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Tightening the Corset

I hear her voice first. It's only her voice, no one else. At first, it sounds like she is talking from far, far away. I can make out a couple of random syllables, nothing terribly useful.

Then, I start to flutter my eyes open, and the words start to make sense. "Yes, I double checked for that as well." There is a pause, probably because the person on the other end of the line is making another point. "Don't worry about it. I know that you're concerned, but I think I found us the perfect specimen. After this, we will have a definitive answer. Okay, okay. Look, I'll call you back. I think he's waking up."

I lift my head, or at least it feels like I do. After another second or two, I realize that this young woman is touching the underside of my chin. She pinches my skin, forcing my head to the left, then the right.

"Who? Who, who are you?" I ask, barely able to get those words out.

If I could think clearly, I would be freaking out. After all, I'm waking up in this dark room, and there is a strange girl in front of me.

I look at her, and I see her dark hair first. She's lovely with gently sloping cheeks, white teeth, and bright brown eyes. She has on a white blouse and a dark gray skirt. Over that, she's wearing a white lab coat. She seems a little bit like a doctor, only there is something about her expression.

"My name is Amanda, and I'm going to be helping you, Jason."

"Helping me?" What's wrong? Did I, did I get into an accident or something?"

When she withdraws her hand, my head dips down immediately. I look down, only to realize that I'm standing up. That feels weird, mostly because my legs seem to be limp underneath me.

Then I look up, and I feel the leather straps around my wrists. They are connected to a set of chains that are locked onto a frame overhead.

"Since you're awake, I guess I can turn on the lights," she says. Amanda pulls out a controller, and she points it over her shoulder. A moment later, bright illumination scrubs the room.

The space is a lot bigger than I thought. There are tables, computers, and a set of double doors forty or 50 feet away.

This looks like some sort of laboratory? I'm not entirely sure, but I pull against the restraints even as I look down again. I'm naked.

I should be embarrassed, but I'm not for some reason.

Amanda smirks slightly, the corner of her mouth rising. "Yes, I'm going to help you. I followed some of your activity online, and I've decided you are going to be our perfect specimen."

"Specimen?" I barely get the word out, and even as I do, the sounds are slurred together. What's wrong with me? Why is my head pounding, and why does everything seem somewhat distant and far away. It's hard for me to focus, like I'm distracted. My willpower refuses to offer me any sort of clarity.

"Yes, specimen," she says. "First, Jason, would you like to tell me about yourself?"

"I guess I'm a normal guy," I begin.

I didn't say much, but that's enough to make her laugh anyway.

"Oh? Really?" She chuckles again. "Yeah, I don't think you’re normal. If you were, heaven help us."

"What do you mean? What are you talking about?"

"I'm talking about your online behaviors. Okay, say you’re a normal guy who works at an office. Whatever. What do you do when you're online? What you do when you're on your phone or at your laptop and you don't think anyone is going to see through your screen name?"

I part my lips. Her question makes my heart beat faster, and I feel it, that tickle of electric adrenalin running through my body. All of a sudden, it feels like I can think a little bit more clearly.

"I don't know what you're talking about," I tell her.

"Well, that's a lie." Amanda tilts her head to the side, and a few loose strands of hair fall in front of her eyes. She tucks them behind her ear, and it's sexy. For a moment or two, I imagine this girl naked and on my bed. I would enjoy toying with her a bit. It would be fun to make her helpless, to enslave her to my will.

"You, Jason, are a misogynistic bastard."

"I don't know what you're talking about," I say, doing my best to keep the edge of anxiety out of my voice.

"Liar, liar," she teases. "It's okay. I know your type. You're the kind of guy who can be so big and brave online, talking about how women are inferior, how biological differences mean that we should be confined to the kitchen...silly, silly boy. But then, someone confronts you in real life, you can't even defend yourself, can you?"

I stare back at her, my lips pressed together. For a long time, I've told myself that I don't broach these issues in public because I know they're not popular. It doesn't matter if women are inferior. For the moment, ideas of "social justice" mean that it's simply not viable for me to get into shouting matches with idiots who weren't going to listen to me anyway.

"Yeah, that's you. You're a scared little boy. You're worried that women are going to take over the world, aren't you? You suck at your life, so you figure that you might as well go online and trash all of those cute girls you resent because they won't ever pick you. Isn't that right?"

She grabs the top of my head, her fingers pushing into my hair. She forces me to nod my head down and up.

I snarl, showing my teeth.

When she grins at me, a shiver of dread runs down my back. Why? She's just a young woman. Hell, I'm taller than her and I've got more muscle. If I can just get out of the leather restraints, I know I can take control of the situation.

Even if she thinks she's some kind of feminist badass, I know that she’s still a girl. That's why stare at her. I level my gaze and I say, very calmly, "Let me out of here right now. If you don't, they're going to be consequences."

"Oh?"

I part my lips again.

"You may not realize this, Jason, but you are chained to the wall, and you're totally helpless. Speaking of which, I'm going to enjoy retraining you."

"You can't retrain me to do anything I don't want to do." When I say those words, they sound good they make me sound strong and powerful, confident.

"Are you sure about that? Because I'm sure you are the kind of boy I need. Deep down, your weak. You have this big, fragile façade, but I'm going to take that away from you, and you're going to be a cute, helpless little sissy."

I hear those words, and my eyes widen.

"You're crazy, lady," I snap back. Turning my attention away from her, I glance up at the restraints around my wrists. I start to rotate my arms, hoping that maybe I will be able to slip free. If I can just get one hand loose, I know that I will be able to jump away from this wall and I can grab her and wrestle her to the ground. Maybe she will be willing to make more sense once I'm on top of her.

"Jason, I want you to understand what is going to happen to you. You are going to be sissified. You know what that means?"

"Screw you!" I growl back at her.

She chuckles, more amused than offended.

"No. You're not going to be doing any screwing anytime soon. As a sissy, you're going to have a very special rank in the world. You see, women are smart, articulate, and strong. Below us, there are the men, boys who can generally handle their own lives but need them. Then there are the sissies."

"You're crazy," I say again. By now I've been struggling for a few seconds, my heart is pounding, and I can feel the fatigue build up in my arms. It's hard to resist these restraints. I pull the straps tight, but that's all I can do. I can't get away, and this woman is right in front of me.

What if she decides to do something? Conversation is one thing. But she's wearing a lab coat. Does she have access to drugs? Chemicals?

"This is what's crazy. There are boys like you who think that a penis makes you somehow superior. Sure, you have historical precedent on your side, but that only takes you so far. You're going to need to learn that your vision of femininity is wrong. And you know how I'm going to teach you, Jason? I'm going to teach you by turning you into what you think a woman should be. Basically a sissy. I'm going to put you in cute little outfits. I'm going to make you wear very uncomfortable shoes and tight corsets. Oh, the corsets are going to be very, very tight. You’re barely going to be able to breathe, and you're not going to be able to think clearly."

"You can't do this!"

"Yes, I can. And you know why I can? Because you're a jerk. You're a sexist, misogynistic idiot, and you blame women for your own failures. That's why no one is going to miss you at work. That's why you don't have any real friendships or any close family. Sorry, Jason, but you really are the perfect specimen."

She turns around and walks toward one of the tables.

Okay, so I can't get out of the restraints.

There has to be something I can do. I try to negotiate instead. "Look, I don't know what you really think you're going to do with me, but you have to know you can't turn me into some sort of sissy. I'm a man. I will always be a man." That makes her chuckle. "But if you let me go right now, I promise I won't go to the police. No one needs to know about this."

"The police? Why would they care about you? You aren't even a citizen in this country."

My eyes widen. What did she just say?

Before I can ask, she turns around, and she's holding a syringe. She presses on the plunger, injecting a couple of drops.

"What, what is that?"

"A specialized cocktail of the sedatives, hormones, and other enhancements." She walks over to me, and she touches my arm. Since I've been struggling, all of my veins are popping out. She just has to pick which one she wants to use.

I try to twist away, but the restraints don't allow enough slack or wiggle room. There is nowhere for me to go!

She presses the needle down against my skin, harder and harder until she punctures down into my vein. Then she pushes on the plunger, injecting me with that medication.

"Let me just give you a minute or two, then I'm going to take you over to that case. You can spend some time listening to some programming."

"Programming?"

In those first couple of seconds, I tell myself that this won't affect me. I don't care what kind of medication she has just pumped into my body. It won't make any difference. I am a man. I'm a real man. As such, I can handle anything this girl throws at me. She's probably not even a real doctor!

But then I blink, and it's harder to get my eyelids up and open again. Not only that, there's a strange tingling that starts to spread through my chest, down my legs and along my arms.

"You want to hear some of the perks of your new position? Well, first you are never going to have to shave again. All of your hair from your eyebrows down will fall out. You're going to be so smooth. That's important for a sissy. Granted, you'll still have to do your makeup, and you probably won't like that, but you'll get used to it." She nods knowingly.

"Oh, and don't forget all about all the attention you're going to get. That's the thing about sissies. They're very popular with women. I mean, the girls you meet won't want to actually date you or be involved with you romantically, but they're still going to be fascinated. Look at it this way. You can live your life as a toy, subjugated and owned so thoroughly that you will always remember your place. That's going to be your life from now on!"

"Never!" I practically shout that word, but she doesn't even blink. Nothing I do or say can dissuade her.

"This is actually something I find it very funny. When I was a little girl, my older sister always enjoyed playing with the boys. Sometimes, they would come over, and she would wrestle them down and dress them in her clothing. It was hilarious. A boy would go into her room, and he would be sauntering around like he really knew what he was doing. Then he, just a few hours later, he would have on all this pretty makeup, ribbons in his hair, and he would be wearing her dress and her panties."

"Some men are weak. I'm not one of them," I insist. But then, I lower my eyes again, and it's hard to get them open. I don't fall asleep. Instead, it feels like this deep state of relaxation snakes its way into my body. My muscles loosen and the tension dissipates from my body.

I don't want to struggle; I don't want to fight.

Intellectually, I know I should, but it's impossible to summon up the drive to fight the restraints. Then she does something I don't expect.

Amanda lifts up the controller, and she points toward the direction of my wrists. She presses a button, and of the restraints retract. The cuffs pull away, and of the cords slip back up into a hidden compartment.

This should be my chance, but it's not because I stumble forward. I can barely stand up.

Amanda puts her hand on the back of my neck, and she guides me forward toward a large, transparent box. Using the controller in her free hand, she taps another button. One side of the cube is lifted upward. She shoves me inside.

"Don't worry. A couple of hours in here will help you feel a lot better."

Once I'm down on my side, I try to get up. I manage to sit up, only to watch as the side of the cube comes back down.

I throw myself forward, desperate to keep the side from closing. But it's too late. My knuckles slam into the heavy, industrial plastic, and I ready know that I'm not going to be able to break out of this thing.

Now I'm set near the center of the lab, and Amanda takes advantage. As I press my palms up against the different sides, she circles me, giggling all the while, only something occurs to me. I can't hear her. This thing is entirely soundproof.

That doesn't stop me.

As the frustration boils within me, I kick against the side of the cube. She can't do this. She can't just lock me in here! I refuse to be a prisoner!

My foot kicks into the side panel, and it doesn't even reverberate. It feels like I'm kicking a concrete wall. There's a jolt up my leg, and I stumble back. Disoriented, I shake my head.

No, I'm not going to let this thing affect me.

But then the room starts to spin, and I fall, landing hard on my knees. I try to get up.

I can't. Just as I begin to tense the muscles in my legs, I wobble and fall. Now I'm on all fours, and that's when I hear it.

I want to be a sissy. I want to be a good little sissy slave. I want to have an owner, a Master or Mistress who will tell me what to do. I want to wear pretty dresses and serve my owner. I want to be obedient and do as I'm told. I'm happiest when I do as I'm told.

Those words thrum through my head. They seem very quick and very slow, all at the same time. It doesn't make sense. I get my eyes open again, in the world is distorted around me. It feels like I'm staring into a bunch of fun house mirrors. Even Amanda looks different, like she's taller and elongated.

I close my eyes again.

That's when I notice it. There is music, like a violin. But it sounds as though it's coming from far, far away. I roll over, and look down. I see it, a small speaker embedded in the floor.

That's where the music is coming from.

I press my fingers against the speaker, but it's protected by a metal grate. I can't get to it. I can't damage or destroy it, no matter how much I want to.

I should always be a good sissy. I should always serve my owner. Nothing is better than service! I want to wear pretty makeup and pretty dresses. I want to be pretty and dainty and do as I'm told. I'm not supposed to think for myself. I'm supposed to be obedient because I want to be obedient and do as I'm told. I'm happiest when I obey. Obedience is the best!

Where are those words coming from? They seem to push right into my brain.

I glance down at the speaker again.

What is it?

One thought occurs to me, and it almost makes me laugh. Is this supposed to be some kind of subliminal programming? Are there sounds embedded within those notes of the violin?

No, that's not possible. Subliminal programming isn't real. It's just a fantasy from the fifties, something used to scare housewives.

Another dose of programming hits me.

I want to be a good sissy and wake up before my owner. I want to wear high heels and stockings and a short little skirt. I want to have on panties. Yes, panties. They should be soft and silky, maybe satin. I want my owner to be able to reach under my skirt and touch my panties and remind me that I'm just a sissy. I'm not a man. I'm not a woman. I'm a sissy. I'm a plaything, and I should be used. I'm happiest when I'm used.

No!

I roar that single word inside of my head, denying everything that I'm hearing.

It doesn't work.

In spite of myself, I close my eyes, and I curl up, and it's easy to relax.

As hard as I try, I can't make myself get up onto my feet. I already know that I'm just going to wobble and fall. No matter how hard I work, I can't break out of this cube, and the music continues to play.

I look up, and Amanda is still there, watching me. She has out her phone, and she's talking into it again. What is she saying?

She's probably reporting on my progress, making notes or talking to a colleague.

For a second, I fantasize about standing up. In my daydream, I would be able to get back up onto my feet, and I would launch myself against my transparent cage. I would bash my shoulder into the plastic, cracking it. Then I would get to see her eyes widen with shocked disbelief. She would start to get scared, but she would be overconfident, so she would wait to see what happens. I would slam my fists against in the side of my cell, and she would see the cube shatter. Then I would step forward and grab her.

But I can't even get up.

With the drums running through my system, I hear it again. I try to shake my head, to block the sounds. My hands go up to my ears, but it doesn't make any difference.

A good sissy should always be obedient. I want to be a good sissy. I need to be a good sissy. I want to wear cute panties, and I only get cute panties if I'm a good sissy. They should be nice and soft. I want my panties to be pink or purple. Maybe lavender. Yes, lavender would be really nice. If I'm very lucky, maybe they will even be decorated with little hearts or stars. Oh, that would be so cute! I want to be a cute sissy! I want my owner to think that I'm very pretty. I'm happiest when I'm pretty.

...That's...not...true...

It's getting harder for me to tell where my thoughts begin and where the programming ends. Those words continue to drum into me, pounding against everything I want to believe. I'm a man! I'm strong. I can handle myself. I'm fierce.

Soft and feminine, that's the way to be. I want to be a good sissy. I want to be obedient. I want to do as I'm told all the time! I should cook and clean. I can be a maid or a secretary. Oh, I would be so happy as a maid! I could wear a tight corset and a short little skirt. I could wear an adorable apron, maybe a cap. No one is more subservient and than a maid. I'm happiest when I'm subservient.

I try to tell myself that I don't want to be a maid or a secretary. I don't want to submit to anyone or anything. And yet, I can't quite force those words through my head. Instead, I just think about how it would feel to wear panties, to feel the snug embrace of silk or satin, to know that I have lost something.

Why does the idea of losing my manhood make me feel so good?

At some point, it feels like I've fallen asleep. I think I'm dreaming, because everything is fuzzy around the edges, and the world isn't supposed to work this way, but none of that really matters.

I'm in an office. That much is clear.

I look down as I walk through the doors, and I have on high heels. I wobble along on them for a few seconds, but I should be able to walk in them, so I figure it out. Actually, I enjoy the heels. I like knowing that they show off my legs, tensing my calves just so to make me a sexy sissy. Not only that, they make it impossible for me to run.

As I move, it feels like I'm following a script or something. I scurry along, right past one cubicle after another. Both women and men look up at me. A few of them smirk. One guy shakes his head.

I'm wearing a skirt, a tight little blouse, and there's a ribbon in my hair. I can feel all of this along with the makeup on my face. My lips feel odd, like I'm wearing too much chapstick or something.

Then I go to a door, and I knock gently.

"What is it?"

In my dream, I call back, only my voice is a little bit different. It sounds higher, more feminine. Not only that, I don't speak with the usual confidence I wield. "I have your coffee, ma'am."

Just then, I look down, and it's true. I'm holding her coffee, and I know that I have prepared it to her specifications. One cream, two sugars.

"Bring it in, sissy," she calls out, and I hear those words through the door. They’re muffled, but they make me blush anyway.

Tentatively, I open the door, and I see Amanda seated at her desk. It's big and dark wood. I scamper across the floor and I bring her coffee. "Is there anything else I can do for you, ma'am?"

"Actually, yes. There is a list on your desk. Get to it."

"Yes, ma'am."

And for some reason, I dip down. I'm curtsying for her.

True to her word, I find the list on my desk, but I barely read it. Instead, it feels like I know exactly what I need to do. First, I go around the office, and I check with everyone to make sure that they have submitted their expense reports. I should be able to do this via email, but the idea doesn't occur to me.

So I go to one cubicle after another, and I knock gently and I ask politely.

For some reason, it feels like I need to be deferential to everyone here.

Perhaps that makes sense. I'm just a secretary, after all. It's not like I have any real responsibilities, nor can I be trusted with any.

For the rest of the morning, I work, doing anything and everything I’m told. Then, Amanda opens the door to her office, and she's leaning against the side. "Sissy, I want some time with you." She beckons me with a quick movement of her finger.

I jump up from my seat, and I follow her.

"How may I serve you, ma'am?"

Again, there's a temptation to curtsy. For some reason, I don't do it this time. Does this mean I'm reasserting myself? Hardly.

"I need some stress relief. Come crawl under my desk while I type out a few emails."

And just like that, she raises up her skirt, and she pulls down her panties. Hers are sleek and black. They look sexy and powerful all at the same time. For her, femininity doesn't mean subservience. It only means that for me because I'm a sissy.

Moving along on my heels, wobbling slightly, I make my way over to her desk, and then I get down on my hands and knees, and I crawl underneath. She sits down and spreads her legs before rolling forward. Now it feels like I'm trapped.

"Proceed," she says even as her hands rest lightly on the keyboard. She starts typing out a message, and I catch the aroma of her excitement. She's turned on. Is it ordering me around? Is it the power? Is it something else entirely?

I don't know, but I don't think about it much either because I've been thoroughly trained. After all, I'm happiest when I'm subservient.

Tentatively, I lean up, grazing the bottom of my chin along the flat of her seat. Inch by inch, I move closer, but I'm not going fast enough. Amanda places her hand on the back of my head, and she brings my face forward, right toward her wet slit.

"Lick, sissy."

At once and without any hesitation, I slide my tongue over her pussy. I lick, lapping at her opening like a thirsty dog.

She chuckles.

Even as her breath becomes strained with arousal, she's willing to laugh at me. "Oh, that's good. You see, you were never meant to be a man. You are a sissy. Lick, sissy. Lick like a good little slave."

I don't argue or respond. I know my place. I belong here on my knees, so I please my owner. I run my tongue up and down her crevice, eagerly doing my best to please her.

And something happens.

She tastes good. As I lick her, this overwhelming sense of desire consumes me. But it's not like I'm simply horny or aroused. Instead, I lick her, and it feels good because it feels like I finally know my place. I understand exactly where I belong.

I should be on my knees. I should be serving her. I should recognize her as my superior.

"That's, that's so good!" Normally, Amanda is so put together and articulate. But right now, she is enjoying the ride. She savors every cascading rush of sensation as my tongue diligently and tirelessly slides up and down, in and out, left and right. I worship her. My tongue slides along her clitoris, and she holds onto my hair.

At one point, one of the ribbons falls down, hitting my shoulder and bouncing to the floor, yet neither of us care.

"That's right. Keep licking. Keep, keep licking!"

She doesn't technically need to say those words because I would obey nonetheless. But she does because it makes her feel good. She loves the power she holds over me. She's in charge, and I must submit. I must obey. I must to do anything and everything she demands.

I lick again, and she shivers, shuddering, her thighs tightening against my cheeks. Finally, she cries out, only to yank my hair away.

I stumble back, but I know that she might not be done with me, so I brace myself on my hands and knees, waiting, wondering exactly what my owner will expect from me.

I open my eyes, and I'm standing up, and I'm no longer in the cube. I look down at my body, and I'm naked.

"You know what this is?" Amanda asks as she holds up a small piece of plastic. It looks like a card, only it's curved downward. It also has several rings attached to it, each one a little bit smaller than the circumference of my fist.

"No, ma'am," I say.

I blink, confused. Why did I just address her as ma'am?

"Oh, I bet you're wondering about your little attitude adjustment."

"What, what did you do to me?" I ask. I'm standing up, and I'm back in the laboratory, only now I'm a few feet away from the cube. I don't remember coming out of it. If I look off to the side, I can see the bars where I first woke up.

I'm standing up straight, I'm naked, yes, but I'm not restrained. I have my hands held behind my back, my wrists crossed, but I'm still free. So why don't I pounce? Why don't I take this opportunity and strike back at the girl who is trying to brainwash me?

Although the idea is right there, simmering behind my eyes, I somehow can't execute it.

It would be a bad idea? It doesn't feel right? No, those explanations don't work. Instead, it feels like there's some kind of disconnection in my head. On the one hand, I want to leap at her, to grab her and hold her down and show her that she can't do this to me. But she can. And she should?

No, those ideas are right. I scratch my eyes closed, trying to get everything to fit back together, but I'm confused.

Finally, Amanda giggles, drawing my attention back to her lovely face. "To answer your question, I gave you a little sedative, some chemicals, and something to help you with your new outlook."

"What are you talking about?" Frustration edges my voice, but she seems to just consider me. My stance doesn't change, so she nods to herself.

"Sissification," she replies. "That's my plan for you. Do you even know what that means?"

I glare at her, silent. As hard as I try, I can't for really articulate an answer. So I stay quiet.

"I'm going to sissify you, Jason. I'm going to make you into a malleable, obedient, feminized boy. You're going to look cute. You already have the facial features for it. I bet you didn't know that."

"What are you saying?"

"I'm saying that when I'm done with you, you're going to be so pretty." She giggles, leaning in, and I almost think that she's about to kiss me. But no, she runs her fingers through my hair and pulls my head back. The sensation is disarming and disorienting all at the same time. "I'm going to put you in a corset and retrain your body. You have this cute ass. A few more doses, and you're going to have a lovely swell right here. Don't worry. You’ll still technically be male, but you’ll lack all of the annoying stubbornness. Instead, you'll just be adorably submissive and subservient. You'll see other people, and you'll know your place. You'll understand exactly where you belong."

"Where's that?" I ask, in spite of myself. I shouldn't respond to anything she says. I shouldn't encourage her.

And yet, there is this strange, inexorable sense that she might be right.

No, that's just the chemicals. I try to beat back those impulses. Everyone's thoughts are made up of hormones, neurological transmitters in the brain, and free will. I won't let her rewrite my biology to turn me into some servant. I won't be her doll!

"You belong in a corset and high heels. You belong in makeup, with pretty ribbons in your hair." She strokes my cheek. "But back to this. You never told me. You know what this is?" She holds up the tube again.

I have to get out of here!

Focusing my will, I look over at the door again, sneaking a furtive glance. And then I tell myself that I'm going to move. I just have to move one foot. If I can just leap forward in a run, I know the momentum will carry me.

It doesn't work. I can't break through the psychological blocks she's put inside of me.

"What is this?" Amanda asks again.

"I don't know!"

It makes her laugh.

"That's okay.  Don't get frustrated, little sissy. People are going to ask you questions all the time about things you won't understand. Like for example, I'm going to take away your ability to read."

My eyes snap away from the exit, and I look back at this beautiful woman. My eyes get big as the adrenaline and fear floods through my body, running up and down my arms and legs. No. No way. She can't be serious. This has to be a joke or something. She’s just teasing me.

She's not.

"You're going to be a sissy, and a part of being supremely feminine means that you need to lose all of your confidence. If you can't read, that will put you at a severe disadvantage. So you'll be weak and dumb, but pretty. Pretty is all you're going to have," she promises.

Pretty. That word stirs something within me. On the one hand, I want to be angry and upset. I wait for a surge of frustration or rage. It doesn't come. Pretty yes, I like that idea. Yes, I want to be pretty. I want to put on a cute dress.

"And it all starts with this, your chastity cage," she says, teasing me.

"Chastity cage?" I repeat those words. Chastity sounds like an antiquated term, something you might expect to hear in some literature or history class.

"Yes. This is going to be your chastity cage. I'm going to put it on you, and in doing so, I'm going to lock up your manhood. It's a big part of turning you into a sissy," she assures me.

She comes closer, and my shaft begins to stir. When she rubs her torso against my naked frame, I start to get excited. I can't help myself.

What is this girl doing to me?

She leans down, and she strokes my shaft for just a second. Then she gets up on the tips of her toes, and she whispers into my ear. "I'm going to love owning you, Jason. Of course, I should probably rename you. What you think? Would you be happier as Jessica or Jasmine? I think I want to keep the first letter of your name. You know, as a reminder."

When I hear those words, conflicting emotions rampage through me. Yes, I want a pretty name, but I don't want her to change me. No, I don't want to be a slave, but the idea of belonging to this girl somehow excites me. It triggers something I never knew existed.

That's because she put these desires within me. She planted them in me!

My confusion wilts my erection, so she has no problem sliding the tube onto my penis. Then she uses one of the rings, sliding up along my scrotum and locking it onto the chastity cage. She secures everything with a small, heart shaped lock. And when she's done, she smiles at me. "There we go. How does that feel, sissy?"

"It makes me feel small and helpless," I confess.

"Good. Now, let's get you dressed."

Strangely enough, Amanda doesn't order me to follow her. Instead, she just walks across the laboratory, and she opens up a hidden compartment that's effectively a closet. There is a long bar with different outfits hanging down.

Even from my position across the room, I can tell that Amanda has gathered a wardrobe filled with feminine outfits. I spot different bows and ribbons, shiny bits of satin and soft silk.

"Tell me, sissy. How does it feel knowing that you can't get hard right now, you can't get off without a girl's permission?"

I shouldn't answer, but the compulsion to respond to shoots through me. What has this girl done to me? "It makes me feel like I belong to you, ma'am."

I shouldn't give her that on horrific. I shouldn't recognize her authority. But I do. I can't stop myself!

"I'm glad to hear it, sissy." She chuckles as her fingers dance along the different outfits. I realize something. Everything in there is a dress or skirt. I've never worn anything like that before. "Do you like knowing that a girl controls your orgasms now? Do you like knowing that you can't get off without my say-so?"

The idea sends shivers of the disappointment and dismay down my back. "I, I don't know." That's as close to a lie as I can get.

"Try again, sissy."

"I like knowing that you control my orgasms, ma'am." The programmed words escape my lips, and I can't just shut my stupid mouth, no matter how hard I try.

"Good. I'm very glad to hear it." She nods to herself. "And what about a name? Do you prefer Jasmine or Jessica?"

"I, I don't know."

"Sure, you do. You know exactly who and what you should be. You are a sissy, and right now, this is just about breaking your old, stupid, masculine habits. But don't worry. It shouldn't take too long. I promise." Her eyes sparkle with amusement. She's having fun with me. While I try to resist with every iota of my being, Amanda simply has fun. Apparently satisfied with her choice, she turns around, and she saunters back over to me.

I see most of what she's holding, a black dress, a corset, and apron, and several other items hidden away behind the hanger.

The scientist sets the outfits down on a nearby counter. Then she walks up to me, and I shiver again. I should move. I should retreat back, yet I can't to do anything. It feels like I'm paralyzed.

"Jasmine or Jessica?"

"I, I won't choose."

"Of course, you will. You're going to choose because you have to. You are a sissy, and I'm your owner, and I'm telling you what to do. You know that the only way for you to feel good is to obey me. So go ahead. Obey me, sissy."

I gulp, and then she rubs her body against me again. She's getting closer and closer. My breath catches in my throat, and my neck seems to tense up. She reaches down, and she strokes my scrotum, her fingers lightly playing along my balls and it feels so good!

I close my eyes, shivering. And that's when I feel the captivity for the first time. The extra weight against my genitals was annoying, but now my cock tries to stiffen. It stirs, only to feel these new boundaries.

"Oh, what's wrong? Are you trying to get hard? Sorry. That can't happen, not anymore. You're a sissy. You only get to be hard when I say so. And trust me. That's going to be a very, very special treat for my little servant."

My nostrils flare, and I want to say something. More simply, I just want to get angry! But I can't. It feels like every aggressive emotion has been dampened, bound and hidden away from me.

"Jessica or Jasmine?" Amanda teases, still stroking me.

Pretty soon, I arch my back and lift my chin. Closing my eyes, I know that the only way to stop this is to give her what she wants. "Jasmine!" I call out.

"A pretty name for a pretty sissy," she says. "This is going to be your name? Is your name Jasmine?"

"Yes!"

"Say it, sissy."

"My, my name is Jasmine."

"And who are you, Jasmine?"

"I, I’m a dumb sissy. I, I need to do as I'm told. My name is Jasmine, and I want to serve you, ma'am. I want to be a good and obedient serving girl for you." I say those words, only to shiver, to shake. It feels like my true thoughts are fighting to get out, only they can't!

"I'm glad to hear it, Jasmine."

I grit my teeth, but then she hands me something.

She presses it up against my chest, and I take it instinctively. It's a pair of pink panties. They look soft and silky. They also look like they're going to be very tight on me.

"Put them on, Jasmine."

Gulping, I try to resist, but I find myself lowering the panties down as I hold onto the corners. Then I raise up my right foot and I slide my toes past the smooth material. I pull the panties up along the length of my legs, and now I'm wearing them.

I'm wearing girl’s underwear.

"Good sissy," she says, patting me on the head. "Now put on the stockings." She hands them to me. I roll them up my right leg then my left. I feel the material as it clings to my body. And as I put this on, I notice something. The stockings seem to compress my muscles, making me look even more feminine. They go all the way up to my waist, and they even hide the bulge of my genitals.

I look smooth, like a girl.

No, not a girl, a sissy. Girls are in charge. Sissies obey. I'm a sissy, so I have to obey.

"Obviously, you're going to have to learn to get dressed on your own, but I don't mind helping you today. It's fun, like playing with a doll. So be a good sissy and lift your arms into the air."

I don't know exactly what she's going to do, but I obey. She picks something up. It looks like rounded fabric, this concave of soft pink. A word jumps into my head. Suddenly, I know what I'm looking at. I'm not sure if this part of the programming or something else, but the awareness flows into me either way.

It's a corset. She's holding my corset.

I don't resist as she brings it up and over my hands, my arms, my head, my shoulders. She slides along the length of my body until she gets to the base of my hips. Then she pulls it shut, slowly.

Amanda walks behind me, and she starts to tug on the chords, pulling the corset tight. Tighter. Tighter still. At first, the tension is easy. There's lots of slack in the chords looping through this thing. But then, she needs to strain. I feel her muscles tense as she starts to pant, pulling as hard as she can. My lungs are compressed, my rib cage locked in place.

At first, I try to hold my breath, thinking that this is going to make her life harder and mine easier. But Amanda is patient. She works the corset, making it to the point where I can barely breathe. Then she ties the ribbons in place, making sure that I won't be able to get out of this thing without her help.

"How does that feel?"

"It's so tight," I tell her.

"That's the point. It's going to reshape your body. You’re going to have sexy hips and a nice, soft chest. You're going to be so popular."

Popular? Popular with whom?

I don't ask the question, mostly because I don't want to know. Any possible answer is going to scare me. I already know that, so I keep my mouth shut. It's easier that way.

"Now, we just need to get you into your dress and your heels, and then I need to do your makeup." I hate the excitement that reverberates through her voice. She’s so cheerful, like this is just a game. She's having fun with me.

How can I stop her? What can I do?

I don't know. I don't have an answer.

True to her word, she holds up the dress next. Dangling from her pinched fingers, it just looks like a black dress with a white apron over the front. It's nothing special, but I can already make out some of the details. Once it's on me, it's going to signify something very specific.

She wants to dress me like her maid.

"Arms up," she commands again.

I obey. Because of the programming, I can't seem to stop myself. I lift my hands above my head, and she pulls the dress down along my body. "Very good. You see, you like being a sissy, don't you?"

"No. I hate it," I say, doing my best to sound focused and enraged. I want to summon up some form of righteousness in every word. But it doesn't work.

"No, you don't hate it. If you hated it, then I would need to keep you strapped down. Are you strapped down? No. You're only bound by the corset."

She's right. With every breath I take, I can feel the tension tight around my frame. And deep down, if I'm really, really honest with myself, I need to admit the truth. I like it. For some reason, it makes me feel good. It makes me feel safe.

But I'm not going to let Amanda know. I'm going to hide this from her.

Once she's done with everything, she stands back.

"Let's have a look at you," she says, her hand going back up to my neck. Her fingers glide along my skin, and she nudges me toward the full-length mirror. There I am, dressed in stockings, panties, and my maid uniform. Hot crimson runs along my cheeks.

"So cute!"

She's practically giggling, like she's just a girl with a toy. That's me. I’m the toy.

"Please, don't do this," I say, and I know that I'm begging, but I can't stop myself. When I look back at the mirror, it doesn't feel like I'm looking at a man. All of my strength, all of my aggression and confidence have been drained away.

I look dainty, soft and weak. I look like someone who needs to be protected. More than that, it looks like I would be obey any command. That's not me! That's not who I'm supposed to be!

"Don't do what?" teases Amanda. "Don't train you? Don't give you purpose? Oh, silly sissy. This is where you were meant to be. Remember. I did all of my research."

I open my mouth, and I know that I should argue, but it feels like I can't. There is this block inside of my head.

How thoroughly did she program me? What is my own timidity, and what has she done? It's a difficult question, and I hate it. My fingers push down into the palms of my hands, but she drives me over to a chair, and she sits me down.

"Makeup time," she says.

It's bizarre. I know exactly what she's going to do to me.

This has to be a part of the programming as well. Apparently, there was a third level. Yes, I could hear that music while was locked in that box, but then I could hear the voice telling me that I wanted to be a good sissy, an obedient sissy, a subservient sissy. Below that, there must've been something else, a third level of programming, one that actually gave me new information.

That's why I'm not surprised when she wipes my face clean. "It's important that you start with the proper base." The wipe is soft and smooth, cool to the touch as she runs it over my forehead, down the ridge my nose and along my cheeks, down my chin. Everywhere.

"Next, we give you a nice foundation." She applies the soft powder, and it feels strange. I’m a guy. I'm not supposed to have anything on my face. The closest thing I've ever worn to makeup has been suntan lotion. But this is so much thicker.

The foundation is only the beginning.

She applies lipstick, eyeliner, blush. And when she's done, I don't look at all like a man. I'm a sissy, this cute girl who is sitting there. My hair might be short, but it just looks like a boyish cut now.

My eyes get big because I silently refuse to accept what I'm seeing. No, that can't be me.

"There is my sissy maid," she says. "You're so cute. Aren't you cute?"

I'm supposed to say something. I'm supposed to respond in the affirmative and show her just how obedient I can be.

I can't. I won't.

"That reminds me. We still need to give you your heels."

She goes back over the closet, and she comes back with a pair of high heeled shoes. They are thin and narrow, black with little white ribbons on the front. They look like something a girl might wear to a dance. But they will match my dress and the rest of my outfit perfectly.

"Please, I'm already wearing makeup and a dress. You are you have me locked in chastity! I don't need high heels."

"Yeah, of course you do. I want to make sure that you are thoroughly trained. That means you have to understand where you belong. As long as you can cling to some remnant of masculinity, you're not going to be the proper sissy slave I really want." As she explains all of this, she almost sounds sympathetic, like she can understand my concerns.

But she won't listen to me. She isn't interested in compromise or negotiation.

"Now, put them on."

Her voice knocks into me, and I don't know if it's the dress and the makeup and everything else or the programming, but I walk over to the high heels. I slip my feet down into each one. They are snug, tight against the sides of my feet. Not only that, I don't know exactly how to stand up with my feet at this angle.

It feels so strange. Just standing, I know that I'm okay. But how am I supposed to walk in these things? The heels are so narrow. It feels like I'm walking on half-stilts.

"There we go," she says, nodding to herself. "Jasmine, you look perfect. Of course, we need to make sure that your programming has taken hold. Can you walk?"

I shake my head from side to side.

Amanda gets up, and she walks over to me. She takes something out of her pocket. It's a ribbon with a hair clip. She slips it into my hair, letting it dangle off to the side of my head.

I glance over at the mirror again. If the makeup and the dress and the stockings in the high heels didn't scream femininity, then the ribbon makes it absolutely clear. No one would see me and mistake me for a man. I look too weak.

The makeover is perfect because it has turned me into a mirage. I seem powerless, helpless.

Seem?

When it comes to Amanda, I really am helpless. This girl can do whatever she wants to me, and I can't stop her.

"Very nice," she says. "But I still want to see you walk." She moves to the other side of the lab, taking quick, confident strides. Then she stops and turns around. She slaps her thigh, like I'm a pet she's calling over.

Timid, I shake my head from side to side. No, I can't to do it!

"You can do it," she says, smiling. "Come on. She lifts up her arms and beckons me forward with her fingers.

Tentatively, I take a step forward, lifting one foot, and balancing on the other. Again, I breathe out slowly. I try to take another breath, though even that is now difficult because of the stupid corset. I wish I could tear this outfit off, but I can't. It has hobbled me.

To think, women have put up with this for decades, if not centuries. They have been forced to wear clothing that makes them weak and vulnerable. But now it's my turn, and there's nothing I can do about it. I set my foot down on the floor, and I shift my weight. My foot wobbles, but I concentrate on my ankle, doing my best not to fall.

Then I'm walking, shifting from one foot to the next. The adrenaline pumps through my body, and my heart is pounding. I wish I could breathe better, but the corset makes it hard to do little more than take sips of air.

"There we go. You're doing a great job. Walk over here. Keep going. You can do it," she says, mocking me and encouraging me all at the same time.

It seems absurd, like I can hardly believe my own body, but my feet start to burn almost immediately. I can feel the tension play up and down my calves. This is an intense workout. How is that possible? How could girls put themselves through this?

Maybe they feel like they don't have any choice. I know I don't.

I walk over to her, and she smiles right at me. She leans in and kisses the tip of my nose. "Perfect. Now, let's get you back in the box for some more training."

"More training?"

"Well, it's really more like programming. She walks over to another one of the counters, and she picks up a syringe. She brings it closer to me, and I see the tip of the needle. It glares malevolently.

"No. Please, I've already been good. You don't need to use any more drugs on me," I protest.

"You're right. I really don't need to use them, but I want to. I want to be absolutely certain that my process works and that it can be applied to any male. So far, we've only completed half of the test."

"Half?" I ask.

"Absolutely. We need to make sure that this process is irreversible and permanent. This binding agent will make sure that your DNA is permanently altered. Oh, and the music will ensure your acceptance."

"You can't brainwash me!"

"What's your name?"

"Jasmine," I say without thinking. But then I hear those sounds on the air, and I close my eyes. I shake my head. "No. That's not right. Let me try again."

Let me try again. Those aren’t the words of a man who is determined to regain his life. They are something a sissy would say, a well-trained sissy who knows his place.

Amanda almost touches a finger to my mouth, silencing me. "No. I think you've done a good enough job already. You are a sissy. Face it. Now, I want you to go get in the box, sit down on your knees, and think about who you really are."

I totter over to the cube. With every step, I know that I need to stop. I can't do this. I can't let her do this to me. And yet, I don't stop. I make my way back toward that transparent case, and I climb inside. I will myself down onto my knees.

She closes the case behind me. I hear that hiss of air, and then the violin starts to play again.

As the music begins to play, gentle, sonorous notes of classical music, I wait for the inevitable. Strangely enough, I don't throw myself at the plastic this time. I want to. Every nerve in my body shouts out for me to attack the walls of my prison. I should slam my fists up against of the material. I should try to break it.

Maybe this time I would get lucky. Maybe this time I would be able to break free.

No. It wouldn't work, but at least I would be able to try. Instead, I kneeled in here, on display. Worse, Amanda is just watching me right now. Her eyes are glittering with amusement. She's having fun, savoring my subjugation.

I look like a young woman, an obedient girl who knows that she should sit quietly and wait to do as she's told. I'm a good girl. I'm a good sissy.

My fingers push down into the palms of my hands, and my arms quiver with frustration. I want to get out of here! I need to get out of here!

That ferocity doesn't help me. I'm trapped, and I know it. On a deep, primal level, I can feel it. Humans weren’t meant for captivity. We weren't meant to be imprisoned, but that's exactly where I am.

But it's not just the case. It's the corset and the skirt, the panties and a chastity cage. It's everything!

The music continues to play, and I start to hear those notes all over again. It's telling me that I need to be a good sissy. It's telling me that I need to obey my owner. Amanda is my Mistress, and I belong to her. I'm not my own person. And any idea that I could be is just a silly mistake. I need to obey. I need to think of her needs and her desires first. They are all that matter.

I close my eyes and shake my head. As I purse my lips, I can feel the makeup along the contours of my face. The powders and gels feel heavy against my skin, weighing me down.

Then my thoughts start to drift. I try to keep my eyes open, but it's too easy to relax, to fall into another program fantasy, I daydream, a waking nightmare where she controls me.

"This is very important," I hear her say, though this isn't really Amanda's voice. It's me recalling how she sounds. "I want to make sure that you're willing to do anything and everything I say. You understand?"

We aren't in the laboratory, not anymore.

Now, we are back in the office, and I'm not dressed as a maid. No, I'm her secretary again.

Glancing past her seat at her desk, I can see my reflection in the window. I look just as feminine as before. My lips shine, bright red. Relief splashes through me as I realize that my hair is still short. It hasn't been grown out or anything. But there are a pair of ribbons tied through the strands of my hair, one red, one white. And of course, I have on the corset now. It's not me, and I'm also wearing high heels. It feels like I can barely move, but my Mistress doesn't seem to mind.

Over the corset, I'm wearing a white, snug top. It looks appropriate, mostly. Then I'm also wearing a short, very short skirt with stockings. My physique is feminine and graceful. I already know that guys will want to check me out. That thought makes me blush, just as it makes me almost hard.

Why?

It's her programming.

I try to tell myself that this is a dream and that I can fight it and that I can win. I can show this girl that she isn't in charge. But she is.

"Yes, ma'am. I will show you that I'm willing to do whatever it takes to please you."

"I'm glad to hear it, Jasmine. I have a gentleman who is going to be coming in here. Before he and I negotiate, I want to make sure that he is properly pliable."

I gulp. I don't know what she means.

"I want you to show him a good time. He's going to come in here, and he's going to inspect you. If he finds you desirable, he's going to use you. You're going to be a seductive little slut for him. Understand?"

She blinks a couple of times, like she thinks there might be some sort of confusion.

I grab onto the corners of my pencil skirt and dip myself low. "I understand, Mistress."

"There's a good sissy."

As if on cue, she gets up and walks over to the door. She opens it, and there's a young man there. He's taller than me by several inches. Stubble lines his cheeks. He has an expensive haircut, and he is wearing a cologne that seems musky and sweet at the same time.

"Marcus, it's good to see you again. This is the secretary I was telling you about."

I dip my head down, acknowledging his authority.

"What's her name again?"

"This is Jasmine. She doesn't say much, but she has a cute body and a very eager mouth."

No!

Right away, I understand exactly what she wants me to do, but I'm trapped in this dream. I have to obey because I'm being programmed. And even if I'm aware of that on some level, it doesn't help. It is no escape for me.

"Jasmine. A pretty name for a pretty girl," he says. Marcus walks up to me, coming close. He towers over me, intimidating me. I want to retreat back, and I shift my weight on my heels, but I don't actually move. I wouldn't dare do anything like that, not without permission, especially when my owner is right there.

Barely whispering, I say, "Thank you, Sir." My voice is husky, and I realize something. Inside of my chastity cage, I'm getting hard. No, that's not possible.

He puts his hand on the top of my head, and he nudges me. Immediately, I fall to my knees.

"You sure you want to offer me this perk? There's no guarantee I'm going to agree to the terms of your proposal," he says, but he already has his hand on the zipper tab of his fly.

Amanda chuckles. "She's just a slut. It doesn't really matter. Besides, we can just say that I'm confident."

"Okay," he replies with a shrug.

Amanda closes the door. She's gone.

He touches the underside of my chin, forcing me to look up at him. "So is it true? Are you a slut?"

I nod my head. Even as I feel degraded and cheap, I have no choice. I'm a sissy, a servant, a secretary and I can be used. I'm not here for my mind, after all.

He takes out his cock. Damn. It's so big! He's long and hard, and I know that I could never compete with a man like this.

Maybe there's a reason why Amanda has decided to sissify me. Maybe there's a reason why she has been able to succeed so easily. He grabs onto my hair, taking a firm and painful grip. Then he pulls my mouth up to his shaft.

"Go slow," he commands. "I had a long flight. I want to relax for a bit."

Even as my eyes water from the shame, I start licking him slowly, starting at the base of his shaft. I only use the tip of my tongue, but he closes his eyes, and he seems to enjoy himself.

Knowing full well that if I don't please him, my owner will be disappointed in me, I open my mouth and I start to lick him, wrapping my lips around his circumference. I worshiped the tip of his cock, working slowly around his opening.

I keep looking up at him, studying his features, doing my best to determine if I'm doing a good job or not.

"Oh, you are a cute little slut. Damn. Amanda was right about you."

I take him, inch by inch. Pretty soon, my gag reflex comes to life, but I suppress it. I breathe, taking shallow little gasps of air into my lungs.

"Good. That's right. Keep going. Don't stop. Faster," he commands.

I obey. Because I can't think of anything else, because I have been trained and tamed and domesticated, I move my head forward and back. I take every inch. His cock brushes up against the back of my throat, and I nearly gagged again, but I do a good job. This is all I’m good for. I'm a slut. I'm a sissy. I'm owned. I cling to those ideas because they make this bearable.

"Get ready," he growls, guiding me. He yanks my head forward and back, using me like I'm a sex toy.

Then he comes, hard, his cock throbbing. With every instant, he splashes against the back of my throat. Salty and hot, sticky and wet, I swallow it down.

And when I'm done, he lets go of me.

He zips back up. The door opens, and Amanda comes back.

"Jasmine, go fix your makeup," she says. Bowing my head down, I jump up onto my feet. I wobble on my high heels before going back to the office. I make my way between the cubicles, and the other women are looking out at me. They see me and shake their heads. They know why I'm here. They know that I'm the office slut.

I wake up. I'm not in the cube any longer. I'm no longer trapped by plastic. Instead, I'm in a small bedroom.

I'm naked, naked except for the chastity cage, that is. I stand up and go over to a full-length mirror. It looks like it's early morning.

Immediately, I know what I need to do. Feeling as though I'm half asleep, I know I put on my panties and my stockings. I pick out a dress, and I open the door and leave the room. I go down the hallway, and I've never been in this building before, yet I've been programmed.

This is Amanda's house. Her office is behind the door on the left.

"Mistress, I thought you would like to tighten my corset for me." I'm holding it along with the rest of my outfit.

From the other side of the door, I can hear her chuckling. "That's right, sissy. Come in."

"Yes, ma'am," I reply.

I give her the corset, and she pulls it around my waist. Then she starts to tighten it, pulling on the strings. She yanks, wrenching them as hard as she can until I can barely breathe. This will make me helpless. It will be a constant reminder of my status.

"You like that, don't you? When I put this on you, it reminds you that you're a sissy. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, ma'am," I agree because there's nothing else I can say.

"How did you like your dream?"

"I hated it," I say.

She hands me the dress, and I pull it on. She ties the bodice tight, making sure that it is almost as snug as the corset.

"No, you loved it. You love everything about being a sissy," she says.

And for a second, I want to agree with her. For a second, it feels like everything this one says must be true.

"No. I'm not a sissy. My name isn’t Jasmine. I won't ever do anything like that!" Even as I say those words, I remember how it felt in my dream to have a cock in my mouth, to lick and suck and swallow like a stupid little slut.

That's not me. That'll never been me!

Amanda exhales slowly. It's a sigh of disappointment.

"As a part of your programming, sissy, I put a little insurance policy in play. If you start to think for yourself, I can do something. I can make sure that you obey. You know what I can do to you?"

"What?" I ask. I try to sound firm, but my voice shakes.

"I can spank you. Every time I strike, you're going to feel your free will evaporate because it's all an illusion anyway. You belong to me, whether or not you know it." She snaps her fingers. "Hold onto the edge of my desk."

I tell myself that I won't obey, but I blink, and suddenly I'm in the requisite position. I have my legs spread, my fingers pushing down into the wood.

"See?" Amanda asks, taunting me.

She peels up my skirt, showing off my panties. "You belong to me, Jasmine. I've remade you, molding a unit of a perfect little sissy slave. Just accept it. Understand that you're mine now."

"No. I'm not yours. I'll never be yours!" I call out those words, but she smacks my ass, hard, and that's when I feel it. It's not just pain. It's something else, a different emotion, a new impulse.

It's a sense of subservience. It's a desire to obey. It's the need to do as I'm told.

All of that comes crashing into me. I gasp, barely able to exhale before she yanks her hand back and spanks me again. Her hand slaps against my ass. The panties aren't enough to absorb the force.

She arches her back, savoring her power. "Oh, that feels good. I love spanking you. After this, you're going to lick me. You're going to eat me out, and I'm going to come so hard. But first, you're going to have to beg for that. You're going to beg and tell me that you aren't going to try to think like a boy anymore. You’re just going to be a sissy from now on. Always. Always and forever."

She says that and spanks me again, smacking my ass.

The desperation simmers through me. I feel it, like a primal need. It's hunger or thirst, the need to sleep or the desire to breathe. It's something I have to do.

But if I break here and now, I will forever be her slave. I will be her sissy toy, and there won't be any escape for me. My life as a man will be over. I can't let that happen. I can't let her do this or get away with this.

"No," I say to her, growling the words.

She spanks me again.

"Tell me you're a man?" She's giggling as the words come out, like the idea is absurd.

She spanks me before I can do anything. Her hand flies down, clapping hard against the contours of my ass.

I can barely breathe, especially with the tightened corset around my frame.

"I can't," I rasp.

She spanks me, center, left, right. She spanks me again and again, slapping my ass, making it sting. The pain shoots through me, running along my body. My eyes are moist, and it feels like I'm going to cry.

"Do it."

The words burst forth. "I'm a sissy! I'm a dumb sissy slut, and I belong to you. I'm so grateful! Thank you, thank you for turning me into your sissy!" I call out every syllable, and the words deluge out. I can't stop them. I'm not thinking, just talking.

"I'm your slave! I'm you're dumb sissy slave. Please, can I lick you? Can I please you? I belong on my knees, Mistress. I'm yours! I belong to you!"

"Yes, you do," she says, and she pulls away.

She climbs up onto her desk and spreads her legs. Underneath her skirt, she isn't wearing any panties.

I drop to my knees, desperate to please this woman. I slide my head between her thighs, and I start licking. As I do, one realization hits me. This is my life now. I'm not a man, and I never will be. I'm a sissy. I'm a sissy slave, and in this woman is my Mistress. I try to think of my name, just as one last grasp for my old identity.

My name is Jasmine. What else could it possibly be?

The End
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