is something that's going to own you."

The words hit him like a cold wave, and something in Paul's chest snapped. He jerked upright, or tried to, his body lurching against the shackles as he twisted his wrists hard enough to feel the metal bite into his skin. The chain clinked, tight and unyielding, and he grunted, throwing his weight sideways in a clumsy attempt to roll off the bed. "No," he heard himself say, the word thin and desperate. "No, this isn't... this isn't what I agreed to. Let me go."

Stella watched him flounder with a patient smile, her hand still wrapped lazily around her cock as she gave it one more slow stroke. Then she moved, swift and sudden, her palm flattening against his chest and shoving him back onto the duvet with an ease that stole his breath. She climbed over him, knees bracketing his hips, her weight settling firm and final, and she leaned down until her lips brushed his ear. "You struggled," she murmured, almost approvingly. "Good. I like a little fight before the surrender."

Paul shook his head, but his body betrayed him. The fear had coiled hot in his belly, and beneath it, something else was stirring, something he could not name and did not want to. Stella felt it through the silk of her lace, the hard length of him pressing against her thigh, and she smiled, slow and wicked. "There he is," she whispered. "There's the honest part of you." She shifted her weight, grinding down against his trapped erection, and Paul gasped, his hips bucking up despite everything. "Your mouth says no, little man, but your cock knows exactly what it wants. It wants to be put in its place, doesn't it?" She reached down and traced a finger along the outline of him through his trousers, and Paul whimpered, shame and hunger tangling into one unbearable knot. She laughed softly and began unbuckling his belt.

Stella paused, her fingers resting on his belt buckle as she studied the defiance still flickering in his grey eyes. She smiled, slow and knowing, then released him. In one fluid motion she shifted up his body, her knees sliding past his ribs until she straddled his chest, her thighs framing his face. The weight of her settled onto his sternum, and he felt the heat of her skin through his shirt, the soft give of her thighs against his jaw.

She wrapped her hand around her cock, guiding it to his lips. They pressed together, warm and heavy, the head bumping softly against his mouth. "Open," she said, a command dressed in velvet.

Paul turned his head away, jaw clenched. "I told you; I don't want..."

Her hand shot behind her, found his balls through his trousers, and squeezed. Hard. Pain bloomed white-hot through his groin, and he gasped, a strangled cry escaping his throat. His hips bucked uselessly against the bed as her grip tightened, and she leaned down to murmur in his ear. "I asked you to open."

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. The pressure in his balls was a vice, and he felt his resistance crumble, inch by agonizing inch. His mouth fell open.

"Good boy," she breathed, and fed him her cock.

The head pressed past his lips, heavy and warm, and Paul's eyes flooded. He choked, a sob trapped in his throat as tears spilled down his temples, wetting his hair. Stella held there, not pushing deeper, letting him feel the weight of her on his tongue, the salt of his own shame mixing with the taste of her. "That's it," she murmured, stroking his hair with a gentleness that made the tears come harder. "Let it out. Cry for me, little man." She eased forward, inch by inch, and Paul gagged, his bound hands clenching into fists behind his back. But he did not bite down. He could not. Her length filled his mouth, and she began to move, slow and shallow, her thumb brushing the wet corner of his eye. "You're doing so well," she breathed. "Such a good little cock sucker."

Stella's thumb brushed his cheek, gentle, almost tender, while her hips worked him deeper. Paul gagged, throat clenching around the invasion, tears streaming down his face as she pushed past the resistance. Her cock hardened fully in his mouth, thickening until his jaw ached, and she let out a low, pleased hum. "There we go," she breathed, gripping his hair with both hands now. "Take all of it, little man." She drove deeper, the head pressing past his gag reflex, burying herself in the wet heat of his throat until her curls brushed his nose. Paul choked, vision swimming, his bound body convulsing beneath her. She held there a moment, trembling, then pulled back and thrust in again, faster, fucking his throat with a rhythm that left no room for thought. His muffled sobs vibrated around her and she groaned, hips slamming forward as she came, flooding his mouth with hot, bitter seed. She stayed buried until he swallowed, then pulled out, slick and satisfied, watching him gasp and cry beneath her.

She pulled out with a slick, satisfied sound and Paul gasped, his throat raw and burning, salt and seed coating his tongue. Before he could catch his breath, Stella shifted her weight, turning in a slow, deliberate pivot that made the mattress dip beneath her knees. She swung her leg over his head in a graceful arc, and then she was facing his feet, her ass lowering until the heat of her pressed against his face. Her thighs bracketed his ears, her soft flesh settling over his mouth and nose, the scent of her musk and his own tears filling his lungs. "You didn't think we were done, did you?" she murmured from beyond the dark curve of her hip. She ground down, her slit dragging wet and open across his lips, and Paul's muffled sob vibrated against her. "Use that tongue, little man. Make me cum, and maybe I'll let you breathe."

Paul's world narrowed to the suffocating press of her thighs. Every breath he tried to draw pulled in only her heat, the musky sweetness of her, his own panicked tears. His chest heaved, lungs burning, nose buried in the soft seam of her ass as she ground down, her weight shifting until the channel of his nostrils was sealed completely against her flesh. Spots danced behind his eyes. He bucked beneath her, a trapped animal, but she only leaned back further, settling deeper, and the last sliver of air vanished.

His mouth opened in a desperate gasp, and she felt it, the gap of his jaw against her hole. "Lick," she commanded, voice muffled and far away.

He licked. A desperate, frantic drag of his tongue across her entrance, and the world lurched back into focus as she lifted her hips a fraction, letting a sliver of cool air reach his nose. He sucked it in greedily and licked again, obeying, his tongue circling her hole, tasting her, and Stella moaned, low and approving, settling back down to reward him with breath in careful, measured doses.

The pressure on his face lifted and Paul gasped, gulping air in ragged, greedy gasps. He heard Stella laugh, soft and amused, as she climbed off the bed. His hands were still bound, his body limp with exhaustion and shame, head spinning from the lack of oxygen. Before he could gather himself, she grabbed his shoulder and rolled him over. He flopped onto his stomach; face pressed into the duvet. When he tried to rise, her palm flattened between his shoulder blades, pinning him. Something cold clicked open near his hips, the sound of a bottle, and he heard her smooth, deliberate voice over the rustle of fabric. "Let's see if the rest of you is as obedient as your mouth." A slick drop of lube landed on his asshole, cold and startling, and he gasped, clenching instinctively. Her finger circled the tight ring of muscle, spreading the slickness slow and patient. Paul's hips squirmed, humiliation flaring hot across his face. "Please," he heard himself whisper, unsure if he was begging for mercy or more, and she laughed, pushing the tip of her finger inside.

Her finger curled inside him, crooking against that spot that made his whole-body jolt, and Paul clenched hard around it. Stella tsked, pulling out with a wet sound that made him burn with shame. "I told you. “She said, and her voice had gone low, almost gentle, which somehow made it worse. "If you clench and resist, it will hurt you more. Relax, little man. Let me in."

He tried. He really did. But then she was shifting, straddling his hips, and he felt the blunt, heavy press of her cock against his hole, slick and insistent. His breath seized. She was thick, impossibly thick, and as she leaned forward, bracing her hands on his shoulders, he felt the head begin to push. "Breathe," she murmured, and then she drove forward in one slow, relentless thrust.

Paul screamed into the duvet. The stretch was blinding, a white-hot burn that split him open, and his body rebelled, every muscle locking as he clenched instinctively around her. She went still, buried to the root inside him, and he felt her pulse beating in the flesh that filled him. "That's the clench I warned you about," she breathed, and she pulled out almost all the way before slamming back in, hard enough to knock the air from his lungs. Paul sobbed, tears soaking the sheets, but beneath the pain, beneath the violation, something molten and shameful was coiling in his gut. His own cock was hard again, leaking against the duvet. She felt it, of course she felt it, and she laughed, low and filthy, beginning to ride him in earnest. "There it is," she gasped, hips slapping against his ass. "There's the truth of you. You love being owned, don't you?" Paul could only moan, broken and helpless, as she fucked him deep.

Stella's rhythm turned savage, her hips slamming into him with a force that drove the breath from his lungs in broken sobs. She groaned, low and guttural, and he felt her cock swell inside him, then pulse, flooding his insides with hot, thick seed. She stayed buried, grinding deep, until she shuddered once and pulled out with a wet, obscene sound. Paul lay limp, trembling, his hole gaping and raw, slick with her spend. She reached for something on the bedside table, and he heard the click of silicone. Cool and broad, the plug pressed against his stretched opening, and she pushed, slow and merciless, until it seated deep inside him with a pop that made him cry out. She grabbed his shoulder and flipped him over, his bound hands crushed beneath his back. He lay exposed, spit-slick and fucked, his own cock jutting wet against his belly. Stella smiled down at him, running a finger along the base of the plug. "Good," she breathed. "Now we can really play."

She released him only long enough to gather him against her, guiding his bound body upright until his back rested against the nest of pillows at the headboard. Paul trembled, his grey eyes glassy and unfocused, the plug a dull, insistent pressure deep inside him. Stella shifted, arranging herself over him so her breast brushed his lips, the dark nipple already pebbled and waiting. "Suckle," she murmured, cradling his head with one hand while the other slid down his belly, fingers wrapping around his rigid cock. He obeyed, mouth closing over her nipple, and she sighed as he drew the soft flesh between his lips, his tongue working the sensitive peak. Her hand moved on him in slow, maddening strokes, barely a tug, just enough to keep him straining and hungry. He whimpered against her breast, hips twitching helplessly into her loose grip, and she laughed softly, thumb circling his leaking head without ever squeezing. "Not yet, little man," she breathed. "I want to see how long you can beg."

Paul's cock throbbed so hard in her loose grip that a broken whimper tore from his throat. He sucked harder at her nipple, desperate to earn her favour, his hips humping the air in a pitiful rhythm that never quite reached her hand. Stella watched him with dark amusement, her thumb stroking the slick crown just enough to make him keen. "Look at you," she breathed, twisting her wrist so the head bumped against her palm. "Crying for your milk like a little slut. You want to cum, don't you? Want to paint your belly for me?" He nodded frantically, mouth releasing her breast with a wet pop. "Please," he gasped, voice shattered. "Please, Stella, I can't, I need... please let me." She said “Not today, time for sleep”.

Paul's head lolled against the pillows, his breathing evening out into the slow rhythm of exhausted sleep. Stella watched him for a long moment, the rise and fall of his chest, the soft parting of his lips, the flush still staining his cheeks. She rose from the bed and crossed to the dresser, her movements silent and deliberate. From the top drawer she withdrew a small steel chastity device, polished to a mirror shine, its interior lined with cruel, inward-curving spikes no longer than a thumbnail. She returned to the bed and worked quickly, gently, manoeuvring his limp cock into the cage while he stirred only once, a soft murmur lost to dream. The lock clicked home with a sound like a verdict. She ran her finger along the steel encasing his soft flesh, and smiled down at him. "Sleep well, little man," she breathed. "You'll wake up needing me in ways you can't imagine."

Paul's eyes snapped open to the pale grey of early morning, and the first thing he felt was cold. Not the chill of the room, but something specific, intimate, clamped around the base of his cock. His breath caught as he looked down. Steel gleamed against his pale skin, a cage of polished metal that hugged his soft flesh, and above it a lock sat neat and mocking against his belly. He tried to move, to reach for it, but his wrists were still bound behind his back, the cuffs cold and unforgiving. He tried to harden, to at least feel something other than the cage's bite, but his body would not obey. The pressure in his bladder swelled, urgent and sharp, and he realized with dawning horror that he could not even piss without her. Stella's voice came from the doorway, warm and amused. "Morning, little man. I trust you slept well." He heard the click of a key in her hand, and his throat went dry.

Paul strained against the cuffs, his muscles burning with the effort, until a soft click sounded and the pressure around his wrists vanished. The metal fell away and his arms sprang forward, numb and tingling. He brought his hands up, flexing his fingers, and immediately reached for the cage locked around his cock. The steel was cold and unyielding under his touch, and when he tried to pull at it, the lock held fast. Stella crossed the room and stopped at the foot of the bed, watching him with her head tilted. She held the key between her fingers, letting it catch the morning light. "You want this off?" she asked softly. Before he could answer, she stepped forward and pressed the key to his lips, the metal cold and dry. "Then you're going to have to earn it. Every time you cum now, it's because I decide. Every time you piss, it's because I unlock you. You're going to learn patience, little man." She let the key fall into his open palm, her fingers brushing his as she closed his hand around it. "But for now, breakfast. You'll need your strength."

The key was cold in his palm, small and light, and yet it felt heavy as lead. Paul stared at it, then at the door, then at Stella's patient, knowing smile. He could leave. He could walk out with his pride in tatters and a cage locked around his cock that no locksmith would remove without a fight. He could reclaim his body, his name, his ordinary life. The word yes, I'll go sat on his tongue, ready to be spoken. But it would not come out. The night before had cracked something open in him, and what slept inside was not the salesman who chased women in bars. He closed his fist around the key, and the metal bit into his skin. "And if I stay," he heard himself ask, voice hoarse with sleep and surrender, "what do I call you?" Stella's smile widened, slow and radiant. "You call me Mistress," she said, stepping forward and plucking the key from his unresisting fingers. "And you thank me every morning for the gift of it." Paul lowered his eyes. "Yes, Mistress." Her hand cupped his chin, tilting his face up. "Good boy. Now breakfast."

Breakfast passed in a blur of orange juice and scrambled eggs that Paul barely tasted, the cage a constant cold reminder between his legs. Afterwards Stella led him to the bathroom, where she produced a tube of depilatory cream and pushed him onto a towel on the tile floor. Her hands worked the thick white paste over his thighs, his belly, his chest, leaving him slick and hairless and strangely vulnerable. Then she stripped and stepped into the shower, gesturing for him to follow. Water sluiced down her compact body, and when she turned to face him, rivulets tracing the dark planes of her stomach, he saw her cock hanging heavy and half erect between her thighs. The sight hit him like a blow. His own flesh stirred, trapped against the steel, and the spikes bit deep into his softness. He cried out, buckling, and Stella caught him, pulling him under the spray. "Watch," she breathed, stroking herself slow as he trembled against her. "And remember what this costs you."

Paul crumpled against the tiles, the cage biting deep into his half-aroused flesh, and Stella watched him writhe with a patient, knowing smile. She turned off the water and reached for a cloth, pressing it into his trembling hand. "Clean me," she said, simple and absolute. "Start at my neck and don't stop until I tell you."

He knelt, water dripping from his hair, the cold tile pressing into his knees as he raised the cloth to her throat. Her skin was warm and slick beneath his touch as he worked the soap over her shoulders, down the slope of her breasts, her nipples pebbling under the rough weave. She watched him with half-lidded eyes, her hands resting on his head, guiding him nowhere, just holding him there.

"Slower," she breathed. "You're rushing. You have nowhere to be but here, on your knees, learning the shape of me." He obeyed, dragging the cloth down the plane of her stomach, over the hard muscle of her thighs. His knuckles brushed the base of her cock and she inhaled sharply, her grip tightening in his hair. "Don't stop," she murmured. "Touch me properly."

He dropped the cloth and used his hands, palms sliding over her slick skin, tracing the curve of her hips, the inside of her thighs. Her cock twitched against his wrist, thickening, and he felt his own trapped member strain uselessly against the steel, the spikes punishing every flicker of want. He gasped and she laughed, soft and cruel. "That's the lesson, little man. You serve me now, not your cock." She guided his hand to her length and closed his fingers around it. "Wash it. Slow. Thorough. And remember you'll never feel anything like this again unless I decide you've earned it."

His hand worked slow circles over her cock, the soap slick beneath his palm, and she let out a low hum of approval. She guided him until she was fully hard, heavy and hot in his grip, and he felt his own trapped flesh ache uselessly against the steel. Then she stepped back and turned off the water, leaving him kneeling and dripping on the tile. "Dry me," she said, tossing him a towel. He did, mute and obedient, patting her skin until she was dry and gleaming.

She left him in the bathroom and returned minutes later with an armful of fabric, which she dropped at his feet. Pale stockings, black heels with a cruel spike, a short-pleated skirt in charcoal, and a sheer lace top the color of wine. A wig of glossy black curls followed, and a small case of makeup. "Get dressed," she said, settling onto the edge of the bed to watch. "Every inch. And do it properly."

Paul stared at the pile, his throat working. The command sat in his chest, heavy and absurd. He was a salesman. He sold things to men in boardrooms. He was not this. But his hands moved anyway, shaking as he rolled the stockings up his newly smooth legs, the nylon clinging to his hairless skin. The skirt fastened at his waist, short enough that the hem barely kissed his thighs. The lace top left nothing to the imagination, the wine-dark mesh clinging to his chest, his nipples dark through the weave. He stepped into the heels and wobbled, catching himself on the dresser.

Stella watched without comment, arms crossed. When he stood before her, trembling and ridiculous, she uncrossed her legs and patted the mattress. "Come here." He tottered over and sat, and she worked the wig onto his head, settling the black curls around his face. Then she opened the makeup case and set to work, her touch brisk and sure. Foundation smoothed over his jaw. Mascara darkened his lashes. A brush traced rouge across his cheeks and lipstick over his mouth, a deep, wet red. When she finished, she sat back and studied him, head tilted.

Paul looked in the mirror she angled toward him and barely recognized the figure there. The young woman staring back was ludicrous, a bad parody, the cage a visible bulge against the flimsy skirt. Tears pricked his eyes. Stella reached out and thumbed one away before it could smear. "You look ridiculous," she said, soft and matter of fact. "But that's all right. You're not here to be pretty." She took his chin and turned his face to hers. "You're here to learn what it feels like to be seen for what you are. And right now, little man, what you are is mine. We're going out."

She rose and circled behind him. Cool metal clamped around his wrists, and with a practiced twist she pressed his palms together and guided them up between his shoulder blades, forcing his elbows back until his spine arched and a whimper escaped his reddened lips. The cuffs clicked, locked, and his shoulders screamed with the strain. Then something soft and white settled over his back, a short fur coat that fell past his waist, concealing the metal and the awkward angle of his arms without hiding the trembling cage beneath the skirt. She stepped back, admiring her work. "Perfect."

She walked him to the door with an arm around his waist, his only anchor. Every step on the heels was a gamble, his hips swaying involuntarily as he fought for balance, and the skirt flipped with each misstep. At the elevator she pressed the button herself. When the doors opened, she nudged him in and stood close behind him, her palm flat on his coat-covered spine, steadying him as the car dropped. The lobby was bright and full of people. A businessman glanced at them. Stella smiled and pulled Paul closer, his bound hands hidden, his face burning as they crossed the marble floor with her arm locked around him, the only thing keeping him upright.

As the cab pulled away from the curb, Stella gave the driver an address and then turned to Paul, her hand slipping beneath the fur coat to rest on the cage through his skirt. He flinched, but she only smiled. "You did well in the lobby. I think you're ready for the next lesson."

The salon was all soft lighting and white marble, the air thick with the scent of antiseptic and expensive perfume. A tall woman with silver-streaked hair and sharp cheekbones met them at the reception desk, her eyes flicking over Paul's trembling form with professional appraisal. "Stella," she said, warm and familiar. "Two hours, as requested. She's ready in the back." Stella squeezed Paul's arm and leaned in to murmur against his ear. "Be good for Renata. She's seen plenty of my pets, but I'd hate for you to be the first one she laughs at." Then she released him, and Paul felt the world tilt as Renata took his elbow with a firm, practiced grip.

The treatment room was small and clinical, dominated by a leather table surrounded by machinery that hummed with quiet menace. Renata locked the door and turned to face him; her expression unreadable as her eyes travelled from his cuffed wrists to the cage straining against his skirt. "Clothes off," she said, brisk and neutral. "Everything. I need full access." Paul stood frozen, and she sighed, stepping forward to unzip the coat herself. It fell to the floor, leaving him exposed and shaking in the lace top and pleated skirt. She worked the top over his head, careful of the cuffs, then knelt to peel the stockings and skirt away, leaving him naked save for the wrist shackles and the steel cage. She studied him for a long moment, her mouth twitching. "Stella does love her toys," she murmured, and gestured to the table. "Lie down. This will be uncomfortable, but it's only painful if you move."

Paul lay rigid on the leather table, his bound wrists pressing into his lower back, the cage cold against his belly. Renata moved with brisk efficiency, squeezing a thick, clear gel from a pump bottle into her palm. The first touch was a shock of cold that made him flinch, her hands spreading it in slow, deliberate strokes over his chest, down his ribs, across the flat plane of his stomach.

The gel was slick and numbing, and for a moment he almost relaxed into it. Then she reached his thighs, working the cool slickness into the crease where leg met groin, and her fingers brushed the base of the cage. He gasped, hips twitching, and she paused. "I said lie still." She resumed her work, coating his legs to the ankle, then his arms, her hands impersonal and thorough.

When she finished, she stepped back and picked up the laser wand. The hum filled the room. "Hold your breath," she said, and pressed the tip to his chest. The pain was immediate and savage, a searing snap that made his whole-body jerk against the restraints. "Breathe," she commanded, and he gasped, tears springing to his eyes as she moved to the next patch of skin, methodical and merciless, burning away every hair he had left.

The final pass of the wand left Paul trembling, tears carving clean tracks through the gel on his cheeks. Renata set the tool aside and wiped him down with warm cloths, brisk and impersonal, revealing smooth, hairless skin that gleamed under the salon lights. He looked down at himself, at the alien softness of his own chest and thighs, and a fresh sob caught in his throat.

A knock came at the door, and a young woman with a bob of electric blue hair poked her head in. She was rail thin, with rings on every finger and a tattoo of a swallow curling up her neck. "Ready for the next one?" Renata nodded and gestured Paul onto a wheeled chair. The stylist, whose name he gathered was Marisol, pushed him to a station in the corner, unlocked the wrist cuffs long enough to position his arms on the armrests, then locked them again to the chair frame. She ran her fingers through his short, messy brown hair with a critical frown. "Okay, princess," she said, and the word hit him like a slap. "We're gonna fix this disaster and make you pretty." The scissors came out first, and Paul closed his eyes as she worked, feeling the weight of his hair fall away in soft clumps. Marisol hummed as she shaped it, turning his head this way and that, trimming until the cut lay soft and feminine against his jaw, a bob that curved under his ears and feathered across his forehead. Then came the dye, a tube of pink that she worked through what remained with gloved fingers, the chemical smell sharp in his nose. "Baby pink," she announced, stepping back to admire her work. "Matches your cheeks, sugar. Stella's gonna lose her mind." She angled the mirror toward him, and Paul stared at the girl in the glass. His hair was a soft, girlish pink, framing a face that looked younger, softer, utterly unrecognizable. Marisol grinned. "There she is. Like a little princess waiting for her queen."

Renata returned before the dye had fully set, a slender case in her hand. She unlocked Paul's wrists from the chair frame and repositioned him, reclining the chair until he stared up at the ceiling lights. The case opened to reveal a tattoo gun, sleek and black, humming to life under her practiced finger. "Close your eyes," she said. The first touch on his eyelid was a fine, vibrating sting, a needle tracing a dark line along his lash line, then the other, precise and unending. She worked over his lips, outlining them in a rosy stain, then filled them, the needle buzzing against the tender flesh until he tasted copper. Rouge bloomed across his cheeks. When the gun stilled, she produced a syringe and drew liquid from a small vial. "This will hurt," she warned, and the needle pierced the crest of his upper lip, flooding it with a sting that brought fresh tears. She worked the plumpness into both lips, pressing and moulding until they swelled, glossy and full. When she finally stepped back and angled the mirror over him, Paul saw a barbie-faced whore staring back, pink-haired and bee-stung, and he sobbed, ugly and broken, into the silence.

The door opened and Stella stepped in, and the room seemed to draw breath around her. She stopped, her amber eyes sweeping over him, over the pink bob, the glossy swollen lips, the dark lash lines, the smooth hairless skin still tacky with aloe. A slow, radiant smile spread across her face. She crossed to him and took his chin, tilting his face left and right, studying him like a jeweller appraising a stone. "Renata," she breathed, "you've outdone yourself." She leaned in and kissed him, deep and proprietary, tasting the lip filler, and Paul whimpered against her mouth, his bound body trembling. She pulled back and thumbed a tear from his cheek. "Don't cry, beautiful. You're going to love what comes next." She pressed a wad of cash into Renata's hand, then dressed him herself, working the lace top over his head, the pleated skirt up his hips, the stockings and heels, the fur coat over his shoulders. "There," she murmured,

"There," she murmured, smoothing the coat over his shoulders. She stepped back, admiring her work, then took his chin again. "You look like a new woman. Which means you need a new name." Her hand slid into her pocket and emerged with a collar of polished steel, the hinge gleaming in the salon light. Paul's breath caught as she turned it, and there it was, engraved in a delicate pink script: SISSY. "From now on, little man is gone. You are Sissy. My Sissy." She opened the collar and fit it around his throat, the metal cool and heavy, and he felt the lock click against his nape. The weight of it settled into his skin, a brand, a promise. Stella stepped back and smiled. "Welcome to the rest of your life, Sissy."

Stella guided him out of the salon with a hand on the small of his back, and the city slid past in a blur of glass and sunlight until they stopped before a narrow storefront with a sign that read simply "Velvet & Bone." Bells chimed as they entered. The interior was a riot of silk and leather, corsets hanging in rainbow rows along the walls, harnesses coiled like sleeping snakes in glass cases. A woman with silver hair and a pierced brow emerged from the back, her eyes lighting on Paul with the heat of a curator spotting a rare piece. "Oh, Stella," she breathed, circling him. "Where did you find this one?" Paul's heart hammered, the name plate on the collar cold against his throat. Stella answered with a slow smile and a gesture at the floor. "Strip, Sissy. Show her what we're working with."

The command hit him like a slap, and he stood frozen, the words refusing to translate into movement until her hand closed on his elbow with a warning squeeze. Then he moved, clumsy and mechanical, the fur coat falling first, then the lace top slipping over his pink head with a whisper of mesh, his fingers fumbling at the skirt's clasp until it pooled at his heels. He stood in stockings and heels and nothing else, the steel cage stark against his hairless groin, his back bowed with shame. The assistant stepped closer, her eyes travelling from his glossy lips to the smooth concave of his belly to the collar.

She let out a low, appreciative hum, and her fingers brushed his hip, turning him gently. "The proportions are perfect," she said, more to herself than to him. "The way she's sculpted him. He'll take a size sixteen beautifully." She disappeared into the back and returned with a cascade of pink satin, boned and structured, laces trailing like ribbons of silk. She held it up between them, the steel busk gleaming, and smiled at Paul with the warmth of a craftsman about to begin. "Let's get you laced, sweetheart."

The assistant's hands worked the laces with practiced skill, pulling each pass tighter than the last until Paul's ribs creaked and his breath came in shallow, panicked sips. Pink satin encased him from sternum to hip, boning pressing into his sides like gentle fingers. The assistant stepped back, admiring her work. "That's the best I can do. A fifty-four percent reduction, maybe fifty-six with time to adjust."

Stella circled him, her eyes narrow. "Not enough." She ran a hand down the boned front. "I want her waist to hurt every time she breathes. Sissy." Paul's eyes found hers, wide and afraid. "The next part will hurt, but it will give you the slimmer waist I want." Before he could process the words, her fist drove into his stomach, just below the sternum. The impact folded him, every ounce of air in his lungs venting out of him in a single voiceless rush.

His knees buckled, the corset suddenly loose around his collapsed frame. Stella caught his collar and held him upright, turning to the assistant. "Now," she said, sharp and quiet. "Final tug." The assistant's hands flew, hauling the laces with savage force, and Paul felt the bones bite into the space his lungs no longer filled. She tied the knot and stepped back. Paul's mouth opened, but nothing came out, his chest frozen mid-inhale, his throat working against nothing. Around him, the corset stood rigid, sculpting a waist that did not belong on a man, while his body screamed for air it could not draw. Stella released his collar and smiled, stroking his cheek. "Perfect. She can't even beg."

The corset loosened its tyranny over the following days, not by an inch of give from the steel, but by the slow surrender of his body to its shape. Each morning Stella cinched the laces half a turn tighter, and each night Sissy lay gasping on the chaise while her ribs learned to compress, her waist softening, the bones settling into the memory of his flesh until the pressure became a kind of embrace, he no longer fought. The pink bob grew into a feathery halo around his face. The collar never left his throat.

On the sixth morning Stella brought him back to Velvet & Bone, and the silver-haired assistant smiled as she measured him with a whisper of tape. "You've lost an inch already, sweetheart. The body does what the will commands." She fitted him in pale pink stockings, rolling them up his hairless legs with a reverence that made him shudder, then guided him into frilly pink panties that cupped his caged cock and left his smooth ass bare beneath the lace trim. The maid's dress came last, a froth of layers and ruffles so short it barely covered the swell of his ass, the bodice cut low enough that the corset's steel busk gleamed above his chest. She painted his nails baby pink with steady, careful strokes, then clipped a gold loop earring to each lobe, the metal swinging against his jaw as he turned his head.

When she stepped back, he stood in the mirror a preposterous, pink-frilled vision of femininity, soft and gleaming and utterly owned. Stella circled him slowly, her amber eyes burning with approval, and reached out to flick the hem of his skirt so it bounced against his thighs. "Now," she breathed, "you're ready for your first day of work,

The bar was called The Velvet Ash, and it reeked of gin and desperation even at four in the afternoon. Stella walked Sissy through the dim, smoke-fogged interior with a hand on the small of her back, steering her past a row of men whose eyes tracked her bare thighs with lazy, predatory interest. Behind the counter, a heavyset woman with a shaved head and a scar through one eyebrow nodded at Stella and jerked her chin toward a rack of trays.

"Uniform's fine," the woman said, her voice a gravelly rasp. "Aprons in the back. Tips go in the jar; jar gets emptied every two hours. You touch a customer without permission, you get cut. You refuse a customer, you get worse. Clear?" Sissy nodded, mute, her corseted ribs making even that small movement a struggle. The woman's eyes travelled over her, catching on the collar, the pink frills, the trembling knees. "Stella's pets always start out so pretty. We'll see how pretty she is after closing time."

Stella leaned in and kissed Sissy's cheek, soft and proprietary. "Be good. Earn your keep. And when you're done, I'll be here to collect every dollar and every story." She patted Sissy's ass and left, the door chiming behind her, and Sissy stood alone in the dim light while the bartender shoved a tray of drinks into her bound hands. Her first table was a cluster of men in business suits, and as she set the glasses down, one of them caught her wrist. His grip was iron. "What's your name, sweetheart?" Sissy opened her mouth, and the word came out small and broken. "Sissy." The man smiled, slow and ugly, and pulled her onto his lap.

The man's hand slid up her thigh, rough and proprietary, and Sissy's breath seized against the corset's unyielding bones. She twisted, trying to find purchase, and her eyes shot to the bartender, who stood polishing a glass with slow, indifferent strokes. No help there. The man laughed and set her on her feet, patting her ass with a smirk. "Bring me another, Sissy. And smile when you do it." She smiled. She had to. The night stretched into a blur of groping hands and leering grins, of men who called her pretty and meant it as an insult, of tips dropped into her apron with a wink that made her skin crawl.

Through it all the bartender watched, cold and unblinking, never once looking away, never once lifting a hand to intervene. At two in the morning, the last customer stumbled out, and the bartender finally spoke. "Jar's lighter than I like." She counted the bills with slow precision, then slid half the stack into her own pocket and pushed the rest across the counter. "Stella's cut. You're done." Sissy stood shivering in the dim light, the ruffles of her dress stained with spilled whiskey, and understood that she had been seen the whole time, and that being seen had never meant being saved.

The next night came with the same dim haze, the same groping hands, the same thin smile pasted over a hollow dread. Sissy worked the floor on autopilot, her tray balanced against the corset's unyielding cage, her thighs bare beneath the pink frills. Near midnight, a lean man in a charcoal suit caught the bartender's eye and slid a folded wad of bills across the counter. Words were exchanged, low and brief. The bartender nodded once and jerked her shaved head toward the back. She caught Sissy's arm and shoved her toward a door behind the racks of glasses. "Two hours. He's paid for you. Don't keep him waiting."

The room was a stripped storage closet, a single mattress on the floor, a dim bulb swinging overhead. The man entered behind her and locked the door. He said nothing, just unbuckled his belt and let his trousers fall, his cock already half hard as he pushed her to her knees on the stained mattress. "Open up, Sissy." She shook her head, and his hand closed on her pink hair, yanking her head back until her collar bit into her throat. "I paid for this. Open." She opened. His cock slid past her glossy lips, thick and demanding, and he fucked her mouth with a rhythm born of transaction, one hand fisted in her hair while the other held her jaw.

He came on her face, hot and rude, painting her cheek and the swollen bow of her lip, and then he threw her onto her stomach and spread her ass without ceremony. Her hole, still loose from Stella's plug, took him with a wet slide that made her sob into the mattress. He moved fast, grunting, one hand pressed between her shoulder blades until her corseted ribs screamed. He came inside her with a gasp and pulled out.

Two hours later he left her on the mattress, sticky and trembling, and dropped two twenties on her back like a tip. She gathered them with shaking fingers and pushed herself upright. The collar was cold against her throat. Stella would be waiting.

She found her in the alley behind the bar, still in the stained dress, and pulled her close without a word, tucking Sissy's pink head under her chin. "You did well," she murmured against her hair. "I'm proud of you." And the praise undid her more than any man's cock had.

The week that followed blurred into a procession of rooms and strangers, each transaction the same, each dollar folded into Stella's jar until the nights ran together like paint in rain.

On the seventh morning, Stella sat her on the chaise and took both her hands. "I've sold you," she said, gentle as a blessing. "To a friend who runs a house for men with particular tastes. You'll meet her tomorrow." Sissy's breath caught, the cage cold against her belly, and Stella kissed her forehead. "Be good for her. She'll own you the way you've always needed."

The morning came without ceremony. Stella dressed her in silence, a cream silk robe over the pink maid's frock, and drove her through streets that grew narrower and darker until they stopped before an iron gate set into a wall of black brick. A woman waited in the courtyard, tall and silver-haired with eyes the color of winter. Silvia. She did not smile as she approached, only circled Sissy once, slow, her fingers trailing over the collar, the corset's bones, the bare curve of thigh beneath the ruffled hem. "She's prettier than you said," Silvia murmured to Stella, and Stella kissed Sissy's cheek one last time before she turned and walked away, leaving her trembling on the cold stone.

Silvia took her wrist and led her inside, through halls hung with leather and silk, until they reached a room where a steel frame stood bolted to the floor. She removed Sissy's robe without haste, then worked the maid's dress over her head, leaving her in stockings and collar and nothing else. "I am not Stella," she said, guiding her toward the frame. "She broke you to be pretty. I will break you to be useful. Kneel." Sissy knelt on the cold marble, and Silvia's hand closed on her hair, tilting her face up. "Open your mouth. I want to see what I've purchased."

Sissy complied silently, her lips parting without hesitation as she knelt on the cold marble. Her pink head bowed, the collar gleaming dully in the dim light, and she felt Silvia's fingers trace the swollen fullness of her injected lips, the smooth expanse of her hairless jaw. Silvia studied her for a long moment, her winter eyes unreadable, then stepped back.

"Good," she said softly. "You've learned the first lesson. Obedience without thought." She circled the kneeling figure, her heels clicking on the stone. "But Stella's methods were soft. She dressed you in frills and called you pretty. I have no use for pretty." She stopped before Sissy and reached down, gripping her chin to tilt her face up. "You will learn to serve in ways that strip away every last hiding place you have. And when I am done, you will thank me for it." She released her and gestured to the steel frame. "Stand. We begin now."

The End.
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