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Chapter One

Lark Lanza leaned back in his high-backed leather chair, put his hands behind his head, and kicked his legs onto his desk, mulling over the sea of females frantically trying to reach their daily quota.

His smartphone rang. He glanced at the Caller ID: Rudy Franco. Lark thought, why didn’t he just pay Rudy? His cell phone rang several more times, then transferred to voicemail, and the call ended.

Rudy had given up—for now. But he’d call back. No doubt about that.

Damn it! Why didn’t he just pay Rudy his VIG? Why did he listen to that fucking idiot at the racetrack? Why did he stop at the racetrack in the first place? The stand-up guy assured Lark, “Put your money on the horse in the fourth race: You’re My Bitch Now. It’s a sure thing, buddy.”

Lark dropped the fifty grand he was taking to Rudy. With the odds at twenty-to-one, Lark figured he could pay Franco every penny he owed and free himself of the pain-in-the-ass loan shark when he won. But, the fucking horse lost. Came in last.

Now what? Rudy would call back, no doubt about that.

Lark needed an excuse; he tried out about a thousand lines of bullshit, most he’d already used. Nothing new came to him. One didn’t want to feed Franco the same line of crap more than once.

As he considered his predicament, Lark was amazed he wasn’t already walking in crotches, his legs in casts. Bent in odd angles. Guys like Franco were serious about you paying your VIG on time. Lark relaxed by pushing his gambling debt to the back of his mind. He’d figure something out, like always.

For now, he had a business to run.


Chapter Two

Lark surveyed the hustle and bustle below him for a few more minutes, then got up and headed for the sales floor. At the door to his palatial office, his cell rang. Franco, again. Fuck.

If Franco figured out he blew the cash Lark promised his loan shark, Franco would skin him alive. The call ended after eight rings. Franco sent a text. Lark checked it. “You gambled away my VIG?”

Fuck! Franco found out.

Lark watched the action of the twenty-five female call agents below him—at least I’m the master here. Time to prove it. Lark brushed the lint off his three thousand dollar tailor-made suit and checked his long hair tied tight in a tight bun. He pulled the thong from his butt crack, momentarily savoring the incredible sensation of Justine’s panties cradling his cock. Wearing women’s panties relaxed him, and right now, he needed it.

He opened the door and found Justine’s cubicle. She glanced back momentarily and smiled. A hopeful smile. Her smile said, take me out to dinner, Lark, as promised. Fat chance. No way Lark would take that chubby cunt out for lunch.

After losing the bet, he sped back and called up Justine. His racing, worried mind calmed after fucking her jiggly ass, snatching a pair of her soiled panties while she slept, and slipping out the door. Fucking her took his mind off the grave he’d dug for himself. Not in a million years would he take her out to dinner or any kind of date. No movies for Justine. But he’d fuck with her mind.

He strode down the stairs, imagining Justine standing up to him. “You stole my panties, bad boy. Now….” His cock twitched. No time for that nonsense, Lark told himself: focus on making money and bringing things down below under control.

On the lower level, he said, “Morning, ladies.” Keyboards clicked, and the hum of conversations making Lark money continued. None of Lark’s employees dared break from the brutal pace of making Lark rich, and making Lark rich made the bookies, mobsters, and casinos richer.

Lark stopped at Jenna’s desk. He positioned himself to maximize his view. Jenna’s unbuttoned blouse afforded Lark a nice shot of the tops of her plump tits. Her headset was askew, allowing him to adjust it. Lark could give a shit if her headset sat straight on her head, as long as she made her ‘numbers.’

Lark massaged Jenna’s shoulders. Her shoulders stiffened and rose defensively against Lark’s touch. Lark said, “Your muscles are a ball of nerves. Relax. Close the sale.”

Jenna focused on her screen and the potential sale. Lark’s hand drifted lower, gliding over her shoulders, sliding down her back, and settling on the curve of her waist. His hands remained there, daring her to protest. The last girl who reported him to some government agency for his ‘touching’ not only got fired, but Lark made sure she remained unemployed. He owned this place. This was his castle, and everyone taking up space here was his to rule. Lark figured he could take what he wanted. Justine was a testimony to that.

Lark’s hands found her shoulders again and back to the massage. Jenna squirmed. Lark said, “Remember, shoulders back. To make your quota, ladies, confidence is key.”

Jenna’s eyes narrowed in a steely glare but didn’t protest. Verbally anyway. Lark drifted into one of his kinky fantasies, waiting, hoping she might protest. Punish him for being a bad boy.

Jenna swallowed and said, “Yes, Mr. Lanza.”

“Good girl,” Lark said.

Lark moved on, making sure he walked past Justine’s desk, ignoring her. Did she know he stole her panties? That he was wearing them?

He stopped at Marissa’s desk. Justine’s soft panties were sticky with his precum. Standing three feet away from a woman he fucked, wearing her soiled panties, not only added to the stickiness but sent shivers of pleasure through his body.

Lark’s fingers moved in gentle circles, skimming over the supple skin of Marissa’s shoulder as he stared at Justine. Daring her. For the briefest of moments, Justine’s and Lark’s eyes met. Justine’s gaze dropped, avoiding Lark’s predatory gaze. Lark leaned into Marissa’s ear, watching Justine. Justine’s head dropped into her hands, hair falling around her red face. Lark’s cock swelled.

“Marissa, you did a wonderful job on the last call.” He slid his hands down her arms and patted her slender biceps. Moments ago, Lark felt like crap, like his life was spiraling out of control, but now things were different. When he completed his tour, he’d be on top of the world again. Now, he’s sure something would come to him.


Chapter Three

The front door opened. Lark turned. A woman entered. Who was this woman? What was she doing in his building?

She sashayed toward Lark like she owned the place. Every click of her black, shiny stiletto heels declared power. She walked sensually like a woman, but a man’s swagger was in her strides, too. That stride seemed to declare to the world: “Don’t fuck with me.”

How did she get in? Lark locked the doors, he was sure. And who did she think she was? As she approached Lark, something happened that never happened before. The clicking of keyboards stopped, and the chatter of making money halted.

Infuriated, Lark yelled, “Get back to work, ladies.”

This intruder headed straight toward Lark, glaring at him like he was hers. Strangely, this turned Lark on. He felt the stirrings of a hard-on. She stopped, invading Lark’s personal space, ran her hand through her raven-slicked-back hair, grabbed his red power tie, and yanked on it.

Lark, at five-eight, glanced up into her eyes. The words were on his tongue: “Who the hell do you think you are?” But he couldn’t say them—or anything else. Why was this turning him on? What’s wrong with him?

His eyes wandered. Down her neck, to her big fucking tits, bursting out of the top of the skin-tight leather bustier. She yanked on his tie again. “Eyes up, asshole.”

“Who the fuck do you think you are?” The words formed, but what came out was a jumbled mess.

She pointed to his office, perched above the sales floor, “You owe Franco some money. I’m here to collect. By the end of the day, you pay. Office now.”

She patted his ass, spun on her heels, and sashayed toward Lark’s office, and for the second time in a day, the chatter of money being made and keyboards clicking stopped. Minutes ago, eyes that dared not question Lark’s authority had defiance, maybe even a little enjoyment watching Lark get taken down a notch.

“Get back to work, you fucking whores, or I’ll fire all of you.”


Chapter Four

Lark raced after her, fully intending to tell her to leave. This was his place of business. He owned every brick here, and Franco had no right to send some skinny bitch to invade his castle. He’d show her. Throw her out.

Lark watched her ass sway as she headed up the stairs. He stormed into his office, raging. Inside, he scanned the room. The door slammed shut. The sexy cunt was standing behind the door. Lark licked his lips, not making any attempt to hide his attraction. The woman returned a gaze that said: “I’ll rip your tongue out if you look at me like that again.”

Lark focused on her fierce green eyes and steeled himself, trying to sound tough, but it sounded more like a whimpering fool, begging, pleading for mercy. “I’ve always paid Rudy. I’ll pay. There was a minor setback.”

She grabbed his tie again. Lark considered protesting and fighting back. Hell, this woman couldn’t be more than a hundred-ten. Sopping wet. What was his reaction? He got an erection. Not the start of one. But a visible erection. And when she looked down, her eyes lit up. She saw it. Typically, a line suited for a woman like her would flow out without a thought, but instead, gibberish came out. Was it the weight of the debts causing him to turn into mush? Or the stirrings of something else? An unexplored part of him. His desire to have a powerful woman take control, wrap him in satin and lace, and yank out the hidden part of Lark buried beneath the facade of his tailored suit.

“Interesting reaction? Lark, my name is Max. To you, I am Ma’am. Sit.”

Lark’s typical macho, tough-guy act melted. He sat, mostly because he had an erection.

“Good boy. Now, asshole, you owe the wrong person money, and I’m here to assure you pay. You understand your time has run out?”

Lark nodded.

“Put the money on the desk, and I’ll leave.”

More gibberish sputtered from his mouth. Where did the smooth-talking ladies’ man go, Lark wondered?

“So you can’t pay?”

Lark shook his head. Entranced, he watched as Max leaned forward, her hands planted firmly on his desk, her gorgeous tits tempting him. “Eyes up, idiot.”

Lark focused on her eyes. Her determined gaze melted Lark’s resistance. He’d do anything she asked. Anything.

“That’s better. Understand this, Lark,” her tone dropped to a sultry whisper that mocked her body language. “Your options are limited, and like I said, your time has run out.”

His cock throbbed. He forced himself to keep his eyes away from her tits. Max’s fragrance wrapped him in its power like the woman staring him down. What was he scared of? A woman? What was she going to do—break his legs?


Chapter Five

“You will pay. It’s just how. We can’t have guys like you welching on their VIG. I want you to understand, Lark, that failure to pay right now with cold, hard cash, well… let‘s say the consequences will permanently alter your life. So maybe we start with a down payment. How much do you have on you right now?”

Max paused.

Lark had nothing. The fifty grand was it. He’d be living off credit cards for another month. The cold steel of a bat mercilessly splintering his kneecaps fought with the image of her making him bend over the desk to spank his naughty ass, and the spanking was taking up most of the head time. And his cock twitched.

What the hell is wrong with him?

“Ma’am.” Lark couldn’t believe he called her Ma’am. She acted intimidating, but weighing only 110 pounds, how tough could she be? “I swear I’ll pay everything next month. I’ll push my ladies to make sales. I expect a big month. I’ve got nothing. My credit cards are closed to maxed, and I need what’s left to eat. I’m cash-strapped. The fifty grand…. Listen, it was a sure thing this guy….”

Max’s jaw clenched, “How much is that suit worth?”

“I paid three thousand dollars for it.”

“Stand. Strip. I’ll take the suit as the first payment.”

“What? What am I supposed to go home in?”

“Strip. Now. Or….”

Aware of what Franco did to welchers, Lark figured, okay, so take my suit, lady. He had a closet full of suits. He was getting off easy. He stood, keeping the desk between his erection and the sexy enforcer. He slid out of his suit coat, tie, and belt, unbuttoned his pants, and…. Fuck he’s wearing a thong.

“I….”

“Strip…. I want it all, or perhaps you like crooked legs.”

What choice did he have? He had an idea: he’d take the panties off with the pants. She’ll see him naked, better than seeing the panties. He wrapped his hand around the hemline of both and….

“What’s that? A pink thong? Holy fucking crap! Get those fucking pants off now. Leave the panties on.”

She broke out in laughter. The flesh between his legs was stiff. It throbbed. Twitched and swelled. Why was he reacting so intensely to humiliation?

“What are you waiting on? Get those pants off and stand there with your thong on.”

Max erupted in another burst of euphoria. Lark tried his damnest to form a plausible explanation for why he had women’s panties on—nothing came to mind. Lark dropped his pants, tossed them on the pile on the desk, and stood humiliated with his cock stretching the delicate pink fabric to the point it just might rip. Tears streamed down Max’s cheeks. Lark bounced on his feet, and his cock slipped out of the side of the thong.

Max said, “Get over here. And tuck that cock back into those panties.”

Lark obeyed.

Max walked around Lark. Patted his ass like she owned him. “Nice. Nice. You might work.”

Lark’s knees knocked. Max stood face to face with Lark and nodded. “Might work. Tell you what, sissy. I’ve got another route to pay these debts off. Choose it, and you’ll be free and clear by the end of the day. If you play ball.”

“Wh-what do I have to do?” Lark’s voice wavered.

Max rubbed her chin as she walked around him.

“Shave that body.”

Lark gulped.

“Let your hair down. Style it nice and pretty.”

Lark’s cock popped free. The tip glistened with precum.

“We’ll have to do something about that cock, though.”

What was she going to do? It bounced again.

“You got a nice girly ass. Very fuckable.”

Lark gulped.

“It’s my special program, and it’ll pay off your debts and, as a bonus, offer you the discipline you don’t have to control your gambling addiction. Go along, and you’ll be free of VIG by the end of the day. And the positive is that you’ll walk home, but I might break your will.”

Lark’s heart pounded.

“Choose wisely,” Max’s eyes never leaving his face. “Pay now, all of it, or I’ll break a few bones, or the salvation of a new identity under my control? I mean, you got panties on, sissy. I bet everything you do today you’ve…. Fantasized about. Being feminized. Being humiliated. Surrendering to a woman. I assure you, choose my special program, and you’ll enjoy paying off your debts. But, act like you hate it, for me, my sweet little sissy. So, what’ll it be?”

Lark gulped. What choice did he have? “Okay. I’ll do it.” His cheeks burned with shame, but his cock throbbed and spurted another drizzle of precum. Trying to hide his obvious arousal, Lark did his best to recover some dignity and told his first lie of the day. There’s be more to come. “I won’t have to act. I will not like it.”

“No matter to me. But I think you’re going to enjoy this.”

Lark, a millionaire many times over, getting caught in women’s panties, standing naked in front of a woman in his office in the building he owned was the biggest humiliation of his life. Yet, strangely, he found it intoxicating sexually. He’d never been so turned on, ever. It confused him.

Lark lied. Many times, as the day progressed, he’d tell more lies. He would lie and declare his hate for what Max put him through, all the while feeling the humiliation. “I’m not… I’m not into this at all.”

Max chuckled. Took out her cell phone, dialed it, and pressed it to her ear. “Bring the sissy kit. We’re having fun with our collections today.”


Chapter Six

Hearing ‘sissy kit’ stung Lark. Watching Femdom porn was one thing. Masturbating to it in the privacy of his home with no one knowing…. was his business, and wearing panties under his suit, hell, no one knew. This was…. Whatever it was, it was something way out there. What did this Shylock have planned?

Max fell into one of Lark’s leather chairs and crossed her long legs. Lark glanced at the chair behind his desk and at Max, shifting his weight from the left leg to the right. Should he sit? Stand?

Max shook her head, “Really, sissy, I’d heard you were a lady’s man; I expected more…. Resistance. And more of a man. You fucking crumbled. You’re nothing but a spoiled brat and a perverted faggot, aren’t you? A sissy?”

Lark shifted his weight.

“Answer me. Say yes, Mistress, or no, Mistress.”

Where was Lark, he thought? Lark lowered his gaze and said, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress, what?”

What struck Lark as strange was that he was no longer worried about his debt, broken legs, or getting skinned alive but pleasing Max. “I’m a sissy, Mistress.” The words rolled easily off his tongue.

“I’m a little disappointed. I like a little more fight in my sissies, but…. No matter. Are you a bad boy who deserves punishment? Perhaps a little discipline will keep you from gambling after you’ve paid off these debts.”

Lark wilted, acutely aware of his vulnerability. This was her game; strangely, he enjoyed being a piece on Max’s game board. Why did he enjoy humiliation? Why was he looking forward to no longer being the alpha and letting Max shape him into what pleased her? What should he say? Not wanting to displease her, he kept his mouth shut.

“When I ask a question, I expect an answer. Are you or are you not a bad boy?”

“Yes, Mistress. I need to be punished. I need discipline.”

“Good boy,” Max cocked her head, “Soon to be a good girl or bad girl.”

Lark gulped. He’d worn panties, a bra, even pantyhose under his clothes, but being feminized. What did that mean? How far could she take this?

Max pointed to the floor between her long legs. “Kneel. Right here.”

Lark inched forward, the divining rod between his legs leading the way. What choice did he have? He didn’t want one.

Standing before her, shaking, nearly naked, and still aroused, the air conditioner kicked in, blowing frigid air into the room, and his nipples hardened. Were his nipples hard from the cold, or was he enjoying this?

Lark bent slightly at the knees. “Mistress….” Why was he calling her Mistress? What happened? “I’m not into this in normal life, so you know.” Why was he no longer worried about getting skinned alive? Or having his kneecaps rearranged? Only pleasing Max. Lark sank to his knees, his heart racing with taboo excitement, not fear.

Max curled her lips. “Show me how grateful you are for this opportunity to pay your debts in full, bad boy.”

“What? Max, Mistress, I wanted to explain. I’ll pay. You don’t have to do all this. Listen, this center makes…. I’ll drive the ladies here. I’ll push them. I’ll make them work overtime. I’ll do it for you. I want to please you, Mistress.” All his worries about what was in the sissy kit were gone. He’d do whatever Mistress wanted.


Chapter Seven

“I’ll be right back. Remain on your knees. Do not get dressed. Do not move.”

Max left. Twenty minutes passed. What was going on? Thirty minutes. Maybe the bitch left. What was she going to do if he stood? His knees ached. His cock ached. The panties, once uncomfortably sticky, are now like glue. The door opened after nearly an hour and a half. Max walked in with two large blue moving bags packed full; Justine and Marissa followed her.

Lark shot up. He covered his crotch, covered only in Justine’s pink thong. “What? Hey, I never agreed to this.”

“Get back down on your knees. These two ladies have agreed to help you save your business. They do have selfish reasons. They love their job, but of course, they hate you.”

Lark remained standing. Embarassed. Humiliated. Naked except for the thong he stole from Justine. In unison that seemed practiced, Justine and Marissa said, “Holy shit.”

Lark said, “No!”

Max dropped the bags. “Oh, yes.”

What choice did he have? Lark fell to his knees again. Max started unpacking the bag with the efficiency of a hitman taking pieces of a sniper rifle out, setting each item neatly on the floor. Makeup. Several frilly pink sissy outfits. A cock cage. A paddle. A pink leash and a collar. A dildo. A strap-on.

“What the fuck?” Lark said.

Max sat down in the same leather chair. ”These ladies here will help you perform your next few tasks. First, you will show appreciation to us for letting you keep your business and use your legs.” Max pointed to her heels. “Jack off and cum three times, a tribute of sorts for each of us. Then you’re going to lick it up. Succeed. Make your numbers, and we end this game right here.”

Justine and Marissa laughed.

Max continued, “Come on, push it. Work overtime at masturbating on my feet. And we’re done; if you achieve your sissy goal, you’ll begin again with a clean slate, debt paid, and I leave. But you never fire these two ladies, ever. Ladies, how long should we give this naughty boy?”

Lark glanced at Justine. Justine looked at his cock. Lark’s cock twitched. Justine looked at Max and said, “When he fucked me the other night, it took him like three minutes, so ten minutes should be enough time. Ten minutes. Three times three, nine minutes, and I’ll give him an extra minute.”

“Justine, I was tense. That’s why—”

Max interrupted, “You heard her. Ten minutes and the slate’s clean.”

“What? Three times in ten minutes, that’s impossible?” Lark’s heart raced. He couldn’t believe this was happening to him—a successful businessman reduced to a whimpering mess on his knees. His pride and ego shattered as he realized he was at Max’s, Justine’s, and Marissa’s mercy.

“Come on, Lark,” Max said with a sly grin. “Don’t keep the ladies waiting.”

Lark forced a lump down his throat. His eyes darted from Justine to Marissa standing on either side of him, their arms crossed. Max set the timer on her phone, put a bottle of lube down next to Lark, and lifted her foot. “Time’s ticking. Start stroking.”

Lark was embarrassed. More than embarrassed-humiliated. Emasculated at having to masturbate in front of these women. But if he did it, then he’d be free. But never free because both Marissa and Justine, his employees, had witnessed the disgrace of their boss. Strangely thinking about the stain of having been caught in panties and forced to masturbate onto some strange women’s shoes only made his cock harder.

Lark lubed up and stroked himself, trying not to think about the humiliation of jerking off with three women watching. Smirks on their faces. Women he humiliated. Karma, he supposed.

Justine stepped behind Lark, placed her hands on his shoulders, and said, “Your a ball of nerves, faggot. Relax. Close the deal. Come on. You can do it.”

“Faster,” Max commanded.

Lark obeyed, rubbing furiously. Minutes passed. This was fucking…. “Oh, fuck.” His muscles tensed. He spasmed. Suddenly aware of his embarrassingly scrunched face, he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a groan, he shot his load all over Max’s shoes.

“Wow! You were excited. Did I say stop!” Max ordered.

Lark continued stroking his sensitive cock slowly. The warmth and stickiness of his seed coating his hand and cock fueled the fire of humiliation that was burning away his masculinity. He closed his eyes. Damn it, he had to get this over with. But every stroke felt like muscles rub, rubbing across his dick.

He’d never gamble again, leave his office, or humiliate his employees again, but he’d do it if they punished him like this. He edged closer to an orgasm. Please. Let me cum.

Marissa slid her hands down Lark’s arms and patted his arms, just as he had done with her only an hour before. “Come on faggot you can do it. There’s a nice meal waiting for you. Lark, you did a wonderful job on the last one; just stroke faster, and you’ll get there.”

Not long after, Lark shot his load, coating Max’s boots with his seed. Seed, he’d have to eat. Fuck, his cock hurt. Ached. A breeze would hurt it. It was pink. Tender. He pushed on.

Justine laughed and said, “Come on, you can do it. Confidence is key. Show us what a faggot you are.”

Marissa laughed. “Make your numbers, faggot.”

Lark stroked, fighting past the sensitivity. He was close. Three times in ten minutes, that would be a record. “Oh fuck. I’m there.”

Just….

The timer rang. Max said, “Lick it up.”

Lark’s eyes widened, staring down at what he had to do, something so degrading. He closed his eyes, tongue out, but stopped. He couldn’t. But then he remembered Rudy and the bat and leaned down and lapped up his cum from Max’s feet. He licked. Then, swallowed, the taste made him want to gag. What was worse than the taste was Justine and Marissa watching him as he humiliated himself. That, that was worse than the taste sticky taste of his cum. Swallowed when his mouth was full, forcing the dried cum down. He forced himself to keep going until every drop was gone.

Max clapped, “Well done. Unfortunately, we’re not finished yet.”

Max tossed the cock cage to Lark. “Put it on after the shower. I can’t believe you’ve got a private bath in your office.”


Chapter Eight

The girls. I mean, all three watched as Lark showered. And shaved. Every inch of his body. They even made him shave his butt hole and inspected it. Each did. When Justine and Marissa finished exploring back there, in a place no man should let anyone probe. Lark swore they were doing more than ensuring he’d shaved all the hair. They were humiliating him, and… fuck, he hated it and liked it. He got hard again, with Marissa’s finger up his ass. How humiliating!

When Max got busy double-checking for stray hair, she made an observation. “It’s loose back there for a virgin? Have you been playing with toys, Lark?”

Fuck. He lied again. “No!”

Once satisfied, he was smooth. Lark got everything locked up tight while the girls watched.

Mocking him. “Not going to be needing that anymore, will you, sissy?”

Taunting him. “We’ll let you out, Lark, we promise…. Once a year.”

More laughter. Giggling.

Max gave the key to Justine and said, “Justine will keep you from gambling and getting into the same situation again. I told you my program would save you. Change you permanently. Now ladies, help me get him looking like a slut. I’ve got business.”

With trembling legs, the girls sat him down at his desk, the pink cage acting like a fig leaf. Still, he felt exposed and vulnerable, as if he had no control or choice. He didn’t, really, and he liked it.

Justine placed a mirror, a makeup case, brushes and vials, tubes, and little jars of various products on the desk. Lark had no idea what they were for.

What was coming next? He had an idea. But could they do it? Could they make him pass as a woman? Or would he look ridiculous? Why did he care? He hoped Max would forget all about taking him on collections if he looked ugly.

He stared at his face, his heart beating as Justine spun the chair around, facing her, and applied one layer after another of makeup.

“Oh, look at the slut, Marissa,” Justine said as she finished his eyes.

Justine’s and Marissa’s endearing comments and gentle caresses soothed him while simultaneously degrading him. Hell, they were turning him into a slut. An hour later, the makeover was complete. Justine and Marissa stepped back and smiled. Lark’s cock, still tender, strained against the plastic of the cock cage. Why was he getting aroused? Because they thought he looked like a good slut? What’s wrong with me, he thought?

Even more degrading, he wanted to see the results.

Max sauntered over. “My, my, my, what a pretty little slut I own for the day. Now, let’s get you dressed.” Max grabbed a shiny pink dress—a glossy pink, teeny, tiny, tight little thing.

“Fuck, no way I’m fitting into that. Even if I could, you can’t expect me to go out in public like that. No. No way. I draw the line here.”

Justine mocked Lark, dangling the key to his cock cage in front of his face. “How long should I keep him locked up, Max? A month? A year?”

Lark’s humiliation intensified tenfold when he agreed to put the dress on. But before the dress came the bra, then lace panties, which he’d worn before. He felt good. Embarrassingly good. He slipped into the thigh highs, careful not to rip them.

Marissa watched him slip into the thigh-highs with practiced efficiency and said, “Holy shit. You’ve done this before. What a perv.”

The dress came next. Once Lark finished dressing, Max handed me a pair of pink pleaser pumps with frills at the toes.

“Time to earn slut.”

Lark gulped. When they showed him what he looked like. He stared at… It wasn’t Lark looking back…. But a slut. A sexy, titillating sexpot and Lark liked what he saw.

Lark lied again, “I’m not going out looking like this.”


Chapter Nine

It was an eternity before Lark stood beside Max’s shiny black Mercedes. Outside, men’s eyes ravaged Lark’s new look. The short skirt, which barely covered his ass, exposed nearly every inch of his legs. It exhilarated him to have his legs on display. Hell, they looked good. More than good. Long. Sexy. He felt self-conscious when a guy passed and didn’t check Lark out. Max waited until Lark opened the door for her. Once she slid into the car, she tossed Lark the keys.

“Our first collection is this address.” Lark punched the address into the GPS on Max’s dashboard. Lark buckled up, started the car, and headed to his first collection.

Lark pulled up outside a grimy-looking coffee shop, the type of place where secrets went to die.

“Out, Lark. Now I know you’re enjoying yourself, but don’t show it for maximum effect. Act like this is the worst nightmare of your life.”

Lark lied again. “I’m not enjoying myself. This is the worst nightmare of my life. You made me walk past my employees with this pink leash and collar around my neck.” Lark grabbed the leash. “You announced to everyone who I was. That there’d be changes around here. Those ladies whistled. You yanked me around the sales floor, like…. You stopped and let them smack my ass. Made me lift my skirt. Showed them my cage. They told me what a slut I looked like. You made me stop so they could grope me like a piece of meat. They were like vultures pawing me.”

“Well, you are. My piece of meat until you’ve settled your debt. Hate to tell you slut, but while they were humiliating you, your sissy clitty bounced and twitched. Lie to yourself but not me. You love it. You’re a sissy slut, through and through. By the end of the day, you’ll know it. Accept it. Relish it and give in to these urges. Mark my words. Slut, if that cage weren’t restraining it, your cock would be hard as a rock right now. You like it.”

Lark lied again. “I did not. I do not. It was embarrassing. I’m just doing it to get you off my back. And…. Justine lifted my skirt and showed all my employees my cock cage and held the key up, teasing me. She held a fucking vote on how long I should remain locked up. How am I supposed to go a month without…. Well, you know.”

“You didn’t like it? Then why were your panties stained? Soaked in your excitement? How did that happen?”

Lark lied again, “I am not enjoying this. How am I supposed to go… locked up for a month. What have you done?”

“Oh, you’ll manage, slut. For now…. We have a collection to make and remember act….”

“Yeah…. yeah…. I know.”

They got out of the car, and Max grabbed his ass and squeezed. “You’re doing great.”

Max led the way, pulling Lark alone with his leash. They entered the decrepit building, the bell jingling above the door, announcing their arrival. Lark’s heels clacked against the filthy linoleum, drawing the gazes of the patrons.

Max approached a large, untidy man behind the counter. He leered at Lark in his skimpy, shiny pink dress, totally out of place in his blue-collar establishment.

Max let go of the leash. “Wait here slut.”

Two men leaned over, getting a view of his ass. Lark pulled the tight skirt down, covering his ass. As soon as he let go, it slid back up.

One guy with a scruffy beard and a light blue shirt said, Bob “Come on, honey, give us a show.”

Lark shifted nervously, yet excited to be the center of attention.

“I bet I can curl your toes, honey.”

When Max called Lark with a finger, relief washed over Lark, and he obeyed. The large man was no longer behind the counter but some young girl.

Max whispered in Lark’s ear, “There’s an office down the hall to the right. Go in and wait for me.”


Chapter Ten

Lark shuffled off, trying to keep his short skirt covering his ass as the men in the coffee shop hooted and hollered. Lusting over him. Lark entered the small, tight office space—little more than a desk and a couple of file cabinets. Sitting at the desk was the man behind the counter.

The man laughed, “What are you, cunt? Going to suck my cock till I pay. I told Rudy, I need another week.”

To be honest, Lark did not know what he was here for.

Several minutes later, Max entered with a small gym bag and dropped it with a thud. She kneeled and unzipped the bag. “I convinced Rudy my methods were better.” She fumbled around in her bag. ”Break a man’s legs, and how can he pay you, Rudy.”

Maxine pulled out a metal cock cage. Tossed it at the big guy. He caught it. “But take away his manhood….”

“No way, I’m putting that on.”

Max took out a harness with a little pink dildo attached. Lark was pretty sure why he was here. Max slipped it around her waist. She stepped next to Lark and hugged her. Secretly, she patted Lark’s ass and whispered, “Pretend you don’t enjoy this.”

Lark lied again, this time for the stranger’s benefit. “Please, Mistress, don’t. Not again.”

Max smiled and whispered in Lark’s ear, “Good girl.”

Lark lied again. “I don’t want that up my ass. Please, I’ll pay.”

Max said, “Take off the panties, show the man what I do to guys that don’t pay.”

Lark lifted his skirt and slipped off the panties. The pink plastic twitched.

Max pinched his arm, saying, “Better make this look good.”

Lark lied again, “No! Don’t peg my ass.” The truth, Lark wanted nothing more than Mistress to peg his ass.

Lark continued his streak of lies, “Mistress, please not again. I’m a man. Men don’t get fucked in the ass.” In truth, somewhere clawing to the surface was a sissy that had no intention of letting go of Lark.

Max guided Lark to the desk and pushed his head down.

Lark said, “It’s been a month and…. I swear I’ll pay. I need to…. you know.”

“This is what I do to guys that don’t pay.” Max straddled Lark.

Lark rested his head on the desk, wanting nothing more than this. Her punishment for not paying his debt. The cold, hard plastic of the strap-on pressed against his tight entrance. Lark gripped the edge of the desk.

Lark didn’t lie, “There’s nothing like this.” There wasn’t, as far as Lark was concerned. Owned. Used. Humiliated. He chuckled as precum drizzled out; the man would have quite the stain to clean up on the other side of his desk when this was done.

Max thankfully squirted some lube into his ass, then it began. He’d played with dildoes before, so the pain wasn’t bad. But there was that moment of resistance as his muscles loosened.

Lark hammed it up. “Fuck no! I can’t take it again. I’ll pay, I swear.”

The chair creaked when the man shifted his fat ass, “Okay. Okay, I got the money in the safe.”

Damn it, Lark thought he wanted Mistress’s dildo pounding his ass till it was sore. Till it throbbed.

Thankfully, Mistress said, “Oh no, you watch. And remember, next time I come here, I reduce you to a slobbering slut like this here slut.”

Lark loved this. What a thrill. God, he wanted that dildo in his ass. He played along, “No, please. He said he’d pay.” But as he lied, his hips worked their way back into the dildo. Then, with a pop, it slid in.

“Relax, that’s it, take it all.” Max slapped his ass.

Lark whimpered, his knuckles turning white, gripping the edge of the desk. From the man’s expression, Lark figured the guy thought Lark was in pain and humiliated. Humiliation, that he hated it. But Lark loved it. It was humiliation, but not the unpleasant kind. It was a different kind, a pleasurable trip into hell.

Tears streamed down the man’s cheeks as he watched Mistress pound Lark’s ass. Lark felt a sickening thrill, a perverted pleasure coursing through his veins as she fucked him like a bitch. He wanted to scream, announce to the world that he was Mistress’s bitch and she could do anything she wanted. But that might divulge the game, reveal to the stranger that Lark was enjoying himself.

Maxine’s hips slapped against his ass, setting a punishing pace. Lark’s cock twitched with every thrust. He didn’t want to admit it, but the pain felt so good, the humiliation arousing him more than he ever thought possible. He was her plaything, her sissy whore. She knew it. He knew it, and he loved it.

Max rammed her cock home, driving it deep, and said, “You ever going to be late again slut?”

The fat guy and Lark said, “No.” At the same time.

Max returned to fucking Lark. Lark moaned, his cock slapping against the desk. “You’ll never cum again, you pathetic little sissy, unless you pay on time.”

But something strange happened to Lark, he tensed, and spurted his seed all over the guys desk. He wondered how was that even possible? But it was the most intense orgasm he'd ever had. He wanted more. 

Still Max pounded away. This went on till the guy behind the desk was a blubbering fool. And just like that, Maxine stopped.

“Good girl.” Max said. 

They left after Max stuffed a fat wad of cash into her bag. Leaving Lark turned back and watched his cum slide down the back of the stranger's metal desk. 

Lark giggled like a schoolgirl. 

Lark could barely walk after five more collections. 

◆◆◆




Back at his office, he asked Max as she counted her take for the day, “Can I come next time?”

Max smiled. “Your debt is paid. But maybe if you beg Justine, She’ll…. take over your sissy training..”

Lark blushed, “Thank you, Mistress.”

Maxine smiled, her eyes glistening with pride. “I think we’ve found your true calling, little sissy slut.”

“Thank you, Mistress; I look forward to serving Justine as I have you.”







The End
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