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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


Wedding Night Obedience

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She was waiting for a fight.

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

She blinked once or twice, apparently considering my question.

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

"Women don't need men?"

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

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

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

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

"Cool."

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

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

It didn't really matter.

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

That's not true.

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

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

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

I loved that about her.

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

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

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

Emma explained to me what she wanted.

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

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

"I understand," I told her.

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

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

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

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

And when I was done, it was her turn.

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

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

She was a predator, eager to take her prey.

Me.

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

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

The adrenaline flashed through me, my fingertips tingling.

"Yes."

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

I did.

"I understand," I told her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What do we have here?" Emma asked.

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

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

I didn't resist.

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

Yes, it was true.

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

My owner.

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

I swallowed, uncertain of what I could say.

Should I have argued with her?

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

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

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

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

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

No. My wife just wanted to tease me.

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

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

"Yes. It does."

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

"You should probably get dressed Joshua."

"Yes, Mistress."

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

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

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

The first garment was obvious, the panties.

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

"Stand."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Put it on," she commanded.

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

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

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

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

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

It was true.

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

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

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

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

I dropped my hands back to my sides.

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

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

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

The underwear felt lovely against my cock.

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

Yes, I did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt exactly like one of them.

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

"What, what you doing?"

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

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

Shock slammed into me. My eyes widened immediately.

No. Not that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She waited, perhaps testing me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Only she wouldn't.

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

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

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

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

"Yes, Mistress. I understand."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Lovely," she announced.

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

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

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

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

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

Emma pointed down to the floor. "Kneel."

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

"Now, we need to punish you."

"What? Why?"

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

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

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

"Silly, silly sissy."

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

"Yes, Mistress."

"Go fetch my red dress."

"Yes, Mistress."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That's when I heard her laugh again.

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

Could I do it? Could I beg?

Yes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then she resumed the paddling.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Thank you, Mistress."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I think someone deserves a very special treat."

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

Like an idiot, I had believed her both times.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She pulled back again, and the relief was instantaneous.

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

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

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

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

I didn't.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Get up on the bed."

What was she going to do?

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

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

But that is precisely what I needed to do.

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

"No, silly sissy. Roll over."

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

"Now, sissy."

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

"Good girl."

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

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

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

It was true.

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

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

But one small detail gave me hope.

I was still wearing my panties.

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

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

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

"Yes, Mistress. Whatever you say."

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

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

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

Not too much, anyway.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, you should."

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

"Tell me you like your dress."

"I like my dress."

"Tell me you enjoy being my sissy."

"I enjoy doing your sissy."

SMACK!

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

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

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

Despite this, she wanted more from me.

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

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

"Should I let you out of your cage?"

"Yes, please!"

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

"Maybe," she said.

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

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

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

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

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

She pulled back.

She grabbed my hair, pulling on my head.

"Say thank you."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I'd ever been this hard before.

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

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

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

"Yes, Mistress. Always, Mistress."

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

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

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

She wanted her third orgasm. She would have it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The End
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