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CHAPTER 1

Joey knew he shouldn’t have been listening in. Instead, he slowed outside the office break room when he heard the girls from the sales team squealing over an invitation to what they insisted was the greatest Halloween party in the state, held in some place he’d never heard of called Sissyville.

They were talking over one another about elaborate decorations, fashion-model beautiful women in outrageous costumes, celebrities who had supposedly appeared in previous years, and enough whispered rumors about the town itself to make Joey wonder whether they were discussing an actual place or some elaborate urban legend.

“Our invitation is confirmed,” Mara announced, waving her phone above her head. Raven-haired, confident and usually the first of the four to turn anything into a party, she looked ready to start celebrating immediately. “Hear that, bitches? We’re going to the Sissyville Halloween House Haunt. Greatest Halloween party of all time.”

“I can’t believe we actually got in.” Nina pushed her thick glasses higher on her nose and leaned closer to the confirmation as if checking the fine print for evidence of fraud. “That town is practically mythical. It doesn’t even show up on Google Maps.”

“We need to start working on our costumes tonight,” Tessa said. Her perpetual scowl made even excitement sound like a complaint. “We have to look like the hottest sluts there, or they’ll stick us in the standby line.”

“There is one little problem.” Priya, exotically beautiful and usually the most composed of the group, studied the confirmation on Mara’s phone. “We need to bring a guy with us.”

That was the precise moment Joey walked into the break room pretending he hadn’t heard a word. “Hey, ladies.”

“Hey, Joey,” they answered with considerably less enthusiasm.

Joey wasn’t exactly popular with the ladies in the office. He wasn’t a monster, a creep, or even particularly unpleasant. His problem was that he could turn almost anything into an issue requiring discussion. If a process seemed inefficient, Joey had an improvement. If someone ignored the improvement, he had a follow-up. If the follow-up was ignored, he had concerns. 

And if those concerns weren’t addressed to his satisfaction, there was always Linda, the woman who ran the entire office and whom everyone simply called the Boss Lady. Joey made the journey to Linda’s office often enough that Mara, Nina, Tessa and Priya had come to regard it as the corporate equivalent of reporting them to the principal.

Linda rarely seemed particularly grateful for Joey’s assistance. She was a formidable woman who could silence an argument simply by looking over the top of whatever she happened to be reading, although Joey had somehow interpreted her willingness not to fire him as evidence that she appreciated his initiative. He considered himself proactive.

The girls considered him exhausting.

“Did I miss something exciting?” Joey asked, pouring himself a cup of coffee with studied innocence. “I heard cheering.”

The four girls exchanged looks. Priya glanced at the invitation again, then at Joey, and something impulsive flickered across her face. “Actually, you did. We got invited to an exclusive Halloween party. Want to come with us?”

The other three girls stared at her as if she had suggested bringing a wild boar.

Joey perked up. “Are you serious? Because I would absolutely love to go. I can even be your designated driver. I never drink liquor.”

“Of course you don’t,” Tessa muttered.

Priya’s smile widened as the implications of her own invitation apparently began occurring to her. “You can come, but there’s one little condition.”

The other girls suddenly looked interested. Joey noticed the shift immediately and became suspicious. “What condition?”

“You have to dress properly,” Mara said. “It’s a costume party.”

“I can do a costume.”

“Sure you can,” Tessa said. “But in this case, you have to dress like a girl. All the men wear feminine costumes.”

Joey stared at them, waiting for somebody to laugh. Nobody did. “You mean like a dress or a skirt?”

“No,” Mara said. “A girl costume.”

“What exactly distinguishes a girl costume from—”

“Joey.” Tessa looked exhausted already. “Girl Halloween is all about slutting it up.”

He swallowed. “So I’d have to… slut it up?”

“That’s the deal,” Priya said. “Are you in or not?”

“I’ve never actually worn girls’ clothes.”

“We didn’t say ordinary girls’ clothes,” Tessa cut in. “We said a slutty-girl Halloween costume.”

“It’s okay,” Nina said, although her smile suggested she very much hoped he would accept. “It’s probably too intense for a vanilla guy like you.”

“Vanilla?” Joey scoffed. “I am far from vanilla. Underneath this office attire, I’m like an ice-cream sundae with all the toppings.”

Tessa stared at him. “Whatever that means.”

“Then prove it,” Nina said. “Slut it up and come to Sissyville with us.”

Joey laughed as though the entire proposition were ridiculous, but something had already taken hold beneath the embarrassment. “I’ll think about it.”

Mara folded her arms. “Decide now. Or we’ll find a more adventurous guy.”

Four girls looked at him with a mixture of challenge, amusement and impatience, and Joey suddenly felt like a kitten that had wandered into a pack of female predators. He should have backed away. Instead, his imagination betrayed him.

He saw himself walking into this legendary party in a feminine costume, his legs exposed beneath a short skirt, strangers seeing him dressed that way while the girls laughed and teased him and perhaps even approved of how he looked. The fantasy was humiliating enough that he wanted to reject it immediately, but underneath the embarrassment was an unmistakable flicker of excitement.

“Okay.” Joey took a nervous gulp of coffee. “I’ll do it.”

“If you’re doing it, you commit to the look,” Nina warned.

“All right, then. I’ll slut it up.” Joey cringed at hearing himself say it, which somehow made saying it even more thrilling. “I might need some help figuring out exactly how that works.”

“We can handle that,” Tessa said.

The girls erupted in cheers while Joey stood in the middle of the break room wondering what the hell he had just agreed to. A few minutes earlier he had been walking past on his way to get coffee. Now he was going to some mysterious town called Sissyville dressed as a slutty girl because four girls who could barely tolerate him had dared him to do it.

Instead of panicking, Joey found himself smiling.

After work, Mara led Joey into the small room behind the copy area that the saleswomen had gradually appropriated as their private changing room. They attended enough conventions and promotional events that nobody questioned it anymore, and the room had accumulated mirrors, cosmetics, garment bags and an alarming amount of clothing.

Tonight the table had been cleared for a single purpose. Waiting for Joey was a short pink-and-white Sailor Scout dress with a pleated skirt and oversized bow, along with thigh-high stockings, a garter belt, knee-high pink boots, a bra and matching silky panties, a long blond wig and a gold crescent tiara.

Joey stopped in the doorway. “You already picked everything out?”

“Fortunately, you’re about the same size as us,” Mara said. “That makes this much easier.”

His eyes traveled over the costume pieces despite his determination not to look too interested. “And you just happened to have all this stuff sitting around the office?”

“We do a lot of comic cons, and this room has perfect lighting for makeup,” Tessa said. She held up the Sailor Scout dress against him, evaluating the fit with alarming seriousness. “This is perfect for you. Put it on.”

“You said a girl costume. You did not say anything about lingerie, garters, stockings and whatever else you’ve got piled up there.”

“The word you’re stumbling on is panties,” Mara said.

“A girl’s costume requires pieces and accessories,” Tessa replied, making it sound as though Joey had failed to understand a painfully simple concept. “Besides, you told us to slut you up.”

“You agreed to the condition,” Nina reminded him. She picked up the panties and dangled them from one manicured finger. “If you’re going to Sissyville with us, slut up or shut up, bitch.”

The words hit Joey harder than he expected. His gaze dropped to the silky pink panties, then across everything else waiting for him. This wasn’t merely a Halloween costume anymore. Wearing girl’s clothing had been one of those private fantasies he occasionally entertained and then carefully shoved back into whatever locked mental compartment it had escaped from.

He had imagined lingerie, stockings and skirts. He had imagined seeing a feminine version of himself in the mirror. What he had never imagined was four girls from work laying everything out for him and ordering him to put it on.

Joey cleared his throat. “Okay, then.”

Mara smiled. “Okay what?”

He knew exactly what she wanted him to say. “I’ll slut up.”

The girls howled like party girls six shots into a night out, and whatever chance Joey had of preserving his dignity disappeared with the sound. He argued almost immediately, because arguing was what Joey did whenever he became nervous, but the girls had apparently decided that his objections no longer required serious consideration.

“Strip down,” Tessa ordered.

Joey stared at her. “Down to underwear or, like—naked?”

“Underwear isn’t naked,” Nina said.

“Don’t tell us you’re afraid to stand naked in front of four hot girls.”

Tessa gave him an unimpressed look. “He’s probably never been undressed in front of a woman who wasn’t his mother.”

“Plenty of women have seen me naked.”

Priya tilted her head. “Were they involved in that decision, or did you drop your pants while they were looking the other way?”

The girls burst out laughing. Mara made matters worse by suggesting they should all undress to make him more comfortable, prompting the others to pretend they were about to strip with him.

“Fine.” Joey surrendered before the ridicule got worse. “I’ll do it if everybody stops mocking me.”

Nobody agreed to that.

He timidly stripped to his underwear while trying not to look at any of them, which naturally guaranteed that all four girls stared openly at him.

Tessa’s expression became triumphant. “Tighty-whities. I knew you were vanilla.”

Nina held the silky pink panties in front of him. “These will work better.”

Joey looked at them, then at her. “I agreed to the costume. Nobody said I had to wear those.”

“The word is PANTIES,” Mara said.

“Slutty costumes require slutty panties,” Nina replied. “You said you were committed.”

“This is exactly why agreements need clearly defined terms.”

Tessa groaned. “He’s trying to renegotiate slutty Halloween.”

Joey would have continued arguing if Nina hadn’t brought the panties closer. The silky pink fabric brushed his skin when he finally reached for them, and that tiny sensation killed whatever argument he had been preparing. 

He had thought about this more times than he cared to admit. He had walked past lingerie displays in stores and wondered what the material would feel like against his skin, then immediately told himself the curiosity meant nothing.

Now the answer was in his hand.

“Panty up, slut,” Nina said.

The command sent an involuntary rush through him. Joey looked at her, and Nina looked straight back without the slightest indication that she intended to rescue him from the moment.

“As you say,” he managed, his voice less steady than he wanted.

He turned sideways and lowered his underwear. The girls hooted and hollered as if he were giving them a strip show, chanting for him to show them his business. Joey wasn’t about to let them see his penis; that was far too embarrassing. But Mara moved around him in time to catch a glimpse, then burst out laughing and pointed.

“It’s so adorable,” she said with a snicker. “Like a tiny mushroom.”

“More like an inverted clitty,” Nina added.

“Are you sure you were supposed to be born a boy?” Tessa asked.

“I think Mother Nature made a little booboo when she picked his gender,” Priya said.

The girls burst out in mocking laughter.

Joey’s frantic effort to cover himself only made his embarrassment more obvious, and by the time he pulled the silky panties into place, he was painfully aware of how different they felt against his skin.

“Very nice, Sissy,” Tessa said.

Joey looked down at himself. The pink material was impossibly smooth. “I am not a Sissy.”

“Not yet,” Mara said.

There was something about the certainty in her voice that made Joey look at her. Mara only smiled.

“Let’s just get on with it,” he muttered.

The matching bra came next. Mara ordered him to put his arms through the straps, and she hooked it around his back before he could protest again. Mara filled the cups with inserts until the Sailor Scout dress would sit properly over his chest. Tessa was quick to fasten the garter belt around his waist.

Then came the thigh-high stockings. Joey struggled with the delicate fabric at first, afraid he would rip it, until Priya showed him how to gather each stocking before gradually rolling it up his leg. The sensation was startlingly intimate, cool silk sliding over exposed skin before clinging smoothly from ankle to thigh, and Joey went unexpectedly quiet as he reached for the second stocking.

The Sailor Scout dress followed. Mara and Priya helped him into it, zipped the fitted bodice, straightened the oversized bow and carefully arranged the pleated skirt until the whole thing settled around him. Joey looked down and immediately grabbed for the hem.

“This is ridiculously short.”

“It’s supposed to be short, slut,” Tessa said.

“My underwear is practically visible.”

“Panties,” Mara snapped.

Finally came the glossy hot-pink boots with three-inch heels. Joey wobbled immediately, grabbing Mara’s shoulder before he toppled into the makeup table. The girls laughed while Nina steadied him from behind and gave his backside a playful swat.

“Stand up straight, Sissy.”

There was that word again.

Every time one of the girls called him a Sissy, it seemed less like an insult and more like a door being opened somewhere inside him. He wasn't ready to examine what might be waiting on the other side, but apparently that wasn't stopping him from walking toward it.

The blond wig changed everything. Until then, Joey could still look down and see individual costume pieces: stockings, skirt, bow, boots. Once Mara fitted the long blond hair around his face and Priya positioned the gold crescent tiara, the fragments became a person.

Tessa took over from there, planting Joey in front of the vanity mirror and ordering him not to move while she shaped his brows, softened his face with foundation, darkened his lashes and added blush and lipstick with a skill Joey hadn’t expected from someone who usually looked as though smiling might violate company policy.

He watched her work in the mirror, fascinated by the face gradually emerging beneath her brushes. The softer features, long blond hair and bright lips should have looked absurd. Instead, when the girls finally stepped away, Joey found himself staring at a version of himself that seemed simultaneously impossible and disturbingly familiar.

“Well?” he asked.

Nina gave him a slow approving inspection from tiara to boots. “Damn, slut. Slut, you look so good I’d work you up and down the block if I had the right equipment.”

“I have the necessary prosthetics in my desk,” Tessa said. “We could bend this sissy over and work her until her eyes go crossed.”

Everyone went quiet for a moment. Then they all burst out laughing.

Everyone except for Joey, that is.

“The stockings work.” Tessa walked around him, assessing her work. “The skirt needs to stay that short.”

Joey glanced at his legs in the mirror. They did.

Priya moved beside him and gently adjusted the blond hair over his shoulder. “You look pretty.”

That one landed differently. Nobody had ever called him pretty before, and the word made him suddenly aware of everything at once: the silky stockings hugging his legs, the garters beneath the tiny skirt, the unfamiliar weight of the padded bra, the lipstick on his mouth, the blond hair brushing his shoulders and four girls standing around him looking pleased with what they had created.

Somewhere during the transformation, his resistance had stopped being entirely sincere. Joey still complained because complaining was practically a reflex, but the girls had begun recognizing what he hadn't yet admitted: every time they added something more feminine, he became nervous, objected, surrendered and then stared at himself in the mirror just a little longer.

Nina caught him staring at himself. “You’re just about ready to meet Sissyville.”

Joey studied the woman in the mirror and shook his head. “Is that a nightclub or something?”

Tessa smiled. “You’ll see when we get there.”

The girls exchanged a look that felt devious. They were hiding something, and Joey knew it.

“What?”

Mara laughed and grabbed her purse. “Nothing. We’re done playing dress-up for tonight.”

“That’s it?”

“You sound disappointed, Sissy,” Priya said.

“I am not disappointed. And stop calling me a sissy—”

“No,” Nina said firmly. “We’re never stopping.”

She gave him one last approving once-over. “Besides, Sissy, this was only the fitting.”

The word sent that same little thrill through him, which was becoming increasingly difficult to ignore.

Sissy.


CHAPTER 2

Over the next few days, the back room became Joey’s unofficial fitting room. What had begun as a single after-work experiment somehow turned into a nightly ritual of costume adjustments, makeup tests, refinements, and increasingly opinionated discussions about what did and did not make Joey look sufficiently feminine.

The girls changed his bow, restyled the blond wig, experimented with different lipstick shades, and made him practice walking in the pink heel boots without staring at his feet. Joey complained about almost everything, particularly the short length of the skirt, but he also returned to the room after work every single day without anyone having to ask him.

“Stop fussing with the skirt,” Tessa told him after he tugged the hem down for the fourth time. “You’re such a drama sissy.”

“I’m trying to keep my underwear from showing.”

“Panties,” Mara corrected, punctuating the word with a firm swat across Joey’s ass.

He gasped and twisted around to stare at her.

Mara met his look with a stern glare. “You’re wearing panties. Get used to saying it, sissy.”

That became the pattern. Joey objected, the girls teased him, somebody called him a Sissy, and eventually he did whatever they wanted. He told himself he kept returning because he had committed to the costume and wanted it to look right, but that explanation became increasingly difficult to believe when he caught himself wondering during the workday what they were going to make him try on that evening.

Once, Mara caught him checking the clock fifteen minutes before quitting time and asked if he was anxious to get into his pretty outfit. Joey spent the next twenty minutes explaining why that was not what he had been doing, which only convinced everyone that it absolutely was.

Mara had already decided Joey would wear panties every day beneath his regular clothes, a rule he fought hard to convince himself he truly hated. He argued that it was absurd, that she had no right to dictate what he wore under his clothes, and that the whole thing had gone too far. Mara refused to budge, answering his protests with amused patience and, when he became especially stubborn, another firm swat across his ass.

What bothered Joey was how easily he let Mara win the argument. And how quickly the argument inside his own head began to weaken. He felt a rush of embarrassment going through an ordinary workday with the girls knowing what he was wearing underneath his work attire. But beneath that embarrassment was another feeling that was becoming increasingly clear.

He found himself standing in front of his dresser every morning, lingering over the choice longer than he wanted to admit. His hand would hover between his familiar male underwear and the panties before, with a frustrated sigh, he reached for the silky garment. As he pulled them on, he told himself it was only until the night of the party. After that, it would end.

By the night of the party, Joey had learned how to step into the stockings without snagging them, attach them to the garter straps, keep the pleated skirt from bunching beneath him when he sat, and to walk in the three-inch boots without stumbling onto his face.

Tessa had even made him practice touching up his own makeup, which Joey had protested was unnecessary until she pointed out that nobody else intended to follow him into a men's restroom every time he needed his makeup fixed.

None of that prepared him for leaving the office dressed that way.

The girls had arranged for a black SUV town car large enough for the five of them, and Joey experienced an unexpected surge of panic the moment the driver opened the rear door. The costume had felt strangely safe inside their private changing room.

Stepping into the parking garage transformed it into something else entirely. This was the first time another person had seen him fully dressed as the blond Sailor Scout, and although the driver barely glanced at him, Joey hurried into the vehicle as though a swarm of paparazzi might be hiding behind the concrete pillars.

By the time they reached the freeway, he was sitting stiffly in the back with one hand pressed over the pleats of his skirt and the other gripping the edge of the seat. His thigh-high stockings were secured beneath the skirt by the garter belt, and the knee-high boots made crossing his legs more complicated than it looked when the girls did it. The padded bra felt impossibly conspicuous beneath the fitted top, while the blond wig brushed his cheeks whenever he turned his head.

“You’re holding your skirt like it’s about to escape,” Mara said from the seat opposite him. Her raven hair fell over one shoulder, framing the sleek black cat-burglar costume she’d completed with a domino mask, cat ears and thigh-high boots.

“It basically is.”

“Cross your legs, Sissy.”

“I tried.”

“Try like a girl.”

Mara demonstrated, angling one leg elegantly over the other. Joey copied her and immediately became aware of how much stocking-covered thigh the position exposed beneath his tiny skirt.

“There you go,” Mara said. “Such a pretty Sissy.”

The girls giggled.

They had all committed considerably more effort to their own costumes than Joey had expected. Nina had transformed herself into a glamorous witch in a fitted black dress, patterned stockings and a pointed hat that somehow looked fashionable instead of ridiculous. 

Tessa had gone full vampiress in black and crimson, complete with knee-high boots and a high collar framing her perpetual scowl. Priya wore a fitted red devil costume with a short skirt, small horns and a pointed tail, looking less like something from Hell than someone who had been promoted to upper management there.

Joey studied them suspiciously. “I still can’t believe you asked me. You could have invited anyone.”

“Come on, Joey,” Mara said with a sly grin. “How many men do you think would let four women turn them into a slutty Sailor Scout?” She let the question hang for a beat.

“I didn’t exactly have time to evaluate the situation.”

Tessa groaned. “You had plenty of time to back out and you didn’t.”

“Because you like it,” Nina added.

“Because I said I would and I am always true to my word, no matter what,” Joey insisted.

“Whatever you say, Sissy.”

Joey folded his arms like a pouty child. “Why do you all keep insisting on calling me a Sissy?”

“Just calling it like it is,” Tessa said.

“Explain that!”

Nina leaned back against the seat. “A Sissy is basically a man who enjoys being feminized. Feminine clothes, lingerie, makeup, and especially giving up his masculine control to a woman.”

“Some have dominant girlfriends,” Mara added. “Others serve Mistresses. Feminization, sissification, submission. There are different versions.”

“Some like being teased about it,” Tessa said. “Humiliated. Ordered around. Punished.”

“And some like all of it,” Priya said. “That’s the kind of Sissy you are.”

Joey scoffed, although the explanation had landed uncomfortably close to fantasies he'd spent years carefully avoiding. “Why would anyone want to be humiliated?”

Nobody answered.

The girls simply looked at him.

Joey shifted beneath their attention. “What?”

Nina grinned. “You tell us, Sissy.”

“Oh, screw all of you,” he said in jest, as if he was one of the girls.

Laughter filled the SUV.

Joey turned toward the window, but the reflection staring back at him didn't help. A blond girl in a pink Sailor Scout costume looked back at him. The sight brought back memories he hadn't thought about in years: girls teasing him in high school because he was awkward, Joey complaining about them to anyone who would listen, then mysteriously finding reasons to pass their lunch table or linger near their lockers. 

He had always told himself he wanted to prove they couldn't intimidate him. Now he wondered whether some part of him had simply liked their attention, particularly when that attention made him squirm.

“How do you all know so much about this stuff?” Joey said.

Tessa shrugged. “We're aspiring Sissy dominatrixes.”

Joey turned away from the window. “You're what?”

The girls giggled.

“Sissy dominatrixes,” Tessa repeated, as though she'd told him they were taking a pottery class. “In training to be exact.”

“All four of you?”

“All four of us,” Nina said.

Joey pondered this.

“Are you being serious?”

Tessa shrugged again. “Maybe.”

“Meaning you're deliberately not telling me.”

“You’re learning already, Sissy,” Nina said.

The freeway eventually gave way to a two-lane road winding through dense forest. Joey watched the darkness between the trees until a tall wooden sign emerged in the headlights, painted with curling orange letters and framed by glowing jack-o’-lanterns.

WELCOME TO SISSYVILLE

Beneath the town name, a smaller line promised:

A HALLOWEEN TRANSFORMATION THAT WILL CHANGE YOU FOREVER

Beyond the sign stood enormous wrought-iron gates wrapped in orange lights. They were already open.

Joey leaned toward the window. “So Sissyville is actually a town? Not a night club?”

“Figured that out all by yourself, huh?” Mara said.

“So why do they call it Sissyville?”

“You'll find out.”

The SUV passed through the gates, and Sissyville opened around them like Halloween had swallowed an entire town. Every house had been transformed with glowing pumpkins, flickering lanterns, artificial cobwebs, elaborate displays and orange lights tracing rooftops and balconies. Costumed crowds filled the sidewalks. Music drifted between buildings, and somewhere farther down the street a burst of laughter rose above the noise.

Then Joey noticed the men walking on the streets.

Some wore sissy maid uniforms with layers of lace and petticoats. Others wore short skirts, stockings, schoolgirl costumes, princess dresses, glamorous gowns or elaborate feminine cosplay.

Some carried little purses. Some wore collars. A few walked beside women who held ribbons or decorative leashes attached to those collars, and nobody around them seemed to find the sight unusual.

Seeing one or two men dressed like this wouldn’t have been unusual. Seeing hundreds of them was something else entirely. More curious was how comfortable they appeared to be. They weren't laughing nervously or treating their outfits like jokes.

Some walked confidently in heels. Others carried shopping bags while Mistresses walked alongside them. A Sissy in a frilly lavender dress stood outside a café holding the door for three women, then curtseyed when the last one passed.

Joey's fingers tightened around his skirt. His nervousness remained, but curiosity was rapidly overwhelming it.

The SUV rolled past a grand hotel illuminated by purple and orange lights. A huge marquee above the entrance announced THE SISSYVILLE GRAND, while costumed attendants welcomed guests beneath a canopy. Joey twisted in his seat to keep looking as they passed.

Another building appeared ahead, larger and more imposing than the hotel, surrounded by iron fencing. Tall windows glowed warmly against a stone façade, and a polished sign stood beside the gates.

MADAME VIOLET'S SISSY ACADEMY

Joey read it. Then twice. Then a third time.

“What could that possibly be about?”

Nina leaned forward to look past him. “Maybe you should enroll and find out.”

“Hilarious.”

“Might be perfect for you.”

“I am not a Sissy.”

Mara smiled. “You keep saying that, but your slutty Sissy outfit tells a different story.”

There it was again. Sissy. Joey should have been irritated, and he was, but his eyes remained on the Academy until the building disappeared behind them. What exactly did they teach there? His thoughts swirled with the possibilities.

He looked down at his girly outfit. A week ago, he had never worn a stitch of feminine clothing. Now he was fully sissified, riding through a town called Sissyville with four women who casually claimed they were training to become dominatrixes.

Joey turned toward them. “Okay. I want an actual answer this time. Are all four of you seriously training to become Mistresses?”

Nobody answered.

Mara reached across the SUV and straightened the bright pink bow on his chest again. “You need to stop being such a drama Sissy and see where the night takes you.”

The SUV continued deeper into Sissyville until they reached the wrought-iron gates of a lavish Victorian-style mansion. Colored lights flickered through the trees, and bass-heavy music pulsed across the grounds hard enough for Joey to feel it vibrating faintly through the floorboards. Costumed guests streamed toward the entrance beneath glowing jack-o’-lanterns and strings of orange lights, their laughter carrying through the cool night air.

They had arrived at the Halloween party.

Joey looked down at his girly outfit, suddenly hyperaware of the short skirt against his thighs, the stockings hugging his legs, and the unfamiliar weight of the wig against his head. In a matter of minutes, he was going to step out of the SUV and let hundreds of strangers see him dressed like a girl. And not just a regular girl.

A Sissy.


CHAPTER 3

The SUV passed through the entrance point of the wrought-iron gates and started up a long driveway toward a sprawling mansion ablaze with orange and purple lights. Jack-o'-lanterns lined the stone steps, animated ghosts floated above the hedges, and music thumped behind tall windows crowded with silhouettes. The place looked less like someone's home than a Gothic resort surrendered entirely to Halloween.

Joey noticed the line stretching from the front entrance, down the steps, past the hedges and around the side of the grounds. “You've got to be kidding me. We're supposed to stand in that?”

The SUV rolled to a stop. A Sissy in a ruffled black-and-orange uniform approached the vehicle, his makeup immaculate and his skirt barely reaching the tops of his thigh-high stockings. He checked Mara's invitation on her phone, scanned the QR code and then immediately opened the door.

“Elite entry. Right this way, Mistresses.”

Mara stepped out first as though being addressed that way were the most natural thing in the world, followed by Nina, Tessa, and Priya. Joey climbed out last, carefully negotiating the pink boots while one hand instinctively protected the back of his skirt.

“Why are we elite?” Joey asked.

“Because we forwarded them the photo of you sissified, and they upgraded us,” Nina said.

“You sent strangers a picture of me dressed like this?” Joey screeched.

“Keep your voice down to a respectful level, Sissy, or we will have to correct your behavior,” Priya said.

“What does that even mean?” Joey asked but got no response.

The girls continued toward the entrance while Joey hurried after them, his boots clicking against the cobblestone. He demanded to know what they'd told the organizers about him, but apparently the photograph had been enough.

“They liked you,” Nina explained when he pressed for details, and Tessa groaned that they weren't even inside yet, and Joey was already trying to hold a meeting.

The elite entrance allowed them to bypass the enormous line and enter through a smaller set of doors guarded by two women dressed as vampire dominatrixes. Inside, the mansion opened into an enormous foyer decorated with hanging skeletons, flickering candles, artificial cobwebs and chandeliers glowing blood red. Music thundered somewhere beyond a set of closed ballroom doors, accompanied by hundreds of voices and occasional bursts of laughter.

Joey barely had time to appreciate the spectacle before a woman stepped into their path. She was tall, striking and dressed almost entirely in black, with a fitted corset, long gloves, thigh-high boots and a dramatic witch's hat tilted over dark hair. A riding crop rested casually against one shoulder. Unlike the costumed women Joey had seen outside, she didn't appear to be pretending at authority. People moved around her like she was a force not to be reckoned with.

“Mistress Switch,” Mara said.

Joey glanced at her. “You know her?”

“Everyone here knows Mistress Switch. She’s basically the Empress of Sissyville,” Nina said. “So be respectful or I will have to put you over my knee.”

Joey nearly choked when she said this.

Mistress Switch greeted Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya by name before turning her attention to Joey. She began inspecting him as though he were an object she was considering for purchase. Her gaze started at his blond wig and gold tiara, traveled over the padded Sailor Scout bodice and bright pink bow, continued down the short, pleated skirt to his stocking-covered legs and glossy boots, then slowly returned to his face. Joey stiffened beneath the scrutiny.

There was something strangely compelling about the way she studied him without explanation, as though he were being presented for her approval rather than introduced as a person. He wanted to ask what she was looking for, but his nerves kept the question from coming out. 

More curious was the realization that he didn’t entirely dislike being examined that way. The attention made him awkward and self-conscious, but it also produced a strange little thrill he had no intention of acknowledging.

Mistress Switch smiled. “Excellent candidate.”

Joey swallowed. “Candidate for what?”

“Turn around, Sissy.”

Joey hesitated, but one look from her was enough to make him obey. Mistress Switch inspected him from behind, lifted the back of his skirt, and checked the pink panties underneath.

“Hey, what are you—”

TWACK! Her hand cracked sharply across his pantied backside.

“OUCH!”

“Hold still.”

Joey did, even as his nerves tangled with that increasingly familiar excitement. Mistress Switch continued her inspection with complete confidence, handling him as though his opinion on the matter were secondary. It was awkward and humiliating, and Joey knew he should have been objecting far more strongly than he was. Instead, the casual way she treated him like something to be examined left him confused by how stimulating he found the attention.

She felt around his pantied ass and pushed a finger into the crack of his butt.

“WHOA!” Joey yelped.

“Not plugged yet, I see,” Mistress Switch said.

Joey looked back at her. “Not what?”

She then reached between his legs and felt his privates. “Not caged either. No matter. We can correct that.”

“Ouch! Stop doing that!”

TWACK! Mistress Switch again gave Joey a hard smack on the butt. “That will be enough from you, Sissy.”

Joey was going to protest, but for some reason he couldn’t quantify, he simply remained silent.

Mistress Switch gave him one final, appraising look. “Very much a newb.”

“What are we even talking about?”

Mistress Switch ignored him and turned to the girls. “How long have you been working with him?”

“A week,” Mara said. “He only started wearing panties a few days ago.”

“He complains about everything,” Tessa added.

Nina smiled. “But he still does it.”

“Eventually,” Priya said.

“Stop talking about me as if I’m not here,” Joey whined.

Mistress Switch grabbed Joey’s privates and gave them a firm, painful squeeze. “Not another word, Sissy. The big girls are conversing.”

Joey winced as she kept her grip on him. It was painful and erotic at the same time, and for a moment, the combination left him unable to summon another smart remark.

Mistress Switch then welcomed the girls to Sissyville and told them they knew the rules. Before Joey could ask what those rules might be, an attendant approached carrying a large black plastic pumpkin decorated with silver spiderwebs.

“Select your party favor of choice,” Mistress Switch said.

Mara reached inside first and withdrew something made of glossy black straps and polished hardware. Joey initially assumed it was another costume accessory, until he saw what was attached to it.

His mouth fell open as Nina reached into the pumpkin and selected a purple one. Tessa chose red without hesitation, while Priya examined several before taking one that coordinated with her devil costume. Joey stared as each woman held up a strap-on harness fitted with a phallic attachment.

“What kind of party is this?”

“The kind you agreed to attend,” Tessa said.

Tessa held hers against the front of her costume and gave her hips an experimental little thrust that sent Nina into hysterics. Joey insisted she never do that again, which naturally caused Tessa to do it a second time.

The girls proceeded to position the straps around their hips over their costumes. When they were done, they took turns playfully swinging the strap-on dildos around, even dueling with them as though they were swords. The sight was almost too much for Joey, like his brain was about to go into erotic overload. It was stimulating and terrifying at the same time.

Mara caught his gaze, gripped her dildo, and pointed it toward him. “See something interesting, Sissy?”

“I’ve just never seen one of those in real life.”

“But no doubt you’ve seen them in all those naughty videos you watch?”

“No.”

“But the real question is, who’s using the toy on whom in those videos?”

“I don’t watch those kinds of videos.”

“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” Mara said. “Everyone watches those kinds of videos. I do. We all do. The question is, when you watch them, is it girl pegging girl or girl pegging boy?”

“Ohhhhh! He’s blushing,” Nina said.

“I am not.”

“He absolutely is,” Tessa said.

Joey decided the easiest way to end the conversation was to participate. “Fine. If everybody gets one, give me one.” He reached into the pumpkin, only for Mistress Switch's riding crop to snap sharply against the back of his hand. Joey jerked away, startled.

“Ow!”

“Not for you, Sissy. Those are only for Mistresses,” Mistress Switch explained.

The four girls burst out laughing.

Joey rubbed the back of his hand. The crop stung a whole lot.

Mistress Switch addressed him again. “It's time for your chastity fitting.”

Joey's attention snapped back to her. “My what?”

“No male guest may enter the party unlocked,” she said. “It's a safety precaution. Unlocked men can't be trusted.”

“I came here in a costume. Nobody said anything about locking me up,” Joey scoffed.

“Then you can wait in the car while your friends enjoy the party.” Mistress Switch gave the crop a light tap against her palm.

Joey glanced at the girls, who were watching him with smiles that were equal parts amused and expectant. The whole thing seemed outrageous, and his first instinct was to argue until somebody acknowledged exactly how outrageous it was.

Unfortunately, the words chastity fitting had also sent a private thrill through him. The idea of being locked by a confident woman had lived in his imagination for years, buried among all the other fantasies he'd never expected to carry outside the privacy of his own head. Now he was standing in a pink Sailor Scout uniform with a real chance for his fantasy to become his reality.

Mistress Switch studied him impatiently. “What will it be, Sissy? The cage or the car?”

Joey opened his mouth to refuse, then hesitated as that old secret desire stirred beneath his indignation. He looked at the women, then at the ballroom glittering behind them. “Fine. I'll do the fitting.”

“That wasn't so difficult, was it?” Mistress Switch gave his skirted backside two quick taps with the crop, making Joey jump as the women laughed. “Stop being such a baby.” A firmer swat landed across his ass and sent him forward a step. “Now come along, Sissy. Our Chastity Mistress will get you properly locked and ready for what comes next.”

Joey rubbed his backside through the pleated skirt. He followed.

Behind him, Priya called, “Enjoy getting cock locked, Sailor Sissy,” provoking another round of laughter from the women. Joey raised a hand without turning around, but this time he resisted the urge to answer. He was beginning to understand that every objection merely gave them another opportunity to torment him, and judging from the way Mistress Switch carried that crop, she had considerably more opportunities available than he had objections.

He hurried after her, the short, pleated skirt fluttering against his stocking-covered thighs as she led him away from the foyer and down a quieter corridor. The sounds of the party faded behind them, and Joey became increasingly aware that he was following a dominatrix he'd met less than ten minutes earlier toward a room where another woman was apparently waiting to lock him into chastity.

It felt objectively absurd.

Mistress Switch stopped beside a doorway and glanced back at him. “You’re going to just love Ingrid.”

“Who's Ingrid?”

She opened the door, and Joey peered into the brightly lit room beyond. A tall blond woman stood beside a padded fitting chair, dressed in hot pink latex dominatrix lingerie. Even from the doorway, her hardened expression made Mistress Switch seem almost friendly by comparison.

Joey looked at Mistress Switch. “She doesn't look very happy to see me.”

“Oh, she is, trust me.”

Before Joey could answer, Mistress Switch gave him a firm swat with the crop that propelled him through the doorway.

“Now let’s get yourself properly locked up, Sissy.”


CHAPTER 4

Mistress Switch led Joey through the door and into a brightly lit fitting room that immediately destroyed whatever hope he had of handling the situation discreetly. The room opened onto one of the mansion’s busy side corridors, with only a decorative partition shielding part of the fitting area.

Women in elaborate costumes passed the entrance on their way to the ballroom, and several sissies waited on a bench along the opposite wall as though chastity fittings were no more unusual than checking coats at the door.

“You have got to be kidding me.” Joey stopped. “This is where you do it?”

“Are you saying you are displeased with the location?”

“Yes. It’s in a very public location.”

“Then I suggest you stop shouting about what you’re here to have fitted.”

Joey immediately lowered his voice. “There should at least be a privacy curtain.”

Mistress Switch gave him an amused look and gestured toward the woman waiting beside a padded fitting chair. Ingrid was tall, blond, and intimidatingly beautiful, dressed in an elegant pink dominatrix ensemble. Her pale hair was pulled into a tight ponytail, and her cold blue eyes moved over him with the detached appraisal of someone evaluating an object.

Beside her stood a polished tray containing several chastity devices of various sizes, measuring tools, disposable gloves, and enough locks to make Joey wish he’d never walked into the break room.

“Ingrid is German,” Mistress Switch explained. “She handles the chastity fittings.”

“Why does her being German matter?”

“It doesn’t.”

Joey shrugged at her, waiting for the punchline. There was none.

“Chair,” Ingrid said to Joey.

Joey looked at the chair, and his heart began to flutter.

“Couldn’t I just—”

“Chair.”

Joey sighed and reluctantly sat down. The chair was harder than he expected. No cushion at all.

Ingrid stepped in front of him and pulled on a pair of gloves. “Skirt up.”

His eyes widened. “Excuse me?”

“Skirt up.”

“I understand what you said. I’m asking if there’s some more private way we can—”

“Skirt up.”

Joey glanced toward the corridor. “People can see in here.”

Ingrid’s expression hardened even more, if that was even possible. “If I have to say it again, I will give you a lot more to be embarrassed about.”

Ingrid squeezed her hand into a fist, and her knuckles crackled. “Skirt up.”

“Is this really necessary? I—”

Before he could finish, she slugged him hard in the arm. It hurt a lot, sending a sharp ache through his shoulder and jolting an old memory loose of being bullied by a girl in high school. He hadn’t thought about it in years, but his body remembered the helpless embarrassment of being physically overpowered by a woman who knew she could best him.

Back then, the feeling had been miserable. Now his pulse jumped, his insides fluttered, and the same imbalance of power stirred something entirely different in him. He didn’t understand why the humiliation felt so strangely compelling, only that pain, embarrassment, and curiosity were beginning to blur together in a way he couldn’t ignore.

Ingrid folded her arms. “You want into party?”

“Yes.”

“Then you follow rules. You want to argue and complain, you waste somebody else's time. I have sissies waiting who know how to follow instructions.”

“I was only asking—”

“Stop whining.”

“I am not whining.”

Ingrid slugged him in the arm again. “Skirt up.”

Joey cringed at the pain, irritation flaring through him even as another, more confusing impulse pushed him in the opposite direction. He wanted to argue, to tell her exactly what he thought of being ordered around like this, but instead his hands moved to the hem of his skirt. Still wrestling with why he was doing it, he slowly pulled the fabric up and obediently exposed his panties for her inspection.

“Panties. Down.”

Ingrid tightened her fist again. “Do I need to repeat every instruction?”

Joey hesitated, then reluctantly hooked his fingers into the waistband and lowered his panties, exposing himself to her just enough for the fitting.

“Good Sissy,” she said, patting him on the head like an obedient pet.

She then took out a wooden ruler and measured his penis with brisk, professional efficiency. She handled the procedure as impersonally as a tailor taking measurements, which somehow made Joey feel considerably more exposed than if she’d teased him.

“I should have known.” Ingrid looked down. “We need a very small cage for this little peepee.”

“Could we please not call it that?” he asked, feeling more humiliated than he ever had in his life. “I’d prefer penis.”

“I don’t care what you prefer.”

Mistress Switch giggled. Joey had almost forgotten she was there—and that she was watching.

“Can we maintain some basic level of dignity here?” Joey whined.

Ingrid reached for one of the smaller chastity cages. “You come to Sissyville in pink panties, stockings, and a cute Sailor Scout skirt, and now you want dignity?”

Mistress Switch laughed harder.

Joey glared at her. “You’re enjoying this.”

“So are you. More than me, I would wager.”

Joey was about to voice his disagreement, but it suddenly felt pointless, or perhaps a little too uncomfortably on point for him to examine in that moment.

“Hold still,” Ingrid ordered.

“I am holding still.”

“You’re moving.”

“Because you’re handling—”

“Stop whining.”

“There is a difference between whining and communicating legitimate concerns.”

Ingrid gave Joey an open-palmed slap to his testicles. “Do you ever stop talking?”

Mistress Switch answered for him. “Apparently not.”

Joey groaned and tried to curl up in pain, but Ingrid wouldn’t allow him to. “Stay still, or the next one will be even more painful.”

Joey opened his mouth. Ingrid raised her open palm. He closed it.

“Good Sissy.”

Ingrid selected the appropriate device and began fitting it. She first secured the base ring around his testicle sack. Joey instinctively reached down to see what she was doing, but she slapped his hand away.

“Hands at your sides.”

“I was just—”

She gave him another slap to the testicles.

Joey groaned and reluctantly put his hands at his sides.

“Good Sissy. Perhaps you’re trainable after all.”

Another little rush went through him, annoyingly similar to what happened whenever Mara called him a good Sissy. Ingrid appeared completely uninterested in whether the praise affected him, which somehow made it even more effective.

Ingrid took the cage portion and pushed him into the plastic tubing.

“Stop whining.”

She connected the cage to the base ring, then slipped a little silver key into the lock and gave it a turn.

Click.

The sound was small, but to Joey it sounded like a crack of lightning. He looked down at the device now caging his penis. Ingrid gave it a few taps with the tip of her manicured fingernail, causing him to flinch.

“Just so you know, if you try to get an erection, it will hurt. A lot,” Ingrid warned.

“Noted,” was all Joey could manage.

Ingrid pulled up his panties, securing the chastity cage underneath, then lowered his skirt. The pink fabric settled over everything, restoring the appearance he’d had when he entered.

“Now stand,” Ingrid ordered.

Joey stood. The constriction of the cage was immediately apparent, and he took several cautious steps across the room. “Good thing this is only going to be for one night.”

Ingrid handed the silver key to Mistress Switch.

“It is always a joy to watch you work, Ingrid,” Mistress Switch said.

“The honor is mine, Mistress Switch.”

Mistress Switch caught Joey looking. “Something to say?”

“I was just wondering where you’re keeping it.”

Joey’s eyes followed Mistress Switch’s hand as she slipped the key into the space between her breasts.

“Convenient,” he said with a nervous twinge. The idea that the key to his penis cage was in such a place was stimulating, to say the least.

“Pathetic.” Ingrid looked down, then back at him. “You’ve been locked for two minutes and already little peepee is fighting the cage.”

Joey didn’t have to look to know he was getting erect from the stimulation of the situation. He could feel the pressure of his penis tightening inside the cage.

“I’m sorry. It just did it all on its own,” he said, almost too embarrassed to get the words out.

“And that is why an unlocked penis cannot be trusted,” Mistress Switch said. “Now thank Ingrid, and let’s get on with it.”

“Seriously?”

“Do you think she wanted to touch your filthy penis?” Mistress Switch asked.

“Honestly, I think she enjoyed making me squirm.”

“Fair,” Mistress Switch acknowledged. “Now thank your chastity Mistress.”

Joey looked at Ingrid. Thanking her felt more like another punishment than a sincere act of gratitude, but he complied.

“Thank you for locking me in chastity, Mistress Ingrid.”

“You are so pathetic, Sissy,” she said, bursting out laughing.

Mistress Switch led Joey down the corridor. He followed her out and quickly discovered that walking in chastity required a slight change in his stride. It was dreadfully uncomfortable and a constant reminder that control over the most intimate part of his body no longer belonged to him.

Mara, Nina, Tessa and Priya were waiting near the ballroom entrance. All four girls looked at Joey, looked down at his skirt, then back at his face with such perfect synchronization that he knew exactly where this was going.

“Don't say it,” he said.

Mara smiled. “We didn't say anything.”

“You were going to.”

Nina adjusted her glasses. “How was it?”

“Humiliating.”

Tessa brightened. “So exactly how it was supposed to go.”

“No.”

“What size?”

Joey's mouth fell open. “I’m not telling you that.”

Priya laughed while Tessa looked past him toward Mistress Switch. “What size?”

“Do not answer that.”

Mistress Switch merely smiled, and Joey covered the front of his skirt with both hands, which proved to be a tactical mistake.

Tessa's grin widened. “Oh my god. You're already trying to get hard in your cage.”

“No.”

“Prove it,” Nina said.

“I will not! Now talk about anything else,” he insisted.

“This might be the greatest party we've ever attended,” Tessa said.

“Such a drama sissy,” Tessa said.

Mara hooked her arm through his. “Come on, Sissy.”

Nina took his other arm, and Joey looked between them. “Let’s party.”

The girls laughed as the ballroom doors opened ahead, spilling music and colored light into the corridor. Joey crossed the threshold between Mara and Nina with Tessa and Priya behind him, wearing his pretty pink Sailor Scout costume and acutely conscious of the cage hidden beneath his skirt.

And the night had barely started.


CHAPTER 5

The ballroom swallowed Joey in noise, color, perfume, and considerably more erotic imagery than he had been prepared to encounter all at once. The entrance hall had given him hints of what kind of party he'd agreed to attend, but the ballroom eliminated any remaining ambiguity.

Vampire Mistresses swept through the crowd in black capes and gleaming corsets. Witch queens wore pointed hats above leather bodices and thigh-high boots. Devils in red satin mingled with masked women dressed in elaborate dominatrix costumes. The strap-ons were all around, incorporated into costumes with casual confidence. Joey began to feel conspicuous for seemingly being the only one who wasn’t wearing one.

Then a tall woman dressed as a devil walked past with a particularly large strap-on over her costume. Joey's eyes followed her before common sense could intervene.

Tessa caught him immediately. “See something you like?”

“I was looking at her costume.”

“Of course.”

“The craftsmanship.”

Nina pushed her glasses higher. “You were admiring the craftsmanship of her dildo.”

Mara laughed as they continued through the crowd. “He's dreaming about the possibilities.”

“Don’t be shy, Sissy. Any one of these bitches would let you play with their party toy.”

Joey decided not to give them anything else and headed toward the refreshments instead. The unexpected silence behind him lasted just long enough to make him suspicious, and when he glanced back, Tessa was watching him with an expression of exaggerated approval. “What?”

“Nothing. I'm impressed.”

“By what?”

“You stopped talking. If we had known a room full of girls with rubber dicks could shut you up, we would have made that happen months ago.”

Joey gave her a snarl and continued through the room, painfully aware of the way his pleated skirt brushed across his stocking-covered thighs. Until now, the chastity cage beneath his pink panties had been more humiliating than uncomfortable, something he could almost ignore while Ingrid was ordering him around. The ballroom changed that almost immediately.

Everywhere he looked was another provocation: bare shoulders, leather boots, corsets, confident women, submissive men, collars, leashes, and costumes that turned domination into elaborate Halloween pageantry. And the sight of the strap-ons was causing another type of stimulation he couldn’t quite understand.

His body responded before he could stop it. He felt himself begin to stiffen inside the cage, only to be abruptly constrained by its tight confines. The pressure became impossible to ignore.

Joey shifted as he walked, increasingly frustrated by the sensation. Every new sight seemed to provoke another involuntary response, and each time his penis tried to become erect, the cage stopped it almost immediately, compressing him back into the limited space Ingrid had locked him inside. What had felt merely snug a few minutes earlier now felt deliberately restrictive.

He gritted his teeth and kept moving. The chastity cage was doing exactly what it had been designed to do. Every time desire began to build, the tight restraint reminded him that Mistress Switch had the key.

The physical limitation turned everything around him into something he could want without being able to do much about it, and the denial only made him more conscious of his arousal. He shifted awkwardly as he walked, immediately discovered that moving only made him feel the device more clearly and finally forced himself to stand still beside the punch bowl.

A dark-haired woman in a devil costume caught him looking her way. Her smile was slow and knowing, and when she deliberately shifted her hips to draw his attention to the provocative accessory incorporated into her costume, Joey froze like a fawn in the headlights.

“Wanna play, Sissy?” she said as she approached him.

“Huh.” Joey glanced behind himself before realizing she meant him.

The devil laughed. “Yes, you, Sissy.”

“I'm just getting punch.”

Another Mistress with a strap-on gave Joey an approving once-over and smiled at his outfit. “Cute Sissy costume. Pretty legs.”

“Thank you.”

She winked and disappeared into the crowd, leaving the words pretty legs replaying in his mind. He looked down at the stockings hugging his thighs and found himself absurdly pleased by the compliment. The cage immediately made that pleasure considerably more difficult to ignore, so he took a long drink and concentrated on the punch as though it contained some secret ingredient capable of restoring his dignity.

“Already hiding, Sissy?”

Mara appeared beside him wearing a grin that suggested she'd witnessed at least part of the exchange. Nina, Tessa, and Priya joined them moments later, and Joey found himself surrounded by familiar faces again. After the strangers in the ballroom, that should have been comforting. Tessa looked at his flushed expression and made certain it wasn't.

“He's been gawking a lot.”

“I've been looking at the costumes.”

“And the special accessories,” Nina said.

“And everyone is looking at ours,” Mara said. “Does being so popular with all the strapped-up girls make you nervous?”

“A little.”

“Embarrass you?”

“A little.”

Her smile sharpened. “Does the size of their toys make you feel a bit inferior?”

Joey hesitated, and the women laughed before he could formulate an answer. Mara held the enormous pink bow on his chest between two fingers and straightened it, her attention lingering on him in a way that made the teasing unexpectedly intimate. Joey had spent most of the evening defending himself from being called cute, pretty, or Sissy, but the ballroom was steadily eroding his ability to pretend he didn't enjoy the attention.

Nina leaned toward him. “So how's the cage?”

Joey nearly choked on his punch. “Frustrating.”

All four girls giggled.

Mara recovered first. “That is the real point of it, Sissy.”

Joey glanced down at his skirt. The cage hadn't eliminated desire; it concentrated it. Every beautiful Mistress, every command overheard through the music, every approving glance at his costume, and every casual use of the word Sissy seemed to build pressure he couldn't relieve. Worse, he was beginning to suspect the denial itself was becoming part of what excited him.

Priya studied his expression. “You just figured something out.”

Joey looked at her. “Maybe.”

Tessa smiled. “Look at that. Personal growth.”

Mara hooked one finger through his bow again and tugged him gently away from the punch bowl. “Come on. There's something upstairs you should see.”

Joey looked toward the grand staircase. “What?”

“The Halloween maze.”

That got his attention. “What kind of maze?”

“The kind that is going to scramble your little Sissy mind,” Nina said.

After everything he'd encountered since entering Sissyville, the phrase Halloween maze had acquired considerably more possibilities than it would have possessed anywhere else. “Because it’s scary?”

They didn’t reply. That was all the information they intended to give him. Mara was already heading toward the staircase with Priya beside her, and Nina followed while Tessa gave Joey a little wave with her crop.

“Come on, Sailor Sissy.”

Joey reluctantly followed.

The grand staircase curved above the ballroom, giving him a spectacular view of the party as they climbed. From above, the strange social order of Sissyville became even more apparent.

Dominant women moved through the crowd with effortless confidence, while sissies in costumes ranging from elaborate gowns to tiny maid uniforms clustered around them, fetched drinks, danced, posed for photographs, and occasionally found themselves bent over a convenient piece of furniture for some public correction that attracted laughter rather than alarm.

The whole ballroom seemed to operate according to rules everyone understood except Joey, and the longer he watched, the more he wanted to understand them.

He also noticed that Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya were acting differently now. At the office they were coworkers he'd known for years: Mara was confident, Nina analytical, Tessa perpetually irritated, and Priya often the quietest person in the room. Sissyville seemed to be amplifying qualities that had always been there.

Mara watched the Mistresses with obvious fascination, Nina studied interactions as though cataloging techniques, Tessa looked positively inspired whenever she saw a crop being used, and Priya observed everything with a quiet concentration that made Joey wonder what she was imagining.

The realization made him glance at the four strap-ons they'd collected downstairs.

Tessa caught him. “Dreaming of things you’ve never imagined before?”

“So many things,” he admitted.

“Good Sissy.”

The praise hit him exactly where the chastity cage guaranteed it would be most inconvenient.

“Keep walking, Sissy,” Tessa said firmly.

“Is that an order?” he said in jest.

“It is a command. Now comply, Sissy,” she said and gave him a swat on his pantied back end.

Joey gasped a little and suddenly felt powerless to do anything but comply.

Joey followed the girls along the upper hallway. The maze entrance occupied an entire hallway behind heavy black curtains. A glamorous woman dressed as an undertaker stood beside the opening, checking guests before allowing them through.

Beyond her, orange lanterns illuminated fake cobwebs, crooked walls, painted shadows, and enough theatrical fog to make the corridor disappear after the first turn. Groups entered at irregular intervals, but Joey noticed they weren't necessarily emerging together from the exit on the opposite side of the hall.

The undertaker pulled the curtain aside. “Next.”

Mara gestured toward the opening. “Sissies first.”

“Do I have to?”

Tessa gave him a firm swat on his ass. “Move.”

Joey again felt a helpless need to comply, and he stepped through the curtain.

The maze immediately swallowed most of the ballroom noise. Orange lanterns cast shifting shadows across walls painted to resemble cracked stone, and theatrical fog crawled along the floor around Joey's pink boots. He heard the girls enter behind him as he followed the corridor around a bend and beneath a towering papier-mâché tree whose twisted branches reached across the ceiling. Joey ducked beneath one, walked several more steps, then turned around.

Nobody was there.

“Hey, where did you all go?”

Nothing.

Joey looked back toward the corridor he'd just traveled, but the fog and crooked walls concealed the entrance. He listened for Nina, Tessa, or Priya and heard only distant female laughter somewhere deeper inside the attraction.

“You have got to be kidding me.”

Joey stood breathlessly waiting for another moment, considering the two corridors branching away from the tree. He was alone in an unfamiliar mansion wearing a pink Sailor Scout costume, locked in chastity, while the four girls who had brought him there had disappeared somewhere inside an adult Halloween maze.

“Fine.” Joey resigned himself and headed deeper into the maze.

The walls narrowed as he continued, decorated with painted silhouettes of women whose eyes seemed to follow him beneath the flickering orange lights. Somewhere ahead, female laughter drifted through the maze, but it didn't sound like Mara or any of the others.

Joey followed it anyway. A pink glow appeared around the next corner, illuminating the fog beneath his boots, and grew brighter until the corridor opened into a room unlike anything he'd encountered in the maze so far.

A sign above the doorway read:

SIREN SONG

He took a deep breath to center himself and walked through the door.

Inside, several striking women in colorful sorority-inspired costumes lounged around a low platform beneath the pink lights. Their outfits were playful rather than frightening—pleated skirts, fitted tops, knee socks, ribbons, and coordinated Halloween makeup—but there was something predatory about the way every one of them turned toward Joey at the same time.

Their gazes traveled slowly from his blond wig and gold crescent tiara to the oversized pink bow on his chest, then downward over his short, pleated skirt and stocking-covered legs.

One woman grinned. Another sat upright, her grin widening as she took in the unexpected Sailor Scout standing alone in their doorway.

“Looky-looky what the maze sent us, girls.”


CHAPTER 6

Joey remained at the threshold while every siren in the room looked him over. The attention was different from anything he'd experienced in the ballroom. Downstairs, he had been one feminized man among dozens, surrounded by sissies in costumes considerably more elaborate than his own.

Here, beneath the warm pink lights of Siren Song, he was suddenly the most interesting thing in the room. The women lounging around the low platform studied him without the slightest attempt at subtlety, their gazes moving over his blond wig, crescent tiara, padded chest, enormous pink bow, pleated skirt, stockings, and glossy boots before returning to his increasingly uncomfortable face.

Joey considered backing through the doorway.

The sirens were already getting up.

“A little Sissy Scout.”

“She's adorable.”

“That's a boy.”

“Barely.”

Their laughter filled the room.

“It's a costume.”

That made them laugh harder.

A siren in red and white approached him first. She was tall and striking, with dark hair falling over her shoulders and a confidence that immediately reminded Joey of Mara. She walked slowly around him, inspecting his costume from every angle before lifting the ends of his blond wig and arranging them neatly down his back.

“Only a costume?”

“Yes.”

She stopped behind him. “Then why are you locked in chastity?”

Joey gasped nervously. “How did you know?”

Another woman gasped theatrically. “He's in chastity?”

The sirens crowded closer, delighted by the discovery. Joey instinctively reached toward the front of his skirt, but the woman in red gently pushed his hand aside before he could cover himself.

“Don't hide.”

“I'm not hiding.”

“You absolutely are hiding.”

“I was adjusting my costume.”

“Does your skirt need a lot of adjusting?”

“Yes, actually. It's ridiculously short.”

The siren behind him flicked the pleats lightly enough to make Joey slap them back into place. The room erupted with laughter, and another woman gave his skirted backside a firm swat that made him jump.

“Oh! He squeaks.”

“I do not squeak.”

A second swat produced another involuntary sound.

“There! He did it again.”

Joey spun halfway around, trying to identify the culprit while simultaneously keeping his skirt under control. “Please stop touching the skirt?”

“Why should we?”

“Because all the touching is making me uncomfortable.”

“That's why it's fun.”

The sirens moved around him in a loose circle, never trapping him but never allowing his attention to settle. One complimented his stockings. Another asked how long he'd been walking in heels. A third wanted to know whether he'd selected his own panties, and Joey's horrified expression answered the question before he could formulate an appropriately defensive response.

“You are wearing pretty panties, aren't you?”

Joey folded his arms. “Obviously.”

“What color?”

“That's none of your business.”

“Pink?”

He didn't answer.

The women laughed.

“Definitely pink.”

“Probably silky too.”

Joey could feel the fabric against him simply because they'd mentioned it, and that awareness immediately extended to everything else hidden beneath the costume: the bra, garters, stockings, and most of all the chastity device Ingrid had locked beneath his panties. The ballroom had already made the cage frustratingly difficult to ignore. Being surrounded by women who knew it was there was considerably worse.

Or better.

Joey was beginning to hate how often those possibilities had become indistinguishable.

The siren in red returned to stand in front of him. “Who has your chastity key?”

Joey hesitated.

“Mistress Switch.”

The women reacted immediately.

“Mistress Switch has your key?”

“That's amazing.”

“Is she your Mistress?”

“No.”

“Then who is?”

“Nobody.”

That produced an even bigger reaction.

“You're wandering around Sissyville dressed like that, locked in chastity, without a Mistress?”

“I came with friends.”

“Girlfriend?”

“No.”

“Boyfriend?”

“No.”

“Coworkers.”

“Boys or girls?”

“Girls. Four of them.”

The siren stared at him, waiting for more.

Joey realized that answer required additional context. “Our dynamic is complicated.”

One of them laughed. “No, honey. It's hilarious.”

“They're training to become Mistresses,” Joey added, then immediately wondered why he was volunteering information.

The siren in red's eyebrows rose. “All four?”

“Apparently.”

“And they brought you?”

“Yes.”

“Dressed like this?”

“Yes.”

“Put you in chastity?”

“They didn't put me in it. That was a house rule.”

“And you agreed?”

Joey opened his mouth.

The answer was obvious.

“Yes.”

The woman's smile changed. “Interesting.”

Something about the way she said it made Joey more nervous than the laughter. He shifted his weight, felt the cage move with him, and immediately regretted drawing his own attention to it again.

The woman noticed.

“Do you like being locked?”

“It’s fine.”

“That wasn't my question.”

Joey looked away.

“Eyes on me, Sailor Sissy.”

His attention snapped back before he consciously decided to obey.

The woman smiled.

Joey realized what he'd done.

“So obedient.”

“I looked at you.”

“When I told you to.”

“That doesn't make me obedient.”

“What would?”

“I don't know.”

“Let's find out.”

The sirens giggled softly and closed around him again, although the doorway remained completely open. Joey could have stepped backward and disappeared into the maze at any time. Nobody prevented him from leaving, and that fact had become increasingly inconvenient because it removed his ability to pretend he was being swept along against his will.

The siren in red reached toward his bow and straightened it. “What's your name?”

“Joey.”

“Just Joey?”

“Yes.”

“And are you a sissy?”

“No.”

A woman behind him laughed. “That sounded less convincing than he wanted it to sound.”

Joey glanced over his shoulder. “I've been hearing the word all night.”

“Does it bother you?”

“A little.”

The woman in red studied him. “Because it excites you?”

Joey went silent.

There was no safe answer. Denying it would be difficult while locked in a chastity cage that had spent the last half hour making every reaction embarrassingly apparent. Admitting it would mean saying something aloud that he'd barely begun acknowledging privately.

The sirens waited.

“Maybe a little,” Joey admitted.

The sirens burst out laughing.

“Oh, he's definitely a sissy.”

“I am not.”

“He even argues like one.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means somebody needs to teach you when to stop talking.”

Joey stared at her. “People keep saying that.”

“Maybe they know something you don’t.”

One of the sirens moved behind him and gently repositioned his shoulders. “Stand straight.”

Joey obeyed.

“Chin up.”

He lifted it.

“Hands at your sides.”

His arms dropped automatically.

The sirens exchanged amused looks.

Joey noticed. “What?”

“Nothing.”

“That was clearly something.”

The siren in red walked around him again, this time inspecting not merely his costume but the way he was standing in it. “You follow commands remarkably well for someone who insists he isn't a submissive sissy.”

“I never said I wasn't submissive.”

The words came out before Joey considered them. Silence lasted perhaps half a second.

Every siren started laughing.

Joey closed his eyes. “That's not what I meant.”

“What did you mean?”

“I meant we weren't discussing whether I'm submissive.”

“We are now.”

“Great.”

The woman in red gently lifted his chin until he was looking at her again. “Have you fantasized about it?”

Joey knew exactly what she meant.

“Yes.”

“How much?”

He hesitated.

“A little.”

The siren behind him snorted.

Joey sighed. “More than a little.”

“How long?”

“A while.”

“A little while or a long while?”

Joey glanced toward the open doorway. The maze waited beyond it, offering an easy escape from the conversation. He didn't move.

“For years,” he admitted.

The teasing diminished. Not completely, but enough that Joey sensed the women were actually listening now.

“Feminization?”

“Yes.”

“Being bossed around by a Mistress?”

Joey nodded.

“Humiliation?”

Another hesitation. “Yes.”

“Chastity?”

Joey looked down toward his cage.

The siren grinned. “I'll take that as a yes.”

“This is beginning to feel like an interrogation.”

“No, sweetheart. We're flirting with you.”

Joey blinked.

The sirens again erupted into laughter.

He grimaced, but this time he laughed with them.

The tension loosened just enough for him to recognize what was happening. The sirens weren't horrified by anything he had admitted. They weren't even particularly surprised. To them, a man dressed in a Sailor Scout costume confessing that he'd fantasized about feminization and submission wasn't scandalous. It was entertainment.

More than that, they seemed to like him for it.

Joey had spent years imagining what would happen if women discovered these fantasies. In most versions, humiliation was the point. He had imagined being laughed at, exposed, teased, ordered around, and made helpless beneath the attention of women who knew exactly what embarrassed him.

Now it was happening. And Joey was still standing there.

The siren in red stepped closer. “You like being teased, don't you?”

Joey shook his head, indicating he did not.

“Then why haven't you left?”

His answer died before reaching his mouth.

She deliberately stepped aside, making the doorway behind her impossible to miss. “You can go whenever you want, Sailor Sissy.”

Joey looked toward it. The corridor was empty.

He could walk through and continue the maze. He could find Mara and the others, complain about being abandoned, and spend the rest of the night pretending Siren Song had been another ridiculous Sissyville attraction rather than the first place he'd admitted things he'd never told anyone.

Instead, he stayed.

The sirens watched him make the decision.

“So maybe you like being teased.”

Joey's pulse quickened. “Maybe.”

The admission was barely audible. She heard it.

“So maybe you like being humiliated.”

Joey looked at the floor.

“Maybe.”

“Maybe you like wearing pretty skirts.”

His fingers brushed unconsciously against the pink pleats. “Maybe.”

“And the stockings?”

“Yes.”

“And the panties?”

He closed his eyes. “Very much.”

The sirens moved closer. “Maybe you even like being a sissy.”

That one caught.

Joey opened his eyes and looked at her. “I don't know.”

It was the first completely honest answer he'd given her.

She smiled. “Let's find out.”

The woman stepped backward and pointed toward the floor in front of her.

“Kneel.”

Joey gasped. “What?”

“Down on your knees, little sissy.”

“Why?”

“Because your Mistresses told you to. Now kneel or get out.”

This time she didn't raise her voice. Somehow that made the command more powerful. Joey swallowed and looked down at the pink pleats brushing his thighs, painfully aware of the stockings beneath them and the locked cage he had voluntarily allowed Ingrid to fasten around him. He imagined what he would look like on his knees dressed this way, surrounded by laughing women.

The image should have stopped him. Instead, his heart hammered harder. And his growing arousal reminded him of the constrictions of his cage.

Joey slowly lowered himself onto his knees.

The sirens erupted in cheers and laughter. His face burned beneath Tessa's carefully applied makeup while the woman in red circled him, and another gently rearranged his blond wig.

“Such a pretty little sissy,” she teased. “Look at you. All that arguing, and one little command puts you exactly where you wanted to be.”

“I didn't say I wanted to be on my knees.”

Another woman crouched in front of him. “Then why are you kneeling?”

Joey searched for an answer that didn't sound like surrender. None came. His cheeks burned while the women waited, and the absence of laughter suddenly made the room more intense than their mockery had been.

“Because I wanted to know what it felt like to be submissive,” he admitted.

“And?”

Joey swallowed. “I like being ordered to kneel.”

The confession altered the atmosphere around him. The sirens didn't cheer this time. Their approval became quieter and somehow more intimate: knowing smiles, exchanged glances, the woman in red gently running her fingers through his blond wig as though rewarding him for finally telling the truth.

“There you are, Sissy,” she said.

The words struck deeper than Joey expected. He lowered his eyes while one of the sirens moved behind him and placed her hands lightly on his shoulders, correcting his posture until he was kneeling upright.

Another adjusted the fall of his skirt. A third straightened his bow. They were deliberately presenting him as something feminine, submissive, and available for their amusement, and instead of trying to escape the image, Joey found himself cooperating with it.

“Hands on your thighs,” the woman in red instructed.

Joey placed them there.

“Back straight.”

He straightened.

“Chin up.”

He lifted his face.

“Pretty.”

The compliment sent warmth through him.

The cage answered with immediate frustration.

Joey inhaled sharply.

The woman noticed.

“The cage must cause you so much suffering?”

Joey hesitated, then nodded.

The others laughed, and Joey's face burned again, but this time he laughed with them. For the first time that evening, the humiliation didn't feel like something he had to defeat. It was happening around him because he'd chosen to remain in the room, and surrendering to it felt strangely easier than constantly trying to protect himself from it.

The woman crouched in front of him again. “Tell us what you are.”

Joey knew exactly what she meant. He looked around at the sirens surrounding him. They were waiting rather than demanding, leaving him with the same infuriating freedom he'd been given throughout the evening. If he said it, the words would belong entirely to him.

He looked down at his skirt. Then at his stocking-covered legs. Then at the siren looking down on him.

“I'm a sissy.”

The room erupted into giggles.

Joey covered his face with both hands.

“No hiding.”

One of the sirens pulled his hands down.

“Again.”

He shook his head.

“Say it,” she insisted.

“This is ridiculous.”

“SAY IT.”

Joey looked at them. Something inside him finally gave up fighting.

“I'm a sissy.”

The words sounded different the second time. Less like surrender. More like discovery.

The woman in red smiled. “Good sissy.”

Joey's expression changed before he could hide it.

Every siren noticed.

“Oh, he likes that.”

“Say it again.”

“Good sissy.”

Joey looked away. He did like hearing them say it, so much his heart fluttered with delight every single time.

The laughter returned, but Joey no longer felt trapped inside it. He no longer felt embarrassed to admit his truth. He remained kneeling while the women teased him about his pretty legs, his stubbornness, his chastity, and the increasingly flimsy distinction between a man dressed as a sissy and a man who wanted to be treated like one.

“Now let’s see how serious you are about being a sissy,” the red siren said.

The lights flickered out.

Joey quivered nervously in the sudden darkness, too frightened to ask what was happening. A full minute passed without a sound in the room. No laughter. No footsteps. Nothing.


CHAPTER 7

Then the lights flickered back on. Joey’s eyes widened. The sirens were surrounding him now, each wearing a glossy strap-on dildo.

The first Mistress stepped directly in front of him.

“Open your mouth, Sissy.”

Joey looked up at her, wide-eyed and completely overwhelmed.

“Did I stutter?”

Joey couldn’t move. He couldn’t think. He couldn’t possibly let himself submit to what he was now quite certain she intended to do.

“I said open.”

For a moment, he remained unmoving. Then, without understanding why, he complied.

Joey willingly opened his mouth for the siren.

She slid her glossy pink dildo between Joey’s lips and held it inside his mouth for a long moment, giving him just enough time to process what was about to happen. Then she began moving in and out of his mouth, first slowly, then steadily quickening her pace. The sudden thrust deeper into his mouth caught him unprepared and triggered his gag reflex. He coughed around the dildo and instinctively started to pull back.

Joey pulled away, forcing the dildo out of his mouth. He used the back of his hand to wipe his mouth.

“Back into position, Sissy. And hands behind your back.”

Joey complied, and the siren pushed her dildo back into his mouth. She began again, controlling the rhythm until Joey began anticipating it instead of fighting it. Only then did she withdraw, leaving him breathing heavily but still upright on his knees.

“This Sissy has potential,” she said.

Before Joey could decide whether that was a compliment, the Mistress wearing purple stepped in front of him.

Joey barely had time to react before she pushed her dildo into his mouth. There was no introductory lesson this time. Purple expected him to remember what Pink had just taught him, and when his hands started to move from behind his back, a crop tapped them sharply into position.

“Hands stay there.”

Joey obeyed.

“Good Sissy.”

She worked him harder, thrusting in and out of his mouth, telling him to focus on the thrill of submission instead of worrying about every uncomfortable thrust deep into his throat. His eyes watered when she pushed deeper, but this time he recovered without pulling away. That small improvement apparently satisfied her because she stepped back with an approving smile.

The siren with the green strap-on was already waiting.

“I don’t know if I can take any more,” Joey gasped.

The siren laughed. She touched his chin. “You will take more until you learn to stop complaining.”

With a hard thrust, she jammed her dildo into his mouth and straight into his throat. Her pace was aggressive from the start, and she worked deep into his throat. Joey's gag reflex returned. His shoulders tensed, his eyes watered, and the muscles in his jaw began to ache, but every time his body tried to retreat, she corrected him with a hand against his head.

“Take my dildo, Sissy.”

Joey concentrated on the command. Not the room. Not the women laughing. Not how ridiculous he must look kneeling in a pink Sailor Scout costume while a Mistress trained his mouth with a green dildo.

When she finally withdrew, Joey sucked in a desperate breath and realized the women were applauding.

“Much better, Sissy.”

Joey coughed. “Glad you're enjoying yourselves.”

A Mistress wearing red stepped forward.

His expression fell.

She smiled. “We are.”

Red wasn't interested in teaching him anything new. She was interested in discovering whether the lessons survived pressure. She drove the dildo into his mouth with a rapid pace that immediately overwhelmed him. Joey gagged, recovered, then gagged again as she pushed deeper. When his head instinctively shifted away, she caught it between both hands and brought him back where she wanted him.

The cage beneath Joey's skirt made the humiliation almost unbearable. Every degrading second should have killed whatever arousal remained after Ingrid locked him, yet the opposite kept happening. The more completely Red controlled him, the harder his body tried to respond and the more ruthlessly the cage denied it.

“Look at this pathetic little Sissy. He likes it.”

The others laughed.

Red never broke rhythm. She was thrusting so fast he could no longer process rational thoughts. Joey's eyes glistened. His throat ached. The dildo filled his mouth again and again until maintaining any resistance required more effort than surrendering it. 

His hands remained behind his back. His shoulders gradually relaxed. He stopped anticipating when Red might withdraw and concentrated instead on giving her what she demanded for however long she demanded it.

For once, Joey's mouth wasn't arguing, explaining, correcting, or telling a woman how something ought to be done.

It belonged to the Mistress using it for her amusement.

Red finally withdrew.

Joey folded forward, coughing and gasping, catching himself on both hands. His jaw ached. His throat was raw. He stayed there until he could breathe normally again, then slowly pushed himself upright.

The Mistresses didn't immediately send another woman forward.

They simply watched him.

“Had enough, Sissy?”

Joey swallowed. Even that hurt.

He looked at Pink, then Purple, Green, and finally Red. Every stage had been harder than the one before it. He knew exactly what answer would end the lesson.

Instead he rasped, “More, please, Mistress.”

The women erupted in cheers.

“Now that,” Red said, “is progress.”

A siren stepped aside. All Joey saw was black latex. Then impossibly long legs. He raised his eyes. The final siren towered over him, well over six feet tall before the addition of her stiletto heels. She was gorgeous, physically imposing, and utterly confident, but Joey's attention inevitably descended to the enormous black strap-on secured around her hips.

The black dildo was a full foot long and so thick that everything before it suddenly looked like preparation.

The towering Mistress placed one hand on his head. He looked up at her. She gave him two quick slaps across the mouth.

Joey instinctively opened wide.

“Good Sissy.”

There was no need for another lesson. Pink had taught him to remain still. Purple had taught him to follow the rhythm. Green had taught him to endure being pushed harder. Red had taught him to stop fighting for control.

Black expected him to put all of it together.

She pushed the enormous dildo into his mouth. Joey gagged almost immediately, overwhelmed by its thickness before she'd even established a rhythm. Tears sprang into his eyes as she drove deeper, one hand controlling his head while the women surrounding them began cheering.

“That’s it, Sissy.”

“Show her what you learned.”

“Take your Mistress’s dildo.”

The first instinct to recoil hit him hard. Joey resisted the urge to retreat. His hands moved behind his back without being ordered.

The towering Mistress noticed. Her smile widened.

“Very good Sissy.”

That single word hit Joey almost as hard as everything that had come before it. She pushed him harder. His gag reflex fought her repeatedly, but Joey no longer treated each reaction like something he had to defeat.

He recovered, adjusted, and followed her again. The training had become cumulative; every Mistress before her had taken away another excuse, another defense, another piece of his compulsive need to control what happened next.

Now there was nothing left to argue about.

When the towering Mistress finally withdrew, Joey sagged forward, coughing and dragging air into his lungs. She allowed him several seconds before catching him beneath the chin and lifting his face toward hers.

“What are you?”

Joey's voice barely worked.

“A Sissy.”

“What kind?”

He looked at the enormous black dildo hanging inches from his face.

“An obedient Sissy.”

“Then prove it.”

She brought the dildo toward him again. This time Joey didn't wait for her to insert it in his mouth. He opened wide, wrapped his lips around it, and began to suck.


CHAPTER 8

An hour later, Joey lay on the floor of the Siren Song chamber, gasping for breath, his mouth and throat aching and his body twitching beyond his control. 

             The ordeal had ended with a black dildo being jammed down his throat until he lost all rational thought and surrendered himself to the training. In the final moments, he had actually blacked out briefly. When he snapped awake, the sirens had departed.

He slowly pushed himself to his feet and caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. In a word, he was a mess. He made his way over to the vanity and looked himself over. His makeup was smudged. His wig was sideways, and his dress was a wrinkled mess. He also noticed a wet spot on his skirt, a remnant of everything that had oozed out of his chastity cage during the erotic experience.

He stared at himself for a lingering moment, wondering why he didn’t feel even a bit of shame for what he had allowed himself to be subjected to, for the punishment and humiliation he had submitted to. Strangely, he felt the exact opposite. It was a feeling he could only frame as pride. He had finally stopped hiding his truth and let himself be who he wanted to be.

He was a sissy.

And in this case, a slutty one.

With a whimsical grin, he straightened his wig and smoothed it around his face. He used his fingers to even out his makeup as best he could, straightened his stockings, and slipped his chastity cage back inside his panties. Apparently, it had slipped out while he was on his knees.

He took another look in the mirror. He wasn’t the sparkling sissy he had been when he arrived and looked a little battle-worn, but it was the kind of worn that felt earned.

“Look at you, Sissy,” a voice said from behind him. “You look like a slut leaving a frat party after pulling an all-nighter with the boys.”

He turned around and saw a Mistress and two Mistress minions standing behind him. They were wearing devilish costumes, and all three had strap-on dildos harnessed to their waists. Joey’s gaze dropped toward the dildos, and he could only hope they didn’t have immediate plans to use them.

“Don’t worry, Sissy,” the devilish Mistress said. “We’re here to conduct your interview.”

Joey resisted the urge to ask what she meant and decided to just roll with it.

The Devilish Mistress and her two minions led Joey down a narrow corridor. They moved together with the sleek, conspiratorial confidence of a clique.

The room at the end of the corridor was smaller and considerably quieter than the training hall. There was no audience, no music, and none of the organized chaos of overlapping commands. The Devilish Mistress pointed toward the corner.

“Face the wall. Hands at your sides. And don’t turn around, no matter what you hear.”

The Devilish Mistress began circling behind him, the sound of her heels clicking against the hard floor. A crop cracked against a palm, then another smacked against a thigh. Each sharp report made Joey twitch.

“Don’t be dramatic,” the devilish woman said. “We haven’t even gotten started.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Joey said practically on instinct.

“Good Sissy,” she said. “Now the Sirens have broken your resistance with the special treatment, I am going to ask you a series of questions, and you will answer with absolute honesty, or my sisters here will impose necessary corrections.”

“As you command, Mistress.”

The Devilish Mistress began the interview.

“Have you ever had a meaningful relationship with a woman?”

“Define meaningful?”

One of the Mistress minions delivered a swat from the crop across his pantied backside.

“Have you ever had a meaningful relationship with a woman?”

“No.”

“How about with another man?”

“No.”

“Ever had sex with an actual woman?”

Joey hesitated. Another crop landed across his backside.

“Your Mistress asked you a question,” the minion said.

“No.”

“How about with another man?”

“No.”

“Is it because you are embarrassed to let a woman see your penis?”

Joey closed his eyes. “Yes.”

“Ever fantasize about wearing panties?”

“Yes.”

“Bras? Skirts? Dresses?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Ever get nervous walking through the lingerie section because you wanted to wear what you were looking at?”

Joey paused.

A crop tapped his backside. He squealed.

“Yes.”

“In school, did you envy the girls because they could dress the way you secretly wanted to?”

“Yes.”

“Ever imagine being treated like one?”

Another pause. Another swat. Another squeal.

“Yes.”

The questions came too quickly for Joey to construct the careful qualifications he normally hid behind. Every answer exposed another piece of the same secret, and whenever he tried to soften one, the women simply waited until he stopped evading it.

The Devilish Mistress’s heels stopped directly behind him. “When you watch porn, do you imagine yourself as the man fucking the woman, or do you imagine being the woman being fucked by the man?”

“I don’t know.”

A crop landed across his ass. This one especially hurt.

Joey gritted his teeth. “Sometimes I’m the woman.”

“Good Sissy.”

Joey took a breath of relief, thinking it was over.

It was not.

“How long have you been watching sissification videos online?”

Joey squeezed his eyes shut. For the first time since entering the room, he couldn’t produce even an evasive answer. He had never told anyone about that. Not Mara, Nina, Tessa, or Priya. Certainly not Linda. It belonged to the private part of his life that existed behind locked doors and deleted browser histories.

The Devilish Mistress laughed softly. “How long?”

“Yes, I’ve seen some.”

“Some?”

“Occasionally.”

A swat corrected him.

“Fine. More than occasionally.”

“How long?”

“A couple years.”

The devilish woman giggled.

“A couple?”

Joey sighed. “Several.”

“And why were you watching them?”

“Curiosity.”

All three women laughed.

Joey frowned at the wall. “What?”

“Nothing,” the devil said. “Please continue lying to the wall. It will not judge you.”

“I wasn’t lying.”

The crop smacked his backside.

“Ow!”

“Several years of curiosity,” the Devilish Mistress said. “About men being put into panties, feminized, humiliated with chastity and strap-on dildos, controlled and punished by women?”

“Yes.”

“And while you watched them, did you wish it could happen to you?”

Joey stared at the wall.

“Sometimes.”

Nobody laughed this time.

The admission settled over him differently from the answers before it. He had always kept a comfortable distance between fantasy and reality, filing everything safely under things that weren’t actually going to happen. Tonight had demolished that distinction with remarkable efficiency.

“So let’s stop wasting time. Do you like women telling you what to do?”

“Yes.”

“Humiliating you?”

“Yes.”

“Punishing you?”

Joey frowned. “Yes.”

“Does the idea of being punished by a woman stimulate your penis?”

Joey exhaled. “Yes.”

“Even when you don’t enjoy the punishment itself?”

“Yes.”

“There. Was that so difficult?”

“It was.”

The women laughed.

The Devilish Mistress continued. “What about serving a dominant Mistress?”

“I’ve never served a woman.”

“Why not?”

“I’ve never had the opportunity.”

“And if given the chance, would you serve a dominant Mistress?”

Joey didn’t need long to think about that one. He began to imagine himself serving the four girls who had brought him tonight, the ones who had dressed him up as a girl.

“Yes, I would.”

“Would you serve Nina?”

Joey pictured her pushing her glasses higher while studying every embarrassing reaction as though he were an experiment she intended to document.

“She analyzes everything.”

The minion laughed. “That wasn’t the question.”

Joey sighed. “Yes. I would.”

“Tessa?”

He could practically feel her putting him over her knee and spanking him until he cried like a Sissy.

“Yes.”

The women laughed.

“We didn’t even ask yet.”

The devil moved behind him. “And Priya?”

That answer was different. Priya rarely competed with the others for control. She simply looked at Joey as though whatever she’d told him to do was already settled, and somehow that quiet certainty could shut down an argument faster than Tessa’s crop.

And Mara.

He could imagine Mara leading him around, making every decision for him, humiliating him, and him loving every second of it.

“Yes.”

The Devilish Mistress stopped behind Joey. “So Mara can control you. Nina can study you. Tessa can discipline you. Priya can put you in your place without raising her voice.”

Hearing the four women described that way made Joey uncomfortably aware of how much had changed since they’d piled into the SUV together.

“Which one would you submit to?”

“All of them.”

The answer escaped before Joey could reconsider it.

Silence.

Then someone laughed.

“Oh, that’s adorable.”

“I meant hypothetically.”

A crop landed across his backside.

“Stop undermining your answers, Sissy.”

Joey nodded agreeably.

“Then let’s make it less hypothetical. What if those four women wanted you exactly like this? Mara deciding what she wants from you. Nina learning exactly how you respond. Tessa correcting you whenever that smart mouth gets ahead of you. Priya expecting you to serve without making everything into an argument.”

Joey’s breathing became shallower.

“What if they didn’t want the Joey they already know,” the Devilish Mistress said, “they wanted you as a trained and obedient sissy?”

That landed harder.

Because they did know him. These weren’t anonymous Mistresses from one of the videos he’d watched in private. Mara knew how often he ran to the Boss Lady with another complaint. Nina had endured his endless suggestions for improving office procedures. Tessa had been telling him to shut up long before she’d ever picked up a crop, and Priya had perfected that silent stare across countless meetings.

They hadn’t discovered some completely different Joey in Sissyville.

They had discovered what could be done with the one they already had.

“What if they wanted you as their Sissy?” the minion asked. “Dressed for them, serving them, taking their orders and getting corrected when you forgot your place?”

“Maybe I’d be okay with that.”

The crop smacked him.

“No maybe, Sissy.”

Joey shut his eyes. “Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“I’d be their Sissy.”

“Would you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Would you want it?”

This time Joey barely hesitated. “Yes.”

The heels stopped. For several seconds, the room became completely quiet.

“What does all this mean?” the Devilish Mistress finally asked.

Joey looked down at himself. Blond hair from the wig hung beside his face, stockings covered his legs, and pink heels waited beneath him. He had spent years calling these fantasies curiosity because curiosity didn’t require him to admit anything about himself.

Tonight had made that excuse impossible to maintain.

“That I’ve always wanted this.”

“Define this?”

“To be feminized and controlled.” Joey swallowed. “To be a Sissy.”

The women let the admission stand.

Then the devil asked, “Did you like being one of the girls tonight?”

“Yes.”

“Want to keep being one?”

“Yes.”

“And if those four women decide you’re more useful as their Sissy servant than their equal?”

Joey knew his answer now.

“I’d be that for them.”

“There,” the Devilish Mistress said. “Progress.”

The three Mistresses gathered behind him, their interrogation apparently complete. Joey heard the rustle of their costumes as they exchanged amused looks he couldn’t see.

“You get to prove it now,” the devil said. “They’re waiting in the next room.”

Joey tensed. “Who?”

“You know who.”

“But first, take off the rest of the costume,” the Devilish Mistress said.

“All of it?”

“Naked.” She raised her crop to threaten him, but it wasn’t necessary.

Joey took a nervous gulp and started removing his boots, then the dress, bra, stockings, garter, and panties, leaving only the chastity cage. Cool air prickled across his exposed skin, making him acutely aware that he was fully exposed.

The Devilish Mistress pointed toward the door with her crop. “Now let’s see if you can face your Mistresses and be as honest with them as you were with me.”

Joey straightened, took a calming breath, and stepped through.


CHAPTER 9

Joey stepped through the door and stopped, completely naked except for his chastity cage. Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya were waiting for him.

The room had been transformed into an extravagant office, with leather chairs, dark wood, low amber lighting, and a polished desk against one wall. 

After everything the three Mistresses had forced him to admit during the interview, seeing his four coworkers waiting there felt considerably more intimidating than facing another roomful of strangers. They knew him, and worse, he had just admitted exactly what he wanted to be for them.

They had changed out of their Halloween costumes and into sharply tailored office attire with an unmistakable dominatrix edge: fitted skirts, silk blouses, severe jackets, stockings, and towering heels. They looked less like women attending a party now and more like executives preparing to conduct a very different kind of performance review.

Joey instinctively crossed his arms over himself.

Tessa clicked her tongue. “Hands to your sides, Sissy. You've spent all night making a spectacle of yourself. Don't get modest now.”

Joey lowered them, and four mischievous grins appeared.

“What is this?”

Mara stepped closer. “Your practical evaluation.”

Nina adjusted her glasses. “You've apparently been doing very well with your Sissy initiation.”

“According to who?”

Tessa tapped the crop against her palm. “Do you really want to start this by arguing?”

Joey looked at the crop and shook his head.

“Look at that. Progress.”

The women laughed, but Mara's expression became more serious as she moved around him. “Before we get to that, there's something you need to understand. We didn't bring you here because we had some elaborate plan to turn you into a Sissy.”

Joey looked from one woman to the next. “You expect me to believe this was an accident?”

“You expect us to believe you just happened to walk into the office break room at the exact perfect moment?” Priya asked.

Joey remembered his eavesdropping and carefully choreographed entrance.

Mara nodded. “We'd just gotten the invitation. Then we found out we needed a guy.”

“And you happened to walk through the door,” Nina added.

Mara continued circling him. “We told you the condition. You agreed.”

“I agreed to a Halloween costume.”

Mara laughed. “You kept coming back for more fittings.”

“You kept telling me the costume wasn't finished.”

Joey couldn't dispute that.

Nina took over. “We adjusted the skirt. Added the stockings. Added the lingerie. Changed the wig. Worked on your makeup. Taught you how to move in the boots.”

“And you complained through all of it,” Tessa said.

“I had legitimate concerns.”

“You complained,” Mara said, “but you kept coming back.”

“Okay, but I never agreed to this.”

“You agreed to all of this,” Nina reminded him. “Stop pretending, Sissy.”

Nina watched the realization cross his face, and Joey reluctantly nodded.

“There.”

“There what?”

“That expression.”

“What expression?”

“The one you get when you've realized we're right but haven't figured out how to argue around it yet.”

“I don't have an expression for that.”

“You absolutely do,” Tessa said.

Mara stopped directly in front of him. “By the time we left for Sissyville, we knew you weren't simply a guy willing to wear a funny costume.”

Nina finished the thought. “We'd found a potential Sissy.”

The word didn't hit Joey the way it had in the office.

Tessa noticed immediately. “Not arguing with that one anymore?”

“I've had an enlightening evening.”

“You got dildo gangbanged in the mouth and you liked it.”

Joey should have left it there. Instead, the interview was still echoing through his head: Mara controlling him, Nina studying him, Tessa disciplining him, Priya expecting obedience without wasting time arguing about it.

All four.

He muttered something before common sense could stop him.

Nina's attention sharpened. “What was that?”

“You said something,” Mara added.

“You absolutely did,” Priya said.

Tessa raised the crop. “What did you say?”

Joey sighed. “The Mistresses interviewed me. They asked about you four.”

That changed the room.

Nina pushed her glasses higher. “Us?”

Mara stepped closer. “What did they ask?”

He hesitated. “They asked which one of you I'd submit to.”

Nobody spoke.

Finally, Nina asked, “And?”

Joey looked at Mara, then Nina, Tessa, and Priya.

“I said all four of you.”

Silence.

Not laughter this time.

Something changed in Mara's expression first. The teasing confidence remained, but it hardened into something more deliberate. Nina stopped looking amused and began studying him with intense concentration. Tessa slowly lowered the crop from her shoulder. Priya's expression barely changed at all, which somehow made hers the most intimidating.

Joey suddenly wished they would laugh.

Mara stepped directly in front of him. “You told them you wanted to submit to all four of us?”

Joey swallowed. “Yes.”

“Specifically us?” Nina asked.

“Yes.”

Tessa smiled. “Why us?”

That was considerably harder than admitting it to three strangers while facing a wall. Joey glanced toward Mara. “Because she knows when I'm actually upset and when I'm just being difficult.”

Mara's eyebrow rose.

He looked toward Nina. “Because she notices absolutely everything, which is becoming increasingly annoying.”

“Thank you.”

Joey turned toward Tessa. “Because apparently I've decided being threatened with a crop by the most irritable woman in the office is somehow attractive.”

Then he looked at Priya and hesitated.

Priya waited.

“You don't argue with me,” Joey said.

“I don’t.”

“You don't even seem particularly interested in whether I agree with you.”

“I don’t.”

“You just glare, and I end up doing whatever you want me to do.”

“I do.”

Joey exhaled. “And apparently I like that.”

That single answer changed the room more completely than anything else he'd said. Until then, they had been four coworkers playing with something new. Mara had discovered how naturally control came to her. 

Nina had discovered that Joey's reactions fascinated her. Tessa had discovered a crop and apparently found her soulmate. Priya had discovered that she could command him without raising her voice.

Now Joey had told them he wanted those things from them.

Mara looked toward the others. No discussion was necessary.

Tessa moved first, stepping behind Joey. “Hands at your sides.”

Joey obeyed.

Nina moved to his left and examined his posture. “Shoulders back.”

He straightened.

Priya took position on his right. “Eyes on Mara.”

Joey looked forward.

Mara stood directly in front of him. For the first time since he'd entered the room, nobody was laughing, and Joey felt the difference immediately.

“Wait,” he said.

Tessa's crop struck his backside.

“Did someone ask you a question?”

Joey almost answered automatically, then stopped himself.

Mara smiled. “Very good.”

The praise sent an immediate response through him, and the chastity cage tightened around it.

Nina noticed. “Interesting.”

Mara lifted his chin. “You told those Mistresses you wanted to submit to the four of us. From this point forward, we're going to find out whether you meant it.”

Joey looked at her. “What exactly do you want me to do?”

“Eyes forward.”

His attention returned to Mara, the obedience immediate enough that all four women noticed.

Mara's smile returned. “That's what we're going to work with.”

“We're here because Sissyville evaluates prospective Mistresses by letting us work with candidates under supervision.”

Joey looked between them. “You're all seriously training to become dominatrixes?”

“Mistresses,” Nina corrected. “But the philosophy is the same.”

“All four of you?”

“Yes,” Mara said.

Joey considered them again and realized the answer shouldn't have surprised him anymore. “And I'm your Sissy candidate.”

Priya smiled. “Correct.”

His cage suddenly felt tighter, and Joey groaned.

Tessa tapped his backside with the crop. “Focus, Sissy.”

Joey faced Mara again. She gestured toward a low platform in the center of the room.

“Kneel.”

Joey looked at the platform. Only a few minutes earlier, he'd told three strangers that he wanted to submit to these women. The answer had been easy when Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya weren't there to hear it.

Now they were.

“Kneel, Sissy,” Mara repeated.

Joey walked to the platform and lowered himself onto his knees. Nobody laughed. Mara approached first, with Nina, Tessa, and Priya moving alongside her until Joey found himself surrounded by the same four women he'd spent years annoying at work.

Mara slipped two fingers beneath his chin and raised his face. “Who are we?”

“My Mistresses.”

Tessa gave him an approving slap across the face, followed by a sharp crack of the crop against his backside. Joey yelped.

“Demerit,” Tessa announced.

“For what?”

“Talking back.”

“You can't just invent—”

Another swat interrupted him.

“Two.”

Joey stared at her.

Tessa raised the crop again.

He shut his mouth.

Priya's voice came quietly from beside him. “Good Sissy.”

Joey looked toward her, and Priya smiled before Mara redirected his face toward her.

“Who are we?”

Joey looked at Mara, then Nina, Tessa, and Priya. “My Mistresses.”

“And what are you?”

This time Joey didn't need the interviewers to drag the answer out of him. He'd already made the choice that mattered when he'd said all four of you.

Joey raised his head.

“Your Sissy.”

The words remained in the room after Joey said them, made considerably more embarrassing by the satisfied expressions they produced on the faces of four women he would have to see at work Monday morning.

Assuming any of them could ever look at one another across a conference table again without remembering this.

Mara kept two fingers beneath his chin. “Good Sissy.”

Joey felt the chastity cage tighten uselessly and immediately regretted giving Nina another opportunity to observe him.

She pushed her glasses higher. “Interesting.”

“Could you choose another word?”

“No.”

Tessa laughed and tapped the crop against her palm. “I think he's much easier to deal with down there.”

“Everyone is easier to deal with when they're kneeling,” Priya said.

Joey looked toward her. “That's an alarming management philosophy.”

“Did anyone ask for your management advice?”

“No.”

“Then we're already making progress.”

The four women laughed, and Joey realized something fundamental had changed. Twenty minutes ago, he would have challenged the premise, corrected Priya's reasoning, and probably constructed a three-point argument explaining why silencing useful feedback created inefficient organizational structures. Now he remained on his knees while four women from his office discussed the advantages of keeping him there.

Worse, he liked it.

Mara released his chin and stepped back. “Stand.”

Joey stood.

“Hands behind your back.”

He put them there.

Nina moved closer and inspected his posture. “Feet farther apart.”

Joey adjusted them.

“Not that far.”

He corrected himself.

“Shoulders back.”

He straightened.

Tessa frowned. “Chin up.”

Joey raised it.

Priya walked slowly around him, inspecting the result. “Better.”

Joey looked at the four of them. “Have any of you considered that you might be enjoying this too much?”

“Yes,” Mara said.

“And?”

“We decided we're comfortable with it.”

Tessa snorted.

Joey opened his mouth to respond, but the door behind them opened.

The change in the women was immediate.

Mara straightened. Nina stopped studying Joey and turned toward the doorway. Tessa lowered the crop to her side. Even Priya's relaxed confidence sharpened into attention.

Joey followed their gaze.

Mistress Switch entered.

For the first time, Joey realized exactly how he must look to her: completely naked except for the chastity cage, standing with his feet apart, shoulders back, chin raised, and hands obediently clasped behind him while the four women from his office surrounded him like they already owned the position he'd been placed in.

Mistress Switch slowly looked him over.

Then she smiled.

“Excellent,” she said.

Joey suddenly understood that everything so far had only been preparation.

His practical evaluation was about to begin.


CHAPTER 10

Joey had almost forgotten that Sissyville contained anyone besides the four women currently rearranging his posture. Mistress Switch had abandoned the witch hat somewhere along the way, but everything else remained unmistakable.

Black corset, gloves, thigh-high boots, and the crop she seemed to carry as naturally as most people carried a phone. She looked Joey over, taking in the fact that he was still completely naked except for his chastity cage and standing exactly as Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya had positioned him.

“Much better.”

Joey glanced down at himself. “I'm wearing considerably less than when you last saw me.”

“I wasn't talking about the clothes.”

That wiped the comeback from his mouth. Mistress Switch turned her attention to the women. “Mara. Nina. Tessa. Priya.”

All four straightened slightly, which Joey found interesting enough to notice. Mistress Switch walked around them with the casual authority of someone inspecting students who already knew she could fail them. “You've had the easy part. Anyone can put a willing man into lingerie, tease him, and discover that humiliation makes his little cage uncomfortable. That doesn't make you Mistresses. The question is whether you understand the Sissy you've chosen.”

“Technically,” Joey said, “they didn't choose—”

Five women looked at him.

Joey stopped.

Mistress Switch smiled. “Excellent. He's learning.”

Tessa looked absurdly proud as Mistress Switch pointed her crop toward Joey. “This one is particularly difficult because he mistakes intelligence for authority.”

“I don't—” Joey began, only for Mara to place a hand on his shoulder. He stopped again, and Mistress Switch noticed immediately.

“Very good, Mara.”

Joey looked between them. “Wait. Are you evaluating them?”

“Of course.”

“I thought I was being evaluated.”

“You are.”

“For what?”

Mistress Switch gave him a look.

Joey sighed. “Right. Questions.”

“See?” Nina said. “Progress.”

Mistress Switch paced around him. “A useful Mistress doesn't simply issue commands. She learns what motivates her Sissy, what embarrasses him, what frustrates him, what makes him useful, and what kind of authority he responds to.” She stopped beside Mara. “Show me.”

Mara didn't hesitate. She stepped in front of Joey and looked directly into his eyes. “Hands at your sides.”

Joey lowered them.

“Come here.”

He took two steps toward her.

“Stop.”

He stopped.

Mara smiled, and that was all Mistress Switch needed to see.

“You don't need to overpower him,” she said.

“No,” Mara replied. “He wants my attention too much.”

Joey stared at her. “That is an outrageous oversimplification.”

Mara simply looked at him.

Joey lasted approximately two seconds. “Fine.”

Mistress Switch moved to Nina. “Your turn.”

Nina approached Joey with considerably more curiosity than intimidation, adjusting his shoulders, shifting his stance, and stepping back to inspect the result. When Joey asked what she was doing, she ignored the question and told him to stand normally. He relaxed.

“Now stand the way I just positioned you.”

Joey did.

“Again.”

He switched between the positions while Nina watched closely. Finally, she smiled. “There.”

“There what?”

“You remember corrections almost immediately.”

“I have a good memory.”

“Yes. Which means repeated mistakes are probably deliberate.”

Joey stared at her while Tessa's face lit up.

“Oh, I like that.”

“No. Absolutely not. Nina, retract that conclusion.”

“I don't think I will.”

Mistress Switch laughed. “Very useful observation.”

“This evaluation feels increasingly biased.”

“Quiet,” Priya said.

Joey fell silent before he had time to decide whether he intended to obey. Mistress Switch turned toward Priya, who merely shrugged.

“I told him to be quiet.”

“And he did.”

“Yes.”

Joey looked at her. “You're being smug again.”

“Quiet.”

His mouth closed.

Mistress Switch laughed. “Very good.”

Joey glared at Priya, who smiled pleasantly as Mistress Switch moved on to Tessa. Tessa was already holding up the crop.

Mistress Switch sighed. “Discipline is not simply hitting him whenever he irritates you.”

Tessa lowered it slightly. “That's disappointing.”

“Deeply,” Joey said.

The crop snapped across his backside, making him jump.

Mistress Switch raised an eyebrow.

“He interrupted,” Tessa explained.

Mistress Switch considered this. “Fair.”

“Oh, come on.”

Another swat landed.

“Again,” Tessa said.

Joey turned toward her. “Again what?”

“You interrupted again.”

“You cannot punish someone retroactively for demonstrating the behavior you were discussing.”

Tessa raised the crop.

Joey pointed at her. “That is exactly the kind of arbitrary disciplinary system that creates resentment rather than—”

The crop landed again.

“Ow!”

Tessa smiled. “Are you finished?”

Joey glared at her. “Yes.”

“Good Sissy.”

The cage immediately betrayed him. Nina glanced down, and Joey caught her doing it.

“Don't.”

“I didn't say anything.”

“You were about to.”

“I was thinking it.”

“That's worse.”

Mistress Switch was laughing now. “All right. You four may actually have found your respective strengths.”

“May?” Tessa said.

“Don't become arrogant.”

Joey muttered, “Little late.”

Tessa raised the crop.

He shut up.

Mistress Switch nodded approvingly. “That brings us to the problem.”

Joey looked at her. “What problem?”

“You.”

“Of course.”

“You've spent years training everyone around you to accommodate your personality. You talk until people give up. You question instructions until the original issue becomes irrelevant. You correct people whether they asked for your opinion or not. You involve yourself in systems because you're convinced everything works better once you've touched it.”

Joey stared at her. “That seems remarkably specific considering we've known each other for approximately two hours.”

A woman's voice came from behind him.

“Oh, she had help.”

Joey froze.

He knew that voice.

No.

There was absolutely no fucking way.

He turned.

Linda stood in the doorway.

For several seconds, Joey's brain simply refused to reconcile the woman standing there with the person he knew from work. Linda was the Boss Lady, the woman behind the desk at the end of the hallway who signed payroll, approved budgets, ran meetings, and endured Joey arriving in her office with another suggestion for improving procedures.

This Linda wore black leather pants tucked into high boots, a fitted red blouse beneath a black corset, and a long coat that made her look considerably more like someone who belonged in Sissyville than anyone Joey had encountered at the office.

Linda smiled. “Hello, Joey.”

“What the hell is my boss doing here?”

Mara covered her mouth. Nina looked down. Tessa didn't even try to hide her laughter, and Priya remained composed for almost three seconds before joining everyone else.

Joey pointed at Linda. “No. Seriously. What are you doing here?”

Linda entered the room. “Still asking questions before anyone invites you to.”

“You're my boss!”

“Yes.”

“In Sissyville!”

“Also yes.”

“Dressed like—”

Joey stopped when Linda's eyebrow rose.

“Like what?”

He reconsidered several possible endings to that sentence. “Like you belong here.”

Linda smiled. “Good recovery.”

Joey looked toward Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya. “Did you know about this?”

All four shook their heads.

That stopped him. “You didn't?”

“No,” Mara said.

“We knew there would be experienced Mistresses evaluating candidates,” Nina explained. “Nobody told us who.”

Joey looked back at Linda as one possibility occurred to him, followed quickly by another. His eyes narrowed. “Oh my God. You're training too.”

The four women became suspiciously quiet.

Joey gestured toward Linda's outfit. “That's what this is. You're another prospective Mistress.”

Linda stared at him.

Mistress Switch stared at him.

Mara bit her lower lip.

Tessa failed first, bursting out laughing. Nina followed, then Mara, while Priya turned away with her shoulders shaking.

Joey looked around the room. “What?”

Linda walked toward him. “No, Joey. I'm not another prospective Mistress.” She stopped directly in front of him.

“I've been a Mistress for years.”

Joey's mouth opened, but nothing came out.

Tessa leaned toward Nina. “We broke him again.”

“Give him a second.”

Joey looked at Linda as though the entire corporate organizational chart had just spontaneously combusted. “You?”

“Yes.”

“My boss?”

“Yes.”

“Linda?”

“Still yes.”

“You're a dominatrix?”

Linda's smile tightened. “Mistress.”

Joey looked toward Mistress Switch, who nodded. He looked at the four women, but they weren't joking either. Finally, he returned his attention to Linda.

“I have been coming into your office for years.”

“I remember.”

“With complaints.”

“I remember those too.”

“And suggestions.”

“God, do I remember those.”

“And this entire time you've been—”

“A woman with interests outside the office?”

Joey frowned. “When you say it like that, I sound unreasonable.”

Linda laughed. “That's because you're frequently unreasonable.”

Then something worse occurred to him. Joey looked toward Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya. “Did you arrange this?”

Linda's amusement disappeared. “No.”

“You didn't tell them to bring me?”

“No.”

“You didn't set any of this up?”

“Joey, until tonight I had no idea these four had brought you anywhere.”

That answer somehow made everything stranger. Linda turned toward the women and asked them to explain exactly what had happened. Mara told her about getting confirmed for the Halloween party and discovering they needed a male guest. 

Nina explained that Joey had walked into the break room at precisely the right moment, and Priya smiled as she admitted she'd impulsively invited him.

Linda looked at Joey, then at the four women, then back at Joey. “You're telling me this was an accident?”

“Completely,” Mara said.

Linda slowly looked Joey over from head to toe. There wasn't much to inspect beyond his increasingly uncomfortable expression and the little chastity cage locked around the only part of himself he desperately wished he could cover. 

Then she looked at the four women surrounding him and began to laugh. Not politely or delicately, but hard enough that she had to put one hand against Mistress Switch's shoulder.

Joey frowned. “I'm glad my personal transformation is bringing management so much joy.”

Linda pointed at the four women. “You did this?”

“Mostly,” Tessa said.

“Sissyville helped,” Nina added.

Linda recovered enough to look at Joey again. “Oh, girls. You have no idea how long I've wanted someone to figure out what to do with him.”

Joey's jaw dropped. “Excuse me?”

Linda ignored him. “Do you know how many times this man has appeared in my office with another complaint?”

Mara raised her hand slightly. “A lot?”

“A lot doesn't begin to describe it.”

“They know about the suggestions,” Joey said.

Linda looked at him. “Of course they know about the suggestions. They're usually the people who have to implement them.”

“They're good suggestions.”

“Some of them are excellent.”

That stopped Joey.

Linda began circling him as she continued. “That's the infuriating part. Joey is reliable. He shows up. He works. He notices things everyone else misses. Give him responsibility and he'll obsess over it until it's finished.”

Joey straightened slightly. “Thank you.”

“He also cannot leave anything alone.”

His shoulders dropped.

“He has an opinion about everything. He needs to correct everyone. He believes every process is waiting for him to improve it, and when nobody appreciates his brilliance sufficiently, he comes marching into my office.”

“I don't march.”

Linda stopped behind him. “You march.”

Mara nodded. “He marches.”

Nina agreed. “Definitely.”

Joey looked around. “This is becoming less an evaluation and more a workplace grievance session.”

“Quiet,” Priya said.

Joey looked at her. She waited, and he shut up.

Linda's eyebrows rose as Priya smiled. “Interesting.”

Joey groaned. “Not you too.”

Tessa's crop landed across his backside.

“Ow!”

Linda laughed again. “Oh, this is wonderful.”

Joey turned toward her. “I'm delighted you're having fun.”

“I am.”

She stepped closer and studied him with a completely different expression, one Joey recognized immediately from meetings whenever Linda encountered an unexpected solution to a difficult problem. That worried him considerably more than the laughter.

“You know,” Linda said, “for years I've been trying to figure out how to make the best parts of you useful without subjecting the entire office to the rest.”

Joey stared at her. “I'm standing here naked in a chastity cage, and somehow that is still the most insulting thing anyone has said to me tonight.”

“Don't be dramatic.”

“I'm not being dramatic.”

Tessa lifted the crop.

Joey looked at her. “Fine. Apparently I'm being dramatic.”

Linda turned toward Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya. “And you four stumbled into this completely by accident?”

“Yes,” Mara said.

Linda considered them before smiling. “Remarkable. You may actually have Mistress potential.”

Tessa looked pleased. Nina tried unsuccessfully not to. Mara smiled, while Priya merely inclined her head.

Joey pointed between Linda and Mistress Switch. “Wait. You're evaluating them?”

“Yes.”

“Along with her?”

“Mistress Switch and I have known each other for years.”

Joey stared at both women, his understanding of reality becoming increasingly unreliable.

Linda continued. “Your four coworkers want to become trained Mistresses. That requires more than dressing the part and carrying crops. They have to demonstrate that they can understand a submissive, manage him together, and turn his particular qualities toward useful service.”

Joey didn't like the phrasing of that last part. “Useful service where?”

Linda smiled.

“No.”

“I haven't said anything yet.”

“You've got the idea face.”

Mara laughed.

“The what?” Linda asked.

Nina explained, “He has an expression when he realizes something but hasn't figured out how to argue against it.”

Linda's eyes lit up. “Oh, I know that face.”

“Everybody stop discussing my face.”

Linda looked around the room at Mara, Nina, Tessa, Priya, Mistress Switch, and Joey standing naked except for his chastity cage in the middle of them. Then she looked back at him.

“You know, there may actually be professional applications for this.”

Joey stared at her. “No.”

Linda smiled.

“You're not seriously thinking about bringing this into the office.”

“Joey.”

“No.”

“For once in your life—” She stepped close enough that he instinctively stopped talking. “—don't give me ideas.”

The women laughed, but Joey did not. Linda was still wearing the expression she got whenever she had just found an idea she liked.

Mistress Switch glanced toward a polished wardrobe against the far wall. “If we're going to discuss professional applications, perhaps our candidate should be dressed appropriately.”

Joey followed her gaze. “What does that mean?”

Mara smiled.

“That expression worries me.”

“Good,” Tessa said.

Mistress Switch crossed to the wardrobe and opened it. Several garment bags hung inside beside shelves stacked with neatly folded clothing. She selected one and handed it to Mara.

“Dress your Sissy for the position.”

Joey's eyes widened. “My position?”

Mara unzipped the garment bag to reveal a distinctly feminine interpretation of office attire: a fitted white blouse, short pleated black skirt, sheer stockings, garter belt, glossy black heels, and a narrow pink necktie. A pair of silky pink panties had been folded neatly on top.

Joey stared at the clothes. “No.”

Tessa tapped the crop against her palm. “That wasn't a question.”

“I am not wearing that.”

Mara lifted the blouse from the bag. “You just told four women you wanted to be their Sissy.”

“I did not say anything about becoming some kind of office secretary.”

Nina adjusted her glasses. “Office Sissy.”

“That is worse.”

Priya pointed toward the clothes. “Put them on.”

Joey looked at her, but Priya simply waited. There it was again: no argument, no negotiation, and no interest whatsoever in whether he had another objection prepared. Joey glanced from Mara to Nina to Tessa, then finally toward Linda, who appeared far too interested in seeing what he would do next.

Tessa raised the crop.

Joey sighed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mara handed him the panties first. Joey stepped into them and pulled the silky pink fabric over his chastity cage before fastening the garter belt around his waist and pulling on the stockings. By now he knew how to handle both, although Nina still moved closer to correct the placement of one stocking before he finished fastening it.

“I know how to do this.”

“I know,” Nina said. “You're doing it crooked.”

Joey examined the stocking, discovered she was right, and fixed it without another word.

“Good Sissy.”

Next came the blouse. Joey slipped his arms through the sleeves and began buttoning it while Mara watched critically.

“Top button too.”

“Seriously?”

Mara looked at him.

Joey fastened it.

The pleated skirt came next, settling high above his stocking-covered knees. Tessa immediately adjusted it slightly shorter, prompting Joey to grab the hem.

“Absolutely not.”

The crop tapped his hand.

“Hands off the uniform.”

“This isn't a uniform.”

Linda smiled. “It could be.”

Joey stared at her. “Don't encourage them.”

“Too late,” Mara said.

Priya took the narrow pink tie and stepped in front of him. Joey remained still while she fastened it beneath his collar and tightened the knot until it sat precisely where she wanted it. 

Finally, Joey stepped into the glossy black heels. Mara walked slowly around him while Nina inspected the stockings, Tessa adjusted the skirt one final time, and Priya straightened his tie before all four women stepped back to examine what they had created.

Joey looked down at himself.

The uniform affected him differently from the Sailor Scout costume. That had been Halloween: pink bows, a blond wig, a ridiculous skirt, and enough theatricality that he could tell himself everything belonged to one outrageous night. This didn't look like a costume. 

It looked like work clothes. Feminized work clothes, certainly, but still something he could disturbingly imagine wearing beneath fluorescent lights, walking between cubicles, carrying files, fetching coffee, and standing beside the desks of the same women now inspecting him.

The thought should have been absurd. Instead, Joey found himself staring down at the pleated skirt for considerably too long.

Linda noticed.

Of course she did.

She slowly looked him over from the fitted blouse and narrow pink tie to the skirt, stockings, and heels. “Oh, I like this.”

Joey groaned. “Please don't.”

Linda's smile widened. “Office Sissy.”

The four women laughed.

“That is not becoming a title.”

“It already sounds like one,” Nina said.

Joey looked toward Mistress Switch. “Surely there are regulations against this.”

Mistress Switch pointed her crop toward the center of the room. “Position, Office Sissy.”

Joey opened his mouth, caught sight of Tessa raising her crop, and reconsidered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

He stepped into the center of the room and clasped his hands behind his back.

Mistress Switch nodded. “Much better.”

Linda folded her arms and considered him for another moment before turning toward Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya. “You've identified your individual strengths. That's the easy part. Now I want to see whether you can function together.”

Mara glanced toward Nina, Tessa, and Priya as Linda indicated Joey.

“He talks too much. He questions authority. He wants attention. He's compulsively analytical, annoyingly observant, and almost pathologically incapable of leaving a system alone.”

“Again,” Joey said, “I'm right here.”

Five women looked at him.

Joey sighed. “Sorry.”

Linda smiled. “But he's also dependable, attentive, and willing to work harder than almost anyone I've ever employed.”

Joey looked at her, and this time he didn't interrupt.

Linda noticed.

“So don't erase the useful parts.”

That caught the four women by surprise. Mara nodded first, and Linda stepped back beside Mistress Switch.

“Redirect them.”

The room became quiet.

Joey looked at Mara, then Nina, Tessa, and Priya, realizing something had changed again. A short time ago, he had entered this room naked except for his chastity cage and admitted that he wanted to belong to these four women. 

Now he was standing before them dressed as their Office Sissy while his actual boss stood beside Mistress Switch waiting to see what they could do with him.

Mara approached first. Nina moved to his left, Tessa took position behind him, and Priya stood to his right. Once again, Joey found himself surrounded by the four women from his office, only now Linda was watching.

Mara slipped two fingers beneath his chin and lifted his face. “You ready, Sissy?”

Joey glanced toward his boss.

Linda raised one eyebrow.

He returned his attention to Mara.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Linda smiled. “Good. Let's see what you've done with him.”


CHAPTER 11

Joey had never particularly enjoyed performance reviews. He liked this one considerably less now that he was standing in a fitted white blouse, short, pleated skirt, sheer stockings, glossy heels, and a narrow pink tie, with his chastity cage concealed beneath the panties of his new Office Sissy training uniform, while his boss and Mistress Switch prepared to evaluate four women from his office on their ability to control him.

Mara still had two fingers beneath his chin. “Eyes on me.”

Joey looked at her.

Behind her, Linda and Mistress Switch settled into the leather chairs along the wall with the relaxed confidence of people expecting to be entertained. That bothered Joey considerably more than if they'd remained standing.

“Are they seriously just going to watch?”

Mara redirected his face toward hers. “What did I say?”

“Eyes on you.”

“And?”

“They're on you.”

“Good.”

Nina moved closer and inspected him. “He's still holding too much tension in his shoulders.”

“I'm standing here dressed like the office's submissive secretary in front of my actual boss.”

Linda crossed one leg over the other. “I've seen worse.”

Joey looked toward her, and Mara immediately caught his chin again.

“Eyes.”

“Right.”

Tessa paced behind him, tapping her crop against her palm. “I think he's still too comfortable.”

“Nobody asked you.”

The crop cracked across his backside, making Joey jump.

“Demerit,” Tessa announced.

“For what?”

“Talking back.”

“You already gave me demerits for that.”

“Nine.”

Joey turned. “Nine? It was nowhere near nine.”

“Ten now.”

“You can't arbitrarily—”

The crop landed.

“Eleven.”

Joey stared at her. “What was eleven for?”

“Questioning ten.”

“That is an insane disciplinary system.”

“Twelve.”

“Don't encourage her.”

“Thirteen.”

“Oh, fuck you.”

“Fourteen.”

Joey opened his mouth, but Mara placed one finger against his lips before another argument could escape.

“See?” she said. “That's your problem. You always need the last word.”

Joey glared at Tessa over Mara's shoulder. Tessa smiled, and this time he wisely kept the last word to himself.

Linda leaned toward Mistress Switch. “That's genuinely impressive.”

“I told you he was trainable.”

“I can hear both of you.”

Priya stepped forward. “Joey.”

He looked at her.

“Apparently I can't hear anyone.”

“Better.”

Mara released him and glanced toward the others, the joking disappearing from her expression. “We're supposed to demonstrate that we can work together, so let's actually work together.”

Nina considered Joey. “That's the problem. We're all reacting to him independently. Tessa corrects him after he does something, Mara redirects him while he's doing it, Priya stops the argument before it starts, and I'm studying why he does it.”

Joey frowned. “I'm standing right here.”

“I know.”

“I feel like a lab rat.”

“A lab Sissy.”

Tessa laughed, and even Linda snorted. Joey closed his eyes while Mara ignored them.

“So what do we do?” Mara asked.

“Stop competing for control,” Nina said. “Give him one expectation and reinforce it together.”

“And if he ignores it?” Tessa asked.

Three women looked at her crop.

Tessa smiled. “Excellent.”

Mistress Switch glanced toward Linda. “They're learning.”

Linda didn't answer. She was watching closely now.

Mara pointed toward the polished desk. “Stand there.”

Joey walked to it.

“Hands behind your back.”

He complied.

Priya indicated a tray containing a bottle of water and several glasses. “Serve us.”

Joey reached for the bottle and poured the first glass, then stopped. Four women watched him while his old instincts immediately began deciding who should receive it first.

He caught himself.

“Who first?”

Priya smiled. “Good.”

Joey frowned. “Good what?”

“You asked instead of deciding for us.”

That irritated him because he immediately understood the point.

“Mara first.”

Joey served Mara, then Nina, Tessa, and Priya in the order she instructed.

“Now what?”

“Wait.”

Joey waited.

Nothing happened.

Mara drank her water. Nina watched him. Tessa looked disappointed that he hadn't provided an excuse for the crop. Priya seemed perfectly content.

Joey lasted perhaps half a minute.

“This seems inefficient.”

The crop smacked his backside.

“Fifteen,” Tessa said.

“I knew you were waiting for that.”

“Sixteen.”

Joey inhaled to argue, but Mara raised one finger, and he stopped before the words came out.

Tessa looked disappointed.

Mara smiled. “Better.”

Joey looked from one woman to another. “You're coordinating now.”

“Yes,” Nina said.

“That's deeply concerning.”

“It should be.”

Mistress Switch rose from her chair. “Now give him something he's actually good at.”

Linda answered immediately. “Organization.”

She crossed to the desk and swept its orderly arrangement into chaos.

Joey stared at her, then at the desk. His fingers twitched.

Nina noticed. “Oh, that's fascinating.”

“It's a messy desk.”

“You look personally offended.”

“Because there's no reason for any of this to be arranged this badly.”

Linda gestured toward it. “Fix it.”

Joey immediately stepped forward.

“Stop,” Mara said.

He stopped.

“Did Linda tell you how she wanted it organized?”

“No.”

“So?”

Joey looked at Linda. “How do you want it organized?”

Linda smiled. “Efficiently.”

Tessa groaned. “You just gave him cocaine.”

Joey ignored her and went to work. The change was almost instantaneous. He sorted folders according to function, moved frequently used supplies within easy reach, consolidated the glassware, and separated objects whose purpose he couldn't determine rather than deciding they were unnecessary and throwing them away.

Within two minutes, he stepped back. “There.”

Linda inspected the desk. “What did you throw away?”

“Nothing.”

“What did you change permanently?”

“Nothing.”

“What did you assume I wanted?”

Joey paused. “Nothing.”

Linda smiled. “There he is.”

Joey frowned. “There who is?”

“The employee I wish showed up more often.”

For once, the comeback never arrived.

Linda touched one of the neatly arranged folders. “You're good at this, Joey. That's never been the problem. You notice things. You remember things. You work hard, and you actually give a damn whether something functions properly.”

“Then what is the problem?”

“You decide what everybody needs before asking them.” Linda gestured toward Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya. “They didn't make you less competent. They made you listen before using the competence.”

The room went quiet.

Tessa eventually raised her hand slightly. “Can I still hit him?”

Linda looked at her. “When appropriate.”

Tessa nodded solemnly. “Excellent.”

Joey sighed. “And we ruined the moment.”

Mistress Switch laughed. “Not at all.”

She approached the four women. “Mara. You understand attention. He wants yours, and you know how to use that without constantly forcing him.”

Mara smiled.

“Nina. You observe before acting. Useful, provided you remember he's a person and not merely an experiment.”

Nina nodded.

“Tessa. Your enthusiasm exceeds your judgment.”

Joey laughed.

Tessa smacked him.

Mistress Switch looked at her.

Tessa lowered the crop. “Point taken.”

“And Priya. You understand something the others are only beginning to learn. Authority doesn't require volume.”

Priya inclined her head.

Mistress Switch regarded all four of them. “Individually, you're promising. Together, you're considerably more interesting.”

Joey looked at the women surrounding him.

Mara caught him. “What?”

“Nothing.”

Nina smiled. “He's thinking again.”

“I am allowed to think.”

“Unfortunately,” Tessa said.

Priya ignored them. “What were you thinking?”

Joey considered lying, decided it wasn't worth the interrogation, and shrugged. “That you're different together.”

“Better or worse?” Mara asked.

“For me?”

“Yes.”

“Much worse.”

Four satisfied expressions appeared.

Joey rolled his eyes. “And apparently that's a compliment now.”

“It is,” Nina said.

Linda approached Mistress Switch. “I agree with your assessment.”

Joey looked between them. “So they passed?”

“This part,” Mistress Switch said.

Tessa frowned. “There's another part?”

Joey looked at her. “How are you surprised by that?”

The crop lifted.

He raised both hands. “Sorry. Continue.”

Mistress Switch smiled. “You've demonstrated that you can control his attention, correct his behavior, and make him useful. More importantly, you've begun functioning together rather than competing with one another.”

She walked slowly around Joey before stopping directly in front of him.

“But so far you've only demonstrated that you can manage him.”

Joey didn't like the distinction.

“Now we find out whether you can train him.”

The amusement disappeared from Mara's expression. Nina pushed her glasses higher. Tessa's grip shifted around her crop, while Priya remained perfectly composed.

Joey looked from one woman to the next. “Why did that suddenly sound considerably more ominous?”

“Because you're finally paying attention,” Linda said.

Mistress Switch smiled. “Your Sissy has already completed his introductory training tonight. He knows what presentation feels like. He knows what correction feels like. He's had his first lessons in physical submission.”

Joey remembered the training hall, the line of Mistresses, the increasingly demanding lessons, and the humiliating realization that each one had been preparing him for the next.

“Oh.”

Tessa smiled. “He figured it out.”

“I hate when you say that.”

“You hate everything right before you enjoy it.”

“That is wildly inaccurate.”

Nina pushed her glasses higher. “Statistically, it's becoming surprisingly defensible.”

“Nina.”

“Just observing.”

Mistress Switch walked toward a door on the opposite side of the room that Joey hadn't noticed before.

“The first training room taught him how to follow strangers,” she said. “This evaluation is different. You're going to demonstrate what you've learned about your own Sissy.”

Joey's gaze moved toward the door. “And what exactly does that involve?”

Mistress Switch opened it.

The room beyond was darker than the mock office, illuminated by low red lights. Joey couldn't see everything from where he stood, but he could see enough: padded furniture, restraints, training equipment, and neatly arranged implements waiting along one wall.

A nervous jolt moved through him.

Tessa stepped closer to the doorway. “Oh, I like this room.”

“Of course you do.”

She tapped the crop against her palm. “Seventeen.”

Joey stared at her. “For what?”

“Judgmental tone.”

“You cannot issue demerits based on tone.”

“Eighteen.”

“That wasn't even—”

Mara took his hand.

Joey stopped.

“Don't help her,” he muttered.

Mara smiled. “I'm helping you.”

“That interpretation is highly debatable.”

“Joey.”

He looked at her.

“Come with us.”

His attention moved past her to the training room. He knew what the next phase represented. His introductory training had been impersonal by comparison, performed by women who hadn't known him and probably wouldn't remember him tomorrow. 

This would be Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya—the four women who knew exactly how he behaved when he was nervous, irritated, embarrassed, or trying desperately to regain control of a situation.

The same four women he'd chosen.

Joey stepped forward.

Nina followed beside him, studying his expression with unmistakable fascination.

“Don't say it.”

“I didn't.”

“You're thinking it.”

“Yes.”

“That's worse.”

Priya passed them and entered the room first. “Inside.”

Joey followed, with Tessa bringing up the rear.

Mistress Switch stopped her before she crossed the threshold. “Tessa.”

Tessa turned.

“Discipline is part of the evaluation. Losing control isn't.”

Tessa glanced at Joey, and her smile became considerably more deliberate. “Understood.”

That answer worried Joey far more than another joke would have.

Linda remained beside Mistress Switch. Joey looked back at her. “You're staying?”

Linda folded her arms. “I'm evaluating them.”

“So you're watching?”

“Of course.”

Joey stared at his boss. “This is going to make Monday unbelievably awkward.”

Linda laughed. “Monday was already going to be unbelievably awkward.”

Mistress Switch entered behind her, and the door closed.

Joey turned back toward Mara, Nina, Tessa, and Priya. The four women spread out around him almost instinctively now. Mara took the position directly in front of him. Nina remained close enough to watch every reaction. 

Tessa stood behind him with the crop, while Priya moved toward the equipment and calmly surveyed what had been prepared.

No one needed to discuss who belonged where.

They had learned.

Joey noticed that too.

Mara lifted his chin. “You called yourself our Sissy.”

“Yes.”

“You said you wanted us to train you.”

“Yes.”

“You still mean it?”

Joey looked at her.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mara smiled. “Good.”

She released him and stepped back. Priya selected the first piece of training equipment, Tessa tapped the crop once against her palm, and Nina pushed her glasses higher.

Joey looked at the four women surrounding him and realized the practical evaluation had only been preparation.

Mara pointed toward the center of the room.

“Position.”

Joey obeyed.


CHAPTER 12

“I said assume your position,” Mara said.

Joey looked at her. “You mean the training position?”

She pointed toward the center of the room. “That's exactly what I mean.”

“You haven't actually taught me what that means.”

“Then you're about to learn. Hands and knees.”

Joey knelt down onto all fours, intensely aware of Linda and Mistress Switch watching from the other side of the room. He had spent the entire evening discovering new definitions for humiliation, and apparently they had saved a particularly efficient one for the practical examination.

“Now present yourself for training,” Priya instructed.

Joey glanced over his shoulder. “Which means?”

Tessa tapped the crop against her palm. “Skirt up.”

He reached behind himself and gathered the short, pleated skirt of his Office Sissy training uniform around his waist.

“Panties down,” Priya said.

Joey hooked his thumbs beneath the waistband and pushed the silky panties down his thighs, leaving himself exposed behind while the chastity cage remained locked tight. Nina crouched beside him and inspected his position with the analytical concentration Joey had already learned to dread.

“Ass higher.”

Joey shifted. “How high do you think I can get it?”

The crop cracked across his backside, making him jerk.

“Twenty,” Tessa announced.

“Oh, we're still counting?”

“Twenty-one.”

Mara laughed. “Of course we are.”

Priya returned from the equipment wall carrying a metal bondage spreader bar. Joey watched her place it beneath him and immediately understood that the simple hands-and-knees position was about to become considerably less simple.

“What is that?”

Nina explained the arrangement while Priya positioned it beneath him. His wrists would be restrained near the center of the bar, his ankles secured at the ends, keeping his legs spread, his upper body lowered, and his hips elevated.

Mara directed his hands toward the restraints. “Wrists here.”

Joey placed them where she indicated, and Nina closed the cuffs with two efficient clicks. Tessa and Priya secured his ankles next. By the time they finished positioning him, Joey was face down with his hips elevated, skirt gathered around his waist and panties around his knees.

He instinctively tested the restraints and discovered exactly what they'd intended him to discover. Nothing moved. He couldn't lower his skirt, couldn't pull his panties back into place, couldn't close his legs and couldn't twist away from anyone standing behind him.

Mara crouched in front of him. “Comfy?”

“Am I supposed to be?”

“Not even a little.”

“Then I am not.”

Nina walked around him, conducting another clinical inspection. “Completely exposed.”

“I noticed.”

“You can't cover yourself.”

“Also noticed.”

Tessa tapped the crop lightly against his backside. “Can't close your legs.”

“Not a chance.”

“Can't reach behind yourself.”

“I wouldn’t try even if I could.”

“We can do anything to you and there is nothing you could do to stop us.”

“Who said I want you to stop?”

Mara slipped two fingers beneath his chin and tilted his face toward hers. “How do you like it?”

Joey tested the restraints again, accomplishing nothing except reminding himself how thoroughly the women had arranged him.

“Humiliating.”

“That wasn't the question.”

Joey met her eyes.

Mara's expression remained patient. “How do you like it?”

His answer came quietly. “I love it.”

Mara smiled. “Then thank us.”

Joey closed his eyes. “Thank you for binding me, Mistress.”

“Which Mistress?”

He opened his eyes again and looked at Mara, then toward as much of the room as his position allowed. “All of you.”

“Say it properly.”

Joey exhaled. “Thank you for binding me, Mistresses.”

“Better.”

The satisfied laughter behind him should have warned Joey that something else was coming.

Tessa stepped into his limited field of vision and hooked both thumbs beneath the hem of her fitted skirt. “You know, Sissy, you've been so distracted by our new outfits that you haven't noticed something.”

Joey looked at her suspiciously. “What?”

Tessa let her skirt drop to the floor, revealing the red strap-on dildo she'd selected downstairs. It was secured around her hips, and presumably ready for action.

“Oh my.”

Tessa grinned. “Surprise.”

Nina stepped beside her and lifted her skirt, revealing the purple strap-on concealed beneath it. Mara followed, exposing the black one Joey remembered her selecting from the pumpkin, and finally Priya raised the hem of her skirt to reveal the matching crimson strap-on hidden beneath her office attire.

All four of the girls had been wearing the strap-ons the entire time.

Joey pulled experimentally against the restraints again. “So you were all wearing those the entire time.”

“Since the moment you walked in the door,” Mara smiled. “We wanted the reveal to have some impact.”

“It definitely is making an impact.”

From behind, Joey heard Tessa’s heels approaching. He twisted his head far enough to catch another glimpse of the red strap-on and suddenly understood exactly why they'd restrained and exposed him this way.

“Now,” Tessa said, “we get to discuss your performance at the office.”

Joey's eyes widened. “I’m listening.”

The women giggled.

Mara stood. “We've been listening to you for two years.”

“Now you’re going to shut your Sissy mouth and listen to us.”

Tessa stepped between his spread legs, took hold of his hips, and positioned herself behind him with the red strap-on.

“Remember the quarterly sales meeting when I said the client numbers were preliminary?” she asked.

Joey's hands tightened around the restraint bar. “Yeah.”

“You interrupted me to explain what preliminary meant.”

“I was clarifying—”

“No,” Tessa said. With a forceful thrust, she pushed the red dildo into Joey’s sissy hole. “You were showboating, trying to impress the boss lady.”

Joey sucked in a breath and pulled instinctively against the restraints, but the spreader bar held him exactly where she'd positioned him. This was the first time he had ever been penetrated and it hurt a lot more than he had imagined. And he had imagined this happening for a long time.

“Okay, maybe I was wrong that one time.”

She continued the punishment, working her dildo in and out of his sissy hole, all the while reminding him that when she'd confronted him afterward about embarrassing her, he'd actually told her she was taking it too personally.

“I see the point you’re trying to make, but—”

Tessa tightened her grip on his hips and continued thrusting, silencing him before he could finish. She was clearly enjoying the fact that Joey couldn't control the discussion. Then she mentioned the expense report she'd submitted that he'd returned three separate times because she used the incorrect account codes.

“When I refused to correct it again, what did you do?”

Joey knew the answer. “I copied Linda on the emails.”

“You ran to the Boss Lady.”

“It was a procedural decision.”

Tessa's strap-on punishment intensified enough to break the rest of the sentence apart. “You're defending yourself while I'm punishing you with a strap-on dildo for compulsively defending yourself. Do you understand how ridiculous that is?”

The room erupted in laughter.

“Point taken,” Joey said and buried his face against the floor. The pain caused by her thrusting was brutal, but there was also something satisfying about being totally powerless to stop her.

“So here's your lesson,” Tessa told him, never surrendering the rhythm she'd established. “When someone tells you that you embarrassed her, you don't explain why she shouldn't be embarrassed. What do you do?”

“Apologize,” Joey said, gritting down.

“For what?”

Joey swallowed his pride along with the last of his argument. “I'm sorry for correcting you in front of everyone. I'm sorry about the expense report.”

Tessa waited.

Joey knew exactly what was missing. “And I'm sorry I copied Linda. And I’ll never do it again.”

“Good Sissy.”

Tessa yanked her dildo from his sissy hole and stepped away.

Joey barely had time to recover before Nina knelt down beside Joey.

Nina's stare answered the question before she did. “Remember when you reorganized the entire shared drive over a weekend.”

“It was in chaos.”

Nina moved behind him and slowly slid her purple strap-on dildo into his sissy hole. Unlike Tessa's aggressive approach, she began with almost experimental precision, watching Joey's reactions while establishing a controlled rhythm.

“I came in Monday and couldn't find anything,” Nina said.

“I made a directory.”

“A directory that required hours of study to understand.” Nina worked him harder. “You solved the problem by creating homework for the rest of us.”

For once, Joey had no immediate response. Perhaps because her forceful thrusting was making it hard for him to think straight.

That seemed to please her. She continued methodically while cataloguing the rest of his crimes: the file-naming conventions he'd changed without consulting anyone and the project tracker he'd redesigned with mandatory status fields, completion percentages, and priority rankings.

Joey still insisted the tracker improved visibility.

“Your improvements added an average of nine minutes and forty-seven seconds to every project update.”

Joey turned his head toward her as much as the restraints permitted. “You actually timed it?”

“I time everything.”

Despite being restrained and worked by Nina's strap-on while she presented statistical evidence against him, Joey laughed. “Of course you have data.”

“I always have data.”

Nina treated his body much the same way. Every squeal and groan became information she could use to make the experience as painfully miserable for him as possible.

“What's the lesson?” Nina asked.

“Ask permission first.”

“And?”

“Listen to the answer.”

“And if everyone says they don't want Joey's brilliant new system?”

Joey grimaced. “I don't implement it anyway.”

Nina gave him one final deliberate reminder thrust of who was controlling the experiment before stepping away.

“Good Sissy.”

Joey was breathing hard enough that Mara was laughing before she'd even taken Nina's place. He heard the shift behind him and knew the black strap-on was next.

“You make everything into an argument,” Mara said as she took hold of him.

“That is objectively—”

Mara thrust her strap-on inside him. Hers was bigger, stretching his hole further than it already had been.

Joey's argument vanished in the wake of the pain.

“That shut you up remarkably well,” she said. “And now that I have your full attention, remember the client lunch where everyone wanted sandwich wraps, but you wanted Thai.”

“The Thai place had a four-point-eight rating.”

Mara broke into a rapid rhythm of thrusting and withdrawing while reminding him that everyone had to waste fifteen minutes listening to him compare delivery fees, restaurant ratings, portion sizes, and whether sandwiches constituted an adequate business lunch. When everyone finally voted for sandwiches, Joey had ordered Thai for himself and spent lunch explaining why his meal was better.

“Okay.” Joey gritted down. “I can see how some people might find that annoying.”

“You were insufferable.”

It wasn't only lunch, Mara continued thrusting inward. Restaurants. Meetings. Thermostat settings. Parking validation. Coffee. The office Christmas party. Anything capable of becoming a preference became a debate Joey intended to win.

Mara's rhythm changed whenever he started trying to formulate another argument, until Joey began recognizing the pattern. She knew exactly when he was about to retreat into words and exactly how to make those words considerably harder to assemble.

Then Mara identified the part he hadn't recognized himself.

“You keep going until everybody either agrees with you or gets too exhausted to continue,” she said. “Now we’re going to exhaust you until you’re too exhausted to continue.”

Joey's fingers tightened around the restraint bar. “Okay, you’re right about everything. And I was wrong. I behaved badly.”

Mara stopped pumping and let her dildo slip loose from his sissy hole.

Priya approached last.

Joey heard her behind him but, unlike the others, she didn't immediately begin. She let him wait, restrained and exposed, until the anticipation itself became uncomfortable.

Finally Priya said, “Tuesday staff meetings.”

“Just cut to the point, what did I do wrong?”

Priya moved into position behind him and slowly slid her crimson strap-on dildo into his sissy hole. Her dildo was significantly longer and thicker than the others and went much deeper into his body.

Her approach was slower than the others. She pushed it all the way in and then pulled it almost all the way out.

“Every Tuesday Linda gets to the end of the meeting and asks whether anyone has anything else,” Priya said. “Everyone starts packing up, and then you say—”

“Actually, one more thing,” Joey said. “And then I start into something that I think is important but nobody else does.”

“Correct,” Priya said. “We should have done this to you a long time ago.”

Priya kept moving, slowly pushing in and pulling out.

Joey immediately realized his mistake. “Maybe so.”

Then she arrived at the grievance they apparently all shared.

Linda.

Whenever Mara, Nina, Tessa, or Priya disagreed with Joey long enough, he'd eventually announce that he was going to ask the Boss Lady.

From across the room Linda said, “Sounds like we’re starting to get somewhere here, but I wonder if he is just saying what we want to hear to avoid a prolonged punishment.”

“I was wondering the same thing,” Priya said and continued working him, keeping the pace slow enough that Joey remained completely aware of both what she was doing and what she was saying.

“You don't merely ask Linda for another opinion,” Priya said.

“I’m not. I understand what you’re saying and why you’re saying it.”

“But have you learned anything?” Tessa said.

Joey understood. “My Mistress. I have.”

“And what have you learned?” Linda asked.

“That I need to shut my Sissy mouth and learn my place,” Joey said.

For once, Joey had no correction, qualification, or improved version of what she'd said. He lowered his head against the padding while Priya finished her turn, exhausted, exposed, and painfully aware that four women he'd spent years frustrating understood his worst habits considerably better than he had understood them himself.

“Good sissy,” Linda said.

Priya finally pulled out her dildo and stepped away.

Joey lowered his head and caught his breath. His body was exhausted, his pride had been stripped down almost as thoroughly as the rest of him, and yet beneath all of it was an undeniable sense of anticipation. He had no idea what they intended to do next, but some part of him already wanted to know.

Across the room, Mistress Switch exchanged a glance with Linda. The two women had watched the entire evaluation without interfering, and Joey suddenly became conscious of that fact all over again. 

His boss had witnessed everything, every punishment, every admission, every moment when he had stopped arguing and simply obeyed. The realization should have made him want to disappear. Instead, it made the whole experience feel more real.

Mistress Switch finally addressed the four trainees. “Well?”

Mara looked toward the others. Nina nodded, Tessa grinned, and Priya answered for all four of them.

“He’s ready.”

The words hit Joey harder than he expected. Ready implied that everything they had just done had been preparation for something else, something none of them had bothered to explain to him. Nervous curiosity surged through him as he lifted his head.

“Ready for what?”

Linda laughed from beside Mistress Switch. “After all that, you’re still asking questions.”


CHAPTER 13

Nina returned carrying a smooth phallic vibrator and a remote control. Joey stared at it, then at Nina.

“What is that for?”

“It’s your next lesson,” Mara said.

Joey's heart began to race. “Please, Mistresses, I beg you, I don’t know if I can take any more punishment tonight.”

“This isn’t about punishment,” Nina said and showed Joey the vibrator. It was slender, about six inches in length and slightly curved, with a T-shape at the base to make sure it doesn’t go too far inside. “This is quite the opposite. This is about pleasure. Sissy pleasure.”

“This little device is designed to stimulate your Sissy g-spot,” Nina explained.

“Sissies have a g-spot?”

Nina stepped around behind Joey and put the tip of the vibrator up to his sissy hole. “Buckle up, Sissy. You’re about to experience your first Sissygasm.”

“Is that a real thing or are you teasing me again?”

“We’re going to let you decide that for yourself, Sissy,” Nina said and nudged the vibrator into his sissy hole.

Tessa held the remote control up so Joey could see it. “Are you ready to have your Sissy brain reprogrammed?”

“Explain that,” Joey said.

Nina set the control to the lowest setting and clicked the start button.

Joey's entire body jerked. “Oh fuck.”

“You don’t know the half of it.”

Tessa laughed while Nina adjusted the control, intensifying the sensation. Joey instinctively pulled against the restraints only to discover again that there was nowhere for him to go. Worse, his penis immediately responded inside the chastity cage, trying to become fully erect where the rigid enclosure refused to allow it.

Pain and pleasure collided.

“Oh my god.”

Mara crouched in front of him. “Stay with it.”

“I can't—”

“Yes, you can.”

Nina increased the vibration again. Joey's ability to speak was gone. The sensation originated somewhere deeper than the pleasure he associated with touching himself, radiating outward through his pelvis while the cage prevented his penis from participating in the way his body expected.

Joey tried to move his hips, but the restraints stopped him. He tried to close his legs and couldn't. His wrists remained locked, preventing him from reaching himself. There was absolutely nothing he could do except experience whatever his Mistresses decided to give him.

Nina increased the vibration.

Joey wailed out.

“Damn, that looks hot,” Tessa said.

“Seriously, can I go next?” Priya asked.

The sensation continued building while his chastity cage transformed every instinctive attempt at arousal into another layer of pain and frustration. Joey couldn't control the rhythm of what was happening to him. His old sexual reflexes had become useless, and something else was taking their place.

Nina adjusted the control higher again. Joey's restraints rattled as his entire body tensed.

“He’s getting close now,” Mara said. “This is going to be insane.”

“Sissygasm in 3…2…1…”

Then the orgasm thundered through Joey’s body, starting deep within him instead of in his penis. It was so different from what he expected that for a fraction of a second he didn't understand what was happening.

“Now cum like a Sissy,” Tessa said.

His body convulsed as pleasure surged through him from somewhere entirely disconnected from the familiar mechanics he'd associated with orgasm. His penis remained trapped and untouched inside the chastity cage while the rest of him surrendered to a climax he hadn't known his body could produce.

Joey wailed out in pure ecstasy.

Mara was profoundly fascinated. “I’ve never heard a man orgasm like that.”

“He sounds more like a girl,” Tessa said.

“Like a Sissy girl,” Priya said.

His thighs trembled and his fingers clenched uselessly around the restraint bar as wave after wave passed through him. Eventually the orgasm began to recede, leaving Joey sagging against the restraints.

“Oh my god.”

“That’s goddess, Sissy.”

“I think he’s about done,” Tessa said.

Nina didn't turn off the vibrator. “Not yet. That was just the easy one.”

The stimulation continued. Joey's eyes opened wide. At first he didn't understand how it could keep going. In all his experiences of self-service, ejaculation was the end. But this was still going and slowly started building again.

“I think his brain has left the building,” Tessa said.

“More like the planet,” Mara said.

The vibrator continued.

Joey pulled helplessly against the restraints as pleasure became almost painfully intense. Every nerve felt exposed now, every vibration landing on a body that had already received far more stimulation than Joey knew how to process.

“Please make it stop,” he managed to squeeze out between the gasping and squealing.

“Not yet,” Tessa said.

The other girls looked to one another and had a conversation with their eyes, at first unsure if they should intervene, but they resolved that this was Tessa’s game and they were collectively curious to see where it was going.

Tessa crouched nearby. “Are you sure you want it to stop?”

Joey nodded.

“Words,” Tessa ordered.

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But what if I decided this was the last time you would ever experience sexual release,” she said with a diabolical sneer. “Would you want me to stop or would you want for it to last as long as possible?”

“I can’t. I can’t—”

“Can’t think enough to process that one,” Tessa said.

“I’m not sure if I envy him or feel bad for him,” Priya said.

Priya rested a hand against his back. “You're learning.”

The lesson wasn't that pleasure required pain or that suffering automatically made him a Sissy. It was more personal than that. Joey had spent his life believing that control was the prerequisite for getting what he wanted, and tonight had systematically dismantled that assumption.

Mara stroked his hair. “You don't decide where the pleasure comes from.”

Nina adjusted the control, making Joey gasp.

“You don't get to control everything,” Priya said.

Joey might have offered his opinion if his brain was still capable of producing an argument. Instead, he trembled against the restraints while the four women he'd chosen controlled an experience more overwhelming than anything he'd ever given himself.

“See, you’re beyond logical arguments,” Tessa said. “No more trying to assert yourself with tiresome rambling. The old Joey is gone right now.”

Mara leaned close to Joey. “What are you now?”

“A Sissy.”

“Whose Sissy?”

Nina intensified the vibration.

“Oh god yes!” Joey cried. “I’m a Sissy and I belong to all of you! My Mistresses.”

Tessa smiled. “Good Sissy.”

Linda finally stepped up after having been watching from afar. “Then perhaps he's ready.”

Joey managed to lift his head. “Ready for what?”

Tessa turned the vibrator up to maximum. Joey's entire body twitched and trembled in response.

Linda smiled. “We need a Sissy.”

“A properly trained Sissy,” Nina said.

Tessa tapped her crop against the restraint bar. “A Sissy who understands correction.”

Priya crouched beside his face. “A Sissy who serves instead of trying to control.”

Mara smiled. “An Office Sissy.”

The words cut through Joey's exhausted haze.

Linda folded her arms. “I told you there might be professional applications.”

Joey attempted to laugh and produced something closer to a broken moan.

Mara held his gaze. “Do you want to be our Office Sissy?”

Joey nodded, indicating that he did.

“Beg us.”

“Please.”

“Please what?” Mara asked.

“Please, Mistresses.”

“Not enough.”

Joey pulled helplessly against the restraints. The humiliation should have been unbearable. Instead, stripped of every opportunity to hide behind another argument, he found himself wanting to say the words.

“Please train me.”

Tessa smiled. “And?”

“Punish me.”

“And?”

“Make me your Office Sissy.”

Mara's smile widened. “Whose Sissy?”

“Yours.”

“Again.”

“Your Sissy. All four of you.”

Priya leaned closer. “Who has authority to train you?”

“You all do.”

“And correct you?”

“You all do.”

“And punish you?”

Joey trembled. “You all do.”

Tessa smiled. “Ask properly.”

“Please, Mistresses. Train me. Punish me. Make me your Office Sissy.”

“How badly do you want it?”

“So fucking badly.”

“Language,” Tessa said.

Joey almost laughed too.

The treatment continued until Joey quit reflexively fighting the restraints and simply surrendered to the pain and pleasure. He stopped moaning and squealing and became one with his reality.

Finally, Nina hit the off button. The vibrator stopped.

Joey collapsed as much as the restraints permitted, hearing nothing for several seconds except his own breathing. They removed the vibrator and replaced it with the plug that would remain as one final reminder of his training. Only then did Nina begin releasing his wrists while Priya freed his ankles.

Mistress Switch surveyed the exhausted Sissy, then glanced toward another garment bag hanging beside the training-room wardrobe. “He shouldn't leave Sissyville dressed for the office. Not yet.”

A few minutes later, the women had unshackled him, gotten him to his feet, legs trembling and his body still twitching. They helped him change out of the tailored Office Sissy training uniform and into a pink-and-white Sissy maid uniform layered with lace and feminine details, restoring the blond wig and touching up enough of his makeup to make him presentable for the ride home.

The chastity cage remained securely hidden beneath his panties, and they inserted a rubber plug into his sissy hole.

The girls headed toward the door with Linda and Mistress Switch leading the way. They left Joey on his knees, alone and half dazed out of his senses.

Joey managed to lift his head. “Where are you going?”

Mara looked back. “To let our Sissy think.”

They left, and the door closed behind them.

For a long time, Joey didn't move.

His entire body ached. His backside burned from punishment. The plug was an unavoidable reminder of everything he'd experienced. His penis remained locked inside the chastity cage, still occasionally throbbing as though it hadn't received the message that the evening's sexual climax had happened entirely without it.

He should have been mortified.

He was mortified.

Four women from his office had restrained him, revealed the strap-ons they'd been secretly wearing beneath their skirts, punished him with them one after another, subjected him to the fantasies he'd spent years keeping private, made him beg for their training, and taught his body that pleasure could happen in ways he'd never allowed himself to imagine as real.

His boss had watched.

There might not be enough therapy in California to unpack that sentence.

Joey started laughing, quietly at first and then harder, because beneath the humiliation, exhaustion, and overwhelming absurdity of everything that had happened since he'd walked into the break room, there was something else.

Joy.

Not curiosity. Not a costume. Not some private fantasy he could close in a browser window and pretend didn't mean anything.

This was him.

The realization settled over Joey while he lay exhausted in the training room, still locked, plugged, and dressed in the frilly pink-and-white maid uniform of the feminized version of himself he'd spent years pretending existed only in fantasy.

He smiled.

“I am a Sissy.”


CHAPTER 14

The strangest part of the drive home was how completely normal everyone was acting.

Mara drove while Nina sat beside her scrolling through pictures from the party, and Tessa and Priya were squeezed into the back with Joey, talking over each other about their favorite moments of the night. 

They sounded like friends returning from any other Halloween party, comparing costumes, laughing about people they'd met, and arguing over which rooms in the mansion had been the most fun.

Joey sat between them in the pink-and-white Sissy maid uniform they'd changed him into before leaving Sissyville, his blond wig slightly crooked and his makeup well past its expiration date, listening in disbelief.

It had not been any ordinary Friday night.

His body certainly knew the difference. His backside still tingled from the punishment, his mouth ached from the training he'd received earlier in the evening, and muscles he hadn't known could become sore were lodging formal complaints about the last several hours.

The chastity cage remained securely locked beneath his panties, exactly where Ingrid had put it. Mistress Switch had been given the key during his fitting, but somewhere amid the maze, his training, Linda's arrival, and everything that followed, Joey had lost track of whether she still possessed it or had handed it to someone else.

That seemed like the sort of detail a rational person should have clarified before leaving Sissyville.

Rational decision-making hadn't exactly characterized his evening.

Joey shifted to his left.

Nope.

He tried his right.

Worse.

Tessa glanced sideways. “Would you stop squirming?”

Joey stared at her. “You know why I'm sitting weird.”

“Do I?”

“Yes, you do.” Her smile told him she absolutely did, which only irritated him more. “You Sissy-plugged me. It's kind of hard to sit comfortably with it still in.”

Nina burst out laughing from the front seat while Priya covered her mouth, unsuccessfully attempting to disguise her own amusement.

Joey looked between them. “Oh, that's funny? I'm glad my discomfort is providing entertainment.”

“You'll learn,” Priya said.

Joey narrowed his eyes. “Learn what?”

“How to sit with it.”

Something about the casualness of her answer made him pause. Tessa settled comfortably against the seat beside him.

“You'll have plenty of time to practice.”

“How much time?”

“As long as you're in chastity.”

Joey looked automatically toward the frilly maid skirt and the locked cage concealed beneath it. “Okay. How long is that?”

The women exchanged glances.

Joey noticed immediately. “What?”

Mara caught his eyes in the rearview mirror and smiled. “Anyway, silly Sissy.”

“No. Absolutely not.” Joey leaned forward as far as his current predicament comfortably allowed. “You don't get to anyway, silly Sissy after that sentence. How long am I staying in chastity?”

Nina turned around in the passenger seat. “You'll find out.”

“That's not an answer.”

“It was the answer you got.”

Joey looked toward Priya, then Tessa, searching for somebody willing to provide actual information. Neither woman appeared remotely sympathetic. The ridiculous thing was that he understood perfectly well what they were telling him even if they refused to give him a number.

The chastity cage wasn't merely a Halloween-party accessory anymore. Neither was the plug, the feminine clothing, or the word Sissy. Somewhere during the night, all of it had crossed an invisible boundary between something they were doing with him at a party and something that had become part of him.

Hearing them acknowledge it so casually made that considerably more real.

Joey shifted again.

Tessa smiled. “See? Practice.”

“Fuck you.”

Her eyebrows rose.

Joey sighed. “Fuck you, Mistress.”

“Better.”

Priya laughed and leaned comfortably against his shoulder while Joey watched Los Angeles slide past the window. Nina had already returned to sorting photographs.

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “Here's the one of Mara with the devil.”

“Let me see,” Tessa said.

Joey stared at them.

That was apparently what they were doing now.

He had spent the last several hours being feminized, restrained, punished, subjected to his first Sissy hole training by four women he worked with, driven into an orgasm that hadn't involved his penis at all, plugged, locked in chastity, and made to beg them to train him as their Office Sissy.

Now Nina was disappointed that she hadn't taken enough pictures.

Joey finally couldn't stand it anymore. “How the hell are all of you acting so normal?”

Mara glanced at him in the mirror. “Normal how?”

“Like we just went dancing and had a few drinks. You're looking at pictures. You're talking about costumes. I spent several hours being sexually humiliated by women I work with.”

“Among other things,” Nina added.

“Thank you, Nina.”

“You seemed to enjoy yourself.”

“That is spectacularly beside the point.”

Tessa put a hand on his thigh. “Did you?”

Joey looked at her. She already knew the answer, and so did everyone else in the SUV. There wasn't much dignity left to preserve after tonight anyway.

“Yes.”

“How much?”

He looked away toward the window. “A lot.”

Priya settled more comfortably against his shoulder. “Then maybe that's why we're acting like we had a good time.”

Joey considered that and hated how reasonable it sounded.

The four women weren't behaving as though nothing significant had happened. They were behaving as though something enormously significant had happened and they'd all enjoyed it. Apparently that distinction was going to take Joey longer to process than it had taken them.

Nina held up her phone. “You want to see pictures?”

“No.”

“You haven't seen them.”

“I was there.”

“That isn't the same thing.”

“It is substantially the same thing.”

Nina swiped several times and turned the phone around anyway.

Joey looked despite himself.

The first picture was from the ballroom. Mara and Tessa were on either side of him, both grinning, while Joey stood between them in the pink Sailor Scout costume he'd arrived in. He looked nervous, embarrassed, and considerably less certain of himself than the Joey currently sitting in the SUV.

Nina swiped through another picture and then another. The transformation of the evening was strangely visible when reduced to photographs. 

Early Joey kept looking toward the camera as though somebody might still tell him this had all been an elaborate joke. Later Joey was smiling. Later still, the smiles had stopped looking accidental.

Then Nina reached one she'd apparently taken near the end of the night, after they had changed him out of the Office Sissy training uniform and into the pink-and-white maid outfit he was wearing now. 

His wig had just been put back into place, Mara was still adjusting the front of the maid dress, and Joey was standing there looking exhausted, overwhelmed, and undeniably pleased with himself.

He stared at the picture.

“Delete that.”

“No.”

“Nina.”

“Absolutely not.”

“I look ridiculous.”

Mara glanced at him through the mirror. “You look happy.”

That stopped him.

Joey looked at the picture again.

Dammit.

He did.

Nina lowered the phone without comment.

They drove another few miles before a different thought pushed through Joey's exhaustion. It had been bothering him since they left the mansion, something about the evening that didn't fit together no matter how many times he mentally retraced his route through the Halloween maze.

“The maze.”

Nobody answered.

Joey looked around. “What about the maze?”

“What about it?” Nina asked.

“It was weird.”

Tessa laughed. “You're going to need to narrow that down considerably.”

“No, seriously. Think about it. Every room I went into seemed specifically designed to push me toward the next thing. Every person I encountered somehow knew exactly what to say to me. The Sirens pushed me into admitting things I hadn't admitted to myself. The training rooms kept escalating exactly when I was ready for the next thing. Then the interview led me directly to you four, which led to the evaluation.”

Joey looked from one woman to another as the pattern became even more suspicious when spoken aloud.

“That's not a maze. That's a curriculum.”

Mara kept her attention on the freeway.

Joey leaned forward. “Was it planned?”

Nobody answered.

“Oh, come on.”

Priya inspected one of her fingernails while Tessa suddenly found the passing scenery fascinating.

Joey looked toward Nina. “Did you guys know?”

Nina smiled.

“That's not an answer.”

“I didn't say anything.”

“Exactly. You can't keep a secret to save your life, so now I'm really suspicious.”

“That's demonstrably false.”

“Mara?”

“Driving.”

“That has never stopped you from talking before.”

Mara smiled at him through the mirror.

Joey's suspicion deepened. “Mistress Switch knew who I was before I went into that maze, didn't she? You'd already sent Sissyville my picture. Did she set the whole thing up? Did everybody in there know where I was supposed to go next?”

Priya finally answered. “Everything that happened, happened.”

Joey waited for the rest.

There wasn't any.

“That is a completely meaningless sentence.”

“It means everything that happened, happened,” Priya repeated, “and that's all you need to understand.”

“That's not how understanding works.”

“It is tonight.”

Joey sat back, dissatisfied.

Maybe Mistress Switch had been manipulating events from the moment he entered the mansion. Maybe Mara and the others knew considerably more than they were admitting. Or maybe there really was something supernatural about Sissyville. After everything Joey had experienced tonight, magic had somehow become only the fourth or fifth most ridiculous explanation.

There was another possibility too, one he found considerably more intriguing: perhaps Sissyville simply knew what people wanted before they were willing to admit it themselves.

Every room had seemed to find the next thing Joey was afraid to acknowledge and put it directly in front of him. Every time another door appeared, he'd gone through it. Whether somebody had engineered that progression or something stranger had been guiding him through the mansion, Joey couldn't decide.

He studied the women around him and realized none of them intended to help.

“Seriously? That's all I get?”

Mara smiled at him in the mirror. “Anyway, silly Sissy.”

Joey pointed toward her. “You're going to abuse that phrase now, aren't you?”

“Probably.”

“Fantastic.”

For several minutes he let the mystery go. The SUV continued through the nearly empty streets while Nina resumed sorting photographs, Priya rested against him, and Tessa periodically glanced over whenever Joey shifted uncomfortably.

He should have been exhausted enough to fall asleep.

There were too many questions.

Eventually one became more important than all the others.

“So what happens now?”

That produced another exchange of glances.

Joey immediately pointed at them. “Stop doing that.”

“Doing what?” Nina asked.

“That secret telepathic Mistress communication thing. Just answer the question.”

Mara smiled through the rearview mirror. “You go to work Monday.”

Joey waited. “That's it?”

Tessa laughed. “Oh, that's definitely not it.”

Joey looked at her.

Tessa smiled back.

Then he remembered Linda standing inside the training room.

His boss.

A seasoned Mistress.

The woman who had spent years listening to Joey complain about the four women currently surrounding him.

“Oh, shit.”

Mara laughed. “What?”

“Monday.”

“Yes, Joey. That's generally what comes after the weekend.”

“Linda is going to be there.”

Nina turned in her seat. “She does work there.”

“You know what I mean.”

They absolutely did.

Joey rubbed both hands over his face. “How am I supposed to walk into that office and have a normal conversation with her after tonight?”

Tessa looked genuinely puzzled. “Why would you expect it to be normal?”

“That is not helping.”

Priya smiled. “Maybe normal changed.”

Joey lowered his hands.

That landed harder than he'd expected.

Normal changed.

He looked around the SUV at the four women he'd known for years. Mara was still Mara. Nina was still Nina. Tessa was still Tessa. Priya was still Priya. None of them had magically transformed into different people because of what happened in Sissyville.

Neither had Joey.

That was the strange part.

Everything they'd discovered tonight had already been there.

Sissyville had simply made it impossible to keep pretending otherwise.

“So this really continues Monday,” he said.

Mara met his eyes in the mirror. “You begged us to train you.”

Joey remembered.

Quite vividly.

“I know.”

“You called yourself our Sissy,” Nina said.

“I remember that too.”

“You specifically asked all four of us to make you our Sissy,” Tessa reminded him.

“Yes, thank you. My memory remains painfully functional.”

Priya looked at him. “Then why are you asking whether it continues?”

Joey opened his mouth but discovered he had no immediate answer, something that was becoming irritatingly common around Priya.

Finally he said, “Because Monday is real life.”

“So is this,” Priya replied.

Joey looked at her.

No one laughed.

For all the absurdity of the evening, Priya's answer cut cleanly through it.

This wasn't a fantasy he'd awakened from. It wasn't even something that had simply happened to him. He had participated in it. Chosen it. Asked for more of it. Asked these specific women to continue it.

Monday wasn't where the fantasy ended.

Monday was where he discovered what it meant.

Joey sank back against the seat, immediately regretted the pressure of the plug, and shifted sideways again.

The women laughed.

“Stop laughing. I'm trying to have an existential crisis.”

“You're doing very well,” Nina said.

“At the existential crisis?”

“At sitting with the plug.”

“Fuck you.”

Tessa raised an eyebrow.

Joey sighed. “Fuck you, Mistress.”

“Twenty-four.”

“Oh, come on!”

“Twenty-five.”

“You know what? I'm not even asking what those are for anymore.”

Tessa smiled. “Progress.”

Joey tried to look annoyed.

Unfortunately, he was smiling.

Nina noticed first. “Look at him.”

Joey immediately tried to stop, which only made Mara glance into the mirror.

“Oh my God,” Nina said. “He's happy.”

“Shut up.”

Tessa's eyebrow went up again.

Joey pointed at her. “Don't.”

“Twenty-six.”

“I didn't even say anything!”

“You pointed.”

“There are pointing demerits now?”

“Twenty-seven.”

Joey dropped his hand into his lap. “This system has no governing principles.”

Tessa grinned. “You're finally understanding it.”

Even Joey laughed at that.

He turned toward the window again, watching the lights pass while Priya rested against his shoulder. The possibility that tonight wasn't an isolated fantasy, that this strange, humiliating, exhilarating dynamic was actually going to follow him back into ordinary life should have frightened him more than anything that had happened inside Sissyville.

Instead, it felt like the best part.

He'd spent years privately imagining pieces of this without believing they could ever coexist with the person everyone else knew as Joey. Somehow, during one ridiculous Halloween night, the fantasy and the man had collided.

He didn't want to separate them again.

Mara caught his expression in the mirror. “You're happy.”

Joey looked toward the window, suddenly self-conscious. “Maybe.”

“Liar,” Tessa said.

Joey laughed. “Fine. I'm happy.”

“How happy?” Nina asked.

“Don't push it.”

Priya rested her head more comfortably against his shoulder. “Good, silly Sissy.”

That landed differently now too.

Joey smiled at the passing lights. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “I guess I am.”

Mara eventually turned onto his street, and Joey looked down at the frilly maid uniform covering his exhausted body. Earlier that week, he'd been the irritating office know-it-all the women had reluctantly invited because they needed a male guest for a Halloween party. 

Since then, they'd spent several evenings feminizing him for the costume, taken him to Sissyville, watched him discover things about himself he'd spent years avoiding, and somehow become the four women he'd willingly asked to train him.

Now he was going home sore, plugged, locked in chastity, dressed as a Sissy maid, and officially their Sissy.

And his boss knew everything.

That last part still had the potential to cause permanent psychological damage.

There were a thousand unanswered questions. Joey knew Mistress Switch had originally taken possession of his chastity key, but he had no idea whether she still had it or had given it to one of his four Mistresses. 

He didn't know how long he'd remain locked. He didn't know when the plug was coming out, exactly what Linda intended to do with him Monday morning, what his actual Office Sissy uniform was going to look like, or whether the Sissyville maze had been an elaborate setup, supernatural intervention, or something stranger than either.

For once in his life, Joey didn't need every answer immediately.

That realization might have been the strangest thing Sissyville had done to him.

The SUV stopped outside his apartment. Joey carefully climbed out, discovering yet another angle at which sitting for the last hour had made him sore, and straightened his maid skirt before closing the door.

“Joey,” Mara called through the open window.

He turned.

“Monday morning. Eight-thirty.”

He nodded.

“Don't be late, Sissy.”

Joey looked at Mara, then Nina, Tessa, and Priya. There was no embarrassment in their expressions and no suggestion that tonight was something they intended to pretend hadn't happened. To them, apparently, there wasn't even anything particularly strange about it anymore.

They'd gone to Sissyville together. They'd had an incredible night. They'd discovered something about Joey he'd spent years hiding even from himself, and they were now dropping their Sissy off at home before everyone returned to work Monday morning.

Just another Friday night.

Except Joey knew better.

Everything had changed.

The strangest part was how desperately he wanted it to stay changed.

Joey smiled.

“Yes, Mistress.”


CHAPTER 15

Monday morning arrived with a new week and a new life.

Joey had spent most of the weekend wondering whether Friday night would somehow become less ridiculous with distance. It hadn't. On Sunday evening, Mara had stopped by his apartment with a garment bag and instructions from Linda for how he was expected to report to work Monday morning.

That was how Joey finally discovered what his actual Office Sissy uniform looked like. Standing in front of his mirror the next morning wearing it had made Sissyville feel considerably more real.

The uniform was deliberately feminine without looking like a Halloween costume: a fitted white blouse, a short black pleated skirt, sheer stockings secured beneath it, glossy black heels, and a narrow pink collar fastened snugly around his neck.

The chastity cage remained locked beneath his panties, and the rubber plug from Friday night was still in place. Between the cage, the collar, the heels, and the plug subtly altering his posture and stride, there was no possibility of forgetting what he had agreed to become.

Halloween was over. There was no mansion, no maze, no costumed strangers, and no convenient fantasy world where ordinary rules seemed temporarily suspended. This was the same office where Joey had worked for years, with the same desks, fluorescent lights, conference rooms, ringing phones, and temperamental copier. Only Joey was different.

Walking from the elevator to the sales department felt more intimidating than entering Sissyville had. People looked. Joey noticed every single one of them looking, but he kept walking, trying not to think about the fact that everyone who saw him today would presumably see him again tomorrow.

This wasn't a costume anymore.

This was how he'd been told to report for work.

Tessa glanced up from her computer when Joey reached her desk, gave his Office Sissy uniform an approving once-over, then returned her attention to the screen. “Coffee.”

“I brought my own from home.”

Tessa slowly looked up again. She didn't say anything, merely staring at him with the particular expression one reserved for someone who had somehow failed a question so simple it shouldn't have required an answer. Joey stared back until realization arrived.

“Oh. You meant your coffee.”

Tessa nodded.

“Right. Sorry, Mistress.”

“That's okay.” She turned toward a whiteboard mounted beside her desk. Written across the top in large pink letters were the words SISSY DEMERITS: JOEY. Tessa picked up a marker and drew a single vertical line beneath them. “One demerit.”

Joey stared at the board. “What the hell is that for?”

Tessa added another line. “Two demerits.”

“What happens when I get demerits?”

A third line appeared. “Three.”

Joey looked from the marks to Tessa and could already see exactly how this system worked. Worse, he could see how easily she could keep him standing there until the entire whiteboard was covered. When Tessa uncapped the marker again, Joey raised both hands. “Nope. Not going for four.”

She smiled.

He surrendered and headed toward the break room. “Coffee. Two sugars.”

“Good Sissy.”

Behind him came the squeak of marker against whiteboard. Joey stopped and slowly looked back. Tessa was adding another mark.

His mouth fell open. “Seriously?”

She smiled sweetly. “Four. I didn't tell you how I take my coffee.”

Joey fought every instinct demanding that he explain precisely why that was unfair. Tessa held the marker poised beside the board, ready for number five.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Black.”

Joey headed for the break room without another word as Tessa called after him, “See? You're learning already.”

He refused to turn around. Whoever had decided Tessa needed access to a whiteboard had made a catastrophic mistake.

Joey hadn't even reached the break room before Nina intercepted him and requested tea. Priya needed copies prepared before her morning meeting, while Mara wanted him to pick something up from reception and then stop by her desk because she had another task waiting. Within twenty minutes, Joey had gone from wondering exactly what being the Office Sissy meant to discovering that the answer was apparently whatever they needed him to do.

The strange thing was how quickly the arrangement began to feel natural. Joey moved through the familiar office in unfamiliar clothes, serving the same women he'd worked beside for years while they treated the change in their relationship as though it had been inevitable. 

Every casual Sissy reminded him of Friday night, and every Mistress that came out of his own mouth made his new reality a little harder to dismiss as an elaborate game that would eventually end.

By ten o'clock, he'd delivered coffee and tea, made copies, reorganized presentation materials, picked something up from reception, and spent twenty minutes helping Nina locate a spreadsheet she'd somehow saved in the wrong directory. That last task nearly broke him.

“You put it in Archived Accounts,” Joey said.

“I know that now.”

“It's a current account.”

“Thank you, Joey.”

“There is literally a folder called Current Accounts.”

Nina slowly removed her glasses and looked at him. Joey recognized the expression immediately.

“Would you like to finish that thought?” she asked.

He glanced toward Tessa's whiteboard. Several more marks had appeared beneath his name, and he wasn't entirely sure when half of them had gotten there. “No, Mistress.”

“Good Sissy.”

Nina put her glasses back on and returned to work while Joey walked away smiling despite himself. He was embarrassed, hyperaware of the pink collar around his neck and the feminine clothes on his body, and every time one of the women called him Sissy within earshot of another employee, the humiliation he'd discovered in Sissyville returned. 

Beneath all of it, however, remained the same realization he'd experienced during the ride home.

He was happy.

Near lunchtime, Joey noticed a mistake in one of the department's weekly reports. He leaned over Mara's desk and pointed toward the monitor. “Actually, this whole process would be more efficient if we changed the reporting structure so—”

Four heads turned toward him at once. Joey stopped. Mara waited, Nina peered over her glasses, Priya folded her arms, and Tessa slowly reached for the pink marker.

Joey cleared his throat. “May I make a suggestion, Mistress?”

Nobody spoke for a moment until Nina finally looked at him in genuine astonishment. “Holy shit.”

Mara smiled. “He's trainable.”

“Barely,” Tessa said.

Priya gestured toward the monitor. “Go ahead, Sissy.”

Joey explained his idea. It was a good one, and to his considerable satisfaction, they actually used it. Becoming a Sissy hadn't magically cured him of having opinions, and apparently nobody expected it to. He was still Joey. He was simply learning that having an idea didn't necessarily entitle everyone else in the building to an unsolicited forty-minute presentation about it.

He straightened triumphantly. “See? Sometimes I'm right.”

The marker squeaked against the whiteboard.

Joey looked toward Tessa. “What was that for?”

She raised the marker again.

He immediately turned away. “Never mind.”

Behind him, Nina laughed.

By the afternoon, the rhythm of his new position had settled around him. Mara liked sending him on errands and seemed especially entertained by making him return whenever he'd misunderstood some tiny detail.

Nina had discovered that Joey could be remarkably useful when his obsessive attention to procedure was pointed in the right direction. Priya rarely needed more than a look before he understood what she expected, while Tessa appeared determined to discover exactly how many marks could physically fit on one whiteboard.

More surprising was the realization that none of them were trying to erase his personality. Joey still caught mistakes, still had opinions, and still occasionally thought everyone around him was doing something in the stupidest possible way.

The difference was that he was learning he didn't need to announce every thought the instant it entered his head. Apparently submission didn't mean becoming mindless. In Joey's case, it might simply mean developing a filter.

At three forty-five, Linda's office door opened.

“Joey.”

He looked up. Linda stood in the doorway and crooked one finger toward her office. “Inside.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Joey followed her in. Linda returned behind her desk and pointed toward the open door. “Close it, Sissy.”

The word coming from his boss still hit differently. Joey closed the door and sat when she indicated the chair opposite her. Linda studied him for a moment, taking in the uniform, the collar, and apparently everything else about his first day.

“How was it?”

“Humiliating.”

“Good.”

“I wasn't finished.” Joey glanced down at himself. “Humiliating, exhausting, occasionally ridiculous, and surprisingly fun.”

“Better.”

“I still can't believe we're actually doing this.”

“You'll adjust.”

“That's what everybody keeps telling me.”

“They're right.”

Linda opened the bottom drawer of her filing cabinet and removed an enormous folder several inches thick, dropping it onto the desk with a heavy thump. Joey stared at the name printed across the front.

His.

“Oh, no.”

“Oh, yes.” Linda opened it. “‘Concerns regarding current sales-reporting procedures.’”

“That was legitimate.”

She turned a page. “‘Suggested revision to interdepartmental workflow.’”

“Also legitimate.”

Another page followed. “‘Follow-up regarding previous workflow suggestions.’”

Joey shifted in his chair. “Okay.”

Linda turned one more. “‘Second follow-up regarding previous workflow suggestions.’”

“Don't.”

Linda looked over the page at him. “In your defense?”

Joey started to answer, realized she'd trapped him with one of his own favorite phrases, and closed his mouth.

“Progress.”

She flipped through the rest without reading every entry aloud. Complaints about procedures, meetings, coworkers, schedules, reporting systems, cleaning services, and break-room coffee competed with suggestions, follow-ups to suggestions, and follow-ups to the follow-ups.

Linda finally closed the file. “Do you understand why I showed you this?”

“To make me ashamed of email?”

“To remind you that Friday night didn't create the problem.”

Joey looked at the folder as Linda continued. “I meant what I told you at Sissyville. You're reliable. You're organized. You work harder than almost anyone here, and half the time your suggestions are actually good.”

“More than half.”

Her eyebrow rose.

Joey reconsidered. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“There it is. I don't want to make you less intelligent, Joey. I don't want you to stop noticing things, and I certainly don't want you to stop working. I want you to stop treating competence like it automatically gives you authority over everyone else.”

Joey glanced toward the file. “So I need to be retrained.”

“Yes.”

“I still don't like the way you say that.”

“You're not supposed to.”

Linda smiled, and Joey found himself smiling back.

She tapped the folder. “You already demonstrated today that you can do it. You saw a problem, asked permission to make a suggestion, explained it, and everyone used it. No argument. No forty-minute presentation. No follow-up email.”

“It was strangely efficient.”

“Exactly.”

Joey looked down at his skirt and stockinged legs. “Although I feel there may have been less humiliating ways of teaching me.”

“Would you have listened?”

He considered that. “No.”

“Exactly.”

Linda pushed the file aside. “There's something else you should know. You're our first Office Sissy, but you won't be the last. I've already made arrangements with the Academy. More will come after the next class graduates.”

Joey stared at her. “You recruited sissies?”

“Several.”

“They actually get to attend Sissy Academy?”

Linda caught the unmistakable note in his voice. “Jealous?”

“A little.”

She waited.

Joey sighed. “Fine. Yes. I'd love to go through the Academy.”

“Maybe someday. For now, you're being trained here.”

Joey looked around her office. “I'm starting to understand that.”

“And you'll remain Office Manager.”

That surprised him. “I will?”

“Yes. Your job is changing, not disappearing. You'll maintain the office, support the women, keep everything organized, and eventually help supervise the other sissies when they arrive.”

Joey processed that. “So I'm still responsible for keeping this place running.”

“Very much so.”

“But as the Office Sissy.”

Linda smiled. “Now you're getting it.”

Oddly, that distinction mattered. Friday night had taught Joey that submission didn't require him to become somebody else and today had proven the same thing at work. He could still be competent, observant, organized, and irritatingly aware of every inefficient system in the building. He simply didn't have to control everyone around him to make those qualities useful.

Linda watched him work through it. “You're happy.”

Joey gave her a suspicious look. “Apparently everybody can tell now.”

“You're terrible at hiding it.”

He looked down at the pink collar around his neck. “I thought this was going to feel humiliating all day.”

“Didn't it?”

“Oh, extremely.”

“And?”

Joey laughed. “I liked it.”

Something changed in Linda's smile. “Good.”

The way she said the word sharpened Joey's attention. Linda pushed her chair away from the desk and stood, and as she stepped around it, he finally saw what her seated position had concealed.

A large strap-on dildo was already secured around her hips beneath her open jacket.

Joey stared at it. “You have got to be kidding me.”

“Do I look like I'm kidding?”

“You've been sitting there with that on this whole time?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

Linda picked up a small note from beside Joey's file. “Tessa says you're at sixteen demerits.”

Joey's eyes widened. “Most of those are the result of a fundamentally corrupt disciplinary system.”

“Seventeen.”

“You can't add one because I criticized the system.”

“Eighteen.”

Joey closed his mouth, and Linda's smile widened. “Look at that. The training is working.”

She stepped closer. Joey's gaze dropped despite every effort to maintain eye contact, and Linda deliberately moved until the dildo hovered inches from his face.

“You cannot seriously be planning to use that thing because I earned eighteen completely arbitrary demerits.”

“Nineteen.”

Joey stared at her, then wisely said nothing.

“Much better.”

Every sensible part of him insisted he'd experienced more than enough training over the last three days. He was still locked in chastity, still wearing the plug from Sissyville, and now his boss stood over him with a strap-on while his personnel file sat on the desk like evidence against him. He should have wanted out. Instead, beneath the nervousness was the same unmistakable anticipation he'd finally stopped pretending not to feel.

Linda noticed.

Of course she did.

“You want this lesson, don't you?”

Joey's instinct was to joke, but then he glanced at the enormous file documenting years of what happened whenever he used jokes, arguments, corrections, and explanations to avoid surrendering control. This time he simply answered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The words came surprisingly easily.

Linda pointed toward the desk. “Then bend over.”

Joey looked at the desk, then back at her. This was nothing like Sissyville. There was no Halloween maze, no strange mansion, no anonymous Mistresses, and no fantasy world where ordinary rules disappeared for one night.

This was Monday afternoon. This was his office. That was his boss.

And he wanted to obey her anyway.

Joey stood, stepped around the chair, and bent over Linda's desk. He lifted his skirt and presented himself for punishment as Linda moved behind him. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his pink panties and pulled them down to his knees, and Joey inhaled sharply.

Linda leaned over him. “You've been a pain in my ass for years,” she whispered, amusement thick in her voice. “Now I'm going to be a pain in yours.”

Despite everything, a nervous laugh escaped him. “Yes, Mistress.”

Linda's hand settled firmly against his back, holding him in position while Joey surrendered himself to whatever lesson she'd planned. For perhaps the first time in his entire professional career, Joey had absolutely nothing else to add.

THE END
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