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Rise and shine, Princess. It’s time to start the day.

Rise and shine, Princess. It’s time to start the day.

Rise and shine, Princess. It’s time to –

Barbie reached out a lazy hand and hit the snooze button on her alarm clock. It was more of a formality than anything else – she didn’t have time to lie in, not if she wanted to prepare herself to Miss Wright’s exacting standards and still make it to the office by eight o’clock – but the warmth of the sheets were too good to leave just yet.

Just a few more minutes, Mom, she thought to herself. That was how the joke went, wasn’t it? The things kids said to their parents? She knew she must have said something like that once upon a time, but that was all a blur now. No matter how hard she tried, nothing before six months ago seemed real. Even when she tried to conjure up memories of before then – because those memories must have existed; they simply must have – they skittered and danced away from her like leaves on a breeze.

If she had ever been anything except Barbie, she couldn’t tell for sure.

She shook the thoughts out of her head. It was too early to worry about all of that. She had work to do.

She rolled off the mattress that passed for her bed and crossed over to her bathroom. It didn’t take long; her apartment was tiny and in the seediest part of the city, to keep costs low. She didn’t pay for it herself, of course. It was one of the perks of her position in the office – if you could call it a perk, anyway. In lieu of pay, Miss Wright very graciously provided her with a roof over her head. Who cared if the water was always cold and the paint was peeling off the walls?

She could almost hear Miss Wright’s voice in hear head. You should be grateful, it sneered. I could have fired a little slut like you a long time ago, and then where would you be? Homeless, that’s where – peddling your ass on the street like a common whore just to earn enough to eat. Then again, she could always hear Miss Wright’s voice in her head. It echoed there like a siren, morning and night, cutting through her own thoughts.

It wasn’t that she was ungrateful, she thought as she brushed her teeth and rinsed her face with cold water; far from it, in fact. She knew how hard it was to get a job, especially when you were as chronically unqualified as she was. Frankly, she was lucky that Miss Wright even bothered with her at all, and she knew that if she didn’t take care to present herself as a model employee she might easily lose even the slight amount of favour she had accrued in her employer’s eyes.

No, ingratitude had nothing to do with it. It was just that, every now and then – in the space between sleeping and waking where Miss Wright’s voice seemed to die away for a moment – she could remember another apartment: a bigger apartment with an enormous bed, lush carpets and glass fixtures. Of course, a dirty little nothing like Barbie would never have been able to afford a place like that, not in a million years, but in that moment it seemed almost real, less fantasy and more a vision of what once was.

Stupid, she chided herself. You know it’s not true.

Barbie looked at herself in the mirror and picked up her hairbrush. One hundred strokes, just as instructed – the only way to keep her long blonde hair in perfect condition. The monthly peroxide treatments did a real number on it, but it was necessary; God forbid Miss Wright ever saw her dark roots poking through. The punishment wouldn’t be worth it.

Eleven… twelve… thirteen…

She didn’t mind it so much at the start, when the numbers were low. She wished that Miss Wright wasn’t so strict about ensuring it was exactly a hundred – but of course, that was the point. She knew just how hard it was for Barbie to count. What better way to start the day than by reminding her just how stupid she really was?

Thirty-eight… Thirty-nine… forty…

She was proud of her hair, though. That was one thing Miss Wright hadn’t been able to take away from her. It made her feel womanly, even as the ridiculous outfits she was forced to wear on a daily basis threatened to take that away. Everything else was a parody, a mockery of femininity, but the hair… well, the hair passed for normal, just about. Barbie looked at her body in the mirror. Her F-cup breasts were impossibly perky, making it obvious to all but the most delusional of observers that they were fake. The titanium bars that ran through her nipples – always hard, of course; the surgeons had seen to that – were just the icing on the cake.

Sixty-two… sixty-three… sixty-four…

Maybe one day Miss Wright would let her wear her hair down for a change. That would be nice. It would certainly make her feel less like a doll or a piece of performance art, anyway, and that was no bad thing.

Shame it would never happen, of course.

Eighty-three… eighty-four… eighty-five…

Now she had to concentrate, as hard as it was. The big numbers were difficult, and the more she thought about them the more confusing they seemed to become. She cursed herself for her stupidity. Having to go so slowly meant less time to make herself pretty, which meant more chance that she’d miss her ride to work. She had done that once or twice, back in the early days of her employment, and it was not an experience she wanted to repeat.

Ninety-five… ninety-six…

She could hear Miss Wright’s voice in her head again. Concentrate, you stupid slut, it said. Jesus Christ… it’s a good job you’ve got a nice pair of tits, because you’re useless for anything else.

Miss Wright was right, of course. She always was.

Ninety-seven… ninety-eight…

And yet even the thought of Miss Wright yelling at her made Barbie twinge with excitement. That was the only way she was allowed release now; the only pleasure she felt was given under Miss Wright’s instruction, and only with the understanding that she did not in any way deserve it.

Ninety-nine…

It was no wonder she had learned to love it, eventually. For Miss Wright, she would have done anything. It was more than her job. It was her lifeblood, the thing that kept her going.

One hundred.

Barbie breathed a sigh of relief. It was over, at least for today. No mistakes. No punishments earned.

She quickly pulled her hair into two childish pigtails, one on either side, her fingers nimble with experience. She disliked the hairstyle immensely – it made her look and feel like a little girl, even with her pneumatic breasts sticking out in front of her like swimming aids – but Miss Wright’s decision was final. Pigtails it was.

She walked into her bedroom and checked her calendar for the day’s instructions as to what she was supposed to wear – not that she needed to; the schedule was pretty much burned into her mind by now. It was a Wednesday, which meant it was what she called the slut dress – a little something to cheer up the rest of the staff on Hump Day, to give them the boost they needed to get over the middle of the week. Barbie sighed. Monday and Tuesday were easier, that was for sure. At least then, she was allowed to wear what passed for business attire, albeit not the kind of thing a normal businesswoman would ever have worn. Low-cut blouses and skirts with daring slits were the order of the day, and several of them rested at the right hand side of her wardrobe, categorised by day. In a normal office, that kind of outfit would have been horribly inappropriate – but since Miss Wright arrived, the office had been anything but normal.

Thursday’s section of the rack was empty, a reminder that on Thursdays she was expected to be nude. Those were the days in which she barely left Miss Wright’s office. On the rare occasions when she was permitted to leave, it would be wearing a thin strip of fabric that barely passed for a thong and nothing else, her colossal tits swaying as she ran errands. It wasn’t much better when she was allowed to stay behind the office door, however. Occasionally, when Miss Wright was feeling particularly callous, she’d have Barbie wear a dog collar that she’d had custom-made. Only the best for my slutty little puppy, she heard the voice say again.

Fridays were the worst, though. The selection of tight rubber outfits that filled the latter part of her wardrobe were designed to dehumanise her, to objectify her. They highlighted every curve, yes, but the rubber masks that covered her face made her very aware of the fact that, on Fridays at least, she was nothing more than decoration.

Wednesday’s section, firmly in the middle of the wardrobe, was bright pink – bubblegum pink, as Miss Wright chose to remind her as often as possible. With a sigh, Barbie selected a strappy top that was at least two sizes too small for her breasts, and a hot magenta skirt that looked more suitable for a street corner than an office. From the raft of shoes at the foot of her wardrobe, she picked out a pair of clear acrylic stripper shoes with a glittery six-inch heel.

There was no need for anything else. Miss Wright didn’t permit her to own underwear, let alone wear it.

She examined herself in the full-length mirror before she got dressed. Her body was quite beautiful, there was no doubt about it; even the nipple piercings had grown on her since they had first been put into place. Her face too was a real beauty, with high cheekbones and what Miss Wright called ‘cocksucker lips’, full and plump and ready to be used.

The only thing she didn’t like about herself was trapped in a steel cage between her legs, and she hated it with a passion.

Miss Wright had spent so much effort on surgery for her, why hadn’t she allowed her to have her dicklet removed? She had explained it time and time again, whenever Barbie had dared to bring it up – and sometimes even she hadn’t, just to remind her of her place – and it had always been with a sneering grin. We can’t have you thinking you’re a real girl, can we? the voice said. It wouldn’t do for you to forget what a pathetic little man you once were, and how I made you all better. Well, almost all better.

That was the problem, though: Barbie couldn’t remember the pathetic man she had once been. She couldn’t remember much of anything before she started working for Miss Wright. If it wasn’t for her dicklet – or at least, what was left of it after the hormone treatments – then she might have been able to throw herself fully into her new life, but Miss Wright had decided to keep her on the edge, unable to forget what she was.

A plaything. A toy. Something designed and manufactured to exact specifications by doctors and chemists and engineers.

Miss Wright’s personal doll.

She sighed. There was no point in worrying about it, and thinking too hard hurt her brain. She dressed as well as she could, smoothing down the bright pink that encased her breasts. There was no point trying to disguise the twin bumps of her nipples. They stood out like bullets against the right fabric, and touching them only made them worse. The bars had made them even more sensitive than the weekly drug therapy she was exposed to, and even the slightest touch caused her to moan with pleasure.

No. She couldn’t let herself get excited, not now. There wasn’t time. Her car would be arriving in twenty minutes.

Jewellery was simple: a number of large rings, each one set with a bright pink stone, and a heavy silver-coloured chain necklace with a pendant that hung down between her breasts, making it impossible to look away. It was costume jewellery, of course – as if Miss Wright would ever have let her have anything of value; perish the thought – but it topped off the ensemble nicely. It took her from stereotypical bimbo to stereotypical slut right away, and the men of the office loved the feeling of the rings on her fingers as she played with their cocks.

She picked up her makeup bag and sat down in front of the mirror; Miss Wright hadn’t allowed her a dressing table, not that there would have been any space for it in her shoebox of an apartment. She put a pink, glittery sheen across her eyes, light and bright and eye-catching, and then a deep rouge across her cheeks. Miss Wright preferred her make up to draw attention and stares. You’re not natural, the voice in her head said, so why should you look natural?

She selected a rich scarlet colour for her lips, running the end of the tube across them until they were thickly coated and not a glimpse of their dull pink colour remained. These were the cocksucking lips that Miss Wright was so fond of – not to mention the other men at the office. The gloss she used had a plumping effect that lasted four hours or so, so it would need constant re-application throughout the day, but it was worth it: it didn’t smear as much as the other brands she had used, and so she was less likely to invoke Miss Wright’s wrath for being a dirty little slattern.

Her mascara was last. With all the care of a surgeon she primped her eyelashes, drawing them out into the long curves that Miss Wright enjoyed so much. This was the part of her morning routine that always seemed to take the most time. Once, back when she had been learning how to be a girl, she had been using a set of eyelash curlers and had nearly ripped out an entire set in her clumsiness; it wasn’t a mistake she planned on making again.

Everything had to be perfect.

She finished just as the horn beeped from outside her apartment building. Her neighbours had complained about it – every morning at six-thirty on the dot – but she knew better than to bring it up with the drivers. They might report back to Miss Wright, and then she’d exact her own punishment for Barbie’s ingratitude.

It was easier just to deal with the snide glances from her neighbours. They already stared when they saw her outfits, but she was used to the disapproval now. Barbie kept herself to herself, and with good reason.

She ran for the door and then stopped. There was something missing, something that couldn’t be forgotten or else.

The plug.

Fuck.

Where was it? She tossed the sheets off from her bed, but there was no sign of it anywhere.

Think… think, you stupid slut. This is important.

The thoughts whirled in her mind, not helped by the incessant beeping from outside that prevented her from catching hold of even the most basic memories. Why was this so hard? What was wrong with her?

She hadn’t worn it to bed, which meant…

Which meant…

Concentrate. Concentrate.

Which meant she had taken it off to shower last night.

Which meant it would be in the bathroom, just where she left it.

Sure enough, the large steel plug was sitting on the side of the shower, ready and waiting to be put back in. She reached for a nearby bottle of lube and gave it a liberal coating, in too much of a rush to care about the drips that made it to the floor, pressed it against her tight pink rosebud and took a deep breath. Normally she had a few extra minutes to ease it in, but not today.

Today, it was going to hurt.

The cold of the unyielding steel made her tighten, but as she placed her fingers on the ornate glass jewel at its base – bright pink, of course – she did her best to relax. One quick push. Nice and easy. Get it over and done with.

One…

Two…

She pushed, and hard. Her ass felt as though it was being split open and she gasped, biting the inside of her lip to stop tears from rolling down her cheeks and ruining her make up, but it was in at last. She smiled with relief. It hurt, yes, but it got easier every day.

Soon her ass would be stretched out enough to take anything Miss Wright wanted.

She grabbed her purse and ran as best she could on the clear plastic heels down to the car.

‘You’re late,’ Ernie said as she pulled open the passenger door. ‘Miss Wright’s going to be pissed.’

You say that like I don’t already know, she thought. ‘Sorry,’ she said.

Ernie was an older man, in his fifties if he was a day, and he wasn’t her usual driver. She much preferred Michael, a toned black man in his early thirties with a huge cock. He was almost kind to her, which was a rare treat: when she sucked his cock, it was with a special kind of eagerness that none of the other drivers received. Sure, he still pulled at her hair and made her swallow every drop, but he seemed to appreciate the adoration. That made all the difference.

Ernie hadn’t set off. That could only mean one thing.

‘We’re not going?’ Barbie said, already knowing the answer.

‘You know the rules,’ he said. ‘Cash or ass… no one rides for free.’ He chuckled to himself at that, as though it was some original sentiment. ‘And what a pretty little ass you have. Seems like that would be payment enough. Unless you think your boss would feel differently, mind?’

Ernie’s lascivious grin was one thing, but the plug that filled out her hole was quite another. She didn’t think she could face pulling it out and inserting it again, especially not with her lube still in her bedroom and no time to reapply it. ‘Please,’ she said softly. ‘Not my ass. Would a blowjob do?’

He didn’t answer. Instead he just unzipped his fly and pulled his cock out. It was already hard, just as it always was when she came to it. ‘You’d better do a good job,’ he said. ‘Your ass is still on the table, you understand?’

‘Yes, Sir,’ she said, and then kicked herself. She never called the drivers Sir. That was reserved for men in the office – men who had actual power over her.

Then again, would she have been doing this if Ernie didn’t have power over her? If he didn’t have the capacity to make her life miserable, would she have so eagerly dived on his cock in an effort to please him?

‘Sir,’ he said, mulling the word over slowly. ‘I like that. Sir it is. And you’re my little slave, at least for the next ten minutes or so. Understood?’

‘Yes, Sir,’ she said, but her agreement was muffled by the hardness in her mouth. Whatever fantasy it took to get him off, she could cope with – but with the time on the clock running down and the penalty for lateness looming large in her mind, there was no way she was going to let it last for ten minutes.

If that meant giving him the show he wanted, so be it.

She looked up at him with smoky eyes, the way she had seen in the porn movies that Miss Wright made her watch for homework, and swirled her tongue around his head. ‘Do you like that, Sir?’ she said seductively. ‘Or maybe, if I’m your slave, you’d prefer me to call you Master?’

Ernie let out a choked moan. ‘Yes, slave,’ he said. ‘Master will do fine.’

‘Mmm… yes, Master,’ she purred. ‘Thank you for giving this dirty little whore the privilege of taking your cock in her slutty throat.’

She took it deep then, working her head up and down on his member like an oil derrick, desperate for it to be over even if that meant swallowing his load. She tried to ignore the fact that the windows of the car were untinted, and that anyone walking past could have seen her. Ernie’s face was at least partially obscured by the position of the seat, but hers was clear and unmistakeable.

Let them watch if they want, she thought. It was a thought that wouldn’t have occurred to her even just a few weeks ago, but by now Miss Wright had trained her to be far more comfortable providing services in front of other people. Let them watch. Let them call the police. I don’t care. This is what I’m for.

She felt Ernie reach up a hand and grasp her hair, pushing her down further onto his cock – further than she was used to going, making her gag in the process. She forced herself to loosen her throat and take his length, refusing to give in to her body’s demands for oxygen.

It’ll be over soon, she thought. He can’t last much longer.

She began playing with his balls with her dainty, immaculately-painted fingernails. The hot pink talons scratched gently at his most sensitive areas, and that was enough.

‘That’s right, slave,’ he murmured, almost to himself. ‘Just like that. Just… like…’

Ernie yanked her head back by the pigtails at the moment of his orgasm, enjoying her squeak of pain almost as much as he enjoyed the sight of his cock spurting all over her face. While she caught most of it in her mouth – she was trained, after all, and her reflexes kicked in almost spontaneously – a good part of it anointed her cheeks and dribbled down from the corners of her lips. As she swallowed his mess, she reached up a hand to try and wipe the rest of his residue away. Ernie grabbed her firmly by the wrist.

‘Leave it,’ he said. ‘You can wipe it off when you get to the office. I like seeing a pretty little girl all slutted up for me.’

‘Yes, Sir,’ she replied.

The drive into the city seemed to take forever.

She was still wearing Ernie’s load across her face when she went through the security check. There was nothing for her to use to wipe it away, except for the clothes she was wearing, and somehow she suspected that Miss Wright wouldn’t take kindly to the presence of come stains on Barbie’s uniform. The guard on shift couldn’t hide his smirk as she bent down to scan her security card, giving him an ample look at her cleavage.

‘Seems like you missed a spot,’ he grinned, gesturing to the mess dripping down her chin.

‘Sorry,’ Barbie muttered. ‘I’ll have to be more careful next time.’

There was a box of tissues on his desk, but the guard didn’t offer her one. She might not have remembered his name, but she remembered his cock – a few weeks earlier, back when she was learning to deep throat, Miss Wright had graduated her from rubber dildos to actual flesh. Every man in the office had been offered a chance to use her tongue, and the guard in question had been the last one she serviced. He seemed to enjoy splashing across her face too – unusual, given that most men had chosen to force her to swallow it.

After a while, the names became irrelevant, but the feeling of his come drying on her cheeks was something she wouldn’t soon forget.

Thankfully, it was early enough that the office was practically empty. Even the most diligent of employees hadn’t arrived yet, and she was able to navigate the elevator and the labyrinth of cubicles on the lower floors without being seen, until eventually she was at Miss Wright’s office. Another swipe of her security pass, and she was inside.

She pulled a few tissues from the holder on the desk – not enough to be noticed; she didn’t want to arouse suspicion and give her employer another reason to punish her – and once she had wiped her face clean she placed them in the wastepaper basket. Thankfully it was still full, and the cleaners would be around to dispose of it before anyone saw.

Of course, that meant that they would see her humiliation, but there was nothing she could do about that.

In the corner of the room there was a steel cage, with heavy bars that made any thoughts of escape impossible. It was just about large enough that Barbie was able to kneel upright, and she did: crawling through the cage door on her hands and knees, she positioned herself just as ordered, ready for display. Inside the cage there was a heavy padlock with no key, its hasp unfastened. She manoeuvred it carefully through the fastening on the cage door and clicked it closed. Now she was trapped. No matter what happened, there would be no release until Miss Wright arrived.

Something was wrong.

She raised a hand to her face and immediately felt the sticky wetness of Ernie’s come, a streak of filth that she must have missed when she was wiping it away. She sighed, resigning herself to the inevitable.

Stupid, she thought to herself. You should have been more careful. Isn’t Miss Wright always telling you that?

She scooped up the mess onto her finger and eagerly sucked it away, making sure there wasn’t a trace left to be seen. She prayed that she hadn’t messed up her lipstick in the process – but that was a worry for later. There was no way of checking, and nothing she could do about it now in any case.

Barbie hiked up her skirt so her cage was just about visible, placed her hands upwards on her thighs just as Miss Wright had taught her, and waited for her day to begin.
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The Sissy Maid Bet

It’s just a little wager. What harm could it do?

It's easy to be bored when you're a beautiful young woman with money to burn, but the millionaire heiresses Miranda and Jennifer have found a new game to keep themselves amused: betting on human beings. With a hundred grand on the table, Miranda gives Jennifer a sexy wager she can’t possibly refuse – in just twenty-four hours, she has to turn their hot alpha-male waiter Sam into a passable sissy girl.

Getting him to the apartment is the easy part. Convincing him to go along with being her chastity-locked maid is a little tougher. When he realises that it’s not another woman he has to convince but Miranda’s hot male friend, however  – a man who is looking for a slutty maid all of his own – Sam has to decide just how far he’s willing to go to earn his money. 

Will this sissy’s oral skills be able to convince them he’s a real woman – and even if he does, will Miranda and Jennifer ever let him go back to his normal life?

This story contains themes of sissification, forced bi, and male chastity.

Sissy Pink

Good things come to those who wait…

Adam’s wife Jen has promised him a special surprise when he gets home from work – and after a day full of teasing text messages, he can’t wait to see what she has in mind. However, it seems that Jen has plans of her own – plans that involve humiliating her beloved husband almost to his limits…

Torn between what remains of his dignity and his intense arousal, Adam has to decide what is more important to him: indulging his Domme wife’s fantasies of having her own sissy plaything, or trying to cling to his masculinity.

This story contains themes of sissification, humiliation, and pegging.
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