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The Sissy’s Name 


That bitch! 

Face red, skin hot, Jasmine burst through the front door. She threw her purse to the floor, heedless of the contents within. For the moment, she didn’t care about her phone or anything else. She kept thinking about one person: Gabby. 

That stupid, obnoxious, lazy little brat. 

She had a simple job. She was the secretary responsible for answering questions, taking messages, and filing paperwork. Most of her job responsibilities could have been replaced by any number of computer programs and applications, but no, the senior partners liked to do things the old-fashioned way. Some of them said that this was a sign of their wealth and prestige. They didn’t need to rely on automated services when they have the money and firepower necessary to hire people. 

Then again, Gabby was cute with her short and bouncy hair, big eyes, and squeaky voice. She was young, still in college, but she had been hired for another reason as well. It wasn’t just her looks. It was the fact that she was the niece to one of those senior partners. Because of this, she couldn’t be fired, and she knew it. Since she knew it, Gabby didn’t actually see the need to work. 

Under most circumstances, Jasmine wouldn’t have cared about this in the slightest. There was an employee who didn’t do her job? Fine. Whatever. Jasmine could be a pragmatist, so she understood that she couldn’t always have things her way, and the world wouldn’t always be meritocratic, only Gabby happened to be her secretary. 

“Hey, bad day?” Jasmine’s husband asked from the couch. He had his laptop out, and he was typing away some message or post. 

Mike was a good guy, she told herself. At the same time, she thought about how she was supposed to calm down at this point. She was no longer at work, so she couldn’t allow the stresses to ruin her time off. She knew of plenty of other attorneys who carried all of their frustrations home, which inevitably destroyed their marriages. 

He closed the laptop, got up, and came over to her. Instinctively, Jasmine stepped back, like she viewed her husband as another opponent. 

“Hey there,” he said, his tone soothing. He may as well have been talking to a frazzled cat. Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her close. She stiffened for a moment, tenting out. Like a good husband, he began to stroke her neck, petting her in just the way she liked most. 

Jasmine could feel some of her frustration dissipate. That was nice, she thought. 

“You want to talk about it?” 

“It’s that bitch. That stupid little bitch. I can’t take her anymore! I go in, I see her working on her nails or playing around online, she doesn’t do anything I ask her to. She’ll roll her eyes like she doesn’t have to do anything!” 

“I’m sorry,” Mike said, wishing that he had a solution. 

“I just hate the fact that I can’t do anything to her. I mean, she’s had two performance reviews in the last three months, and I have been completely honest, but no one wants to fire her or anything.” 

“Can you get her transferred to someone else?” Mike wanted to know. He held his wife and squeezed her more firmly, just to remind her that she was loved and that he would do anything for her. 

“No. Everyone else knows that she’s a complete bitch, so they don’t want her.” Jasmine might’ve assumed that Gabby had been some sort of punishment sent from the managers, but she knew that’s not how they really operated. 

“I hate to say it, but if you can’t change the circumstances, you might just have to change your reaction to it.” 

At that, she put her hands on his chest and shoved him back. Jasmine glowered at her husband, her expression tight with anger. 

“And how do you think I can do that? How do you think I can get over the fact that this girl slows me down at work? It’s not that she doesn’t help me. She actually makes things harder. She makes things harder, and I can’t do anything about it!” 

She stamped her foot, raised her hands and made a pair of fists. She wanted to smash something. 

Her husband retreated back, and then he made another mistake, “Do think you could try to hit a pillow or something? Would that channel some of your frustrations?” 

“I don’t want to hit a pillow! I want to pull that girl over my lap and spank her! I want to treat her like she is a spoiled little girl who needs to be disciplined!” 

“I’m sorry, sweetie. You know I would do anything I could to help you.” Usually, when he said something like that, it only inflamed her frustrations. After all, those words were cheap and easy. As a lawyer, she knew how little language could mean. 

Only then, her vision cleared for just a second, and Jasmine looked at her husband. Something occurred to her, an idea that made her snort with laughter, only she started to consider whether or not it would be a viable possibility. 

“Why don’t you go take a bath? Afterward, you might feel a lot better,” he suggested. 

Clearly, Mike was nervous, and he just wanted to placate her. More than that, he probably wanted to get back to whatever he had been doing on his computer before she came home. 

“That’s good idea,” she said, suppressing a smirk when he sighed with relief. 

Alone in the bathroom, soaked in hot water, Jasmine considered the possibilities. When she first thought of using her husband this way, she had immediately dismissed the idea, yet it refused to retreat all the way. Instead, it hung onto the edge of her consciousness, and it sounded like so much fun. No, not just fun. It sounds hot. She wanted to take control. That was probably the main issue at work. She felt helpless. When she went to law school, she had tried to figure out all of the rules, only now someone was breaking them, and she couldn’t do anything about it. But maybe she could vent some of her frustrations. It would be fun. She would take total control. At work, she might get frustrated, but at home she would have total authority. 

At first, Jasmine just started nibbling on her bottom lip. She hardly noticed as her hand drifted down toward her slit. Moments later, she felt the ecstasy build up as her nipples hardened. With her fingers playing below the waterline, she teased her opening, gently rubbing herself until the climax exploded and raced along every inch of her body. 

Yes! She had a plan. 

As Jasmine toweled off, she considered exactly what she would do and say. Smirking, she thought of her husband again and one thing they shared in common: they had almost the exact same body size. They had joked about it before, but Mike could actually wear a lot of her clothing. He didn’t particularly appreciate that thought, what with his male ego and all, but she had no problem taking advantage… 

Almost stomping, she marched out into the living room. She wore only her bra and panties, and Mike was right there, still focused on his computer. But then he looked up, and his lips fell open. Good. 

“You really want to help me?” Jasmine demanded, her tone imperious and unyielding. 

He gulped, clearly nervous. 

“Absolutely,” he said. 

She walked over to him and leaned forward slightly. His eyes drifted toward the curves of her breasts. Sure, she was wearing a bra, but the sheen of the white silk only added to her appeal. 

“Good,” she said. “What I want from you, Mike, is your obedience. Can you give that to me?” 

“I, I think so,” he said, unable to suppress that stutter in his voice. 

She smiled down at him. 

“Very good,” she said. “So this is what you are going to do. When I give you an order, you will obey it. And if you fail to do so, I can punish you. Understand?” 

“Yes. Yes, I understand,” he said, maybe just a little bit too fast. More than anything else, she enjoyed that tremble of nervousness in his voice. 

“Stand up.” 

He pushed his computer to the side, got to his feet, and he stood there. Sure enough, she looked right into his eyes, although Mike ended up glancing down toward his feet. Although they had been married for a couple of years, she loved the fact that she could inspire this sort of reaction. A sense of power flowed through her body, almost like she no longer had to think about this. It was natural, normal, and right. 

“Strip,” she said, letting the word slice out onto the air. 

He parted his lips for a second, and it looked like he wanted to ask a question, only then Mike remembered himself, so he started to take off his shoes and then his socks. He unbuckled his belt and took off his pants. Layer by layer, he stripped down until he was down to just his dark blue boxers. 

He glanced at her one more time, perhaps thinking that she was going to change her mind. Or at the very least, she could have offered him some feedback. She could have told him what she had in mind. Jasmine didn’t bother. Instead, she simply watched as he hooked his thumbs into the elastic around his waist, and then he pulled down his underwear. 

“Good,” she said. “That’s a good start. Now you’re going to go take a shower, and you’re going to shave.” 

“Shave?” Mike asked. 

“That’s right,” she said, willing to indulge some of his confusion. “You’re going to go shave off your arms and your legs and your chest. You’re even going to shave away all of your pubic hair. When you come out, I want you to be smooth from your eyebrows down. Understand?” 

“Why?” 

She reached up, stroking his cheek before sliding her fingers into his hair. She took a firm hold of his scalp, pulled, and watched as he winced. “Because I told you to,” Jasmine said simply. She smiled sweetly, emphasizing the seriousness of her command. 

Jasmine smirked before she asked, “Any other questions?” 

“No.” 

“Then get going.” 

Tentatively at first, he stepped away from her just after she released his hair. She stood there, her back straight. She loved that little slope of uncertainty in his back and in his movements. Clearly, Mike didn’t understand what was going to happen next, but that was fine with her. So long as he obeyed, he wouldn’t need to be punished, although she was certain that he wouldn’t be able to hold out for long. There would come a moment when he would question her or hesitate, and then he would need to be disciplined. Her palm itched for that opportunity. 

“Oh, and Mike?” 

“Yeah?” he asked just as he started to head back toward the guest bathroom. 

“From now on, you will address me as your Mistress. As far as you are concerned, I own you. Understand?” 

Silence lingered for several seconds, and Jasmine started to wonder if that opportunity to spank him would come right then and there. Finally, he gave her what she wanted, “Yes, Mistress.” 

A feline smirk touched her lips. 

Jasmine was generous, allowing him as much time as he needed to finish shaving. She wanted him to do a good job, so she wouldn’t try to rush him. At the same time, she viewed this as something of a trap. He could have gone into the guest bathroom, turned on the hot water, and then done a half-assed job. If he made that decision, he would definitely need to be punished before being sent back into the shower to finish. 

But the minutes tumbled by, and Jasmine found herself pacing back and forth. She had her phone, her laptop, and any number of distractions. She kept running her tongue along her teeth. As she did so, she felt like a predator. She wanted to go in there, grab him, yank him back and throw him on the bed. She could ride him hard. 

But no. She needed to punish her new slave. 

Her sissy slave. 

Sissy. 

The word came unbidden, yet it unlocked something within her. Jasmine hadn’t heard that word in a very long time, and it had probably been an antiquated term even then. But for her, it meant something very important. It signified being delicate, helpless, and feminine. She wanted to turn her husband into a sissy, she decided. 

This would be the best way to punish him. 

She wanted power; she wanted control. 

If she couldn’t get that at work, she would get it at home. 

As she paced back and forth, she thought of that bitch at work. 

A different thought occurred to her. At work, Gabby usually wore snug black pants and white blouses. Technically, the combination was perfectly appropriate for work, although Jasmine knew a lot of the guys enjoyed seeing her show off her body. The curves and contours were addictive for those hapless males. 


It wasn’t fair. Those guys could barely control themselves, yet they still had the power to make incredibly important hiring decisions. 

Another wave of aggravation washed over her, so she went back to her closet to see what she could find. She set out the outfit, smirking to herself as she did so. In fact, she pulled out a bra as well. A couple of different ideas occurred to her. They probably wouldn’t be perfect, but they would suit her needs. 

Not only that, she took out a pair of scarves. Then she glanced over at the bedposts. 

Yes, this could work. This could work very nicely. 

She listened as the shower shut off. It seemed that her new slave was ready for an inspection. 

When she was really honest with herself, Jasmine had to admit that she didn’t know what to expect. Different possibilities flashed behind her eyes, yet her husband had always had plenty of body hair. She walked up to the bathroom door, turned the knob, and it was open. 

She saw him, smooth, for the first time, and her breath caught in her throat. 

He looked at her, his expression tight with worry. 

Realizing that it was just Jasmine, he gulped, and then he looked down. 

He was smooth. He had done an excellent job. 

“Finish toweling off,” she commanded, standing there and savoring his lack of privacy. He ran the towel along his body, removing the last few droplets of stray water. 

After he finished, she snapped her fingers and ordered him out of the bathroom. He walked into the hallway, and she took his hands and crisscrossed them behind the small of his back. “Good,” she said. “And so dainty!” 

Jasmine had never imagined what kind of difference body hair could make. He was so sleek and thin. Really, the strands of hair shouldn’t have made that much of a difference…but they did. His frame seemed much more feminine now. 

She admired his smooth chest, his soft biceps, and his toned legs. Even when she looked down at his genitals, she saw that he had done an excellent job, removing every stray hair. 

“There’s my good boy…my good slave,” she spoke the words slowly, as if deciding how they tasted. “Not just my slave,” she added. “You’re going to be my pretty sissy boy, and I’m going to punish you for everything that little bitch does. Understand?” 

“What?” Mike asked. 

“You said you would do anything you could to help me, right? How about you act as a stand-in?” Her eyes glittered, making it abundantly clear that she wouldn’t tolerate anything less than his complete acquiescence. 

“Oh? Are you scared?” Jasmine asked as she placed one hand over his chest. Sure enough, his heart pounded beneath her touch. 

“Don’t worry. I’m going to take very good care of you. Maybe you’ll feel better after you’re wearing something more appropriate.” 

There was something in that final word that made him shake, but Mike knew better than to try to disagree with this woman. Jasmine was an attorney for a reason; she knew how to engage in arguments, and every word she spoke came punctuated with the full force of her personality. 

She nudged him down onto the bed. She looked along his torso and legs up to his flat stomach, and over his pretty face. There had always been something slightly feminine about this boy, but now she wondered how she could accentuate those features. 

Another thought occurred to her: a toy she had bought some time ago but never dared use with him. Maybe tonight would be the perfect opportunity, she thought with a grin. Of course, that would have to come after his punishment. 

“Lay still and close your eyes. I don’t want you to move a muscle.” 

Reluctantly, Mike obeyed. There it was again, that nervous movement of his throat, but Jasmine just smiled. 

“Are you sure this is what you want to do, Jasmine?” 

“Is that how you address me?” Jasmine asked simply. 


He hesitated for a moment before trying again, “Are you sure this is what you really want to do…Mistress?” 

“Yes. I’m sure. I’m very sure,” she replied. 

When she faced him again, she held something up and examined it. There were a pair of pink socks with little red hearts emblazoned along the ankles. She pulled them up over his feet. They fit perfectly. Good. Next, she picked out other items for his outfit including a pair of white tights, a short, cotton black skirt, and a white blouse. The blouse perfectly matched exactly what Gabby would have worn. 

Just seeing the attire was enough to irritate Jasmine. 

Breathing out slowly, she chose one final garment. This probably wasn’t even necessary, but she decided it would be good for her husband. 

“Open your eyes,” Jasmine commanded. 

Most of her underwear wouldn’t have fit him, but she was certain this pair of white, cotton panties would work perfectly. They were sleek and smooth to the touch, and when he saw them, his eyes got big all over again. 

“Can’t I just wear my underwear? It’s not like you’d even be able to tell the difference!” 

She raised one finger to her lips and shushed him. 

Clearly, he wanted to say something else, but he knew better than to try to speak without her permission. “No,” she explained to him. “That won’t be acceptable. This isn’t about doing something that’s good enough, slave. This is about you demonstrating that you will please me.” She smirked again, the corners of her mouth twitching upward. “Understand?” 

“Yes…Mistress.” 

“You see? You’re getting better at this.” 

Rather than wait for him or offer him the chance to recuperate, she grabbed his ankles and slid the panties up along his toes, then to his shins. As he felt the snug material tighten around his body, he couldn’t help but experience this thrill of frustration and humiliation. Poor boy. 

No…not a boy…Boys were allowed to wear whatever they liked. This helpless creature would be her sissy. 

She looked down at him. For the moment, he kept his eyes aimed up at the ceiling, like he simply needed to hide from his fate. 

Unfortunately for him, Jasmine wanted to make that far more difficult. Maliciously, she climbed up onto the bed, and she touched her palm to the bulge in his panties. Of course, the cotton snugly hugged his circumference, making her every touch that much more intense. As she teased him and caressed him, his body inevitably responded. He couldn’t deny it, even as he squirmed helplessly there on the mattress. 

“You see? You enjoy this, Mike. You like it when I put you in panties and make you helpless.” 

“I’m not helpless!” 

“Not yet. But you will be,” she promised. 

Mike glanced up at her again, clearly eager to ask about what she meant and intended, only she touched her finger to her lips once more. That was enough to silence the sissy on the bed. 

After she dressed him in the panties, she ordered him to sit up. She lifted a bra. Yes, a bra. 

He accepted this next garment more meekly, probably because he assumed she would change her mind. He didn’t really think that she would make him wear it, especially because his body obviously lacked the definition for it to have any real meaning. 

After she connected the small clasp between his shoulder blades, Jasmine returned to her underwear drawer, and she took out a pair of light socks. She bunched them up, making approximate shape, and then she slipped them down into the cups. 

It wasn’t perfect by any stretch, yet it would do. More than that, she nodded to herself, apparently satisfied with the overall appearance. 

He had a much more feminine silhouette now. 

Mike made the mistake of glancing over at the mirror in the corner of the room. As he did so, there was this flash, just an instant or so, where he made the mistake of thinking he was looking at an actual female. 

But no. It was his reflection. He was looking at himself. His features resolved, and he recognized his cheeks, shoulders, and the other details of his masculine frame. Yet still… 

“I need to get you dressed,” she said, meaning that literally. 

Jasmine didn’t hand him the skirt or blouse. Instead, she lifted the skirt up for him, watching as he slid his feet into the soft, black fabric. She pulled it up along his waist and slipped it into place. Next, she pulled out a little white belt. Yeah, that definitely looked like something Gabby would wear. 

Next, she told him to hold out his arms, and she slipped his wrists into the sleeves. She didn’t allow him to button it up. Instead, Jasmine did it for him. Next, she stepped back and considered his hair. 

Gabby kept her mane cut short, at least for a woman. She also enjoyed wearing lots of hair clips. “Stay right where you are,” Jasmine ordered, so her tone couldn’t be mistaken for anything but a command. 

Obediently, he stood right there without moving. He looked more like a doll than anything else, and when she came back, he still didn’t react as she lifted up one of the hair clips. It was silly, more like something a child wear. The butterfly barrette fluttered slightly as she slipped it into his hair, making sure that it was clicked into place. 

“So pretty,” Jasmine said, her voice only slightly derisive. 

She put her hands on his shoulders and maneuvered him to the left, then the right. Just like a doll, he didn’t put up any kind of resistance. Instead, he allowed himself to be positioned, all for her pleasure. 

She liked this. She liked it a lot. 

Unable to help herself, she surrendered to an impulse. She grabbed him, pulled him close. Her palms went to his cheeks as she tilted his head slightly to the side so she could kiss him. Her lips pressed into his, and the heat flooded through her body. 

Jasmine didn’t expect this. She thought she was going to vent nothing but anger, yet another emotion took a hold of her: arousal. She could feel it between her legs and in her core. The heat splashed along her body, lighting up her nerves as she kissed him. When she pulled back, one other almost exotic sensation took a hold of her. 

Power. 

For Jasmine, she loved being a lawyer because she enjoyed arguing with people, breaking them down, and making them submit. Now, she had this boy, and he would be completely subservient to her will. She could see it, especially now that he had been dressed up like a pretty girl. 


A different sort of hunger took a hold of her, she considered the toy she had bought before, just as a joke. 

Mostly. 

She kept kissing him. She pushed him down onto the mattress, and he scrambled back until Jasmine straddled him. She looked down at her husband. All shaved, smooth, and dainty, he was the perfect sissy, she thought. This idea had never really occurred to her, but he was going to make the perfect stand in, and the thought made her really, really want to use the other implement. 

As she kissed him, she reached down between his legs. Her fingers brushed up underneath his skirt, and she could feel his erection beneath his panties. She squeezed again, teasing him and tormenting him with anticipation. 

“Is there something you want?” Jasmine asked, breaking off just long enough to get the words out. 

Without giving him the opportunity to respond, she started kissing him again. He murmured something; clearly, he wished to answer, only Jasmine didn’t give him the opportunity. 

Her fingers tightened around the silhouette of his erection, making him moan beneath her. That’s right. Let me have my way with you. You belong to me now. I own you. You’re my sissy, Jasmine thought, every thought addictive and intoxicating. She savored the amount of power she had over this boy. She knew she could trust him and do anything else she wanted with him. He belonged to her. 

Breaking off the kiss again, she instead looked down into his eyes. “You’re perfect. And that means you need to be spanked.” 

“You, Mistress,” he said. 

Mistress. 

Just hearing him utter those syllables was enough to make her inhale. She was ready for this. She pulled him over, but then she smirked to herself. Thinking of the scarves, Jasmine grabbed them, and she started to loop one of them around his right wrist. She pulled it tight before starting to tie it around the bedpost. She wanted to make sure that he was nice and secure and utterly helpless. 

On his stomach, Mike allowed all of this to happen, just like in obedient sissy. He didn’t try to resist, argue, or even think for himself. Instead, he waited, telling himself over and over again that this was what he had to do. 

When she was done, she pulled down his panties and left them bunched around his thighs. From there, she came up to him and brushed her fingertips and nails along his cheeks. He shivered. At the same time, he tried to ignore the weight pressing down on his erection. Any moment, he could lose control. 

“I’m going to spank you. I’m going to spank you because every time Gabby does something, you get punished for it. Understand?” 

“Yes, Mistress,” he said obediently. 

She inhaled again, savoring the sounds of his acquiescence. Here she was, completely empowered. She had the authority in this house. She had dressed her husband as a sexy schoolgirl in his little black skirt and his white blouse. More than that, she could do whatever she wanted with him. 

Just to prove the point, she looked at him. “Struggle, sissy. Show me that you can’t get away.” 

At first, he pulled tentatively at his restraints, except that wasn’t good enough for her. She smacked his rear end, bringing her hand down as hard and fast as she could. Her limb blurred on the air right before she struck him, connecting solidly. There was the sound of the loud smack that bounced off the walls. 

He hissed, and he froze, locking up as though he didn’t know what to do. Really, he just wanted to maintain some veneer of dignity. He didn’t want her to know exactly how humiliating he found this. Or maybe he wanted to hide the fact that he was still turned on. 

Either way, Jasmine craved his obedience, not his acceptance. She wanted to play with him. 

“Say thank you.” 

He hesitated for a moment, but not too long. “Thank you, Mistress,” Mike said. 

With another vindictive smirk, she looked down at him. His eyes closed as she put her hand on his backside. She squeezed his butt. From there, she pulled her hand back up as she got ready to punish him again. This is going to be good, she thought. He had already taken one spanking, and that clearly affected him. 


Her hand flew down again, smacking into his naked rear end. That was just one. She spanked him again and again and again. Her hand flew down hard and fast. Even though her palm started to sting, she knew it would be far worse for her sissy. 

She caught the sounds of his yelps, his gasps, and his sharp inhalations. Every second, he fought to stay quiet and stoic, only he couldn’t quite succeed. 

This girl knew what she was doing. Even though she had never spanked anyone before, she had an intuitive feel for what it would take to make every blow count. 

“Please!” Mike finally called out, his voice breaking. 

“Have you had enough?” 

“Yes!” 

“Yes!” 

“Are you going to do as you’re told?” 

“Yes. Please, I just can’t take anymore!” 

Jasmine kept waiting to experience some tang of sympathy or guilt. Instead, she was tempted to continue his spanking. She kept thinking of Gabby at work, and how that stupid little brat would behave. Worse, she would never be punished because of her connections. It wasn’t right, proper, or fair. 

And yet, Jasmine was enough of a realist to understand that the world could be cruel. 

That made her think of her sissy. She smirked down at the boy dressed like a sissy. 

“Tell me you’re going to obey.” 

“I, I will obey, Mistress. I will be so obedient for you. I promise.” 

“Good.” 

To prove that she could, she put her hand on his backside. He tensed up instantly, almost like he thought he might be able to stop her or something. He couldn’t. 

Smiling to herself, she brought her hand back up even as he wondered and worried about the next spanking. Her hand flew down five more times, each one jumping from one spot to another. He couldn’t guess exactly where she might spank. There was no defense, nothing he could do to stop her. 


In fact, she noticed that he had started to struggle harder. He pulled and twisted against his bonds, rotating his wrists and yanking with all the strength he possessed, yet none of it helped him. 

Somehow, seeing him struggle and squirm uselessly only added to her arousal. This was fantastic, she thought. 

Practically panting with desperation now, she withdrew, grabbing the toy. She picked up the double headed dildo and pushed one end down against his mouth. 

“Suck it, sissy.” 

After the spanking he had already endured, Mike couldn’t possibly resist her command. He wrapped his lips around the bulbous tip, and he sucked on it. She spun it around and made him lick that side as well. Again, he didn’t resist. He probably didn’t even know exactly what he was doing, but he wouldn’t try to stop. 

When she was satisfied, she pulled up the dildo, and she quickly pulled off her pants and panties. Naked from the waist down, she brought the tip of her toy up to her pussy. She began to penetrate herself, savoring the soft give of the silicone between the walls of her pussy. Then she lowered herself down, aiming the other tip toward his opening. 

Finally, he started to think about what he had just sucked on. “What, what are you doing?” Mike wanted to know. 

“Hush,” she said. Only then, he felt the tip of the dildo as it pushed between his butt cheeks. “No!” He called out, thrashing, bucking, and yanking, only Jasmine was already in position, so she could do whatever she liked with him. 

He wasn’t going to be able to knock her away or dislodge her, not while he was trapped on his stomach with his arms braced to near the bedposts. 

Jasmine invaded to him, savoring every inch. Even though she only felt the reciprocal pressure of the dildo as it pushed between her legs, she enjoyed the rush of power, of authority, of command. She was taking her husband in a way she had never thought of before. 

Sure, purchasing this toy had been a joke, but now it became serious. It represented and meant something. 

With a growl of feral desire, she pushed deeper, taking him inch by inch. She forced him to become the girl. 

Spanking him had been one thing, but now she used him in an entirely different way. Bearing her teeth like a wild animal, she pumped down and pulled back, only to thrust even deeper. Hot ecstasy and wild passion inflamed her body. She could feel the crimson rush along her cheeks and down her shoulders. 

The desire was driving her wild. Her heart was pounding, and she couldn’t wait for her orgasm. 

Only then, she slipped one hand down between his legs. She grabbed his cock. The angle was awkward, yet she made it work. Her fingers glided over his shaft, teasing him. 

“What, what are you doing?” 

“I’m going to make you come,” she said. 

“No! Please, don’t. Not that. Anything but that!” 

“What’s wrong, sissy slave? You don’t want to come while you get pounded?” Laughter edged into her voice as she pushed down to bury her half of the dildo between his legs. He must have felt so humiliated as he was taken like a girl. 

“No! Please, please don’t make me!” He was begging, it sounded like he might start crying at any moment. 

Somehow, Jasmine didn’t care. For so long, she had been frustrated at work, but now her stand in helped her to relieve all of that pressure and aggravation. He had offered; he had volunteered. 

She wasn’t about to stop now. She rubbed his erection, working her hand down and up even as she pushed into him again. The ecstasy grew hotter and hotter within her body. The heat became volcanic as it coursed through her veins. 

This was it. 

Just as she was on the cusp of her orgasm, she squeezed him in just the right way. They had been married long enough that she knew exactly how he would respond. Sure enough, he could try to fight it with all of his strength, yet he still lost control. She had his body, and she could do whatever she liked with him. She forced him to climax. She felt the throbbing pressure between his legs as he surrendered. 

As he whimpered, she cried out, letting loose the keening shout of triumph. 

Jasmine had done it, taking this boy, owning him so completely. 

With a wicked grin, she pulled back, and then she looked down at her sissy slave. 

“You can put on your boy clothes again. I’m going to let you pretend for a little while.” 

Around the house, Mike became very docile. He cooked and cleaned, following every one of her commands. Not only that, he kept glancing in her direction, like he expected her to whip out the double headed dildo again. She didn’t, not for a little while anyway. 

Instead, she enjoyed her newfound authority. 

For decades or longer, men had claimed that they deserved absolute power in the home. As far as they were concerned, they should have been allowed to do whatever they wanted. For them, simply being a man meant taking control of every situation. 

Now Jasmine got to enjoy that kind of instinctive authority and automatic deference. Mike didn’t admit anything, nor did he articulate it as such, but she could feel the difference in their relationship now. Something had shifted, and she had no intention of letting it go back to what it had been before. 

At work, Gabby continued to be a little brat, but Jasmine had no problem dealing with her, not anymore. 

Just knowing that she had her sissy slave at home was enough. 

For the most part, Jasmine allowed her husband to behave however he liked. If he chose to be more subservient, that was his decision. She didn’t randomly spank him, put him back in panties, or force him to shave. 

Interestingly enough, he maintained his smoothness. At first, Jasmine was confused by that decision. Only then she came to a conclusion: he shaved and kept his skin is smooth because she had originally ordered it and because he didn’t want to risk another punishment. 

She frightened him. 


Jasmine should have felt guilty about this. After everything she had done, she should have felt some pang of regret, and maybe she should have even gone to him and apologized. But for so long, she had yearned to be a shark, a tigress, a predator. Her husband gave her the opportunity, so she wasn’t going to walk away from it. 

Really, she couldn’t. 

Only then, Gabby screwed something up. 

It wasn’t minor. 

As a secretary, Gabby wasn’t supposed to have access to any particularly useful or confidential information. But then, that girl somehow managed to accidentally delete more than half of the firm’s server. Thousands of files were destroyed all at once. 

Of course, Gabby immediately went to the senior partners, and she started crying. 

With most of their subordinates, the partners would have simply fired the offending employee. But not Gabby. Oh no. She was this cute girl, so they couldn’t just kick her out, especially when she obviously felt so bad about what she had done. 

Jasmine didn’t even know how it was possible. Granted, some of the partners were lazy and left themselves logged into certain computers. It was possible Gabby had been asked to clean up some old files and ended up destroying more than she intended. 

She was incompetent like that. 

But because she cried because she whimpered and because she looked just so guilty, it wasn’t long before several of the partners were trying to console her. That’s right. Within minutes, they felt so bad that they promised they weren’t going to fire her for her enormous blunder. 

Jasmine would have to work for weeks or months just to get caught up again. Hot rage surged through her body as she considered what would happen next. Granted, she would be paid for every hour, yet the frustration magnified within her psyche. 

Rather than wait around for the inevitable orders from the partners to arrive, Jasmine left her desk, and she started to drive home. Along the way, she saw a special shop. She stopped, made several discrete purchases, and then she finished her trip home. 

When she walked through the door, she called out his name. 


Mike had been in the kitchen, washing the dishes. He came out, his hands still wet. 

“Yes, Mistress?” 

He was a smart boy, and he could read that look on her face; he knew she was upset, so he knew he had to please her. 

“Go into the bedroom and strip.” 

He gulped, clearly nervous, yet he wasn’t about to try to argue with her. 

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. 

Turning around, he marched toward the hallway. From there, he would head into the bedroom. Before he could get close, however, Jasmine changed her mind. “No. Actually, I want you to strip right here.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, although it was clear he didn’t like this. Unfortunately for him, his feelings were not relevant. He must have known this, because he immediately started to strip. Just as she wanted, expected, and demanded, he was naked and standing before her. 

“On your knees,” she ordered. 

With a nervous swallow, he lowered himself down before her. Hot ecstasy surged through her body as she began to circle him. She explored him, running her fingers along the top of his head, over his smooth cheeks, and down to his throat. 

“I bought you a collar. It’s pink, leather, and I don’t think you’ll like it, but guess what?” 

“What?” Mike asked, gulping through his nervousness. 

“It doesn’t matter what you like or what you are hoping for.” 

She nodded toward the bag that she had already lowered by the front door. “Go grab that for me.” 

Rather than try to walk, he crawled. Perhaps she should have been annoyed by this. Other owners might have viewed his decision as somehow presumptuous. For her part, however, she liked knowing that he wanted to demonstrate his newfound status by remaining on all fours. 

Like a good slave, he retrieved the bag and picked it up for her. He held it out, and she took it gingerly. 

Striding ahead, she walked down the hallway, and then she glanced over her shoulder. 


Mike remained on his hands and knees, still smooth and naked, just like a good slave boy. 

“Come along,” she said. 

By the time he arrived, he found she had already taken out of the scarves. She set them down on the bed, and then she smirked. 

“You want me helpless again, don’t you?” 

“I do,” she said without the slightest hint of hesitation. “But first, you need to get dressed.” 

His only sign of reluctance was the way he nibbled on his bottom lip. Then he exhaled slowly, and he started to stand up. 

As he did so, Jasmine retrieved his outfit. This time, she chose a pink, pleated skirt, a charcoal gray, shimmery top, and she also retrieved the pink collar from the shopping bag. Without waiting for his permission, she looped the band of leather around his neck and clasped it into place. Then she stood back. 

Although he was naked, she still enjoyed the way that pink line stretched around his throat. 

“Nice,” she said as an understatement. “Very nice.” 

She ran her tongue along her bottom lip. Then she came to a decision. “Now I want you to get dressed on your own.” She wouldn’t treat him like a dog. Instead, he would behave like an autonomous slave, capable of acting on his own. 

“I have to wear the panties?” 

“Yes, you do. Oh, and I also have a pair of high heels for you.” 

This was one more way in which these two shared the same dimensions. They enjoyed the same general body type, plus the same shoe size. She set out a pair of dazzling pink, high-heeled pumps. He looked down at the shoes, especially the narrow tips. Something inside of him must have clenched. 

“Please, Mistress,” he said, begging. Mike didn’t say anything more than that. He couldn’t get the words out. 

“It’s okay,” she said, her voice consoling. “You can do this. I know you can.” Then her expression hardened, and he knew better than to try to argue with her. Clearly, Jasmine wasn’t interested in any kind of debate or discussion. This was going to happen one way or another. 

“Yes, Mistress,” he finally said as his body slumped forward. He slipped his feet down into the high heels, and now he looked like he was another inch or two taller than his wife. 

She circled him again, and then she reached out, putting one hand on the small of his back. She nudged him forward, and Mike stumbled ahead. His feet rose up, only then he wobbled on those uncertain heels. 

“Very nice,” she said. “But you know, I think I’m getting thirsty. Go to the kitchen and get me something to drink.” 

For a second, frustration flashed along his face, and it looked like he was actually glaring at her. Then he must have remembered himself and the need to be obedient because he nodded his head and began to walk forward. 

Theoretically, moving upright should have been better than crawling, yet the heels felt so strange. Pretty soon, his calves started to ache, even though he had only taken a few steps. He made his way back into the kitchen, and he looked around. His perspective had only been shifted by an inch or two, yet everything felt different. Maybe it was the way the skirt swished around his hips, or it may have been the snug feel of the bra underneath his blouse. 

He was dressed like a girl, he thought. When he looked at himself in the mirror, he didn’t see the man he wanted to be. 

He had been completely feminized. 

Over and over again, Mike tried to think of something he might be able to say. As he pulled out a glass and filled it with ice, then water, he imagined different arguments he might try, different tactics. Maybe he can tell her that he had changed his mind. 

No. 

Jasmine wouldn’t ever accept that. 

Perhaps he could try to bribe her with something. He could say that they could go on a vacation. So long as they were in public, she couldn’t keep him feminized like this, could she? 

As he didn’t have an automatic or instinctive answer, a dreadful shudder ran down his back. His legs clenched and got cold as he thought about it. He wiggled his toes in his new shoes, and that sense of foreboding only got stronger. 

Or maybe he could just tell his wife that he changed his mind, that he was a real man, and he wasn’t going to allow himself to be dressed like this anymore! 


That wouldn’t work either. 

The reality of his situation sank in. The truth had dribbled against his resolve. Acidic and corrosive, his understanding wore away any fantasy of escape. Even when he swallowed nervously, he felt that humiliating collar around his neck. Like the rest of his clothing, it symbolized of the simple fact that he was now owned. He could fantasize about something else, yet he couldn’t force his wife to change her mind. 

He brought the glass of ice water back to her in the bedroom. 

“There’s a good sissy,” she said, reaching out and patting him on the head. “But you made one big mistake.” 

“What?” 

She just thought of Gabby as she delivered the bad news to her feminized husband. “You didn’t remember to ask me what I wanted. You just made an assumption. That’s not at all acceptable.” Her eyes glimmered maliciously as she reached down into the bag. He had carried it and felt the weight, yet he didn’t actually know what it contained. Maybe he had hoped that it held nothing more than the collar, only he wasn’t surprised when she pulled out the long, golden wood paddle. The smooth surface glistened under the light as she pointed to the bed. 

“No! Please. You spanked me before, and I could barely take it!” Mike hated the way his voice cracked. More and more, he sounded feminine and helpless, like some scared girl. 

As she listened to those dulcet notes, Jasmine could feel the heat spread through her body. Obviously, he wasn’t trying to turn her on with his weakness, yet that’s precisely what happened anyway. 

She didn’t mind grabbing him by the collar dangling just above his throat. She grabbed him, shoved him down against the bed, and then she peeled up his skirt, revealing his panties beneath. 

“You look so cute in panties. I think you’re going to wear them all the time for me.” 

“What? No!” 

“Did you just say no to your Mistress? You forget, I own you.” 


Mike inhaled, thinking that he might try to fight with her, but he couldn’t find his voice. And then, she touched the paddle to his backside. He thought of before and how much it had stung. Now he imagined what it would be like to have that solid wood crash into his vulnerable buttocks. 

The panties wouldn’t protect to him. They might absorb a tiny fraction of the force, yet it wouldn’t be enough. It wouldn’t be anywhere near enough. 

“Yes, Mistress. You own me, but—” 

“But what?” Jasmine interrupted. “You don’t get to defy me. You don’t get to disagree with me. You belong to me. If I want to punish you, I get to do it. I don’t even need a reason.” 

Over and over again, he tried to think of something he could say to that, yet the words refused to come. Instead, he remained bent over the side of the bed, his buttocks on display, his panties revealed for his wife to see. She had dressed him like this, and that gave her all the power she needed. If she decided to discipline him, then she could do it, and he didn’t get to argue, fight, or disagree. 

“That’s what I thought,” she said after several more seconds of his silence. Then she pulled the paddle back, raising it into the air. He clenched his eyes shut, inhaled, and held his breath. Mike was trying to brace himself for the flash of pain. It would burst along his nerves at any moment. 

But when? 

She kept the paddle aloft for several seconds. Silently, she counted out. 

Mike, of course, had no idea what she was doing. When the implement didn’t descend right away, he opened his eyes. He started to wonder if perhaps she had changed her mind. 

SMACK! 

The paddle came down hard and fast, cracking a loud sound against his buttocks. The pain drilled into him, boring down. It steeped through his body, a ripple of sensation along every inch of skin. She only struck one spot, but it didn’t matter. He seemed to feel it everywhere and all at once. 

“Are you going to argue with me again, sissy?” 

“No, Mistress!” 


“No, you won’t,” she said simply, turning those words into a declaration. “You aren’t going to try to resist me or argue with me. You won’t try to fight with me because you belong to me. I guess we need to talk about how your life is going to go from here.” 

“What, what do you mean?” 

“Gabby is a little brat, and she is completely incompetent, but the senior partners aren’t going anywhere, so I’m going to need a way to work out my aggravation for a very long time. I think it’s time we discussed how you’re going to be my sissy from now on.” 

He never explicitly said that this would be a temporary arrangement, yet he still needed to believe he could stop this whenever he liked. 

SMACK! 

SMACK! 

SMACK! 

She brought the paddle down three more times in quick succession. Underneath his panties, the curves of his ass probably started to turn a bright shade of pink or red. 

After the barrage came to an end, he was gasping. She listened to those little sounds he made, and then she asked gingerly, “What have you learned?” 

“I, I belong to you!” 

“Smart sissy,” she replied. “So does that mean you get to decide when you are punished?” 

He gulped. As he did so, he felt the tension from the leather band around his neck. It was a constant reminder of his status. “No, Mistress.” 

“No, it doesn’t. And if I decide I want to take you on vacation and keep you dressed up like a pretty girl, can I do that?” 

Immediately, he wanted to beg her not to do anything like that. And yet, the words stopped as they vibrated against of the tip of his tongue. He bit back those pleas since he knew they wouldn’t to do any good. If anything, challenging her would only invite additional punishment. 

“Yes,” he told her. 

“Oh, you should be grateful,” she said. 

When he looked at her, she smirked again. “Look at yourself. You’re such a pretty girl. You know how many young women are out there, wishing they could look as cute as you?” 


Mike inhaled again. A dozen different answers spring to the edge of his lips, but he stopped himself over and over again. He knew that if he said anything, he might not be able to stop, in which case he would be in a lot of trouble. 

“Put your face down against the mattress and take the rest of your spanking like an obedient sissy.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. 

She touched the paddle to his backside before cocking her arm back once again. When she swung down, he heard the whoosh of air an instant before he felt the smack. 

Another wave of hot pain stabbed into his core. 

This was just the first spanking of many more. She kept at it, swatting his pert little ass as many times as she wanted. Her arm started to get tired, but Jasmine didn’t quit. Instead, she enjoyed every little yelp and gasp. She loved the way he squirmed there, held in place by nothing but his obedience. 

He was becoming her slave; he couldn’t help himself. It was natural; he was learning how to become her plaything. 

“I wonder if I could find you a tutor, someone to teach you proper decorum. You know, there are lots of girls out there who need to learn their proper place and etiquette of traditional femininity. You could do that for me, Mike.” 

“Yes, Mistress.” 

“Mike, Mike, Mike,” she said, tapping her finger against the side of her face. “I don’t think that really works anymore. You need a new name, something more appropriate for a sissy.” 

“A new name?” Mike repeated, and he couldn’t keep the panic from his voice. 

“Absolutely!” Jasmine chirped. 

“A name like Mike makes you sound like a boy. Boys get a little bit of respect. Sissies, on the other hand, just do as they’re told. They’re cute, dainty, and very pretty. More importantly, they do as they’re told. They’re pliant and eager to serve. Are you eager to serve, sissy?” 

“I, I don’t know,” he told her truthfully. 


She clicked her tongue and shook her head. “Oh, you silly little sissy slave. That’s the wrong answer.” She addressed him with a chiding tone, like an older girl talking down to some silly boy. 

She did more than just tease, however. As her excited heart beat again, she swung down, five more times, each blow landing in quick, agonizing succession. The pain exploded along his skin, lighting up nerves throughout his body. 

“Well?” Jasmine asked. 

“Thank you, Mistress,” he said. Judging from the tension in his voice, he was on the verge of tears. 

“Ask for another round of punishment.” 

“May I have another round of punishment?” Mike asked. 

“Yes. And when I’m done, I want you to tell me what your name should be. Get it wrong, and I might just keep swatting your backside until you come up with something good.” 

Get it wrong? Mike really didn’t understand, only then the paddling continued, wiping away any coherent thought he may have possessed. By the time she stopped, he lost track of how many times she had struck at his backside. He grabbed onto the sheets, bunching them up beneath his fingertips. His knuckles started to turn white, not that he could notice or even think about what any of this might mean. 

“What’s your name, sissy?” 

“Stephanie?” Mike asked, utterly confused. If he was completely honest with himself, he would have had to admit that he just called out to the first female name that popped into his head. 

“Stephanie?” She said, repeating the syllables as though testing them out for the first time. “I think that’s a good name for you, but not good enough.” 

This time he didn’t even get the chance to brace himself. Instead, another storm of pain swept through him as he heard the sounds of every strike. The pain exploded from his backside, spreading out into his arms, his legs, his toes and his fingertips. By this point, his eyes were soaked, blurring his vision and making it impossible for him to see anything. 

“Try again,” she said, sounding somehow magnanimous. She could punish him and feminize him…and sounded cheerful all while she did it. 

“Megan?” 

“Megan,” she said, nodding to herself. “Yeah, I like that. Mike to Megan.” 

She climbed up onto the mattress, and he quickly swiped some of the tears from his eyes. When he saw her again, he found her on her knees, above him. “Get up on the bed,” she ordered. Belatedly, she added his new name. “Megan.” 

Again and again, this sissy tried to tell himself that he was a man. His name was supposed to be Mike. This sissy tried not to think about it, yet he could feel himself fall away. This was an important moment; the next few minutes might determine the kind of person he would be. 

Somehow, Megan felt right. He didn’t know why. Perhaps it was just an aftereffect of that brutal paddling. After all, his backside still throbbed as he crawled up onto the bed in time to see his wife strip out of her pants. She pulled off her socks and her panties. Naked from the waist down, she lowered herself onto her back. This could have put her at a disadvantage, yet it didn’t because she knew all of the power still belonged to her. 

“Come here, sissy,” she said, beckoning him forward with one finger. 

Pliant, he crawled toward her, only to feel her hand to slide along through his hair at the back of his head. She pulled his face down toward her crotch. 

Right away, he knew what she wanted, and he didn’t hesitate this time. He was her sissy, her slave, and he would obey. Besides, anything would be better than the paddling. 

Even if he felt that jolt of humiliation, he still started to eat her out eagerly. His tongue moved up and down, going deeper and deeper with every sliding stroke. He could feel her clit just as he could taste her excitement. This girl was incredibly turned on, and she wanted more. 

“Oh, that feels good. I love having you right there between my legs, sissy. It makes me feel bad that I’m going to have to start putting makeup on you,” she said. 

Makeup? 

Another pang of embarrassment hit him, but Mike (or maybe Megan) didn’t try to pull back or say anything. 

Then it occurred to him: she enjoyed talking down to him as he serviced her. 

Jasmine continued, “That’s right. You’re going to look so pretty with some makeup. A little bit of blush, some lipstick, you know. Sissies need to be so pretty for their owners. You’re like my little pet, so I can do whatever I want with you.” 

Even if his lips, mouth, and tongue hadn’t already been occupied by servicing her, the sissy already knew that he wouldn’t have the courage to try to argue with her. She was in charge. That much was obvious. 

“I feel so good. You’re so good at this. Go faster.” 

Swirling his tongue around in tight little circles, he did his best to obey. 

Sure enough, she raised her hips and moaned again. “Slow down,” she commanded, her voice barking out on the air. 

Obediently, he obliged, giving his Mistress whatever she liked. His tongue moved gingerly from left to right, then up and down. He felt like a dog lapping at water, but he couldn’t stop himself. He had to obey. He had to do whatever she wanted. 

Those thoughts came, repeating themselves over and over again. Obey. Obey. Obey. 

Why? How? 

A possibility jumped into his head. He tried not to allow it to get purchase anywhere within his psyche, but he started to wonder if maybe this was somehow natural for both of them. Was that a possibility? He thought through all of the males he had known in his life, friends and coworkers and colleagues and acquaintances, and he couldn’t believe any of them would allow a woman to do something like this to them. 

“Keep going. Deeper. That’s right. Oh, that feels so good.” 

He kept his eyes closed as he licked and lapped, though he could still easily imagine the look of satisfaction on her face as her bottom lip trembled and she lowered her eyelids. 

“You feel so good, sissy. You’re my slave now. I love owning you. I think I’m going to have you quit your job. Don’t worry. I’ll give you an allowance. That way, you can buy pretty dresses on your own. And if you don’t buy the right kinds of clothing, I guess that just means you will really want a paddling.” 


There was a sharp intake of breath, but he still couldn’t speak. 

If she noticed the little sounds he made, she gave no indication of it. “You’re looking forward to that, aren’t you? You want to become my permanent slave.” 

It took all of his self-control not to pull back to try to talk to her. He knew that if he didn’t take this opportunity, he wouldn’t get another one. If the idea settled into her mind, she would start making plans. As an attorney, she easily made enough money to support both of them. He didn’t need to work.... 

He couldn’t allow that to happen. If he lost his job, he really would spend all of his time scurrying around their home, cooking and cleaning and serving this woman. She would be able to keep him in panties and a collar, skirts and blouses all the time! 

Of course, if he wanted to dissuade her, then he was going to have to pick the exact right moment. His words would have to be immaculately crafted to get her to change her mind. But what could he say? 

“Faster,” she ordered, interrupting his thoughts. 

Bobbing his head down, he slid his tongue along the walls of her opening. He worshiped her slit. By this point, he could feel the gorged swell of her clitoris, and then she commanded, “faster!” 

He licked as quickly as he could, his tongue darting up and down. He served her with everything he had. He bobbed his head, all for her pleasure and satisfaction until she put her hand on the back of his head. She grabbed his hair. 

“Maybe I will get you a wig or we can just grow your hair out, sissy. Would you like that? Would you like to look like a pretty girl?” 

No! 

He was a man, and he was supposed to be able to make his own decisions. He was supposed to be able to think for himself. Those ideas sounded nice inside of his head, but then she cried out, screaming toward the walls as the pleasure raced through her body. The orgasm must’ve been incredible, he thought. It must have been enough to wipe away most of her thoughts. 

But then she finished and she pulled his head back. 

“Very good,” she said with a self-satisfied nod. 

“I’m glad you enjoyed it, Mistress. But I was hoping maybe we could talk about something?” 

“No. Not yet,” she told him. 

Something about her expression shifted. The arousal cleared, only to be replaced by a different kind of hunger. 

This girl had craved physical satisfaction, but now something else occupied her attention. 

The sissy pressed his lips together, uncertain. He could have tried to force the issue. He could have demanded that she talk to him, only he glanced up toward the headboard and saw the paddle waiting right there. He hated the implement. He probably loathed it so much because it scared him. He was supposed to be an adult, yet he worried about getting punished. 

“Get on your back, sissy,” she said. 

He lowered himself down. In this new position, he knew that he couldn’t talk to her like an equal, but maybe that would work in his favor? Maybe he could be soft and meek and that would be enough to hold her attention while he tried to negotiate with her? 

If she spent much more time controlling him like this, she would become addicted. Jasmine would decide that this really was supposed to be how they lived their lives…He couldn’t let that happen! 

“What’s wrong, sissy? You look nervous,” Jasmine said, her voice shifting timbre. A different kind of hunger edged its way back into her tones. She was getting turned on again, especially as she blithely ran her fingers up his skirt and grabbed his panties. She pulled down his underwear and held them up for a moment. 

He looked at the thin fabric, and something inside of him clenched all over again. 

Different emotions surged through the sissy. He was thinking of those panties and how they felt and how they made him feel. Humiliation, arousal, and something else. 

Gratitude. 

The idea came unbidden, and he didn’t really want to think about it or acknowledge it, yet that was the reality of his situation now. He was a sissy and a slave and he belonged to this girl. 


Or at least, he would if he didn’t figure out some way to stop her. 

“You like this, don’t you?” Jasmine asked. 

Even though it might result in a punishment, he gave a quick, nervous shake of his head. No! He didn’t like being treated like a sissy. He didn’t want to be owned. Those thoughts ran through his head, but he couldn’t avoid any of them. 

He had to talk to her! 

She peeled back his skirt and pushed into his back. She grabbed his wrists and lifted them toward the corners of the bed once again. When she retrieved the silk bonds, he knew what she had in mind. 

“Oh, you poor little sissy. You keep thinking that you are a man and that you deserve respect. Poor, poor sissy. Don’t worry. You and I are going to have a nice conversation, and I’m going to convince you that you deserve to be feminized.” 

“No, I don’t,” he snapped back, the words sharp yet somehow meek anyway. 

Jasmine didn’t get offended. Instead, she laughed at her sissy as she leaned in and kissed him. She pressed her mouth to his, and he soon closed his eyes, especially because her hand brushed along his inner thigh. Every gentle caress turned him on more and more. He didn’t want to think about it or acknowledge it, but he couldn’t deny the power flashing through his body. Something took a hold of him, something he couldn’t entirely understand. Worse, he knew he would never be able to control it. 

“You’re so pretty,” she said. “You’re such a pretty sissy. You’re lucky that you get to belong to me.” 

He didn’t understand. 

“What’s your name?” Jasmine asked. 

He opened his mouth, and he was going to give the wrong answer. Maybe she could tell because she touched a finger to his mouth. 

“No,” she chided. “Not yet. Don’t tell me yet.” 

Bristling, he needed to talk! 


But then she leaned in and kissed his neck, her lips warm and soft against him. 

She teased him with the tip of her tongue and her lips for several more seconds. Soon, he closed his eyes and surrendered to the sensations running through his body. He could feel the bra around his chest, her hand down on his cock, and her lips teasing his neck. The sensations rushed along his skin, lighting him up in a way he had never imagined possible before. 


When she wrapped her fingers around his member, she stroked him, teasingly and lovingly. He arched his back slightly and lifted his hips, maybe hoping that he might be able to grind against the palm of her hand until he hit that point of completion. If so, Jasmine knew exactly what he had in mind, so she relaxed her grip just enough to keep him on the edge. 

“No, sissy. You don’t get an orgasm until you have been thoroughly trained. You need to learn to admit the truth and tell me who you are. You can do that, can’t you?” Jasmine asked. 

Another bolt of fear hit him. It may as well have been a pulse of lightning because he twitched, shaking his head helplessly. 

Once again, Jasmine laughed at him. Those dulcet notes vibrated through his body. It was like he fought with everything he possessed, yet this was just a game. She may as well have been a cat playing with her little mouse. 

At any moment, she could have ended this, but she didn’t want to. No, it was so much more fun to watch him squirm and struggle as he fought to come to terms with the new reality of his situation. 

“What’s your name?” Jasmine taunted. 

It should have been such a simple question, yet he blanked. He didn’t know exactly what he wished to say. 

“What’s your name?” She asked again, her hands now gliding along his waist, then down toward his hips. She squeezed him, touched him, and teased him. For a moment, she positioned herself right above him in between his legs as she pushed her pelvis toward his shaft. 

His erection throbbed, but just as he was about to climax, she pulled away. 

Damn it! 

Another wave of frustration crashed through his body, and he squirmed, but she focused, sitting up so that she could calm him down. 

At this point, the sissy should have tried to shove her away. Theoretically, he was stronger than Jasmine, so he should’ve been able to knock her down onto the floor. 

He couldn’t. He wouldn’t. 

Physical capability aside, he had been trained, and there was something about getting dressed up like a hapless schoolgirl that made him feel so much more meek and pliant. If she wanted to tie him down, then that must’ve been her right. 

She pulled the knot tight around his right wrist, then his left. And when she was done, she leaned in and kissed him again. Not only that, she started to reposition herself. 

Oh yes! 

The sissy felt his shaft brush along her opening. 

She wasn’t just going to tease him with her hand. She wanted to have sex with him! 

That thought granted him extra strength, so he started to buck and thrash, squirming beneath her, all to no avail. 

She pulled away and looked down at him. She was still rubbing her crevice over his cock, all without allowing him to penetrate her. 

“What’s your name?” Jasmine asked, taunting and teasing him. 

He blinked. “I, I don’t know!” The desperation made it impossible for him to think clearly, and he understood what she wanted, but he couldn’t give it to her. He didn’t defy her either, foolishly referring back to his old name. 

Or maybe he just understood that “Mike” was the wrong answer. 

“Good,” she said, taking his shaft and aiming the tip of his cock up toward her crevice. She lowered herself down so that she could envelop him inch by inch. And once she was poised right there, the corners of her eyes crinkled with delight as she said, “Oh, that feels really good, but you aren’t allowed to climax, sissy. If you come without permission, I’m going to lock you in a chastity cage and never, ever let you out.” 

For a second, the sissy wished to believe that was hyperbole, but one glimpse of his wife made it abundantly clear that it was not. She meant it. She would take him, lock him in the chastity belt, and never let him out. He would never get another orgasm for the rest of his life. 

His mouth went dry at the prospect, but he nodded anyway. 

“Good sissy. You see, you’re starting to understand how this works. I’m in charge. Why?” 

She didn’t move. More than anything, he wanted her to move so that she could give him permission to climax. 

“Because you own me!” 

“Yes,” she said, her eyes glittering. She sounded like a teacher who was grateful her students had finally mastered an important concept. 

Jasmine moved onto something harder. “Are you my slave?” 

“Yes!” 

His voice strained with desperation and determination. 

“Are you my sissy?” 

“Yes!” 

She started to ride him, rising, then lowering herself back down again. She took him, claiming him as she fucked him. The passion swept through his body until she asked another question, “What’s your name?” 

“Megan!” 

“Yes. Your name is Megan,” she said, “And that means you belong to me. You’re going to be my pretty little sissy, cooking and cleaning and taking every punishment I give you. You’ll do whatever you’re told, and you won’t complain when I decide to collar you, leash you, or trap you in chastity. Don’t worry. I’ll let you out. Probably.” Her eyes sparkled again, and he nodded his head. Other guys would have been terrified, yet he knew this was best. 

“Beg me to come, Megan.” 

Megan couldn’t help himself. He pumped his hips up and down, and he pleaded with her. As she rode him, he called out, “Please, Mistress! Please, may I come?” 

“You may!” Jasmine’s cried out, laughing. There was something dangerous and maniacal in her tone of voice, yet the sissy slave didn’t care as his shaft began to pulsate. Helpless, tied down, trapped and trained, the sissy surrendered everything he had. From this point forward, he would no longer have a job or money. He would wear whatever this woman wanted. Even if he was allowed to make a decision on his own, it would have to be aimed toward one goal and one goal only: her pleasure. 

They climaxed together, the pleasure bursting through their bodies, darting between the nerve endings in their skin. She arched her back and cried out. All the while, breathless, he tried to promise that he was going to be her sissy slave. 

Sure enough, it wasn’t a sex game. It wasn’t some idle conversation or something people might talk about only to abandon later. 

Jasmine took away his male clothing. She stripped him of the last vestiges of his dignity. She gave him an allowance and kept him collared. Even in those rare moments when he might go out in public, he wore panties, just as a constant reminder of his status. 

But most importantly, he always answered to the right name: Megan. 

The End 
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