

The Office Sissy:

Serving Miss Wright

by

Esther Harshom

First Ebook Edition, March 2015

Published by Esther Harshom at Amazon

Copyright 2015 by Esther Harshom

All rights reserved. This book may not be reproduced in any form, in whole or in part, without written permission from the author.


Barbie sat in her cage and waited for Miss Wright to arrive. She didn’t stir when the cleaners came in, tidying around her cage as though she was nothing more than furniture. She didn’t move when the ache in her muscles began to become unbearable, knowing the penalty for sloppy posture would be far more painful. She didn’t let out so much as a whimper of discomfort when her knees grew sore from being pressed against the hard steel. She was used to it by now. She was a professional.

She could have allowed herself to stretch out – at least, as much as the cage allowed, anyway; it was shaped more like a bird cage than a dog carrying crate, with little horizontal room to lie down. Doing that would have been a breach of Miss Wright’s very clear instructions. She was to come in, lean down, lock the door and wait in position until she was used. Sometimes she’d be lucky and Miss Wright would be on time. Other times – like one Friday a few weeks earlier – Miss Wright would decide to take a long weekend and would leave her there all day, holding the position and swaddled in latex, sweating profusely but refusing to break until one of the office underlings came to get her at five o’clock, when everyone else had decided to leave.

Next to that, this was easy.

Thankfully, Miss Wright was only a little later than expected. There was no way for Barbie to gauge to the time once she was in position – it wasn’t coincidence that no clocks faced the cage, all the better to torture her – but she would have put it at around half past nine when the door opened and the brunette stepped in.

Seeing Miss Wright like that, for the first time, was Barbie’s idea of heaven.

She knew deep down that it shouldn’t have been. Miss Wright’s cruelty was impossible to ignore, and there were times when she was at her harshest that Barbie would have given anything to go back to that solitude even for just a few seconds – but there was no denying it. The first few seconds when she walked into a room never failed to take Barbie’s breath away.

Miss Wright was a petite woman, just a shade over five feet and three inches, but she carried herself like a giant. She walked into the office like she owned the whole building, rather than just the top four floors, and sat down at a desk like she was ready to break heads for a living. It was a hell of a show, and it always sent a shiver down Barbie’s spine.

Here we go, she thought. Be professional. Just like she taught you. You can do it.

Miss Wright didn’t unlock her immediately; in fact, she barely even acknowledged the caged slut in the corner of the room. The longer she waited, the harder Barbie’s dicklet seemed to grow in its steel enclosure; Barbie hated that, but there was nothing she could do about it. Miss Wright’s desk was perfectly in her line of sight – all the better for her secondary function as nothing more than a piece of office decoration – and the younger woman looked incredible. She was only twenty-seven – something told Barbie that she was about that same age, although remembering her past was difficult recently – and her body was completely flawless, given by nature and perfected at the gym. Pristine stockings covered her legs, leading up to a businesslike skirt that would in turn cover a pair of black mesh panties – a matching set with the brassiere that lurked under her blouse, no doubt. She had the kind of beauty that for most women took a great amount of effort, but not Miss Wright. She was just lucky like that.

Barbie prayed that her clit wouldn’t leak all over her slutty magenta skirt. It was bad enough being dressed in such gaudy colours in front of Miss Wright. The last thing she needed was to make a mess of her clothes too.

Miss Wright checked her emails, finished the coffee she had brought in with her and turned to the cage in the corner. She retrieved a key from the top drawer of her desk, and her heels clicked and clacked against the hardwood as she walked across the room. When she bent down, Barbie got a perfect view of her cleavage, a tight, pert C-cup that haunted her dreams, but she knew better than to acknowledge it. She was the one who was there to be objectified, not Miss Wright. Barbie kept her eyes forward – unmoving, unblinking.

The lock fell away and the door was opened.

‘Out,’ she said, and nothing else.

Barbie came to life. She scrambled out through the gap in the bars and knelt in the exact same position outside of the cage, her body protesting violently against the sudden movements. Everything seemed to creak, but that didn’t matter. Pain was temporary, and Miss Wright was capable of much worse.

‘Stand up,’ she said. ‘Show me your outfit.’

Barbie got into what she termed the inspection position: standing up straight, legs shoulder-width apart, hand clasped tightly behind her back, mouth open. It was designed for maximum humiliation, so Miss Wright could identify and punish even the smallest imperfection – not that she needed an excuse, of course. She had once left Barbie kneeling on tiny grains of uncooked rice for an hour or more, just because she had made eye contact with her and she was having a bad day. Barbie’s whimpers made it easier to deal with, apparently.

Today, though, there didn’t seem to be anything that stood out as a red flag. Miss Wright examined Barbie’s clothing, nodding with what passed for approval at the slutty hot pink outfit. She ran her fingers down the fabric of her top, enjoying the fleeting expression of discomfort that crossed Barbie’s face as she pinched her nipple. The titanium bars she had had installed made them so sensitive that even the slightest touch was capable of causing both pain and pleasure – and Miss Wright’s touch was anything but slight.

‘Good,’ she said, and Barbie couldn’t stop herself from smiling. She worked hard for Miss Wright’s approval, rare as it was. ‘Now bend over the desk. There’s one more thing.’

Barbie did as she was told, and the skirt rode up around her ass, giving anyone who might have walked in a perfect view of her fleshy buttocks. Miss Wright pulled the hot pink fabric up the final inch or more, revealing the steel and glass base of the plug Barbie had inserted that morning. The pink gem shone in the light of the office, and Miss Wright tapped at it with her fingers. When she pulled it out slightly – not far; just enough that the tapered based began to stretch Barbie’s asshole – the girl on the desk moaned.

‘Aww,’ Miss Wright said. ‘Does my poor little slut not like to be stretched?’ She pulled it out a little further; now the widest part of the plug was keeping Barbie’s asshole open.

‘Yes, Miss Wright,’ Barbie gasped. ‘I’m sorry.’

Miss Wright pushed the plug forward suddenly, and Barbie went with it; as the plug entered her completely she jerked against the desk, pushing back and taking the plug only when there was nowhere else for her to go.

Barbie thought back to that morning and the quantity of lube she had used, both grateful that she had used so much and still wishing that she had poured on more.

‘Don’t worry, slut,’ Miss Wright said. ‘We’ll have you taking much bigger things that that soon enough, eh?’

‘Yes, Miss Wright,’ Barbie said hesitantly. She knew for a fact that the steel plug was the largest that the sex store in town sold; she knew this because Miss Wright had made her go over there in person and ask for it specifically. How much bigger did she plan on going?

‘“Yes, Miss Wright?”’ the brunette sneered. ‘Is that all you have to say to me?’

‘Sorry, Miss Wright. I mean, thank you, Miss Wright.’

‘I think you need a lesson in manners,’ she said. ‘Hands flat on the table. It’s time for your mantra. You do remember your mantra, don’t you?’

‘Yes Miss Wright.’

‘Then you can start.’

‘I am a worthless slut and it’s an honour to be allowed in your presence,’ Barbie began. She knew it by heart by now, the words long since seared onto her soul by punishing slaps whenever she made a mistake. She hadn’t missed a word in weeks. ‘Please allow this pathetic whore to humiliate herself for your amusement. I am nothing without your guidance. I live to be used.’

‘Again.’

‘I am a worthless slut and it’s an honour to even be allowed in your presence. Please allow this pathetic whore to humiliate herself for your amusement. I am nothing without your guidance. I live to be used.’

‘Again.’

‘I am a worthless slut and it’s an honour to even be allowed in your presence. Please allow this pathetic whore to humiliate herself for your amusement. I am nothing without your guidance. I live to be used.’

‘Again,’ she said. ‘Over and over. Don’t stop until I say so.’

‘I am a worthless slut –’

SLAP.

‘ – and it’s an honour – ’

SLAP.

‘ – to even be allowed – ’

SLAP.

‘ – in your presence. Please allow this pathetic whore – ’

SLAP. SLAP. SLAP.

Miss Wright rained the blows down on Barbie’s ass with all the accuracy of a skilled sniper, her dainty little hands bruising flesh and drawing tears while her face remained impassive. This was what Barbie was for. After all, wasn’t that part of the mantra? Didn’t she live to be used?

Barbie had cycled through the whole thing six or seven times by the time Miss Wright decided to stop, and she knew that sitting down would be painful for at least the rest of the day if not longer. Perhaps it would be a good thing if Miss Wright kept her busy.

‘Do you think that will be enough to keep your manners in order in future? Or should I send you out into the office and let everyone else take a swing at you?’ Miss Wright asked. It wasn’t the worst beating she had ever taken at her employer’s hands, but the idea of being sent out and spanked by everyone in the bullpen was more than Barbie could stand. Mnemosyne Technology had upwards of sixty employees – its growth, from small start up to significant global market force, had been quite staggering – and there was no doubt in Barbie’s mind that each and every one of them would have taken the opportunity to vent their stress on her poor body. Even at twenty slaps each, for sixty employees…

‘No, Miss Wright,’ she said. ‘Please. I’ve learned my lesson.’

‘Good. Now get your filthy slut body off my desk and get on your knees where you belong.

Barbie dropped down immediately, ignoring the pain in her buttocks as her heels dug into the flesh of her ass. She didn’t even pause to pull her skirt down, and Miss Wright sighed.

‘Oh, for fuck’s sake,’ she said, gesturing to Barbie’s cock cage and the hateful worm that was now straining against the inside. ‘Put your disgusting little thing away. No one wants to see it – least of all me.’

Barbie struggled to pull the tight fabric down across her ass. She had thought it was bad when her bruising was exposed to the air, but with the material stretched across it even the slightest movement was another breath of fire, and there was no cool breeze to ease the sting. Miss Wright pulled up her chair and sat down hard. From her desk drawer she removed a pack of cigarettes and lit one with a deep inhalation. That was not a good sign.

‘I’m stressed today, slut,’ she said. ‘In case you can’t tell.’

There was no danger of that; Miss Wright had made her frustrations perfectly clear. Barbie knelt by her side, silent and waiting. When she was ready to elaborate, she knew consequences were likely to follow – and yet Barbie found herself fidgeting in anticipation, more nervous about what had upset her employer than she was about the inevitable fallout. Cigarettes were Miss Wright’s most shameful vice, pure indulgence for a woman who prided herself on her fitness.

They were only brought out on special occasions or times of the most extreme stress. Since she had taken over Mnemosyne Tech, the latter times had increased exponentially.

‘Well?’ Miss Wright said. ‘Aren’t you going to ask me why?’

‘Why are you stressed today, Miss Wright?’

‘Because I’m hiring someone,’ she said. ‘Someone to fill your old job, in fact. He’ll be here in half an hour, or thereabouts, and you know how much I hate dealing with all of that administrative bullshit.’ It was true. Miss Wright worked best on her own, when she could allow her ideas to come. The pencil-pushing side of running a business was usually delegated to someone – anyone – else, but apparently today was something she couldn’t palm off. ‘Open,’ she said.

Barbie crawled around to Miss Wright’s side, tilted her head back and opened her mouth wide. With a lazy, thoughtless hand Miss Wright reached out and tapped the ash from her cigarette onto Barbie’s tongue. The blonde woman fought the urge to swallow, even as the taste of burning tobacco flooded her tastebuds. Miss Wright liked to see the ash building up. It helped her, she said, to view Barbie as the object she truly was.

It took Barbie a while to realise what she had just been told. Her thoughts were slow, but they were there nonetheless; the only trouble was piecing them together into the right order.

Someone to fill your old job, in fact.

Had she really worked at Mnemosyne Tech in an old life, back before the time she could remember? Was that even possible? Whoever she was – had been, at least – she couldn’t imagine working in anything more complicated than the mail room.

But if that was true, why was Miss Wright dealing with it directly?

Thinking made her head hurt almost as much as her ass. It was easier just to ignore it, and trust Miss Wright’s judgement. That was all that mattered.

A stinging slap collided with Barbie’s cheek. By Miss Wright’s standards it was little more than a love tap, but it still rang out with a stinging sensation that immediately pulled her attention back.

‘Pay attention, you little whore,’ Miss Wright barked. ‘You think I can’t tell when your mind is wandering? I can practically hear the cogs turning. Your focus should be on me at all times – or do I need to give you another reminder of that?’

‘ –o –iss –ight,’ Barbie stammered, trying not to dislodge the ash in her mouth; talking was difficult with her tongue extended.

‘Good,’ Miss Wright said, sprinkling another load between the kneeling woman’s lips. The cigarette was almost down to the filter now, and when she removed it from her mouth Barbie could see the deep red stain of her lipstick against the paper. ‘Because if not, I’m sure the end of this pressed against your sensitive little nipples would do the job. Don’t you agree, slut?’

‘ –es –iss –ight,’ Barbie said as Miss Wright lowered the cigarette, holding it at chest height. She kept her hands tightly behind her back, gripping on for dear life. Now wasn’t the time to panic. No matter what Miss Wright dealt out, it was her job to take it.

Miss Wright held the end of the cigarette just inches away from Barbie’s nipples, first the left and then the right. ‘I bet it would burn right through,’ she said idly, flitting back and forth between them. ‘First I could make you scream, and then I could have you walk around with holes in your top all day so everyone could see. Wouldn’t that be fun?’

Please, no, she thought. I’ll be good. I’ll do anything. Please.

‘ –es –iss –ight,’ Barbie said.

‘Right answer, slut.’  Miss Wright brought the cigarette back up to her lips and finished it, tapping the butt clean of ash and then extinguishing it on Barbie’s tongue. She was lucky that her tongue was still covered in saliva – or perhaps, Barbie thought, it wasn’t luck at all. Miss Wright enjoyed her tongue far too much to risk doing anything to harm it. She had even considered putting a titanium bar through it to match those on Barbie’s nipples, but when she heard about how long it would take it to recover enough to be used she had changed her mind. So far she had been spared that fate, but who knew how long it would last?

Everything else on her body was fair game, but her tongue… no. Only in the direst of circumstances.

She placed the butt in Barbie’s mouth. ‘Swallow,’ she said. ‘All of it.’

Barbie choked down the ash and the filter, feeling it scrape drily all the way down her throat. She hadn’t had a drink in hours, and producing even the amount of spittle needed to stop the cigarette from burning her had required a great deal of effort. She opened her mouth to show that it was all gone, just as she had been taught: there would be no deception in front of Miss Wright.

‘Thank you, Miss Wright,’ Barbie said.

‘For what?’ she replied. ‘If you’re going to thank me, do it properly.’

‘Thank you for the privilege of serving as your ashtray.’

She nodded in acceptance – the highest praise Barbie could hope to get – and reached into the small fridge she kept at the side of her desk. She pulled out a bottle of expensive mineral water and took a few big gulps. When she placed it down on the smooth work surface, it was two-thirds gone. Barbie eyed the remains greedily.

‘Aww… poor little slut,’ Miss Wright mocked. ‘I bet you’re thirsty, aren’t you?’

‘Yes, Miss Wright.’

‘I bet you’d just love to be allowed a sip, eh? Just a single, solitary drop of water on that poor, parched tongue of yours?’

‘Yes, Miss Wright.’

Barbie watched with horror as Miss Wright tilted the bottle, sending a hearty splash to the floor and leaving just about a mouthful in the bottle. The spilt liquid soaked into the rug at her feet. ‘I don’t believe you,’ Miss Wright said simply. ‘If you really wanted it, I think you’d be down there sucking it out of the carpet. I guess you’re not that thirsty, then.’

Barbie lowered her head instinctively, but as she did so Miss Wright pressed a stiletto-heeled shoe down on her shoulder, causing her to lose her balance and crash forward with her face in the wet patch. Not my makeup, Barbie thought in a panic. Anything but that.

‘Pathetic,’ Miss Wright said. ‘So fucking pathetic.’ She took her foot off Barbie’s back and allowed her to come back into a kneeling position. ‘Open wide and don’t swallow,’ she said, before she took the remaining liquid into her mouth and leaned forward, spitting it in an arc between Barbie’s lips.

‘Use it to clean your tongue,’ she said. ‘I don’t want you putting it near me when it’s as filthy as that. Have some respect – for me, if not for yourself.’

Barbie swirled the water around in her mouth, feeling it strip the ash away from her, filling her mouth with a smoky taste. Somehow, none of that mattered. To Barbie it was an oasis in the desert.

‘Now swallow.’

Barbie did, and reflexively she opened her mouth to display her tongue. The black smear must have disappeared, because Miss Wright gestured for Barbie to get in position under the desk, hiked up her skirt and slid her panties down past her thighs.

It wasn’t rare for Miss Wright to use Barbie like this – on the contrary, her sexual appetite was voracious and it was an unusual day when Barbie’s tongue wasn’t put to work at least twice – but it never lost its appeal. Barbie found herself dreaming of these moments, for the feeling of Miss Wright’s fingers pulling on her pigtails and the sweet taste of her juices across her tongue. Invariably it led to her little cock growing hard in its cage and the punishment that ensued for her being unable to keep her body under control, but if that was the price then Barbie would pay it gladly.

Anything – anything at all – to be allowed to taste her.

Miss Wright’s pussy was small and perfect, her lips protruding every-so-slightly and so sensitive to the touch. With her face between her employer’s legs and her nose just inches away from the thing she craved most in the world, Barbie inhaled deeply, savouring her scent.

Heaven. There was no other word for it.

‘Start, slut,’ Miss Wright said.

Barbie leapt forward hungrily, her tongue slipping between the folds of the other woman’s pussy like a targeted arrow. She knew just what to do – it had, after all, made up a large part of her training – and almost immediately she began teasing Miss Wright’s sensitive labia. The brunette woman grasped Barbie’s hair in her hands, ready to guide her if need be, but there would be no call for that: not anymore, at least. Barbie knew exactly what she was doing.

She licked and sucked at Miss Wright’s lips until she heard the first moans slip from her employer’s throat, but they were just the icing on the cake: Barbie could tell that Miss Wright was enjoying every second of this. Even before she made contact, her pussy had been dripping wet.

It’s because she likes hurting you, the little voice in her head said. She likes watching you suffer. She likes to know you’re humiliated and degraded for her. It turns her on.

It was worth it – worth every stroke of the cane and sting of the crop and bite of the clamps. It was worth her transformation, her loss of self. It was worth the indignity of her surgery and of the piercings she had been forced to endure to decorate her D-cup breasts. It was worth the knowledge that she was nothing.

She couldn’t know for certain, but she was sure that it was worth all of the memories she seemed to no longer be able to access. Whatever they were – whatever her life had been before Miss Wright had employed her – it couldn’t possibly compare to the joy of serving such a Goddess.

She slid her tongue upwards, flicking tight circles around the pink nub of Miss Wright’s clitoris. The woman moaned louder and her hands gripped more tightly, pulling at Barbie’s scalp, but she took it as a sign that she was doing a good job.

‘Don’t you stop,’ Miss Wright gasped. Her voice was ragged with lust. ‘Don’t you fucking dare stop, you little whore, do you understand?’

Barbie’s only response was to lick faster, harder, driving Miss Wright onwards to the orgasm she needed. Even when she pulled her face in so close that Barbie could barely breathe, she knew better than to struggle. All she had to do was please her, and it would be over.

Miss Wright’s body tensed up in ecstasy, every nerve tingling with unrestrained joy as Barbie’s work paid dividends: the tongue at her clit was all she needed to get her to the edge, but it was only once it entered her sex that she really felt herself let go. With a moan that must have echoed through every floor of the building, Miss Wright came.

It was a few minutes before she recovered enough to pay Barbie any attention, but that wasn’t unusual. Once her service had been completed, she was resigned to the fact that she was just a toy – an object to be used when needed and ignored the rest of the time.

‘Good girl,’ she said, but before Barbie could reply she wadded up her panties and stuffed them in Barbie’s mouth. They had a stronger scent than her pussy did, the smell of a musk that had been allowed to build up over the morning hours. Barbie savoured it. If today was like the other times she had been gagged, she’d be tasting it for a long time to come.

Spoiling the mood as if on cue, the intercom buzzed. ‘Miss Wright, your eleven o’clock is here,’ the tinny echo said. ‘Should I send him in, or are you… otherwise engaged?’ Miss Wright’s secretary could barely disguise the snicker in her voice.

Miss Wright smiled and pressed down the button on the receiver. ‘Send him in, Helen,’ she said. ‘You know there are no secrets in my office.’

Miss Wright leaned down beneath her and stroked Barbie’s face, still drying with her juices. ‘Stay there,’ she said. ‘If I hear a peep out of you, I’ll break your slutty little body in half. Understood?’

Barbie knew better than to respond with anything except a nod.


If you enjoyed Serving Miss Wright, you may also enjoy:

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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