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Sissy Purchase

The numbers were going to work in his favor. He just had to stick with it.

That’s how the math worked. While the probability of getting the same side of the coin flip after flip went down exponentially, each flip’s probability remained the same. That contradiction never made sense to Daniel, but he wasn’t flipping coins here.

No, he was out of the Red House, a secret casino right in the heart of the city. Cops walked or drove by, city officials seemed to look the other way, and no one really talked about the millions of dollars that flowed through this facility on an hourly basis.

“Sir,” said the cute dealer standing in front of him, “Are you sure you wish to continue?”

She had short, straight blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and an incredible body. Yes, she was dressed professionally in those tight yoga pants and that blouse with the ribbon dangling underneath her collar. When he first sat down, Daniel had assumed this girl might be lucky.

But now, she studied him with the neutral expression of a casino employee who had seen many, many men like him fail.

“Yes,” he said. “I’m feeling lucky.”

That was a lie.

He had already burned through all of his assets. The Red House’s proprietresses had access to pretty much every financial institution in the country, meaning they could whittle away his resources.

He just needed one good hand.

He already had several markers called in. If he lost again—

No. Daniel wasn’t going to let that happen. At the same time, he told himself that if he walked away now, he’d spend the rest of his life working off his debts.

It all seemed so easy before.

For the last three years, he had worked at a tech company in their HR department. When he first came here, it had been an adventure, something special he could do to pass a few hours. It had been a risk. Underground gambling? Cool. It made him seem braver than he really was.

Of course, he heard the whispers. When he mentioned the Red House to a colleague, his friend said, “Man, I don’t know about that place. I’ve heard the rumors. They say if you don’t pay off your debts, they straight-up enslave you like it’s the Dark Ages or something.”

Daniel had pretended he didn’t care; he had just shrugged, like he was some consummate gambler, so he could handle those sorts of risks.

It helped that he had consistently won. For three years, he had made a decent chunk of money. It wasn’t anything special, not enough to retire on or to tell his employer to go screw himself. Instead, he was able to buy a nice sound system, a new gaming rig, and a better tablet.

Along the way, he got to feel like a badass.

But now, he studied the deck sitting between him and the blonde dealer. He squinted, almost like he thought he might be able to envision exactly which cards would come up next.

It had to be good. He needed this next card to be a winner.

Daniel told himself he had come close to the spot before. There had been those nights when he had been down, but he stuck with the table, and the cards inevitably worked in his favor. Usually, he would break even or do a little bit better. That’s when he would go home.

On those nights, Daniel had been able to convince himself he didn’t have a problem. An inveterate gambler would have stayed at the same table, playing and playing until he lost everything…

But Daniel knew when to walk away.

This wasn’t the time.

“Let’s go,” he said.

The dealer set three more cards face down.

Knowing his fate was set, Daniel puffed out his cheeks, experienced that rush of adrenaline, only he didn’t actually enjoy it this time. When he first started, not knowing had been amazing even though the bets had been smaller back then. They had been completely inconsequential.

But now, if these cards didn’t work, Daniel could lose everything. He had already taken out the mortgage on his condo, refinanced his car, and emptied his bank accounts.

This had to work!

The dealer set three cards in front of her.

He picked up his new hand, and Daniel studied the numbers. They weren’t great. They weren’t awful either.

And then he held up his cards, and he studied them, one after another. As he did so, time seemed to slow down. He crawled by as he absorbed the information. All around him, at other tables, people drank, smoked, and laughed. A few of the players who were more like Daniel stared at the exit cards, dice, and wheels.

He hardly heard any of it.

Instead, he concentrated on the little pieces of paper and cardboard in his hands. He stared down, almost like if he concentrated hard enough, he might spot some hidden detail. There were only three cards. Just three. There wasn’t very much information to process or absorb. And yet, Daniel kept hoping he might have missed something. Maybe he made some sort of mistake. Perhaps there was a trick here, something he could use to ensure his victory.

Nope.

He tore his gaze away from his own cards and stared back down at those three symbols in front of the dealer.

He saw the numbers, the symbols.

His insides clenched and spasmed.

He lost.

That simple truth sent a sickening tightness running through his gut.

“Your cards, sir?”

Daniel glanced back up at her.

Was she smirking? Was she on the verge of laughing at him?

She was beautiful, and he couldn’t help but think of the cruel cheerleaders he had known back in high school. Those were the girls who could saunter around the campus. It didn’t matter that they wore these tantalizing little skirts or those snug tops. Yes, they were on display, and they knew it, but it hardly mattered. Those girls had been so beautiful. With a smile, a flip of their hair, or a beckoning motion of their fingers, they could get any of the boys to do whatever they wished. Even the smart ones, like Daniel, would melt before their radiant smiles and vivacious personalities.

“I want to go again,” he said.

“Do you have additional collateral?”

Daniel wasn’t about to start shouting. He wouldn’t humiliate himself by insisting on something he knew he wouldn’t possibly get.

Finally, he dropped the three cards onto the felt surface of the table. He leaned down.

“That is a loss for the player,” announced the dealer.

Daniel kept his head bowed down for several long seconds as he contemplated his options. He tried to act like one of the programmers at work, running through different scenarios and variables until he came up with a good solution.

He didn’t see any possibilities.

When he raised his head, he found himself standing between a pair of women. They both had dark hair which they wore in a set of buns.

“Daniel, it’s time for you to come with us,” one of them said.

“Who are you?” Even as he asked, he knew exactly who they were.

“Procurement specialists for the casino,” said the first one who spoke.

Daniel straightened his back, rolled his shoulders, and he knew how pathetic he was about to sound, but he didn’t see any other choice. “Look, I know I have been on a run of bad luck, but I’m sure I can get back to even. I just need a little more—”

The one who spoke interrupted him, “Daniel, we appreciate where you’re coming from, but our accounts specialist was very explicit with you before. You put the last of your assets as well as your independence up for collateral for this last round of funding. Now, it’s time for you to come with us.”

His heart slammed faster as he heard those words.

Yes, he put his “independence up for collateral.”

But it wasn’t supposed to come to this! This was never supposed to happen!

“You don’t want to run,” said her colleague.

Daniel slowly let his gaze peel away from these women. They were also beautiful, but there was something different about them. While the dealer obviously exuded this incredible confidence, these women seem to somehow sleeker and more athletic, like either one would be able to beat him in any kind of physical contest.

They would be able to outrun him, how to wrestle him, and pull him down…

The idea should have been absurd. After all, he was a guy. Weren’t men supposed to be bigger and stronger? Sure, he was taller and broader, but they radiated this graceful strength.

Too often, men assumed that a slight advantage in terms of strength or size would guarantee a win.

Daniel should’ve known better.

“Okay,” he said as he raised his hands in a gesture of surrender. “Okay…” That’s when he reached down and picked up the cards. He pulled as many as he could off of the table and seemed to study them for another moment, as though he just needed to confirm one last time that he really had lost.

Then he threw the cards at that woman’s face.

Without waiting to see what her reaction might have been, Daniel launched himself forward, and he rushed between crowds and tables.

Even through the jumble of noise, he could hear one of the women speak into her earpiece, “We have a runner. Daniel Brewer is a runner.”

Despite being an illicit facility, the Red House occupied several floors of an enormous skyscraper right downtown. On an average day, thousands of people probably walked and drove by. Like we saw the tinted windows and just assumed this was another bank, real estate development firm, or maybe a law office.

Yeah, a lot of money obviously floated around here, but it was probably the kind of boring, esoteric cash that no one could get really excited about.

Only then, Daniel ran hard between the different tables, and he saw the exits up ahead.

As he swung his arms and felt the pull of the air against his jacket, he didn’t know where he was going or what he would do. There was no plan, no brilliant stratagem here.

He just had to get away. He could stay away from these women for a little while, then he wouldn’t end up as one of their slaves.

When he first heard about this possibility, he had snorted, thinking it was a joke. Daniel was a middle-class guy, someone who had never really faced privation or financial ruin. Like everyone, he had experienced wanting something he probably couldn’t afford, but this was different…

If they caught him, they would strip him. They would slip a control collar around his neck and put him up for sale…

At least, that was what all of the rumors said.

They couldn’t be true. Could it?

He wasn’t going to find out!

As he darted past the last of the gaming tables and slot machines, Daniel tossed a glance over his shoulder. Sure enough, both of the women from before were racing after him.

Only a little bit of distance separated Daniel from the hunters who pursued him.

But then he made it up the steps to be double doors, and he slammed into those push bars. For just an instant, he was terrified the doors might have locked automatically. Maybe these women have were already coordinating with some control room somewhere else in the building.

But the door burst open, and Daniel stumbled out into the afternoon sunlight.

It was afternoon? Really?

Before he could marvel at just how much time he had spent gambling away every dollar he had ever earned, Daniel turned to the right. He ran down the street, jumping between pedestrians and making it to the next block. He sprinted across the street. A car screeched to a stop, and the angry driver honked.

Daniel didn’t care.

He made it to an alley, ducked behind the buildings, and gasped hard. With every second, he sucked in fresh air even as he heard the sounds of traffic. To his right, dozens of people walked by. Most of them seemed intent on getting back to their offices or maybe heading home early.

Quickly, he pulled out his phone, pulled up a map, and wondered if he should go back out onto the main street.

Carefully, he stuck a glance out onto the street.

That’s when he saw for women, all of whom seemed to be intently scanning the street.

They weren’t going to give up!

Then Daniel looked down at his phone.

If he kept this, they’d probably be able to track him. The people who owned the Red House enjoyed incredible wealth and deep connections. Tracking a random phone wouldn’t be difficult…

Although he hated to do this, he felt like he had no choice. He pressed his lips together, it down on the inside of his mouth, dropped his phone, and let it clatter to the concrete ground. Next, he raised his foot, and he slammed his heel down against of the screen.

There.

Tracking him would be a lot more difficult now.

He picked out from the alley, scanned the different cars slowly creeping their way through the traffic, and then he started to smile. He didn’t see any indication that Red House had sent out any of their vehicles. Then again, they might have been unmarked.

The urge to sprint burned through his body, but Daniel resisted, if only because he didn’t want to mess up.

If he panicked and looked strange, then more people would notice him. Hunting him would become a lot easier…

Finally, he turned around, and that’s when he saw her.

She was a woman in black. She wore a full body suit. It looked like leather or latex. Not only that, she had some kind of rifle in hand.

“Don’t make me tranquilize you,” she said. “Come back like a good boy, and I’ll get you loaded up into your cage. This doesn’t have to be hard.”

The acoustics of the alley gave her voice a strange echoing quality.

Daniel started to back up.

“Don’t do it,” she said. “You’re going to regret it.”

“Why? Why would I regret it?” Daniel didn’t know why he even bothered asking. This woman was there to kidnap him! (Then again, he had to wonder if it qualified as kidnapping since he had technically agreed to this when he took out those loans from the Red House.)

“Because if you fight, that’s going to go on your record, and your buyer will take this into account.”

“My buyer?” Daniel uttered those words.

They felt alien, completely unknown. Yes, he was aware of human trafficking out in the world, but that happened in other cities or countries.

Besides, he was a guy with money and an education. No one would ever be able to buy or sell him!

Even as those instincts kicked through his frame, Daniel knew exactly what he was going to do.

Despite her warning, he turned around in one quick spin and darted out onto the street.

He ran harder this time, ducking and weaving between different people as they made their way down the wide sidewalk.

He turned left at the next block.

After that, he glanced over his shoulder.

Walking toward him, down in the distance, he saw two more women, both of whom wore the same shining material.

How could they do this?

It looked so conspicuous!

But this was a large city, and weird stuff happened all the time. No one would pay any attention to those women or their weapons. Maybe a few of the guys would check out their toned legs or how the latex clung to their breasts, but that would be it.

Pushing more energy and effort into his arms and legs, he ran even harder now. At the same time, Daniel wondered if he should try to grab a taxicab or something. Maybe he could get a rideshare…

No. He had destroyed his phone.

But since he had destroyed his phone, how were they tracking him?

After several minutes of harder running, Daniel ducked behind a small building. Back here, it smelled like garbage, but he didn’t care. He kept sucking down one lungful of air after another.

He pressed his back and buttocks against the wall, and he just tried to catch his breath.

The women hadn’t been in a rush; that much was obvious. Desperate, he could only hope that they wouldn’t see him.

Thinking he was being clever, he glanced back and saw a wall made of cinderblocks. A few chunks had been removed. All of a sudden, he realized he could probably climb over this thing.

Thinking this might be his best chance, Daniel scurried over. The rough, stone edges scraped against his fingers and palms. With a heave, he pulled himself up. Seconds later, he dropped down into another side street, and he started jogging.

Before long, his energy gave out all over again.

He told himself that he was supposed to be behind the desk, working through fat stacks of paperwork, not running through the city as a bunch of women hunt to him!

Sticking his hands into his pockets, he tried to aim his gaze downward as he walked out onto the street once again.

Just as he stepped out, he watched as a woman in shining, red latex raised her rifle and aimed it at him.

“Do you surrender?”

How? How had she found him?

It hardly mattered.

“You put up a nice little chase,” she said, “Right now, you just need to raise your hands and surrender, Daniel. You have to know that you’re not going to escape the Red House. We have you, and we aren’t letting you go. You made a commitment. It’s time for you to surrender.”

He bit down, turned around, and saw another woman with a different rifle raised and aimed right at him.

What could he do?

Traffic.

The idea sounded insane, but it might have been his only possibility.

“Okay,” he said. “Okay, I surrender.”

Even as he uttered those words, he tried to figure out exactly when he could do this.

He needed the street to be congested enough that he had a good chance of sprinting out. At the same time, he didn’t want to just get hit, nor could he wait until the traffic came to a stop. If he did, then these women would just race after him.

“Smart boy,” she said.

The one standing behind him figured out what he intended and called out, “Don’t do it.”

Daniel refused to listen to her. Instead, he leaped forward, and he made it halfway across the sidewalk before he felt the first prick on his left shoulder. The dart had shot out with a hiss of pneumatic air, tore through his shirt, and punctured his skin. Now the tip was buried in his flesh, and he could feel the sedatives as they were injected straight into his bloodstream.

A second dart caught him in his thigh. Another flash of pain screeched through his body.

Daniel figured he’d be able to run for a little while before his vision started to cloud over. Maybe the edges of his sight would turn fuzzy or gray. Then he would get woozy and dropped down. In the meantime, he should have been able to run, to fight and escape…

Instead, his knees buckled, and he collapsed. His hand made it the edge of the sidewalk.

That’s when everything turned to black.

Daniel opened his eyes. Groggy exhaustion seemed to soak into his body. Just lifting his eyelids seemed to require all of his effort. Even then, he tried to raise his hands, but he couldn’t do it. At first, he thought a different kind of fatigue was holding him down.

But then he managed to turn his head to the side and looked down.

Pink, leather straps encircled his right wrist. Still disoriented, he turned to the other side and found another, matching restraints around his other wrist. He pulled, only to experience the soft padding lining those restraints.

“Hello?” Daniel tried to call out.

His voice was muffled to an incoherent murmur.

That’s when he realized he had a gag in his mouth. It felt like some sort of rubber cylinder wedged between his teeth and held in place by secure straps.

At that moment, the air-conditioning came on. The chilled atmosphere washed over his naked body.

Before he could come up with a plan, the doors opened, and a pair of women came in. “Jasmine,” said the first female, “Be sure to take notes on this process. It’s very important. Oh, and hey, look. This one is awake.”

Both of these women wore lab coats.

The woman who spoke at her hair tied back into a bun. Her black strands seemed to shine under the bright lights. She already had her latex gloves on, and she tilted her head to the side as she looked down at him. Then she turned back to the other female, a shorter woman. In fact, she looked young, really young, like she probably belonged in a high school class somewhere.

Who were they? What was going on?

Daniel could put some of the pieces together. He recalled his last hand, those treacherous cards, and his dash through downtown. Panting, the heat of his body, the trickles of sweat, all of it. Then the bite of those tranquilizer darts as they tore into him.

Shoving all that down, he looked up at the woman with the black hair. Obviously, she was in charge. He snarled and struggled against his restraints. That’s when he realized his ankles had also been strapped to the exam table.

“We can sedate him again in a few minutes, but I think it’s helpful for you to see what they’re like while active and awake.”

“Thank you,” said the young woman. What was she? An assistant? An intern?

The doctor started to examine him. She looked down into his eyes, stroked his neck, and pinched his biceps. Every few seconds, she whispered something to her aide before typing something into her tablet.

Daniel strained to hear what they were saying.

“How much you think this one is going to go for?” asked the girl.

“It’s always hard to tell. That said, we haven’t seen a specimen like him in a little while. Plus, he tried to run. I imagine some of the buyers are going to be excited by having him.”

“But if he tried to run, does that mean he would be less valuable, not more?”

“It depends on the market,” answered the doctor. “If there are bunch of runners out there, you are right. Then he probably wanted to go for much. But since we haven’t seen one in a little while, I think a lot of women are going to be excited by the prospect of training, taming, and breaking him.”

“Plus, it looks like he has a lot of potential, doesn’t it?”

“That’s right!”

Potential? What were they talking about?

“We can also integrate reports from the hunters. They brought him down fairly easily, but he still put up a decent struggle,” said the doctor. She chuckled. “At least he didn’t just run in a straight line.”

Daniel hated hearing all of this. They were talking about him like he was just an animal or something!

“Okay,” said the doctor after she finished poking and prodding him. “Are you ready to sedate him?”

No, not again!

“Yeah,” said the young woman. “That sounds like a lot of fun.”

“Remember, check the readings, especially the pressure. Also, be careful. Some of these boys try to bite.”

The young woman exhaled, stepped forward, and she loosened the bit in his mouth. Daniel didn’t understand why that might be necessary, yet it hardly mattered.

The moment he could talk, he looked up at both of them. “Look, I don’t know what’s going on here, but there’s obviously been some kind of mistake. I’m not supposed to be here!”

“How should you answer him?”

The girl exhaled slowly, tilted her head to the side, and looked down at him. “Oh, I’m sure that’s exactly how you feel, but you are exactly where you need to be. We are going to take care of you. The right now, I need to sedate you for the auction.”

“What auction?”

“You don’t have to answer that if you don’t want to,” said the doctor.

“Is it okay if I do?”

“Go for it. It’s your first time. Later on, they start to feel pretty interchangeable.”

“Interchangeable?” Daniel demanded. “I’m a man! I’m a person!”

“You’re a product,” corrected the doctor.

“It’s okay,” said the girl. “Just relax. I’m going to use this on you.” That’s when she held up the plastic mask. It would fit over his nose and mouth. More importantly, it was attached to a thin tube with.

Daniel could already figure out what would happen. She would push it down across his face, turn on the sedatives, and the drugs would fill that confined space. Eventually, he would be forced to breathe, and the sedatives would flood through his body, knocking him out.

“Don’t do this!” Daniel demanded.

The girl—possible a high school student—didn’t listen. Instead, she had a task, and the set line of her lips made it clear she wouldn’t be deterred. She slid the mask over his face. Yes, he jerked his face from side to side, but she compensated. Soon, the mask slid into place. She secured it with an elastic band around the back of his skull.

“There we go,” she cooed with her hand still resting on the mask. “Just relax, young man.”

Even as he struggled, pulling and twisting against the straps holding him to that exam table, Daniel froze for just an instant. He glared up at her.

He was older than her! He was more mature! She couldn’t just call him a “young man”!

But then, he made the mistake of inhaling as the drugged gases flooded against his mouth and nose.

Too late, he tried to hold his breath.

He already inhaled some of the aerosolized sedatives. The sweet flavor hit his nostrils. He picked up on the floral aroma.

Daniel struggled against the drugs, but now his vision started to blur all over again.

“When we see you again, you’re going to be on display,” said the doctor.

Daniel wanted to prove her wrong, but then his eyelids fell, and he couldn’t think about anything at all.

“Ladies, allow me to present Boy 17,” said a woman. Her voice was amplified by speakers throughout the room. A slight echo resonated every syllable uttered and called out. No one seemed to mind.

Slowly, Daniel started to wake up.

“Originally named Daniel, this boy worked in HR at a local startup. Obviously, you don’t care about his intellectual skills. Instead, think about what he can do for you. Imagine what this boy would be like on his hands and knees as he scrubs your floors, dressed in a cute little outfit, or hypnotized to be your pleasure slave. Lock him in chastity, tie him down, or just keep him as a decoration. He might make a cute table. It’s entirely up to you. Once you buy this boy, he will be yours!”

Daniel absorbed at those words. He was on his side, curled up into a ball, and struggling to push through the sedative-locked haze. But now, he started to sit up.

As he rose, he banged his head on something metallic above him.

The pain sharpened his senses, and he managed to look around, to his left and his right.

There were women, dozens of them. They surrounded him! They all had their hair beautifully coiffed into elaborate braids and buns. Fine silks adorned their bodies; they all wore formal dresses and gowns.

Then there was the announcer, a woman dressed in all black with a red scarf around her neck.

“And look at that,” she said, motioning toward Daniel. “Our boy is starting to wake up.”

Daniel sat up and started to call out. He needed to snarl something like, “I’m not your boy! I’m not your boy, and you can’t keep me here! I won’t let you get away with this!” Hot, angry vitriol pulsed through his body.

Yes, he had agreed to those contracts and made his wagers, but he still didn’t deserve this! They couldn’t do this to him!

Before he could get a single word out, Daniel realized that a ball had been wedged between his teeth, and he couldn’t even spit the stupid thing out.

They gagged him!

Daniel immediately reached for the straps. He was no longer restrained, but he was naked. Worse, he was surrounded by bars on every side. Thick, black metal bars kept him trapped. Leather padding made the cage a little bit more comfortable, but he had already banged his head once on the metal top.

The cage wasn’t tall enough to stand up and or long enough for him to lay down in. Instead, he was stuck, down in a ball or on his hands and knees.

When he tried to remove the gag, he felt the elaborate set of straps around to the sides of his skull. Worse, they were all secured by small padlock!

Immediately, he realized he wouldn’t be able to remove this muzzle.

“Ladies, Daniel is entirely feral,” said the woman. “He’s going to need to be trained. That said, we have seen much more rebellious boys here. So take him, have him modified, and do whatever you like with him.”

The announcer wasn’t done, however.

She walked over to a woman in red, “If you’re going to buy this boy, what would you do with him?”

Clearly, all of the women here were wealthy, powerful, and quite confident. The idea of purchasing a male didn’t seem unusual or strange to any of them. In fact, this was probably just a game.

“I think I would want to train him as a sissy slave,” she said.

“Really? As a companion or a servant?”

The woman shrugged. “You know? I don’t really know. I think either way could be a lot of fun! Maybe he’d be a doll.”

Superficially, all of these women appear to be incredibly serious and focused. They were dressed for some high-end gala, one where business deals could be struck. But at that moment, many of them held onto emptied wineglasses. They were tipsy as they whispered back and forth, giggling about the different possibilities.

“And what about you?” the announcer asked a woman who wore velvety green.

“I wouldn’t bother with the feminization,” she said. “I’d ould just want him locked in a chastity cage, like you said. I think I would want him to be begging me every day for the chance to get out.”

“And would you let him out?”

“Maybe. From time to time,” she said. “I wouldn’t want to break his spirits completely. There is something so enticing about having a boy who continues to struggle. And obviously, he won’t struggle if you take away all of his hope!”

“So what’s the appeal?”

“Seeing his desperation, of course,” said the woman in green.

A couple of people applauded. More of the women hooted or whistled.

Even as they focused on one another, Daniel refused to let all of this happen. He reached out and grabbed the bars. He must’ve known it would be a futile gesture, but he couldn’t allow them to keep him like this! His fingers tightened around those mental bars, and he started to pull, to twist from side to side. He struggled as hard as he could, yanking and fighting with as much strength as he could muster.

None of it seemed to help. Nothing was working!

“And do you?” The announcer walked up to a woman in a dark red dress. She looked amazing, especially with those snug braids trailing down the curves of her head. She wore a vivid red lipstick that seemed to match the rest of her dress.

“I want to see him hypnotized,” she said. “I think I could make him fall in love with me.”

“Is there anyone else here who would have him programmed?”

Several of the women cheered.

“And what about you?” asked the announcer.

“I know this is less popular, but I think I might want to have him infantilized.”

Daniel jerked his head up. The top of his skull brushed along at the roof of his cage, but he didn’t bank into at this time.

“That does seem like it could be a lot of fun, especially if you want him to be adoring and helpless,” said the announcer. She turned to another woman. This one wore mostly black with white trim around her waist, the hem of her skirt, and her quarter-length sleeves. “What are you interested in doing with this boy?”

“I think he would make an excellent dog,” she said.

“A dog? Would you trained to do tricks?”

“Oh yeah,” she said. “I would make sure he knows exactly how to bury that bone. And don’t forget, he’d learn to fetch and rollover whenever I want.” This woman was definitely tipsy.

It didn’t matter. That was exactly what these women wished to hear.

“Okay…” said the announcer now. “When we first unveiled him, I didn’t think this one was going to be special, but it sounds like you all have some excellent ideas for what you want to do with him. He worked in human resources before, so that means he’s a commodity. Let’s see what we can do with him!”

Roaring applause washed over Daniel. Again, he grabbed onto different bars. He tested them. At the same time, he had no idea what he would do if he actually managed to break free. If he found a weekend opening, he wasn’t sure if he would be able to start pass these women. He was already naked. Worse, their hunters had sedated him once; they could do it again.

But still, he heard those potential futures, and he refused to accept any of them!

His muscles flexed in tightened. He wasn’t some bodybuilder or gym rat, so he didn’t impress these women with his musculature. And yet, they still enjoyed watching him struggle.

But it was something else they savored: the panic splashing across his face, the little grunts of effort he made despite the gag locked in his mouth, and the way he kept glancing from side to side as he searched for some way out.

He was determined and desperate.

Better yet, each and every one of these women would love to tame him. They could break him and turn him into their own private playthings!

“Let’s begin the bidding at twenty-two,” said the announcer.

Daniel glanced up for just a second. On some level, he must have recognized the futility of struggling and fighting. Even so, he listened to now.

“Twenty-two,” said one of the women.

The bidding started and went higher quick.

“Do I have twenty-three?”

“Twenty-three,” someone called out.

“Twenty-five,” said a different woman.

The bidding paused for a second, but then someone else called out, “Twenty-six.”

“Twenty-seven,” said another one of the women.

Daniel wished he knew what they were offering. Twenty-seven thousand dollars? Some other currency? Perhaps an entirely different marker, something he had never even heard of?

None of this made sense to him, but the women were having fun. By this point, the announcer had just stepped back. She let these women battle against one another as they demonstrated their ability and willingness to pay for him.

I’m going to be property, Daniel thought. These women really believe they are going to pay for me. No. I’m not going to let that happen. I’m going to get out of here. I don’t know how I’m going to do it, but I’m not going to let them to feed me! I’m not going to be a dog or something chastity slave. I’m not going to be programmed. I don’t care which one of these women wins. I’m going to escape!

Even as he made those promises and worked through his own determination, Daniel little he wouldn’t be able to get out of this cage.

He pulled away, brought his knees up to his chest, and glared out at the women.

The numbers continue to rise. Before long, they had thirty-five.

Finally, one woman raised her hand, “Forty-five!”

A hush fell over the room. The announcer repeated that number, “Forty-five…going once…going twice…sold!”

Since he was already gagged, he didn’t have to worry about him making any noise. Instead, they drew a sheet over his cage. Eventually, it was loaded into a crate, presumably placed on a truck, and transported to the home of his new owner.

Still gagged and trapped, Daniel gave up on trying to break out of his cage.

If he hadn’t been able to do it at the auction, he wouldn’t be able to somehow rip through those metal bars now.

Over the course of hours, he was moved. He felt the rumble of the truck. Then, a while later, some group picked up his cage and carried it. He was maneuvered down hallways and through doors. Occasionally, he thought he heard people whispering back and forth, but he couldn’t be sure one way or another.

After that, silence and waiting.

Daniel had no idea how much time went by. A couple of minutes? A couple of hours? It was impossible to tell.

Then someone pulled the sheet away.

“Hi, there. Pretty boy. Aren’t you cute? Yes, you are! And guess what? I’m going to make you ever cuter!” chirped a young woman.

She wore black boots, a leather skirt, and a snug top. The red fabric seemed to cling to her body; she enticed him even as other instincts warned of danger. “We just need to get you started with your choker.”

Daniel glared at her, and he tried to speak, only then he really experienced the gag in his mouth. His lips couldn’t really move. He still had the rubber ball wedged between his teeth, silencing him.

Daniel sat up as much as the cage allowed, and then he grabbed onto the bars.

“Here you go,” she said and took something out before tossing it between the bars. The choker landed right there near his knees.

Daniel glanced down at the band. He froze, surprised by the color. It was pink. Along one side (the exterior), it was shiny and feminine. It even came with obnoxious little rhinestones that formed the shapes of different hearts. Along the interior, he saw the electrodes, the servos, and elaborate microchips.

“Put it on,” she said. “Because if you don’t, I’m going to get across with you, and the consequences could be severe. You don’t want that, do you?”

Daniel glowered at her as best he could. He tried to match her stare, but there was something intimidating about this young woman. Perhaps it was her confidence and certainty. She understood that she was going to win. One way or another, she would get whatever she wanted.

“You know, I own you now. I won the auction, so I can sell you off to whomever I like, especially if you displease me. Trust me, Daniel. You don’t want to displease me.”

Her eyes darkened with the different possibilities. He had no idea what she meant or what she had in mind.

“You don’t want to end up as chattel on some farm in the Appalachian Mountains, do you? No. You want to be an obedient servant for me. You want to be my doll.”

Her doll? What did that mean?

“You have three seconds before I decide to resell you.”

At first, he refused to believe her. Or maybe he simply needed to demonstrate his ability to defy her. Either way, he continued to glower back at her, his expression tight with rebellion.

“One. Two…” She countered quickly, so he found himself acting on instinct alone.

Daniel’s hand flew down, and he grabbed the choker. Without even thinking, he pulled it up against his throat, pressing the ends together. They snapped into place, locking together.

“Electromagnets,” she said with a big smile. “And guess what? It has some incredible features. One of my favorites is right here.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a small controller. It fit right there in the palm of her hand, beneath her fingers.

She pressed a button, but Daniel didn’t think it would be a big deal. Perhaps he envisioned some scenario where the collar would let out an annoying sound or something. He thought he had seen novelty toys in souvenir shops like that before. Besides, it was stupidly feminine and girly, so he didn’t take it seriously.

A jolt of electricity shot through him. He cried out. Most of the sound got absorbed by his gag, but the girl standing above him still enjoyed herself.

“Did that hurt?” she asked coyly.

Before he could think about resisting again, Daniel pivoted his head down and up. “Good. That’s right. You want to be honest with me. You want to tell your owner the truth. You don’t want to lie to me. You already know that’s not going to work, don’t you? Yes. Just be an obedient doll. Be a good little plaything for me. That’s all you need to do. It’s going to be so easy. And since you told me the truth, I’m going to give you a reward. Obviously, I’m going to be your owner, and are never really going to use my name, but I’m going to let you have it anyway.” She smiled down at him, beautiful and beneficent the same time. “Are you ready? Are you ready to hear my name?”

Bowing his head down, he told himself that he didn’t really care.

It wasn’t going to affect anything. It wouldn’t change who he was or how he would few her.

That’s what he wished to believe; he was wrong.

“I’m Lucy Alaram.”

His brows creased with confusion. When he heard her name, it sounded vaguely recognizable, like he had heard it before. Then he remembered driving to work, seeing the enormous lettering on one of those massive buildings.

He jerked his head up.

Daniel never followed the city gossip; he didn’t worry about what people said about the wealthiest families or their escapades. But now he saw her, and he recognized the condescending smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth.

“I’ve always wanted a doll. I like the idea of taking someone like you, just a regular boy, and turning you into something different—something better. And yes, I think you’re going to look so cute in panties. I’ve already got you in your choker, and we both know I can make you do whatever I like.”

He jerked his head from side to side.

“Oh? Do you have something you want to say?”

Maybe this could be it…

Daniel recognized the opportunity.

Before he could try to speak or even pantomime some sort of response, Lucy grinned at him. “Go on. Nod your head if you have something you want to say, and maybe I will let you out of your gag. Maybe.” Her eyes glittered with a wicked amusement. She was having so much fun with him!

Daniel didn’t like cooperating with her, but there was something intimidating about this female. It wasn’t only her confidence, not anymore. She came from one of the wealthiest families in the city, which meant she could probably buy and sell people whenever she liked.

She had already bought him.

With a nervous gulp, he dipped his head down and brought it back up. He nodded, following her command in giving this young woman precisely what she craved.

“Very good,” she said. “Now press your forehead against the bars.”

Again, he cooperated.

Daniel hated doing this; he understood exactly what it all meant and the kind of authority it gave her. But if he could speak again, he could negotiate. Maybe he would be able to convince her that this was all a huge mistake, one she would regret unless she backed down.

He pressed his forehead against the bars, experienced the cool metal against his skin, and waited. With his eyes clenched shut, he didn’t know what might happen.

She reached in, freed the straps, and pulled the gag away.

Next, she dropped his gag to the floor, like it wasn’t important enough to warrant her attention.

“Very good, Sissy.”

His brows creased with confusion. Had she just insulted him?

Realizing he didn’t care, he peered up at her again. Negotiating from the wrong side of the cage felt strange, but he didn’t have any choice. “He puffed out his cheeks and said, “Look, I don’t know what you think you have in mind, but this is going to work. I’m not some random person. I—”

“You’re someone without any strong connections. You can disappear, and no one would really care. Sure, you might have former classmates or distant friends who might wonder what happened to you, but you’re mine. Oh, and my associates are also making sure that your presence on social media will remain vague but active for the next couple of years. This way, no one will question your disappearance. You’ll just announce a move to some city, you’ll be sure to comment on other people’s birthdays, and no one will notice. No one will know the truth or anything about your life unless I decide to tell them.”

Her every playful, teasing, condescending word seemed to punch right into his gut.

Daniel wished he could argue with any of those points…but he couldn’t, not really. He understood how the world worked.

“Now, tell me you ready to be an obedient, feminized toy for me.”

He still didn’t understand.

“No,” he grunted. “Look, Lucy, you have to—”

She hit a button on the controller, and he felt the vibrations in his collar, only he didn’t know how this device really worked. The electrocution function had been straightforward. If she really thought of as a slave, then this piece of technology seemed logical, almost natural.

Except now something else was happening. The servos were moving, only he couldn’t comprehend it at first.

“To be honest, I don’t like the idea of shocking you,” she said. “Yes, pain can be effective, but I have something that’s even better. This is a top-of-the-line control device. It’s going to make sure you get exactly what you need.”

The choker had started to tighten.

At first, Daniel hadn’t been able to comprehend this. He had never imagined something like this might exist, only Lucy Alaram came from a different kind of family, one where a girl like her didn’t follow many rules. She could do whatever she liked. With her vast sums of money and an enormous inheritance awaiting her, she could break any law, skirt any rule, all without consequence.

And now the collar continued to tighten. It started to choke him!

Daniel reached up before the band. He tried to pull at it, to loosen it, to break it, do something!

Nothing helped.

It tightened even more now. He couldn’t breathe!

Lucy seemed to enjoy this. “If you ever defy me, I can just knock you out. Maybe I’ll leave you unconscious. Maybe I will decide I want to trade you off. After you blackout, you could find yourself somewhere else completely. Now, I’m just going to let you pass out. Don’t worry. There’s a very good chance I’m going to decide to keep you. I can play with you, do your makeup, and dress you up. Or maybe I’ll sell you off if I decide I don’t like the look of your face. Your coloring isn’t perfect for the kind of slave I have in mind anyway. But hey. I could always by someone else.” She shrugged.

By this point, the corners of his vision started to sparkle, then darken.

“Night, night,” she said. She raised her hand, wiggled her fingers, and waved goodbye.

Over the next few seconds, he kept struggling to breathe, but he couldn’t, not with this tightening choker all around his neck. The device locked up; soon enough, he was slapping the floor, pleading, moving his lips, but he couldn’t get any oxygen in or out.

Then he lost consciousness.

The blackness took him, dragging him down.

Daniel opened his eyes. He looked up and around. He was naked, standing up straight, and Lucy was off to the side, seated at a desk. She was applying her makeup, puckering her lips and checking out her reflection in the mirror.

“Welcome back,” she said. She popped up onto her feet, sauntered over to him, and peered right at him like he was a fascinating flower or insect. With his legs slightly parted, his arms raised a few inches away from his waist, and his back straight, he didn’t know how this was possible.

He had been unconscious but standing?

Then he glanced down again, and that’s when he found the bars behind his back. He had been shackled in place, lifted up and positioned. She was looking at him like he was nothing but a mannequin!

“I have so many cute outfits for you to try on,” she said. “But there’s going to be plenty of time for that. Right now, I have something so much better in mind!”

Daniel opened his mouth, almost like he was expecting the ball gagged to have been returned. Instead, he found he could actually speak for himself. “What, what are you going to do?”

“Didn’t I tell you before?” Lucy inquired innocently. Then she shrugged like it didn’t really matter. “I’m going to feminize you,” she said. “You see. I want to turn you into this cute, sweet girl, and I’m going to have you follow me around. You’re going to be like a little sister, a doll, and a servant all rolled into one. Doesn’t that sound great?”

Then she glanced down at his genitals. “Of course, were going to have to get this under control. Right now, I don’t think getting you fixed will be necessary. I kind of like the idea of you remembering who you used to be.”

After getting choked, Daniel couldn’t think clearly, only now she went back to her desk. He looked over, saw the rest of her enormous bedroom, and shivered. She had this enormous canopy bed, a small cage off to the side, plus three walk-in closets.

When she came back, she held up the plastic tube.

“Your chastity cage,” she said.

She slipped it over his flaccid shaft, pushed something up underneath his scrotum, and connected the various pieces.

“Basically, this is going to make it seemed can’t get directions. Oh, and you definitely don’t want to mess with the lock. The cage itself is pretty straightforward. It’s basically just a tube that will keep you from enjoying an erection. The lock, however, is very sensitive, and it contains some really impressive sensors. If you try to take it off, they’re going to be very, very severe consequences. You don’t want that, do you?”

Daniel didn’t believe he really needed to answer her question, so he said nothing.

That’s why she pulled out her controller, hit a button, and another burst of electricity shot through him. Once the pain cleared, he lifted his head and glowered at her, only to have the choker tighten a little bit.

“I’m sorry! No! I don’t want that!”

She had another button, and the choker loosened. It remained snug around his neck, but at least he could breathe.

“Very good. Now, tell me your new name.”

“I, I don’t know what it is.” He gulped. “Would you tell me?”

Her eyes narrowed slightly, like she was trying to determine whether or not this counted as disobedience or bad behavior.

Then she threw her head back, and she started laughing. “Oh, I think I made a good choice with you. Okay. Your name is now Sissy. You’re going to be my little Sissy Slave. You don’t need to think of yourself as anything or anyone else. So what’s your name?”

When he gulped, he was reminded of the pressure against his throat. With hardly any effort, she could choke him again. She could cut off the supply of precious oxygen, making him struggle, panting until he lost himself to the darkness all over again.

“Sissy,” he said. “My, my name is Sissy Slave.”

“You didn’t like saying that, did you?”

“No,” he confessed.

“Too bad!” She giggled, turned around, and skipped back to one of the closets.

While she was gone, Daniel glanced down at his right arm. He studied the shackle the kept his limb raised slightly. He started to pull, tentatively testing the bonded to see whether or not he might be able to break or slip free.

Within seconds, however, she came back, and he remained justice trapped his before.

“You’re not getting away,” she said. “Obviously, your choker was expensive, so it has a GPS tracker. It’s also reinforced with flexible titanium, so you can’t just cut it off either. Face it, Sissy: you belong to me now.”

He gulped. The young woman like this shouldn’t have been able to intimidate him so thoroughly or completely, but then she smiled. As far she was concerned, it was easy!

“Now, I have something special for you. I’ve been wanting to put this on a boy like you for a long, long time. Are you ready, Sissy?”

He didn’t his head back down, letting it hang there. He contemplated his future and what she might have in mind. Part of Daniel really, really didn’t want to know. Simultaneously, he didn’t know what to do or say.

“Look,” she commanded next.

Reluctantly, he lifted his head, and that’s when he saw the little pink outfit. It would fit him, he could already tell. The lines and curves had been perfectly tailored for his body. In fact, he wondered if she had taken measurements while he had been unconscious.

“You’re going to look adorable,” she said, her eyes glittering. “Now, I’m going to let you step away from your doll stand. This is where you going to be spending a lot of time, especially when I don’t feel like playing with you. But right now, it’s time for Dress Up.”

She had a different button on her controller.

Daniel seriously expected the choker to tighten or for another blast of electricity to run through his body. Instead, the shackles retracted, and he stumbled forward, right off of the display stand where she had kept him.

“Put this on,” she said, handing him the course at first.

He took it from her. But then he looked down.

At some other place or time, Daniel might have been able to intimidate her. He was a little bit taller, but she seemed completely relaxed, like she knew he couldn’t possibly pose any threat to her.

“There are voice recognition features,” she said.

He gulped, recognizing exactly what she meant. Even if he got the controller away from her, she would be able to call out some command, and he would probably be knocked out, only to end up on some hidden farm somewhere as an enslaved labor.

Daniel knew this would be bad, but he also understood things could get far, far worse.

“I, I don’t know how,” he said as he took the corset and looked down at the pink material. He didn’t know how to name this. Silk? Polyester? Some strange combination?

She sighed dramatically and took the corset back from him. “It’s okay,” she said. She loosened the strings on the corset, pulled it tight around his waist, drew it even tighter, and started to tie the corset into place. Pretty soon, he couldn’t breathe again, only now the pressure was around his torso, not his neck.

Next, she grabbed the dress and organic to raise his hands over his head. He obeyed. Soon enough, his hand slipped through the puffy sleeves, and then he felt the flimsy little skirt around his waist.

“I, I can’t wear this,” he protested.

“Don’t worry. I made sure it was fitted just for you. It’s going to be perfect, especially when we get you into your panties and petticoats!”

Daniel didn’t even know what that meant!

Unfortunately for him, this young woman had already made up her mind, and she wasn’t about to tolerate any kind of argument or disagreement. She had spent a lot of money on him, so she intended to enjoy herself with her new Sissy Slave toy.

Seconds later, she handed him the pair of panties.

They were white with pink ruffles, embroidered hearts and yellow stars…

“Put them on,” she said, interrupting him right as he tried to protest. “What? Do I need to reconsider my purchase?”

A nervous gulp ran down his throat, but Daniel didn’t see any choice, so he obeyed. He raised his right leg, slipped his foot through the panties, and then he was suddenly pulling the soft silk up along his legs. The material cupped his balls. He couldn’t feel it along his shaft, but the skirt fell, and he knew what he was wearing.

Panties.

“Now these,” she said. He held up the petticoats for him to see. They were puffed and flouncy. They would bounce with his every step!

“So cute,” she said.

“But I don’t even know how to put these on.”

“The elastic waistband will hold them up. Just had to slide them up under your skirt.” She explained all of this so patiently, like a big sister talking down to a little kid.

He hated himself for doing this, but Daniel recognized what kind of power she had over him, so he obeyed. He pulled the petticoats up along the length of his legs, felt the snug elastic, and then he dropped his hands away.

Sure enough, his skirt now flared out adorably.

“So cute,” she said again, clapping her hands together. “Last part,” she said.

He didn’t know what that meant, and he didn’t want to find out, but Daniel didn’t get a choice either.

This was going to happen one way or another.

Next, she held up a pair of white tights. “Put them on,” she said.

He took them, considered them, and swallowed again. When their eyes met, he knew what she would say, so he exhaled again, deflating as he pulled the tights up over his legs.

“So perfect! Now, sit down at the desk.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m your owner, you’re my Sissy Slave, and we both know you’re going to do it, so you shouldn’t waste time arguing with me.”

Daniel wished he could protest—wished he could say something about how he wasn’t arguing with her, but her perspective was the only one that counted.

Careful to keep his eyes on the floor, he walked over to the desk. He sat down.”

“Hold your knees together, keep your hands folded on your lap, and I want to see your back nice and straight.”

Hoping to avoid his reflection, Daniel closed his eyes, but he obeyed. He assumed that embarrassingly feminine position. He felt like some little girl trapped at a finishing school.

It didn’t matter. Again and again, he came back to one basic truth: Lucy could do whatever she liked with him.

And now, he sat there and felt the cool wipes as she started to prepare him for his makeup. Deep down, he knew this was what was going to happen. Considering the demeaning little outfit he already wore, there couldn’t be any other possibility.

She finished cleaning off his face. Then she applied foundation, blush, and she told him to pucker his lips. He still kept his gaze aimed downward, so he couldn’t see what was happening in the mirror.

Finally, she added some eyeshadow before plucking his brows. The beach pull, a little flash of pain shot through his skin, but it was better than knowing she was stripping away his masculinity.

“Very nice,” she finally said, smiling as she studied her work. “I think you look amazing. But of course, you need one last piece.”

He was a boy; his hair wasn’t terribly long, but she still slid a ribbon clip into place and locked it on.

“Okay,” she said. “You can look now.”

Like some petulant little kid, he shook his head from side to side.

“Oh? Really? Do you really think you’re going to be able to defy me on this?”

Daniel gulped.

He glanced up and saw her wiggling the controller. In his peripheral vision, he recognized the movement of his head.

“Look,” she ordered. She snapped her fingers and pointed back toward the mirror. “I don’t have a lot of time. My guest is going to be here soon.”

Her guest?

Lucy reached over, stroked the underside of his chin, and forced his gaze up. Suddenly, he saw himself, but he didn’t look like the man he had been, not back at the office or even on the auction block.

Instead, he found himself looking at a young woman. Or at least, that’s how it felt to him. She had modified his eyebrows, colored his cheeks, and painted his lips.

“So pretty!”

Then he heard a doorbell rang.

“That’s going to be my friend, Lucas.”

“What?” Daniel asked.

“What, Sissy? Did you think I was going to use you? No way. There’s a reason I locked you in chastity. But don’t worry. I’m going to let you watch.”

His shaft twitched even as he put the different pieces together. Arousal flared through his body as she stood up and leaned forward. He saw her cleavage, and his body ached for her even as he knew that could never happen. He wasn’t Daniel, a guy who could hit on girls at a bar. He’d become her Sissy Slave.

She grabbed him by his choker, pulled him out of the seat, and walked him right over to the stand again. “Position yourself,” she ordered.

Daniel obeyed. Frightened of the punishments she could inflict, he slid his hands back into the shackles. He positioned his feet.

And just like that, she secured his restraints, one after another until he was totally trapped, forced to stand there like some doll in a display case.

That was exactly what she had in mind.

Lucy lifted the controller came to toward the ceiling. That’s when he looked up, and he saw the glass, rectangular container. He lowered itself down, encasing him completely. His eyes widened, but he couldn’t he raised his hands.

“I’m going to have some fun with a real man,” she said. “You’re going to stand here like my doll and watch. You see, it makes me so what to think of you, all adorable and sexy and helpless.”

With another smile and a flip of her hair, she slipped out of the room.

Breathing faster now, Daniel wondered what he could try to do. Different possibilities flashed behind his eyes, but none of them were workable. None of them would actually achieve anything.

Then he heard the thump against the door.

Moments later, it opened, and Lucy reappeared, but she wasn’t alone.

A man was holding her, his arms around her waist. Her eyes were closed, and she kissed him passionately. Without looking up, they stumbled into the room, fell to the floor, but that wasn’t enough to stop them.

At a glance, Daniel could tell that the man was handsome. He had dark hair, broad shoulders, and he seemed so much bigger and more powerful than Lucy. Even so, this girl would be able to do whatever she wanted with him. That much was obvious. The boy, whoever he was, worked hard to please her as they kissed one another.

Without a word, they started to strip, ripping their clothes off and dropping the discarded garments to the floor.

Daniel did his best not to look. He told himself he didn’t want to see this. And yet, he saw the way the light played across her hair, listened as she moaned, and watched her arch her back.

Soon she was down to just her bra and panties.

Her panties. They were so similar to what he wore…

“What about your doll?”

“Don’t worry about Sissy Slave,” Lucy said with a giggle.

Lucas, whoever he was, just nodded.

She moaned again as his lips came into contact with her nipples. Daniel’s shaft twitched in his chastity cage underneath the layers of panties, petticoats, and restrictive plastic of his chastity cage. Again and again, he struggled to pull his eyes away because he knew this was precisely what Lucy wanted from him. He couldn’t surrender like this! He had fought so hard for his freedom, but then he glanced down at his ridiculous little outfit.

He didn’t look like a man. He wasn’t a man, not any longer. Men could enjoy erections. They could make their own decisions. He was something else.

He was her Sissy Slave.

Even as this reality soaked into his brain, her doll continued to watch.

She sat up just long enough for Lucas to unhook and pull off her bra with expert precision. Then he leaned forward, and he started licking her nipple, sucking and teasing her as she moaned beneath his touch.

With every second, Daniel understood while this was happening and what she really wanted from him: his surrender.

Tentatively, he started to pull against his restraints. He didn’t know why he did this, not precisely, yet he started to struggle anyway.

His petticoats swished around his waist.

Then she looked up, and she smirked.

Her Sissy Slave opened his mouth, and he wanted to say something, but he already knew it wouldn’t make any difference.

That’s when Lucas pulled down his boxers, exposed his shaft, and Daniel knew he never would have been able to compete. This was a real man. He was powerful, the kind of alpha specimen who could do whatever he wanted because women were attracted to him. They yearned to be close to him. They couldn’t help themselves!

And now he pumped down into this beautiful girl.

He penetrated her, making Lucy moaned. She spread her legs, crossed her ankles, and cried out even as she arched her back. Lucas grabbed her wrists, and he kissed her with every frantic push. He slammed down into her, and the ecstasy seemed to resonate on the air.

He had his way with her, hard and fast. He made her scream with pleasure.

Daniel never would have been able to do that.

He closed his eyes, and he recognized his new status. He was her Sissy Slave—more importantly, he would never, ever be anything else.

Then it was over.

They collapsed together, exhausted and spent. At some point, Lucas got up and left. Finally, Lucy rose to her feet. Still naked and damp, shining with her perspiration, she walked over to the display case. “I think you understand now, don’t you?”

Although her Sissy Slave didn’t actually answer, she chuckled. “Yeah, you do.” Then she reached up and said, “It’s okay. You’re going to get used to this life. In fact, you’re going to be grateful for it. You’re going to learn to love your outfits. He will love cooking and cleaning for me, braiding my hair, and do whatever I want.” She grinned. “The right now, I’m going to go take a shower. I’ll leave you here to think about your future.”

Left alone, her Sissy Slave obeyed. From now on, he would always do whatever his owner said because this really was his life. There was no escape, no chance to regain the dignity he had once enjoyed. And yet, he knew she was right. She would make him enjoy this. She could teach him to embrace his life as her Sissy Slave.

The End


Ready for Sissy Work

Standing straight, I don’t know what’s going to happen on the other side of that door, but the steam walks along my naked body, and I do my best to stand straight, tall, and proud. I told myself that I can handle this. Yes, Miranda is on the other side of that door, and she’s waiting for me with something special, but I shouldn’t be intimidated. 

I repeat a simple matter to myself: I’m a man, and I can do this. 

Sure, over the course of my life, I’ve always been one of the smallest men in the room. I’m not very tall, and I’m definitely petite. For a girl, a word like “petite” would be great. She could think of herself as elfin, lithe, and sexy. But me? It doesn’t work that way for me. 

Or at least, it hadn’t until I met Miranda. 

“Come out here now,” she commands, her voice easily cutting through the bathroom door. 

Miranda Fitzgerald, my new boss. 

I breathe out slowly, and then I reach for a towel, only to stop myself. She was very explicit with her instructions. Go into the bathroom, take a shower, and shave off every strand of body hair from my eyebrows down. She wants my cheeks, arms, legs, and chest to be completely smooth. 

I’ve actually done a pretty good job. As I run my fingers along my body, I don’t feel any stubble. I’m soft and smooth, just the way she wants. 

Wishing that I could grab a towel, I nonetheless open the door and step out into the cold, hotel room atmosphere. 

“Very nice,” she says, reaching out and grabbing me by my wrist. Miranda pulls me forward, positioning me right in the middle of the room. For a second, I glance over at the bed, and I spot an outfit laid out. I notice the pleated skirt, the lavender panties, and knee-high socks. Before I can look at them in any great detail, however, she turns my back to the bed. She positions in front of the mirror hanging on the wall. 

“Don’t move,” she commands. 

I begin to glance over at her, but her hand flies up, and she grabs my cheek. Her scarlet nails pinch down into my skin, sending a little shiver of pain running through my nerves. “I told you not to move,” she says. “Disobey me again, and I will bend you over the bed and spank you.” 

“I, I understand,” I quickly stutter out. 

“Good,” she replies. And then she starts to circle me. 

I keep my chin up, and I don’t move, not a tendon or muscle. I stay frozen in this position with my hands crossed behind my back. Breathing out slowly, I can feel her eyes on me. From second to second, she brushes her fingers along my skin, almost like she’s inspecting me. 

“Jared, you think you have what it takes to be my assistant?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I reply quickly. This time, I sound a little bit more confident. 

“Oh? You don’t mind following the orders of a woman?” 

“No, ma’am,” I tell her. 

“You know, I’m going to be more than just your boss.” 

“I, I don’t understand.” 

“No, I didn’t think you would. So let me be very clear for you. I’m not just interested in an employee. I want a servant. When I give you order, I will expect you to obey. And when you don’t, I will punish you. Remember when I said I was going to spank you just a second ago? Yeah, that wasn’t hyperbole. I will actually discipline you with corporal punishment. The not talking about some kind of silly game or something you might enjoy. It will hurt. It will be very painful, and it will provide you with the kind of instruction you won’t soon forget.” 

As she speaks with those clipped, sharp words, I do my best to remain calm. I keep my back straight and my shoulders down. I raise my chin slightly, and I continue to stare at the mirror. 

My focus drifts over to her, however. Miranda Fitzgerald, literally the most powerful woman I have ever met. Granted, her company is relatively small and obscure. She provides some backend support for large, data security companies. But it isn’t the money she commands or the people who follow her. Instead, there’s just something about her. Whenever she walks into a room, people instinctively listen to her. It might be her straight blonde hair, her bright blue eyes, or the way her voice cuts through the air. It could be her height or how she dresses. Even now, she looks amazing in her black dress and those knee-high boots. 

But still, no one looks at her and automatically assumes that she would be easy to catch or sleep with. It’s not like guys listen to her because they want to have sex with her. Maybe they are interested in her, but that’s not the point. It’s the confidence she radiates, the command she breathes so effortlessly. 

But now, she steps behind me, and her fingers brush along my forearms, up past my elbows, and along my shoulders. Then she reaches down, and she squeezes my ass. 

“Are you ready to become my servant?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I say. 

Her fingers continue to slide along my body, only now she reaches for my pelvis. My breath sharpens, speeding up as my pulse kicks in my chest, and I know exactly where she is going. 

I attempt to fight it, to keep my body from reacting, but there’s a beautiful woman right behind me. As she leans in closer, I can feel the soft give of her breasts against my back. Her fingers get closer and closer to my cock. I don’t know if she’s going to touch me, but I desperately hope even as I fear what might happen. 

She lowers her fingers down toward my thigh. She continues to brush me. 

“You’re going to be my servant, Jared. You’re going to do whatever I want, wherever I want, be whatever I want. Do you understand?” 

“I, I think so,” I reply, hearing the nervous edge in my voice. 

“I don’t think you really understand, but that’s okay,” she says. 

Then her fingers come back up to my scrotum, and she strokes me, her fingers gliding along my sensitive flesh. Up until this point, I do a pretty good job of appearing neutral, but now my shaft stiffens. I get hard right here, right in front of this woman. 

I tell myself that I shouldn’t be surprised, yet an involuntary moan vibrates deep in my chest. 

With every second, I try to resist that temptation, but it’s impossible for me to fight my own physiology. My body reacts to her touch, and I’m soon straining right there. 

“Oh, you sound frustrated,” Miranda teases. “Maybe I should stop? Maybe you can’t take this?” 

Before I can respond, a nervous gulp slides along my throat. But then she pulls her hand away, and I shiver again. Instinctively, I try to step away from her, like that might give me the clarity I need to think through this. She grabs my wrist, pulls me back, and I stumble. When I bump into her back, she wraps one arm around my waist. 

I really want to believe that I’m strong enough to simply tear away from her grip, but I’m not entirely sure. For a second, I flash to the horrible possibility that she would be able to hold me here against my will, so I told my place and remain right where I am. 

Only then, she giggles. The sound surprisingly childish and feminine. She sounds like a little girl as she whispers something to me, “You know, you could try to get away right now. I might even let you go.” 

Might. 

She makes me think about the possibility she could keep me. 

“I can’t wait to train you. I can’t wait to use you. I love how responsive you are,” she says, and her fingers glide along my shaft again. When she starts to touch me, another involuntary moan pulses from my chest. 

“Hear that? That’s the sound of your surrender.” 

“No,” I start to say, gasping the word. 

She turns me around and looks into my eyes. 

“Jared, you have no idea.” 

Then she reaches up, puts her hand on the back of my neck, and she brings me right to the edge of the bed. She shoves me down, bending me over the mattress. My body presses into the girlish clothing already laid out on the coverlet. 

I see the white blouse right in front of me. I can feel the skirt’s pleats against my crotch. 

“Disobedience will always be punished,” she promises. “Maybe not right away, but you’ll never be able to escape punishment.” 

“I, I haven’t done anything wrong,” I tell her. 

“Yes, you have,” she replies. Then she reaches down, strokes my ass, and I’m not really sure what she’s going to do. Part of me has an inkling, but I don’t really believe it. After all, I’m not some little kid. I’m a fully grown man, and I deserve respect. 

Or at least, that’s what I want to believe. 

But then, she grabs my ass, squeezing my right buttock in the palm of her hand. Then she pulls her arm back, and her hand is flat on the air. She swings down. Hard. 


To be honest, I don’t even brace myself for the impact. I have no idea exactly how much this can sting. Then her hand claps against my backside, and the pain flashes through my skin, singing out between my nerves. 

My eyes widen, my vision blurs, and the pain seems to echo through my skin, reverberating all along my body. But that is just the first spanking. 

She throws her head back, and she laughs. “Disobedience will always be punished,” she says. “Even if you think you’ve gotten away with something, you haven’t. And you never will.” Even though I’m bent across the mattress, it’s easy for me to picture her beautiful, smiling face. There have been moments at work when she holds a meeting or announces some new policy, and it’s clear she revels in her authority. This is a woman who enjoys the attention that comes from command. 

“Now, are you ready to be spanked again?” 

When I don’t answer quickly enough, she swings her hand down again, striking at the other side of my rear. I hear the clap, I feel the pain, and I hiss through my teeth as the stinging agony sweeps through me. 

Incomprehension wipes away every coherent thought, at least for a couple of seconds. Part of me can’t really understand how something like this could happen. It’s a spanking. It shouldn’t be able to hurt me. I’m an adult. 

And yet, she grabs my ass, squeezing. “Nice and firm and smooth,” she says. “I’m looking forward to riding you.” 

I’m not sure what she means by that, but my shaft tightens again. I can feel the erection even as she presses me into the soft give of the bed. 

She cocks her arm back again, swings down hard and fast, making sure that it stings when she spanks me. Miranda seems to enjoy this. I can hear her laughing even as my ears ring with the faux applause of the spanking. 


Again and again, she strikes. By this point, my buttocks must be a bright shade of red. Before each strike lands, I tell myself that I’m going to be able to hold out this time. I will summon up the requisite mental fortitude to hold back the pain. I’m not going to react. 

But this young woman knows exactly what she’s doing. She strikes at the back of my legs and the curves of my ass. Then she pauses, letting the stinging sink into my body. 

She wants me uncertain, off-balance, nervous. 

It’s working. 

I try to ignore the adrenaline flashing through my veins, but it’s impossible. 

“What did you do wrong?” Miranda asks me as we pause. She touches one finger to my thigh, brushes it along my body, barely touching me with her nail. I shiver, and I can’t believe that I’m still hard, my erection hasn’t dissipated. 

“I, I don’t know.” 

“Think about it. Think about it very hard,” she commands. 

“I used the wrong tone of voice?” 

“No, silly. Try again.” Before I can try to say anything, she continues, “Actually, I like your tone of voice. You always sound so deferential and just a little bit confused. I like knowing you’re perpetually off-balance whenever we’re together.” 

It’s true, but I grit my teeth anyway, frustrated that she can point this out. Yes, I know that she’s my boss and she’s in command, but I’ve never had a female superior like this before. Even when I’ve had a female teacher or supervisor, none of them seemed to revel in authority like Miranda. 

“Then I don’t know!” 


“Think about it. Think about it very hard. I know that you’re nothing but a silly boy, but you can figure it out. I know you can. There are certain things you should never say to a woman of authority. There are certain things you should never, ever try to tell her.” 

The word pops into my head: no. That’s what she doesn’t want me to say. That’s the word I used with her before. 

But now, I run my tongue along my lips, and I’m not sure if I can say this. Not sure if I can acknowledge that kind of power she wields over me. Because this isn’t fair! She’s not supposed to be able to talk to me like this! But she’s my boss and so much more. She runs her fingers along my naked body, exploring, fondling, and claiming all at the same time. She wants to take me, to touch me, to show me that I have no boundaries, not when it comes to her. 

“I’m not allowed to say no,” I reply. 

“That’s right!” Miranda calls out. She reaches down, grabs me by my hair, and then she pulls me back up. She looks into my eyes. I try not to feel intimidated, but there’s something about her perfect, crystalline confidence that makes me nervous. “You aren’t allowed to say no to me. You aren’t allowed to deny me anything. You know why?” 

“Why?” I ask, gulping back my trepidation. 

“Because as far as you’re concerned, I own you now.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I respond automatically, thinking that this is the right answer. 

“I have something for you, something I want you to wear,” she says. She pushes me down onto the bed, so I fall onto my back. It feels strange. I’m on top of her outfit: the skirt, panties, socks. 

She moves across the room, dips down, and pulls something out of a tote bag by the door. When she comes back, I see the small box, but it’s unmarked. Then she opens it, and I look up at her, confused. She’s holding some kind of tube with an attached ring of some kind. It all looks like it’s made out of some thick, heavy plastic. 

“Do you know what this is?” Miranda asks me. 

She holds it up, letting me see it from different angles. As strange as it sounds, she seems to marvel at the strange piece of equipment in her hand. 

“I don’t know what that is,” I tell her. 

“This is a chastity cage for a boy.” 

I gulp again. 

“And you want me to wear it?” 

“I’m going to make you wear it,” she says. 

She comes closer and closer. 

Then she reaches down, and she strokes me again. She touches me and teases me, making me hard. I close my eyes, so I can’t see her gorgeous features, but I know that she’s smiling. I know that she is enjoying every second of my surrender. 

In her job a, she might have to deal with angry, aggressive men, the kinds of guys who will fight, especially when it comes to dealing with a woman. 

But now she has me, and she can do whatever she wants. That’s why it’s so easy for her to touch and tease me. She knows that I won’t be able to strike back. In this room, she has every drop of power. 

Finally, she pulls her hands back, and I look up at her. 

“Relax,” she orders. 

“I, I don’t understand,” I tell her, stammering through the words. 

She smiles again, “Relax, Jared.” 

At first, I can’t comprehend her meaning, but then she pulls her hands back and holds them at her waist. She’s relaxed, patient, and taking her time. For my part, I wish she would touch me some more, but I know that’s not going to happen. So I press my lips together, I close my eyes, and I force myself to settle down. Because that’s what she wants. She needs to see my body relax, my shaft flaccid. 

It takes a long time. Or at least, that’s how it feels to me, but my body starts to settle down. Some of the excitement drains away, and then she reaches down, and she slides the plastic ring underneath the base of my shaft. It is snug, but not uncomfortably so. Then she brings that tube up, and she slides it along my penis. 

My heart starts to beat faster, especially because I’m not sure exactly how this thing will work. She told me that it was a chastity device, but I barely understand what that means. As far as I’m concerned, “Chastity” is an ironic name for a stripper. How could that be a device? 

But my confusion is irrelevant to her; so long as I do what she expects, Miranda really doesn’t care about the thoughts bouncing between my ears. 

Next, she pulls one other item from the tote bag, and then she slides it down just below my pubis. I’m not sure what it is or what she has in mind. She’s very careful to keep her hand over this next component, so I can’t see what she’s doing. 

Click. 

I hear that sound, and my body tenses up. I know that simple noise means something, but I’m not sure what, not until she pulls her hand away. Then she smiles down at me. “There we go.” 

“What, what did you do?” 

“Don’t worry, Jared. It’s just a little lock.” 

“A lock?” I look down. Sure enough, I see the small padlock now dangling from the top of the chastity device. 

“You see, your cock lock is going to make sure you can’t get an erection without my permission.” 

“Please, please don’t make me wear this,” I say. Even as I speak, panic starts spinning in my chest. It feels like hot ball, but there’s nowhere for it to go, so it somehow morphs into an attempt at arousal, like my body is intuitively checking to see if her device can really work. I can feel the pulse of desire rush down into my genitals, and my cock starts to get hard, only to feel the confining boundaries of its new, plastic prison. 


She watches me, and she can see the look of dismay on my face, which only makes her smile happily. “Oh, don’t worry. I will let you out from time to time. But you see, this is a really good way to control a boy like you.” 

“You could already control me!” I point out. 

Miranda wobbles her head from side to side. “That’s true. But someone like me craves more than just professional obedience. I want to know that I own you. And when you own a boy’s dick, you have real power over him.” She explains all of this like I’m supposed to learn some sort of lesson. 

“Now, would you like to get dressed?” 

Breathing out slowly, I try to get my temper under control. Yes, it might sound absurd, but I’m upset by the chastity cage. 

Instead of answering, I raise my head, and look down along the length of my body. I see the transparent plastic and the distorted color of my genitals underneath. 

“You really want to try to take it off, don’t you?” Miranda asks. 

“Yes,” I say, breathing out. 

“Okay. You can try.” She sounds magnanimous when she gives me permission. 

Tentatively, I reach down, and I feel the plastic. I tug on it, but it doesn’t slide off. Then I pull on the ring around my scrotum, only to feel it press into my testicles. If I pull the harder, it’s going to start to hurt. 

As I tug and try to gingerly slide it off, the frustration begins to blossom in my chest. I can feel it like some kind of poisonous flower right there in my heart. I bite down, squirming, wiggling, shifting my body from side to side, like maybe if I can just get the right angle, then things will be easier. 

From there, I make the mistake of glancing over at Miranda, and she’s still smiling at me. “What’s wrong? You can’t get it off?” 

“I can’t!” 

“Oh, you sound frustrated. Maybe you should calm down. Relax. It’s not a big deal. I mean, I do have the key.” 

“Can I have it?” 

“Honey, I just put it on you!” 

Honey. Sweetie. She enjoys using those designations because they’re degrading and dismissive. 

“No, I’m not giving you the key. Now that I have you in chastity, you’re going to do anything and everything I want.” 

“I had already chosen to be obedient,” I remind her. 

Miranda isn’t convinced, “That’s true, but I want to make sure you have to do what I say. You’re a boy, so this is the key to your obedience.” She reaches down and touches me, her fingers gliding over the contours of my scrotum. She could no longer touch my shaft, not while it is imprisoned. But somehow, she doesn’t seem to mind that limitation.

I’m squirming helplessly, still on my back. Technically, I’m free to get up at any time, but there’s something about her presence, plus the position of the lock that makes it impossible for me to move. 

“It’s okay if you’re frustrated,” she tells me. “I know that you want to be free. Too bad.” She smacked my leg, sending a little jolt through my skin. 

She tilts her head to the side. “Now get dressed.” 


“I, don’t have any clothing here,” I remind her. 

“Why do you think I put an outfit on the bed for you?” 

Tentatively, I push myself back up onto my feet, and then I slowly turn to look down at the mattress. 

No. No way. She can’t be serious, I think to myself. The denials blossom, one after another, but then she comes up behind me, and she wraps her arms around my waist. She squeezes me tight even as she starts to whisper into my ear, “That’s right, Jared. You’re going to put on that cute little uniform for me. You’re going to look so adorable.” 

“It looks like a schoolgirl uniform,” I mutter, the words dull and obvious. 

“That’s right! This is going to be your uniform when you go to work.” 

My eyes get big, my bottom lip trembles, and I can’t really believe it. 

“No. I can’t.” 

“And you just broke the rule again,” she says, sounding disappointed, yet I can still hear that little edge of amusement in her voice. She shoves me down, and the spanking resumes. 

Her hand flies down again and again. I thought the stinging was bad before, but now I’m apologizing, blubbering out one word after another, “I’m sorry, ma’am!” 

“It’s okay. I know you’re just a boy. Boys need to be reminded. Maybe that’s the problem. You aren’t even a boy, are you? You’re just a little sissy.” She giggles at the word, right before she spanks me again. Her hand claps against my vulnerable ass over and over. 

When it’s done, I’m panting, my heart is pounding, and the stinging agony continues to pulsate through my body. The spanking may have come to an end, but the effects linger and throb. 

“Apologize.” 


“I’m sorry!” 

“Good. You should be,” she tells me. She sounds cruel and harsh, but there is still that little sparkle of amusement in the corner of her eyes. “Now get dressed.” 

Breathing out slowly, I stand up again, look down at the outfit spread before me, and I shiver. 

“I’m not sure I can do this. These are girl clothes,” I tell her. 

“So maybe you should think of yourself as grateful,” she says. “You’re a boy. Boys are inferior, and I’m going to let you dress like a girl. In fact, you should probably thank me right now.” 

My chest pumps hard as I hear those words, but I’m not sure I can really do it. 

Then she comes up behind me, squeezes my reddened ass, and then I stumble forward. Before I know it, I grab the white panties. They’re soft and dainty in my hand. I raise them up. They feel almost weightless. They’re definitely lighter than I would have worn as a guy. 

But now I look at them. Then I look at her. 

“Go on. You can do it. It’s not a big deal. Put on the panties because your boss told you to do so.” 

Yes, she’s my boss. But now she is also the woman who holds the key to my chastity cage. That makes her so much more. 

Tentatively, I raise one leg, and I slip my foot down into the panties. I start to pull them up along the length of my body. And by inch, I desperately hope that they’re not going to fit. After all, the fabric just feels too light and thin. These can’t really work. But the cotton seemed to stretch. And then I have the panties on, and they’re tight, but not uncomfortably so. 

“Very nice!” Miranda calls out. She grabs me by the hand and pulls me over to the mirror again. Before, I was naked, which was embarrassing enough, but this is worse. 


It’s so much worse. 

As I stand in front of my reflection, I stare down at the floor. 

She touches my chin, pinching, forcing me to look up. 

“See that? That’s you. That’s you in your first pair of panties,” she says. “Don’t worry. Everyone at work is going to think that you are just so cute. You’re going to be the office sissy, my little sissy assistant.” She revels in that word: sissy. It encapsulates so much. She isn’t just stripping me of my independence and dignity, but also my masculinity. 

“You look cute in panties!” She pats my behind. “And you know what I really love about your chastity cage? It kind of tucks in your penis, so it looks like you are nice and smooth right there.” She touches her hand my stomach, then glides down, going lower and lower until she can feel the plastic bulge. But there isn’t much. 

If I had been excited, it would have been obvious. But I’m hard because the device makes it impossible for me to achieve an erection. 

She knows all of this, and she savors every second of it. Then she steps back, smacks my behind again, and she tells me to go finish. 

I turn back to the bed, and I’m not sure what I should put on next. I pick up the socks, probably because they seem easiest. I pull them up along my feet, and I want to stop. But when I glance up at Miranda, it’s clear that she’s watching me. More importantly, she won’t settle for letting the fabric cling to my ankles. Oh no. She wants those knee-high socks pulled up all the way. They need to be flat and smooth. 

I continue to tug the material up along my legs until I feel the elastic against my shins. Then I stop, and she smiles at me. 


“Very cute,” she declares happily. 

Next, I look down, and I see the skirt. I pick it up with one hand, pinching the fabric between two fingers. I slide my legs into it, which feels even stranger. The soft cotton of my panties rubs against me, but now there is the swish of pleats along my thighs. 

Miranda grabs the zipper and pulls it up, tightening it. The waistband seems to dig down into my skin just a little bit. It’s going to be snug, but it will fit. 

“Don’t forget your cute little bra,” she says to me. 

I didn’t really notice it before. Maybe I didn’t want to see it. Perhaps, on some level, I had known what Miranda had in mind. After all, why would she dress in a schoolgirl uniform? Why would she put on something so demeaning? 

She wouldn’t. The answer seems painfully obvious now, but she picks up the bra and hands it to me. 

It’s not just a bra. If I put that on, it would be mostly empty. This thing comes with little silicon cups that will give me a more feminine outline. 

I grit my teeth again, and then I glance back at her, hoping that she might change her mind. 

Yeah, right. That’s not going to happen. 

“Why did you think I wanted you so smooth? I want you to be nice and dainty and feminine for me,” she says. 

I start to slide into the bra, but I’m not exactly sure what I’m doing. I feel the cups against my chest. They’re cool to the touch, strange and alien. Not only that, the weight seems a very odd. 

Before I can figure out how to clasp the bra into place, she comes up behind me, hooks the pieces together, and then she pasts me on the head. “Very nice.” 

That just leaves the blouse. 


I pick it up, slide my arms into the sleeves, and then I start to button it up. As I do so, I realize that this thing is going to be much tighter than I expected. As a guy, I usually wear T-shirts and shorts that are loose. But this thing will highlight my waist in a way that I’m not used to. 

And when I’m done, she grabs me again, pulls me to the mirror, and then she smiles. 

“Look at that. You look like some college girl!” 

It’s true. 

I don’t want to believe it, but I can’t deny the reality of my situation either. 

In a pleated, tartan skirt and a white button up blouse, with knee-high socks clinging to my legs, I don’t look like a man, not anymore. 

Every article of clothing seems to highlight my petite frame, making me seem more feminine than I would have ever imagined. 

“Do you feel like a girl?” 

An answer springs to the tip of my tongue, but I already know that I’m not allowed to use or say that word, so I just shake my head from side to side. 

“I guess that means we have to go farther,” she says, chuckling. 

“I mean, yes, I do feel like a girl!” I call out, desperately hoping to stop the next part of her plan…whatever it may be. Unfortunately, Miranda has already made up her mind, so she shoves me down onto the bed, but that isn’t all. “Spread your arms and legs for me,” she orders. 

Since I’m already on my stomach, I obey her. 

“Close your eyes.” 

Again, I give her precisely what she expects. 

I can hear her footsteps as she walks around the bed, but then she grabs my right wrist, and she loops something around it. I feel the lock engage. It’s a shackle of some kind, like a handcuff or something. 


She does the same thing with my left wrist. 

After that, she locks my ankles near the corners of the bed. It only takes her a few seconds, maybe a minute at most, but she has me trapped. 

“You can go ahead and try to struggle if you want.” 

Tentatively, I pull at the restraints, hoping that I might be able to slip free. I’m not sure why. She would just tighten the bonds again…maybe some part of me just wanted to feel like I’m resisting. But this woman is my boss, and she controls my future. She may not be the most powerful woman in the industry, yet she could easily destroy my reputation. 

This is especially true now that she has me dressed up like some college intern. 

Breathing out slowly, I try to relax. It helps a little bit, at least until I hear her squirt something out. 

“What, what was that?” I ask. 

“Lubricant.” 

“Why would you need lubricant?” 

“I have something for you,” she says. 

I opened my eyes, just in time to see her slide the dildo toward my mouth. 

“Open up,” she teases. 

I can’t stop myself. I part my lips, probably because I want to ask another question, but she shoves the artificial cock tween my lips and into my mouth. 

“Suck on it,” she commands. 

I hardly know what I’m doing, but I wrap my lips around the rubber, and I suck on it just the way she wants. She slides it back, only to shove it forward again. Hot shame burns through my body. “There we go. Good. At this rate, you’re going to be ready for work before you know it.” 

I shiver but I can’t stop her. She has absolute power! 

When she shoves the dildo in deeper, I nearly gag. “Just relax. Breathe,” she says, turning those words into advice. She almost sounds kind. 

“You know, guys love to think about girls giving blow jobs. But that’s not how your life is going to go. This is what you’re going to learn to worship. I’ll be at my desk, I’ll wear a strap-on, and you’ll suck on it. I’ll be able to look down to see your head bobbing down and up. Doesn’t that sound fun?” 

It doesn’t! 

And yet, she keeps going. 

Somehow, I manage to relax the muscles in my throat so that I don’t actually gag. Still, she pushes it in deep, brushing the rubber tip along the back of my throat. 

“That’s right. You’re going to be such a good sissy.” 

She chuckles to herself, clearly enjoying the image. 

When she pulls the dildo away, I gasp with relief, grateful that it’s over. 

But things are about to get much worse. 

I can hear the rustling of fabric. She’s doing something. I try to look around the rest of the hotel room, but I don’t see anything. She’s outside of my line of sight. 

Then she climbs up on to the bed. 

“This is going to be fun,” she promises. 

“You know what I love about having an assistant?” 

“I don’t,” I tell her. 

“I love knowing that I can have sex with you whenever I want. Like right now, I’m going to use you.” 

“You’re going to let me out of the chastity cage?” I ask. Despite my own cynicism, I can still feel that little spark of hope deep within my chest. 

“No,” she says, purring the words. “I’m not letting you out of your chastity cage.” 


But what is she going to do? 

Before I can tell for certain, I feel her brace her weight right between my legs. Then she lowers herself down, and she grabs my buttocks, parting them. Oh no. 

Frantic now, I start to struggle, but it’s way too late. She pushes down, thrusting into me, so I feel the curved edges as she penetrates my body. She slides into me, only to pull back a second later. 

Instinctively, I tighten up as much as I can. It doesn’t matter. This girl knows exactly what she’s doing, so she presses into me. 

“Do you know what I love about this, Jared?” 

She stops, giving me a chance to catch my breath and answer her, “What? What do you love about this?” 

“You get to be the girl, and I still get my orgasm.” 

How is that possible? 

She explains. Reaching down, she grabs my hair to pull my head up, she tells me, “It isn’t about physical sensation. It’s all about power. It’s about knowing that I get to ride you hard this way. It’s about the things you’re going to do for me, sissy. As my assistant, you’ll come into my office whenever I order you to. You’ll suck on this exact same dildo or maybe you will just lick me. Either way, I can do whatever I want with you. You’re chained down for a reason, sissy. I want you to feel true and genuine helplessness. I want you to feel completely and utterly powerless.” 

Then she starts pumping me again, thrusting slowly, only to work up, faster and harder. At the same time, the dildo must be pushing back against her pelvis, which stimulates her even more. 

She rides me, taking me, claiming me. 

I have never had sex like this before, and I can’t stop it. My boss uses me until her breathing turns sharp and ragged. 


All the while, I fight to deny it, but some part of me likes this. Some part of me is actually turned on! Still, there’s nothing I can do. She pumps me hard, taking everything. 

“Yes. Yes, I love having you this way! You’re mine!” She cries out those words as she finishes. She screams, moaning and panting through the pleasure until she’s done. Finally, she withdraws. 

Breathing out slowly, she asks, “How did that feel?” 

“Demeaning,” I tell her. 

“Good.” She reaches down and pats the back of my head, “Now I think you’re ready for work.” 

The End 


Alluring Panties

Becoming Kelsey’s roommate was her idea; we had been best friends in high school, we went to the same college, and now we both wanted to move off campus. Just because of the gender divide, I didn’t even consider the possibility of asking to move in with her when she found her apartment.

But then we were out at dinner and wandering around downtown when she glanced over at me and said, “Yeah, you should totally become my roommate. We know we like each other, and they could be a lot of fun.”

“Are you sure?” I asked. Then I pressed my lips together and confronted the uncomfortable truth. “Are you sure you want to live with a guy?”

“Absolutely,” she said. “I mean, if there’s ever a problem, I could always spank you.” She grinned, and I just stared at her as my mouth dropped open.

Although we have been friends for more than six years, I never, ever imagined myself in a position like that with her. Up until this point, there had always been this impenetrable, psychological barrier between us. She was Kelsey, beautiful with her golden blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and perfect features. Throughout our friendship, I watched as she dated various guys: jocks, intellectuals, entrepreneurs, potheads, pretty much anyone who attracted her attention.

Those relationships never lasted a few weeks, but I still refused to indulge in useless hypotheticals. For one, I knew that Kelsey was out of my league, and I had to be grateful for the chance to be friends with her.

In high school, she had been on the cheerleading team, and her body showed it. She had gorgeous breasts, a narrow waist, and long, toned legs. Every time she flipped her hair, guys would instinctively turn in her direction, attracted by the luster glinting along those perfect locks.

If I ever developed a crush on her, it would destroy our relationship.

“Okay,” I said without really thinking about it. “Let’s live together!”

At first, everything went perfectly. I moved in, we shared a two-bedroom apartment, and I kept waiting for her to get on my nerves or for me to get on hers. But the weeks quickly went by, and we just had fun.

During the day, I’d go to work or class. When I came home, we’d hang out and stream terrible TV or stupid movies. We might share a couple of glasses of wine and laugh at dumb characters.

But then something happened.

While she was in class, she had left her door open, and I walked by. That’s when I saw something on her bed, a pair of panties.

When I saw the small, sleek purple garment, my insides seemed to stop. I was right there in the middle of the hallway between our bedrooms, and I should have just close to the door.

These were panties.

Her panties.

And yet, part of me wondered what it might be like to step across the threshold.

While Kelsey was gorgeous, I was probably somewhere below average. Kelsey always told me I just lacked confidence. This sounded like a lame comment from a girl who never had to worry about being sexy.

She liked to say I was cute; this always felt like a euphemistically kind way of telling me that I was short. Actually, we were the same height, but she favored high heels, which always made her seem taller than me. Of course, I never admitted that this girl could actually intimidate me. It was easy for her to stride up to me, look down, and make me feel like I was some small boy.

In elementary school, I had a babysitter named Monica. She had black hair, and she was gorgeous. At the time, I didn’t really understand just how beautiful she was, but I remembered how she could walk up to me, look down, and just sneer ever so slightly. “Go on, little boy,” she might say, and I would automatically obey her orders, no matter what they were. Monica was an amazing babysitter because she knew how to make boys like me nervous.

When I got nervous, I wanted to make her happy.

Kelsey occasionally inspired that same jolt of nervous energy.

But there I stood, right outside of her bedroom door, and I really, really yearned to walk in there, grabbed her panties, and touch them. To be honest, I didn’t even know what I might do. Touch them? Sniff them? Run my fingers along the soft satin?

My heart started beating faster.

I only had to close the door.

That was it. If I turned away, then maybe their magic would dissipate, and I could feel like myself again.

Instead, I felt like an idiot as I called out to our empty apartment, “Kelsey? Kelsey, are you home?”

Intellectually, I refused to put the ideas together; I wouldn’t consciously think of the words or the plan percolating behind my eyes.

Nothing. No answer. Silence.

Obviously, she didn’t respond because she was out. I knew this. I’d been home alone for most of the morning, and she wouldn’t come back anytime soon. Even if she did, she would have texted me first to see if I wanted to go grab lunch or something.

I stepped across the threshold.

With another stride forward, I reached down and picked up her panties. I held them by the corners of the elastic waistband. As I gazed at them, I marveled at their size. Compared to my boxers, her panties seemed so small and petite. They were sleek and sexy.

My heart was beating faster now.

This was her bedroom, not mine.

I had no right to be here.

More than anything, I had to get out. I should have just dropped her panties to the edge of the bed again, right where I found them. Then I could close her door, march back into my room, play video games, do homework, or think about anything other than her underwear.

And yet, her panties seemed almost magical. I imagined feeling the energy of her body pressing so close to this satin.

Before I knew what I was doing, I brushed the back of my hand along the crotch of her panties. It felt so good. I hated myself for it, yet I felt the arousal run through my body.

Next, I brought the panties up to my nose. When I inhaled, I caught the scent of her arousal. Damn. That was incredible. She wore these panties. The gorgeous cheerleader who also happened to be my best friend wore this underwear.

Breathing out, I tried to tell myself to get out of there again. Instead, I held onto the panties. I bunched them underneath the palm of my hand and strode across the hall. Would Kelsey miss them? Would she realize what happened?

Then I was back in my room. I closed the door behind me.

My shaft pushed up against my own underwear. I saw the bulge pressing against the inside of my pants. Before I knew what I was doing, I grabbed my shirt, pinched it underneath my chin, loosened the buckle on my trousers, and yanked them down along with my boxers.

I kicked off my shoes, pants, and underwear. Then I held up her panties again.

Was I really going to do this? Did I actually intend to cross this line?

With the arousal pumping hard through my body, I pulled the panties up along the length of my legs. With that desperation clinging to me, I felt the soft satin hug my balls and push against my erection.

I didn’t want to look down; I didn’t want to see this, yet I still sensed the soft material. It squeezed me from every direction and held me tight.

I was so amazed, especially when I reached down and brushed my fingers along the outline of my erection.

Shivering, I savored the tension right until the moment when the door opened.

I didn’t hear it; the hinges didn’t squeak, and the door didn’t bang against the wall. It was her laughter that first reverberated through my body. Like an idiot, I spun around in her panties, and that’s when my eyes met her bright blue irises.

“Kelsey!” I called out.

“Well, what do we have here?” Kelsey asked with a grin. She had her phone out and her camera was pointed right in my direction. “You know, if you really wanted to wear my panties and act like my little sister, you could have just asked.”

“No! That’s not what’s happening here.” I denied everything automatically and without thinking. But then she strode ahead and told me, “There’s no shame in this. Obviously, you’re tired of acting like a boy. You want to be something else.”

My back went straight, and she stood in front of me. Her brows seemed to harden as she held her hands in front of her and leaned down. When she spoke again, I could feel her breath against my ear, “It’s okay if you’re secretly a sissy. I don’t think you have to hide anymore.”

“A sissy?” I asked. Sure, I had heard the word before, but it sounded old-timey, like something a prospector might have said in another century.

“That’s right.” She pulled back and grinned down at me. “There are men. There are women. And then there are sissies. Think of them as the boys who don’t quite have what it takes to be real men. They should be dressed up and taught how to behave.”

“I don’t need to be taught anything,” I shot back.

“You violated my personal space, Brian. It’s pretty obvious that you’re going to need some severe punishment and training.”

“Look, I’m—" I started to say, only she reached up and touched the underside of my chin with two fingers.

Something about her gaze froze me. She didn’t interrupt, yet I stopped talking anyway.

“Brian, did you break into my bedroom and steal my panties? Did you put them on? And most importantly, when you did put them on, did they arouse you sexually? Did the idea of stealing my panties and putting them on feel right to you? Natural?”

“No!” I couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“Liar,” she said with perfect confidence. “It’s okay, Brian. You don’t need to be embarrassed about wanting to be a sissy.”

“I don’t want to be a sissy!”

She kept talking, almost as though I hadn’t said anything at all. “In fact, I bet we can take you back to my room right now. We can get you dressed up. I think I have a short skirt that’d fit you beautifully.”

“This can’t be happening,” I muttered.

She grabbed my face again, only now her fingers pushed against my cheeks. When I tried to glance away, she refused to let me turn my head. Her fingernails dug down into my skin, just barely scratching me.

“This is happening, Brian. It’s happening because this is who you were meant to be. I was hoping you could tell me on your own, but I had to trap you, didn’t I?”

“Trap me?”

“I left my panties out for you as bait,” she told me. “I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist. And now I have video recorded evidence.”

My lips parted, and I utter to say something else, but Kelsey just gave a slow shake of her head. “Before I get dressed up, I want you to go take a shower. I want you to shave off all of your body hair, everything from your eyebrows down. Can you do that for me?”

“What if I don’t?” I asked. When I spoke, I imagined those words as brave and defiant.

Kelsey hardly paused, “If you don’t, I’m going to send this recording to the university, and they’ll will kick you out for sexual harassment. Not only that, I’m sure the video will make its way around the entire campus. Everyone will know that you are a panty-wearing sissy who wasn’t even brave enough to admit the truth.”

I showered and shaved just as she commanded. As the water beat down against might shoulders and chest, I tried to think of something I could do or say. Kelsey had way more money than me because of her trust fund, so I couldn’t bribe her. She had the proof to use against me. Blackmailing me wouldn’t be difficult.

Worst of all, I knew she could take that recording back it up on any number of cloud accounts. Maybe if I was some amazing hacker, I would have been able to trace the data to her various accounts, but those cinematic superpowers were way beyond me.

As I showered, I ran my fingers along my smooth legs, my hairless arms, and my sleek chest. I had done as she asked, shaving off all of my body hair.

Even between my legs, I was smooth now.

I got out of the shower, dried off, and realized that I only had her panties. I decided not to put them on. Instead, I hoped that maybe I could sneak out of the bathroom, back and my bedroom, and get some real underwear.

The moment I opened the door, I found Kelsey standing there.

Her hand shot out, and she grabbed my wrist. She pulled me down the hall and into her bedroom. When she closed the door behind me, I heard the knob click shut, and it felt like a lock clicking into place, trapping me here.

“Stand in front of the mirror,” she ordered; her tone made it clear that this was a command and that if I disobeyed, I’d regret it.

I hated myself for giving in so easily, but I walked over to the full-length mirror where she modeled her outfits before deciding what to wear. I kept my eyes aimed down at some vacant spot on the floor because I didn’t want to see myself like this.

She stepped up behind me. “Look,” she ordered.

A tremor ran through my body.

I obeyed.

In her heels, she seemed taller than me by two or three inches. Worse, she let her gaze run down my body. When she studied me, she didn’t see a “real man”. Instead, I was just a sissy to her. I was some random toy for her to play with.

Thinking maybe I could use this, I turned and faced her. “Please, Kelsey, we’re best friends. You don’t—”

“Shush,” she said, touching a finger to my mouth. In spite of myself, I obeyed, going quiet instantly.

“I know this is hard for you to understand, Brian, but I’m going to have a lot of fun with you like this. And in the end, I think you’re going to thank me. I think you’re going to be a very, very grateful sissy.”

“I’m not a—” I started to say again, only she shook her head and cut me off.

“I told you to be quiet.”

Just as I started to speak again, she grabbed me by the back of my neck with so much more force and strength than I thought she possessed. Just as easily, his beautiful girl shoved me down across her bed. She bent me over the edge, grabbed my ass, and her fingernails dug down into my skin, probably leaving little half-moon indentations before her hand drew back.

“I’m sure some sissies out there know exactly how to behave. They’re probably really grateful when their friends dress them and do their makeup.”

Dress them? Do their makeup?

The questions overwhelmed me, making it impossible for me to realize what was about to happen even though it was obvious.

“But not you,” she continued. “You’re going to need to be punished. First, stay right where you are.”

I turned my head, glanced over my shoulder just in time to see her bent down and opened one of her dresser drawers. It was the second to the bottom. And as she did so, I saw her different pairs of panties, each one neatly folded and waiting for use. Some were white, others grey. There were cotton panties, silk panties, and satin panties. As I saw all of this, my mouth started to water; I needed to push those instincts away, especially after everything that had happened, but my body seemed to be unwilling to listen to what my head told it.

“Purple?” she asked, holding up another pair of satin panties. These came with little white ruffles along the edges. “Or pink?” The second pair had been embroidered with little red hearts all along the front.

“I’m not going to wear panties,” I said.

“You already did. And I bet you’re still hard.”

I was, but I wouldn’t admit it.

“Pick,” she ordered. “If you don’t, I’m going to send out the video right here and right now.”

Kelsey sounded so determined and vehement. It was obvious she really meant this.

Still bent over her bed, I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. “Pink,” I said. I didn’t think about the decision, not really. Instead, I just clenched my eyes shut and let the word jump from my mouth.

She put them down next to me and said, “Put them on.”

“No. I won’t,” I protested.

That’s when she drew something from her pocket. They were the purple panties from before, the pair I had put on when I thought no one would know about it.

“Put the pink ones on right now or there will be consequences,” she said to me.

I didn’t understand, but I wasn’t going to just go along with this, so I started to speak.

The moment I opened my mouth, she took those purple panties and shoved them right between my teeth. She gagged me with her underwear!

The taste and aroma overwhelmed me.

Obviously, I tried to spit them out, but she pressed her palm up over my mouth, silencing me. “Leave them in,” she ordered. “And put on your pink panties, sissy. Do it right now.”

I kept trying to speak.

SMACK!

The pain shot through me; at first, I didn’t even recognize it for what it was. But then, she pulled her hand away from my bare bottom.

“Do you need another one?”

I didn’t struggle, nor did I try to say anything else.

“That’s what I thought,” she said when I cooperated with her.

My eyes watered a little bit, but I pulled the panties up the length of my legs. These were even smoother and softer than the purple ones from before. They must’ve been made from some expensive silk. Again, my erection pushed outward, and I hated how good these felt.

C’mon. I was supposed to be a real man; I wasn’t supposed to enjoy wearing panties like some little girl.

“Very nice,” she said. “Do a spin for me.”

I slowly turned around for her, but Kelsey tilted her head to the side. “Faster. You can do it. I’ve seen you dance.”

Hot embarrassment surged through me, but I spun around for her. My skin prickled bright red, but I still couldn’t stop myself because Kelsey was right in front of me. Besides, the idea getting spanked scared me way more than it should have.

“You look so cute!”

After that, her expression seemed to darken or maybe solidify into something new. I wasn’t sure how to read the look on her face, so I just asked, “What? What is it?” Even though I was shaved and mostly naked except for the panties, I still needed to know what this girl was thinking.

“Nothing,” she said, except she ran her teeth along her bottom lip in a way that made me feel like a piece of meat.

She turned away from me, and that’s when I got really nervous. “I want to see you in this tartan skirt.”

She held it up for me to inspect.

Black and red with the checkered pattern, it looked ridiculous, exactly like something a schoolgirl might be forced to wear as part of her uniform. When I saw it, I gave a quick shake of my head.

“No way.” I crossed my arms over my chest.

She turned to me, with the corners of her lips rise up, and then she revealed her teeth as she asked, “Do you really think you can stop me?”

“I…” Within seconds, my resolve broke. My shoulders slumped, and I said, “No.”

“Put it on, cute girl.”

“Don’t call me that!”

“You’re right,” she replied. “I owe you an apology. You’re not a cute girl. What are you again?”

The muscles within my body became rigid. After one quick, nervous swallow, I gave her what she wanted. “I’m a sissy.”

“That’s right. You’re a cute little sissy, and I’m really enjoying this. Judging by the bulge in your panties, so do you.”

When I opened my mouth to say something, no words came out. As hard as I tried, I couldn’t come up with any kind of logical rebuttal.

“It’s okay,” she said.

She held up the skirt, and I took it. I slipped my legs down into the opening, drew it tight around my waist, and I shivered as my fingers pressed to down on the cool, metal zipper tab.

Was I really going to do this? The panties were bad enough, but now I was going to put on a skirt in front of my best friend?

“Do it,” she ordered.

Reluctantly, I pulled the zipper up, tightening the skirt around my waist. “So cute! You put this on.”

When she held out the padded bra, my lips parted again. “I’m already wearing a skirt. Isn’t that good enough?” I demanded.

She reached up, grabbed my hair, and forced me to peer right into her eyes. “No, it’s not enough. I’ll tell you when I’m done, sissy. Stop talking back to me, or you’ll need another spanking.”

Intellectually, I recognized those words as frustrating and humiliating. Still, some part of my body twitched as I heard her talk down to me.

There was this little spark of something exotic yet familiar, a memory from middle school. I remembered being a sixth-grader, walking down the wrong hallway, and having an eighth grader march up to me. She was so tall and powerful. She exuded the easy authority of a girl who knew she ruled. “Are you lost, little boy?” She talked down to me. I hated it, but I loved being the center of this girl’s attention even if she meant to mock me.

And now, I felt the exact same way with Kelsey. I couldn’t help it, yet that flicker of excitement lingered within my body, searing, intense and addictive.

When I took the bra, I felt the strange weight.

“Why do you even own this?” I asked.

“It was a gag gift from my little sister,” she replied smoothly. “Who knew it would come in handy?”

I stared down at the white bra like it was some sort of magical harness. My eyes glided over the smooth curves, the exposed gel, and the sleek straps. Then she grabbed it, pulled my arms through some of the openings, and I felt the strange wait as it covered my nipples and pectorals.

“Cute,” she said. Then she grabbed one of her white T-shirts and told me to put it on.

After another nervous swallow, I obeyed.

Automatically, I glanced over at my reflection in the mirror. I didn’t really mean to do it, but I looked so strange.

For the first time in my life, I didn’t seem like a boy. Instead, I looked like some high school girl with short hair.

“I knew it,” she said with a clap of her hand. “I knew it.”

“What?” I snapped back even though I already suspected the answer. “What?” I asked again.

“You are a sissy. Just look at you. You don’t look like a boy at all. You look like a pretty sissy!” She grinned at me.

“Fine. You proved it. I look like a sissy. Can I take off this stupid stuff off now?”

Her eyes hardened in my direction, “No way. We are just getting started.”

She had me in a white T-shirt and tartan skirt, but she was only getting started. Next, she handed me a pair of lacy socks. When I saw the white cotton and purple lace, my heart started beating faster. These socks would barely come up toward my ankles, but that was fine with her.

“Put them on,” she said. “A spanking is still an option for you, Brian.”

At least she didn’t call me a sissy.

But after she said my name, she watched as I pulled the socks on reluctantly. Touching a finger to her bottom lip, Kelsey made a decision. “Brian isn’t a good name for you.”

“That’s my name,” I said.

“Brian is a good name for a boy. Are you a boy?” Since I didn’t answer, she finished, “No, of course not. You’re not a boy. You’re an adorable sissy. So you need a good sissy name. I kind of like Brianna, but I think that’s a little bit too assertive. Let’s go with something shorter and sweet and feminine. What you think of Brie?”

“That’s not my name.”

“Bend over my bed.”

“What?”

“I’m getting really sick of your attitude, sissy. So bend over my bed again. You obviously need another spanking.”

“What? No!” I started to stammer. “No, I don’t need another spanking. Please, I’ll be good. Call me whatever you want.”

“Get over the bed right now,” she ordered. “The longer you wait, the worst you make this for yourself.”

The irrefutable logic of her order made it impossible for me to resist. Within moments, I walked over to the edge of the bed, she put her hand on the back of my neck. She pushed me down, grabbed my skirt, and folded his back. Then she spanked me. My panties may have absorbed some of the force, but it wasn’t enough.

Her hand swatted down hard against my backside over and over again. At first, I stayed quiet. But then the pain swept through me, overwhelming me. I twitched and tried to push up, but this girl knew what she was doing.

“What’s your name?”

“Brie!”

“Good sissy!” just like that, she let me go. Then she came back from the closet.

When she held out the white blouse, I didn’t want to take it. My mouth went dry, and my fingers trembled, but I still reached out for that insufferable garment. I pulled it on, only to feel the snug material around my arms and down to my wrists. She buttoned it up for me, and then she pulled out a red ribbon. She tied it around my neck, just below the collar of my blouse.

Part of me itched to glance over at the mirror again, but I held back. I refused to indulge my curiosity, especially because I worried I’d look even younger and smaller and weaker and more feminine—just as she planned.

“Don’t look,” she said. “Not yet.”

“Kelsey, can I ask you something?”

“Sure,” she said and put her hands on my shoulders and forcing me to face her.

When I looked up into her eyes, I studied the perfect lines of her nose, the contours of her lips, and at the smooth texture of her cheeks. Suddenly, it was a lot harder to speak. As much as I hated it, Kelsey seemed so adept at intimidating me although I was supposed to be the boy, bigger and stronger.

“Go on,” she said, encouraging me like I was some little kindergartner.

I was just like a schoolgirl. I couldn’t deny that.

Breathing out slowly, I glanced down and said, “Why’re you doing this to me?”

She leaned in. I kept looking down. “Because it’s fun,” she whispered. “And there might be something else.”

Something else? What was that supposed to mean?

But then she grabbed me by my hand and pulled, guiding me across her bedroom and back to the small chair and desk where she kept her makeup.

“You’re going to look so pretty!”

“We have to do this?”

Kelsey placed her hands on her hips and looked at me like I was an idiot. “What do you think, sissy?”

“Fine,” I said.

She’d do my makeup, maybe put a bow in my hair, and we could be done. After that, she might take another picture to blackmail me, but it wasn’t like she had any other plans. I sincerely believed this, but I was about to be proven wrong.

She forced me to sit still with my back straight while she applied the foundation and blush. After that, she put eyeshadow on me. Next, she told me to pout her my lips as she dabbed lipstick along my mouth.

When she finally finished, I glanced up at the mirror.

Damn it!

If I looked like a girl before, I couldn’t possibly pass a boy now.

I swallowed even as I had to endure the strange weights and textures on my face.

“And this is going to look amazing on you,” Kelsey said as she picked up a hair band and slid it along the top of my head. Black and smooth, it looked a lot like something a high school girl might wear.

“Something is missing,” she said as she tapped the side of her face. Then she snapped her fingers and headed back toward the closet.

I could see the outline of my frame in my peripheral vision, but I didn’t turn; I didn’t look because I didn’t want to see the truth and confirm everything she had already said about me.

If I had been a real man, then a little bit of makeup and a fresh outfit wouldn’t have been enough to make me look so girly. But I wasn’t a real man, was I? She called me a sissy…which seemed more and more accurate as she had her way with me.

When she came back, she held a pair of black shoes. They weren’t just black, leather shoes, I quickly discerned. They had half-inch heels and silver buckles. They exposed the top of the foot except for one single strap.

These were little girl shoes.

I didn’t know what they were called, but it hardly mattered. She dropped them in front of me and said, “I think they will fit you very nicely.”

“Please, do I have to wear these?”

“Of course,” she said. “What do you think?”

“Yes. You’re going to make me wear them.”

“Smart sissy,” she said.

Obediently, I slid my feet into those little girl shoes. They were a little bit tight, but they wouldn’t be painfully uncomfortable.

Finally, she grabbed my hand and pulled me back up onto my feet. Obediently, I followed her right back to the full-length mirror.

I didn’t look at first. As though I could hide from the truth, I kept my eyes closed until she swatted her hand down against my backside and pinched my rear and through the fabric of my skirt and panties.

“Open your eyes, Brie.”

Brie. Not Brian.

I obeyed her and saw my reflection. I drank in the image of a young girl standing in front of me. I raised my hands and flexed my fingers. Did they always look so small, so thin and feminine? I made a fist, but it didn’t seem intimidating.

“Good sissy,” she said, patting me on the head. She pushed down on the hair band. The tips pinched into the sides of my face.

“Okay,” I finally said, spinning away from the mirror fast enough to make my skirt flare up. “I wore your skirt and your top your stupid push-up bra. Please, can I take this off now?”

“Now,” she said, sweeping her eyes up and down the length of my body. “I want to see what my little schoolgirl can do with her pretty mouth.”

“Excuse me?”

Kelsey wasn’t supposed to be attracted to me. She wasn’t supposed to be turned on by any of this, but I saw the blaze of hunger in her eyes as she stepped forward. I tried to retreat back, but I wasn’t fast enough. She yanked on my hair, pulled my head back, leaned in and kissed me. “I’ve never kissed a sissy before,” she explained the second later. “I don’t know why having you like this turns me on. Maybe it’s the fact that I know I’m in charge. Maybe it’s just the power. Or maybe every girl yearns for a little sister liked you.”

Her words didn’t make sense, but it hardly mattered because she spun me and threw me down onto the bed. Then she pulled down her yoga pants and panties. Soon, she straddled my face and pushed me down.

Everything happened so fast. Before I knew it, she had her sex right there, poised above my lips. “Do it,” she said.

Although I’d never gone down on a girl before, I started licking and something close to excitement thrummed through my body. I couldn’t help it. With the panties tight against my crotch, I felt my shaft stiffened. I was getting turned on. My erection pushed up against of the soft fabric.

Kelsey reached down, lifted my skirt, and grabbed my shaft. After one squeeze, I found myself licking her slit. I tasted her, the hot excitement of her body tangy against my tongue. I slid my tongue up and down. I stretched my neck and strained to hold that position. She let go of my shaft, but I didn’t stop licking her. I couldn’t.

This girl was in charge, and she owned me. She could do whatever she liked with me.

I understood all of this, yet I still couldn’t make myself stop.

The desperation pumped through my body like the gathering storm.

But then she told me to stop. Did she climax? Did she finish?

I didn’t think so, but I couldn’t be sure either. Then she straddled me and looked down into my eyes. “Someone smeared her makeup,” Kelsey said, dabbing a thumb along the corner of my mouth. “You look like such a little slut right now. In fact, I think you should go over to the foot of the bed and bent over. Spread your legs for me.”

“Why? What’re you going to do?”

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to spank you, so long as you behave.”

I had to behave.

Recognizing the simple truth, I scurried over to the foot of the bed just as she commanded. Then I watched as she sauntered over to her closet. She was naked from the waist down, yet that didn’t diminish Kelsey’s confidence or authority. Then she pulled out the two-headed dildo.

When I saw the sleek tips, the handhold in the middle, and the purple silicon, my throat clenched. Part of me wanted to jerked upright, growled that I would never let her use that on me, and race for the door, but I couldn’t do it.

“Do you like being a sissy?”

“No,” I said automatically.

“Funny,” she replied. “Because I don’t believe you.” Kelsey stepped closer and practically purred, “I bet you’re the kind of sissy who likes to pretend she hates this when you love wearing panties and getting bossed around.”

“That’s not—” I started to say.

“I’m going to let you go, and I’ll even destroy those pictures, but only if I get to fuck you right now.”

“Fine,” I growled.

I started to turn around, but she raised one finger and stopped me, “And you can’t come. If you come in your panties, that’ll be an admission that you want to be my sissy, but you need to be owned, and that you belong to me. Understand?”

“…Yes. I understand.”

She grabbed me by my shoulder, bent me over, and then I heard the squirt of lubricant as she dabbed dildo’s bulbous tip.

Kelsey pressed the rounded and against my opening, shoved it down, and forced me to accept it. With one soft inch at a time, she penetrated me. I felt my body try to fight back, but this girl took something from me. She pushed and forced the end deep into me. How could I be a real man if I was getting penetrated?

The answer was obvious: I wasn’t. I was a sissy, just liked she said. She shoved down, pulled back, and thrust into me again. Then I heard her start to moan. I knew she had the other end of the dildo pushing up against her phone sex. She probably savored the friction of that toy, especially while she rode me.

With every second, Kelsey pumped me.

With every minute, she made me groan—made me moan and cry out

Pretty soon, I was making sounds I couldn’t comprehend.

But then my eyes widened.

I was close to an orgasm.

I tried to fight it.

You have to believe me, I didn’t want to climax.

But then my shaft began to pulsate, and I came right there. I squirted out my load, and then she yanked back. She pulled me over and saw the wet spot.

“You came,” she said. “What does that mean?”

“It means I’m your sissy.”

“Yes—yes, you are, pretty little sissy!”

This was just the start of my life as her pretty little sissy—all because of her alluring panties.

The End


The Chance

As I wake up, there’s no way for me to know something’s wrong. I stretch my arms over my head, and I open my eyes as the sunlight cuts across the carpeted floor. I can feel my blankets and my comforter on top of me. But then, I run my fingers through my hair, and something is definitely wrong.

At first, I hardly notice it.

But my hair is thicker. Not only that, I start to pull on it, and it’s not the extremely short, stubbled scalp I’m used to. Instead, I feel inches and inches of hair.

What the hell?

At first, I think that maybe I’m tangled up in a sheet or something. Okay, so maybe that doesn’t make sense, but it’s the best I can do. Confused, I try to pull on it, only to feel the sting along the top of my head. Ow! That actually hurt!

Rather than get freaked out, I tell myself that there’s a logical explanation for this. That’s why I drop back down against my pillow, and I pull my blankets over my body. To be honest, I’m really tired. Part of me just wants to go back to sleep.

But I can’t.

There’s this little niggling curiosity at the back of my brain. I keep wondering what’s going on. That’s why I finally force myself to get up and walk over to my bathroom. It’s bright out, and the sunlight keeps my room shining, but I’m rubbing my eyes and still trying to wake all the way up. Then I turn on the lights in my bathroom, and I look up at the mirror.

No way.

This doesn’t make any sense.

I’m all alone in my condominium, so this isn’t a prank or something, but I still stare back at the mirror. There’s my reflection, only it isn’t me.

I keep my hair cropped short. Not only that, it’s dark, somewhere between brown and black. My eyes should be the color of coffee, and there should be some stubble on my cheeks even though I shaved last night. There isn’t any. I’m completely smooth.

Because I’m looking at the reflection of a young woman.

She’s pretty with bright blue eyes, a small, button nose, a couple of freckles along her cheeks, although they probably aren’t noticeable. She has high cheekbones, and her long blonde hair spills out from the top and sides of her head down along her shoulders. Is that what I was feeling before? It’s shining and thick, the kind of blonde hair you’d expect to see on a model.

At first, I just stare. She’s wearing my navy blue T-shirt, and when I look down, I find that I’m wearing the same pair of sweats I went to bed in last night. But now, there are curves along my chest.

No way.

No way. No way. No way.

No freaking way!

I’m looking at this reflection, and I keep trying to figure something out. I want to come up with a solution, some kind of explanation. Tentatively, I reach up, and touch my cheeks. I run my fingers along my nose, and my skin is sensitive. It seems to tingle more than I remember, but this is me. These nerves seem to connect to my brain, so this is me.

Tentatively, I reach down, and I cup the breasts beneath my shirt. As I rub the fabric over my nipples, hot anticipation shoots through my body. Then I feel something else, a different tickle between my legs.

It’s not the usual heat and power that thrums into my genitals…It’s something else, hot yes, but also…moist.

Oh no.

The idea occurs to me, but my thoughts immediately bat it aside. No way.

I grab onto the front of the sink, and I tell myself not to freak out. I know that this isn’t normal or anything, but there must be a logical explanation. There’s no way this is really happening. I’m not really in the body of some girl.

Inhaling and exhaling, I look back at the mirror. This isn’t some kind of trick. That much is obvious. The details are too perfect. This isn’t makeup or anything either. Quickly, I go back into my bedroom and I grab my phone. I snap a picture of myself, checking at different angles.

According to my camera, this is me. I’m a young woman. I’m a girl.

Locking my teeth together, I go back into the bathroom, and I know what I need to do. There’s one more thing I have to check. Forcing myself to be brave, I pull off my shirt. As I do so, I feel the squish of fabric along my nipples and over the curves of my breasts.

Sure enough, there they are: round smooth with my nipples right there. I touch them. I accidentally brushed my thumb along my nipple, and there it is again, that route of desire deep within my body. Before I know it, I think about how would feel if someone would lick me right there.

Then I clench my eyes shut.

Before last night, my nipples were never particularly sensitive. I had a girlfriend once who started touching them, stroking and licking them, but she never got the reactions she wanted. Of course, when I held her down and slid my tongue over her breasts, she would start to pant almost immediately. She was ridiculously sensitive.

Sleeping around with her had been fun.

Focusing, I hook my thumbs into the elastic of my pants. At this point, they barely cling to my hips. Breathing out slowly like I’m about to rip off a bandage, I yank the sweats and my boxers down. Then I look at myself.

I’m a girl. I’m really a girl.

I step out of the too-big sleepwear and walk out of the bathroom like I don’t really know where I’m going. I throw myself down onto my bed, and I start touching myself. To be honest, I’m not really sure what I want to experience or discover. This isn’t about desire. It’s just experimentation.

Tentatively, I move my hands along my arms. From there, I touch my shoulders, then my stomach. I specifically avoid any contact with my breasts. From there, I raise my feet up, and I touch my toes. I look at my ankles. They’re thinner than I remember. A second later, I wrap my fingers around my wrists. Damn. Those are really thin too.

As a man, I was just average, not particularly tall or big or thin or anything. But as a girl, I’m ridiculously dainty. I look at my biceps, and they’re toned but thin.

I bite down on my lower lip and try to think this through. The shock has started to fade a little, so maybe I can analyze and dissect the situation to figure out what to do next.

Look, it sucks, but I can’t do it. I would if I could, but I can’t, so it’s up to you.

That’s what I said to her last night.

…Last night…

“Josh, this is insane. You know what you’re asking me to do?” Michelle stared at me hard from across the restaurant table between us. The remains of our overpriced food sat on the plates between us. Our wine glasses were mostly empty, but we were both entirely focused. We each knew how to drink without getting messed up.

“Look, I know that this isn’t the ideal situation, but the supplier has been very clear.”

“Has he? Has he really?”

“This isn’t about numbers.”

“It’s always about the numbers,” she said.

“Fine. It’s not about numbers that we can actually make work. If we want to stay in business, then we need him to drop his prices. The only way he’s going to do that is if…” At that point, I stopped. My usual diplomacy failed, and I wasn’t exactly sure how to proceed.

Michelle knew exactly what to say. “If I don’t fuck him, then he won’t work with us.”

“Look, I know that this isn’t fair, but we have made a lot of sacrifices for our business. If we want to continue, then this has to happen.”

“Sacrifices? You’re trying to whore me out!”

“Because I know how much you care about this company. Otherwise, I would say that we should just clean our hands and walk away. We can do that, Michelle,” I told her. I kept my voice low, but that possibility was there, terrible and uncomfortable and painful.

After all, we had already gone through so many sleepless nights, so many meetings, so many thousands of hours spent. And if we could secure this one supplier and get our next deal going, then we would both be rich all of a sudden. This was it, we were on the cusp, and we both knew it.

But only if Michelle had sex with him.

“Look, I would do it if I could,” I told her. “But this isn’t something I can handle. This is you. It has to be you.”

“Can’t we just hire a hooker or something?” She was thinking about it, I realized. And just like that, I thought there might be some sort of hope.

“No. He’s not interested in a prostitute.”

“Yes, he is. Because that’s what this has to be,” Michelle said.

I pressed my lips together and studied her. For so long, we had been working together. To be honest, she felt more like a best friend or a sister. That said, I acknowledged the simple fact that she was gorgeous. With her raven black hair, her smoothly sculpted cheeks, and her big eyes, she looked sweet and sexy all at the same time. More than that, there was this adorable pouch in her lips.

Michelle had always been my friend since business school, then my partner after, I could understand why Tony Smith wanted her on her back.

“He wants you.” When I acknowledged those words, I could feel something shake in my chest because I worried that Michelle would just walk away. It was her right. She could do it. Of course, in doing so, she would cut off our best deals. Everything we had built would fall apart.

“Do you want me to do it?”

“Yes.” But because she was my friend, I had to add that other piece of consolation. “I mean it, Michelle. If I could do this, I would. I know that I’m asking you to do something hard, but I can’t. I just can’t.”

“But you would if you could,” she said with a little sneer.

As I stare back at the mirror, I’m not sure what to do. I’m not sure what’s going to happen to me.

No. I can’t think like that. This isn’t about things happening to me. It’s about the choices I make. If I can figure something out, then I can make this go away. I can fix this.

But how?

I first consider going to the hospital, only to realize that I would sound utterly insane. First off, everything about my new body is perfect. I mean, I’ve already checked for scars or incision marks. There’s absolutely nothing here to tell me that I went through a sex change operation or something. On the one hand, that is something of a relief because it means that I haven’t lost any time and my body hasn’t really been messed with.

…Yet it also means that I would sound completely crazy if I went to a hospital. I could walk in and tell them that I went to bed as a man, and maybe there could be DNA tests or something, but I doubt anyone would bother. They would just assume that I was some pretty girl who had endured a mental breakdown.

What else can I do?

Michelle.

Breathing out slowly, I think of her, and I realize that she has been my best friend for the last couple of years. Tentatively, I go to my phone and pick it up. I pull up her name and I tap the screen. From there, I listen to the tone. It buzzes against my eardrum for a few seconds.

“Hey, you’ve reached Michelle. Leave a message and I will get back to us soon as I can,” she promises. It’s a recording.

“Michelle…” I start to say.

Then I hear my voice, and it’s not the masculine tone I have always used. I don’t sound like a man at all, I realize.

I drop the phone from my ear and instinctively tap the screen to cut off the call. No matter what I say to her, I’m going to sound like a girl. If I sound like a girl, she’s not going to listen to me.

Or maybe it’s something else. Maybe I just don’t want to talk because I don’t want her to hear me.

After my failed phone call, I hold up my device again, and I try text message.

Can we talk? Text messages are fine. I send the message, and I wait, hoping that she will get back to me right away. I’m staring down at my screen, but it doesn’t buzz or ding. If she got my message, she’s not answering.

Considering how angry she was last night, I’m not terribly surprised.

I told her that she needed to go have sex with a supplier, that if she didn’t sleep with Tony Smith, then everything we had done would become meaningless.

Breathing out slowly, I tell myself that I can handle this, that I will figure something out, with or without Michelle’s help. But after a little while, I throw myself back down onto my bed, and I look up at the ceiling. Strangely enough, my eyes start to water, and my bottom lip begins to tremble. What, what’s happening to me? I’m almost crying, but I don’t know why.

Yes, this is freaky and weird and I don’t have any good explanations, and I don’t know what to do, but that doesn’t mean I should be crying! Even so, I ball up into a fetal position.

I’m going to figure this out, I tell myself.

I’m going to get this changed.

I’m going to fix this.

Whatever it takes, I will make it happen.

This is a silent promise I make to myself, and then I force myself to straighten up. I roll over onto my back, and I spread my legs, and that there is something else, a little hint of desire still simmering in my body.

I put my hands on my breasts, and I wait for some kind of revulsion. I should be ashamed or angry to have these breasts. I should miss my real genitals.

But then, as I touch myself, there is the spark of desire. It rushes through my skin, and I gulp nervously because I know what I’m about to do, but I can’t quite admit it or acknowledge it.

I’m a girl.

If I touch myself, that will somehow become even more true. My fingers and palms move along my sensitive skin. This is so much more intense. Like so many other guys, I’ve touched myself a bunch. But now, I’m in the body of a girl, and every caress is more powerful and intoxicating.

My fingertips brush over my nipples, and I feel that heat and moisture between my legs. I gulp as my mouth turns dry.

Maybe I shouldn’t do this. Maybe if I touch myself like a girl, I will somehow be acknowledging or proving that this is real. Maybe I shouldn’t do that.

Despite that trepidation, I start to cup and fondle my breasts. I stroke them gently, shocked by how intense every impulse is. It feels like the nerve endings and my nipples just cry out with desperation. More than that, it feels like they want to be touched. I need to do this now, so I don’t stop. I try different patterns. I stroke my nipples with the soft give of my palms. Later, I use just my fingertips, and then the sides of my thumbs.

It all feels so good.

But of course, there’s something else I can do.

Closing my eyes, I reach up, and I stroke the smooth skin of my thighs. From there, I reach down. I caress my inner thighs, and I savor how it all feels. Hot energy seems to coil within my body, but I still haven’t touched myself right between my legs.

Breathing in and out, I’m really not sure I can do this. I’m not sure I should do this.

I bite down on the inside of my mouth, and I think about how I normally fantasize. Right away, I try to imagine these different models. Actresses. Singers. Anything. I want to picture some girl with long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. I want to imagine myself on top of her. Grabbing her. Holding her down. I want to picture myself licking at the contours of her neck.

But I can’t.

For some reason, none of that works. Those images have always excited me before.

But they don’t work right now. I’m not sure what’s happening, but I run my tongue along my bottom lip, and the excitement isn’t quite there. I can’t just start touching myself to images of girls.

What’s wrong?

What would Michelle do in this situation?

First off, she would probably start picturing some haunting guy. He would have broad shoulders, and he’d be shirtless, of course. His rippling muscles would be on display, and maybe he would be damp. His tanned skin might have little droplets of moisture running down every inch.

As those thoughts run through my head, I realize something,

That image triggers something within me.

What?

No way.

I don’t want to think about a guy. That’s not supposed to work. And yet, my body responds. The desires begin to percolate within me, trickling through my skin.

I tell myself to stop. I don’t really want to know how this will feel, but I start imagining myself on my back. I imagine some guy grabbing me from behind and forcing me down. He would yank down my panties and hitch up my skirt. He would plunge into me, hard.

Without even thinking about it, I reach between my legs, and I tentatively start to stroke my slit. I tease my opening with soft caresses, and then I push down. I penetrate myself with one finger, then two.

Damn.

With a sharp gasp hot rushes across my lips, I push down, and I feel the swell of my clitoris. I never knew these feelings could be so intense. As a guy, I got horny. I knew how frustrating it could be to hunger for something, but now this sense of completion feels so much more addictive.

I don’t know what I’m doing. I just follow my instincts, and it feels so good, so bright. I continue to touch myself, working myself up into a frenzy. Gasping, moaning, all while images of that stranger play behind my eyes.

He would take me, and I wouldn’t be able to stop him. With every thrust, I would feel his cock right between my legs, and I would try to pull away. I would fight so hard with my arms and legs, yet it wouldn’t make any difference. Even if I cried out, he would just put a hand over my mouth, silencing me because he was going to have me no matter what.

Yes, yes, yes!

But right as I’m about to climax, I hear the boom, boom of a knock.

I freeze.

At first, I really don’t know what to do.

“I know you’re in there,” she calls out.

I still don’t say anything, mostly because I don’t want to risk using my voice.

“Open the door right now,” she commands, her voice brusque yet confident.

I start walking immediately. Almost as though I’ve completely lost control of my body, I take one step after another through my condominium. Before I know it, I’m at the front door, and I’m trapped in the body of a girl, but I don’t even care.

I grab the handle and turn it. I open the door, and there she is, Michelle.

“It works,” she says. “Oh my gosh. It really works!”

My eyes get big, but I don’t know what she’s talking about.

She steps across the threshold, brushing past me. She closes the door before I can think about doing anything. Then she grabs my hands and pulls me deeper into the condo. “Let me get a good look at you,” she says, sounding more like some big sister eager to check out her younger sibling before she heads off to the prom.

I still don’t know what to say.

“Josh, I really didn’t know the spell was going to work like this. This is amazing!”

“Spell?” I finally ask.

She studies my pretty face, my thin neck, my big breasts, and my hips. She checks out my legs, and I don’t know what to do. I’ve never been examined or studied like this. I feel like a piece of property or meat, and I try to pull away, but Michelle is stronger than I am, so she just holds me tight.

“That’s right,” she finally says.

“You did this. You did this to me!” I squawk those words indignantly, but she just starts laughing.

“Yes. Yes, I did it.” Michelle actually has the gall to sound proud of herself. “I didn’t think it was going to work. I mean, my grandmother used to talk about magic, but I always assumed she was crazy. Who knew her spell book would actually work!”

“Change me back! Change me back right now!”

Michelle puts her hands on her hips. She has finally let go of me, but now something in her gaze hardens, and I gulp nervously. She doesn’t look like she’s about to apologize or tell me that this is a mistake. Instead, her expression has become coolly calculating. As her business partner, I know how to read her, and I don’t like what this portends.

“No. I’m not going to change you back. And you do you know why I’m not going to change you back?”

“Why?” I ask, my voice trembling. It doesn’t help that when I speak, I sound like some cartoon character.

“Because this is your chance,” she tells me.

“What, what are you talking about?”

“Let’s get you dressed first, and then we can talk about what you’re going to do tonight.”

Michelle saunters off, heading back toward the bedroom. For the first time, I notice the large bag slung over her shoulder. At first, I probably discarded it as an unimportant detail. It looks like a big purse, but now I’m thinking about what that bag might contain, and my heart starts beating faster.

I slam my foot down against the floor. As my fingers ball into fists, I stubbornly call out, “No! You aren’t going to do anything until you explain what’s going on here. Magic? I’m supposed to believe in magic?”

“Just look at you. You’re the perfect little slut. You got that right combination of innocence and eagerness. You look like you can’t wait to have sex.”

Sex. I hear the word, and I feel that little trickle of heat back between my legs, a spark of desire that makes me hesitate before I say anything.

“Yes, Josh. I used magic on you. Now, whether you like it or not, you are a girl. So until I say otherwise, you’re going to do what I say and stay this way.”

“This can’t be happening,” I murmur helplessly.

“Oh, it is. And you want to know the best part?”

I really shouldn’t say anything. I shouldn’t engage with her. Instead, I should go out and try to find some scientist or doctor who can help me. Hell, I will even settle for some new age witch if she says she can cure me.

Instead, I ask, “what? What’s the best part?”

Michelle starts giggling. “You have to do whatever I say. The spell doesn’t just turn you into a girl. It also makes you my slave. As far as the universe is concerned, your free will doesn’t exist, not when I tell you to do something.”

“No!” I squeak. “That can’t be right.”

“Here. Let me show you. Would you like to have an orgasm right now?”

“No. Don’t do it.” Although I tell myself that I don’t believe in any of this, I’m not eager to find out what she might be able to accomplish.

“Don’t be ashamed of your body. Revel in it. Enjoy everything you can do,” she says, as she looks right at me from across the room. “Masturbate.”

My hand immediately falls between my legs, and I start rubbing my fingers up against my pussy. Hot, bright pleasure flashes through me. This is incredible, addictive, and completely unstoppable. No matter how hard I try, I can’t pull my hand away.

The compulsion overwhelms me like I’m just some dirty little slut who can’t help it. From one moment to the next, I rub my fingers against my wet crevice. Heat and moisture glide along my fingertips until I’m close to an orgasm. I press down just a little bit harder, and the lust rampages through my system. Every nerve ending in my body tingles as I pant and moan right in front of her.

The next thing I know, I’m on my knees.

“Oh, that’s nice. You should get used to this. You belong on your knees, Josh.”

“How, how are you doing this to me?”

She gives me the same answer as before, this time with a knowing smirk. “Magic,” she promises.

“You know, I think I want you to crawl into your bedroom. That’s where I’m going to finish your transformation. And tonight, you’re going to have a lot of fun. I promise.”

With my blonde hair hanging downward, I crawl like a dog. I feel filthy, but that somehow turns me on as well. In this position, it’s easy for me to imagine some guy smacking my ass as he rams me from behind, his thick cock plunging into my pussy. Yes, my pussy. I have a slit, and it’s just begging to be used. The orgasm felt good, but now I crave more.

A short while later, I make it into the bedroom, and Michelle is taking several items from her purse. “Before I do your makeup and hair, I’m going to figure out what you should wear. Unfortunately, I could only pack a couple of different choices, but I think we can make it work. After all, it’s not like he is going to worry about what you’re wearing. He cares a lot more what he can do with that tight little body of yours.”

Down on my knees, I look up at Michelle. She has on black boots, a short, dark gray skirt, and a white blouse. She looks good, sexy, and my mouth waters. Even if I’m a girl, I still want her, it seems.

I can’t help myself, not with the lust permeating every inch of this body.

“What do you think?” Michelle grins as she takes out two possibilities. The outfits fit in her purse because the choices are skimpy. As she holds them up, I can tell that there is hardly any fabric there at all.

One dress looks ridiculously short. Even now, with my size reduced, I can tell that the purple dress is ridiculously small. It’s tiny, like it will barely cover my ass if I put it on. But what my thinking? I’m not going to let her just dress me like a girl!

“Remember. You said you would do this if you could,” she said.

“I never said that!”

“You said you felt bad for me because you wanted to turn me out like some dirty slut. You said you would do it if you had the chance. Well guess what? Now you have the chance.”

“I, I…” Words failed to come out of my mouth because my mind turned blank.

Michelle gives me something else to worry about. “Which one do you like more?”

Obviously, I hate both of them because they are repulsive. The first dress is tiny. The next outfit looks like a pair of panties and this short little top that will barely cover my breasts. In either one, I’m going to look like a stripper!

I don’t say anything.

“Choose.”

“The dress,” I say, blurting out the words. Immediately, I bring my hands up to my mouth, but it’s too late.

“Okay. You’re going to put on the dress, but first, you’re going to need a bra and panties.” She fishes those out of her bag as well. When she sets them out in front of me, I study the pale pink lingerie. Because yes, this underwear isn’t supposed to be practical. It looks soft and sheer because it’s designed to be sexy. It’s designed to be worn in front of some horny guy.

“Put them on,” she orders.

Immediately, I walk over to the bed, and I pick up the panties. Before I can put them on, however, she reminds me to strip first. She wants me completely naked.

I strip out of the male clothing I had been wearing. Soon, I’m naked before her, and Michelle takes a few seconds to admire me. She nods to herself, like she is satisfied with her own handiwork. From there, she gives me permission, and I raise one leg. At the same time, I can feel the light weight of the panties. They’re almost gossamer as I slide my legs into them. Then I pull them up until they snugly squeeze against my buttocks and crotch.

“You like that, don’t you?”

I don’t say anything. I don’t want to give her the satisfaction!

“Tell me the truth,” she commands.

The word slipped from my lips as I can’t control myself. She tells me this is magic, but I don’t want to believe it. “Yes.”

“You love wearing your panties, don’t you? They make you feel sexy and feminine. Isn’t that right?”

My voice drops, and I barely whisper, but I tell her the truth, “Yes.” Shame burns along my face.

“It’s okay, Josh. You don’t need to feel bad about this. It’s okay. You’re doing me a favor, remember?”

“Please, don’t do this,” I tell her.

“Put on your bra.”

At once, I obey. She holds it out to me, and I take the flimsy garment. Somehow, I know how to put it on. As a guy, this should feel mysterious and weird. But it doesn’t. It’s natural. Soon, the cups fit over my breasts, and I feel good, especially when my nipples rub against the inside.

“Hooking these can be little bit tricky,” she says, pulling the straps toward the center of my back. She locks them together. At any moment, I should be able to tear this clothing off, but then she brushes aside some of my thick, blonde hair and whispers into my ear, “Don’t take anything off unless someone tells you to.”

The magic seems to ripple through my body, and I already know that there’s going to be a mental block inside of my head now. With just those couple of words, she has made it impossible for me to take off the bra or panties, and now the dress goes on next.

She holds it out to me, and I pull it up and over my shoulders. The material is soft, just like the rest. Any guy who sees me will be grateful for the chance to rub his hands along my body.

“Very pretty,” she says, placing her hand on the small of my back. Michelle nudges me forward toward the bathroom so that I can look at myself. I don’t want to do it, yet I know better than to resist.

Wait. That shouldn’t be true.

Throughout my life, I’ve been aggressive, the kind of guy who is willing to take risks and do whatever it takes to survive and to win.

But now, she’s barely touching me, and I don’t fight.

“Are you feeling shy? Feeling nervous?”

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t sound like your usual, blustering self. I wonder why that is,” she says to me. At first, I think she’s genuinely curious, like she doesn’t know what’s going on, but then the giggles burst from her lips. “Or maybe you’re just a hot, shy, sexy coed. Maybe that’s what I’ve turned you into. Maybe I didn’t just mess with your body, Josh.”

Before I can say anything, we are back in my bathroom, and I look down. I focus on the marble sink.

She starts snickering again, but Michelle wasn’t about to let me hide from the truth. Within a few seconds, she touches the underside of my chin, forcing me to face my reflection. Sure enough, I’m looking back at that same pretty girl, but now my blonde hair is ruffled and tangled. Even so, I still have those angelic features. My smooth skin is bright and right there. My eyes are still blue and vibrant. And now, I see the straps of my dress, the cleavage, and of the snug fit of the fabric.

“No. Please, don’t do this.”

“But you said you would, if only you had the chance,” she taunted.

“Please,” I say again.

“Josh, this is something that you don’t understand. This is the thing that plenty of men don’t understand,” she explains, her words coming out slowly and deliberately. “Guys don’t get it. They just don’t understand. They don’t realize how it feels to be vulnerable, small, to be powerless. Sure, they think that we can fight back, but they don’t understand what it’s like when there is a guy nearby, and he wants something and he is incredibly eager to take it. There’s this nervous energy that you just can’t push away.”

When I don’t say anything, Michelle lightly squeezes my chin. “Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

For a few seconds, I hope that maybe she just wants to teach me a lesson. Maybe now, she will snap her fingers and I will get transformed back into a man. Bright light would flash from my body, shooting out in every direction.

But then, she looks right at me. “It’s okay if you’re nervous. I’m sure he’s going to have fun with you. And if I’m guessing correctly, you are already really horny. Your first time will be easy.”

My first time?

“Let’s do your hair and makeup,” she says with another giggle.

She sits me down on the edge of my bed. Fortunately or not, she brought all of the makeup and hair care supplies we will need. She starts by brushing my hair out. First, it hurts, especially as the brush’s tines pull their way through my tangles. But little by little, the rhythmic strokes of the brush through my lustrous blonde hair starts to feel good. It’s almost relaxing, this hypnotic rhythm.

“This is good, just enjoy it,” she says. “There’s something very relaxing about getting ready for a date. You get to enjoy all of the small rituals. You know, that’s why plenty of girls are late when it comes to get ready for their dates.”

I don’t say anything. I can’t.

“What should we do with your hair?” After a little while, she nods to herself. Michelle wasn’t really asking for my opinion; she doesn’t care what I think. “I’m thinking tight, rope braids, sexy, aggressive, but also feminine and almost like something a little girl would wear.”

I give a quick shake of my head, but she runs her fingers through my hair, pulling the strands tight. She bunches half of my hair up into one long tuft before she starts trying a rope. She’s firm, yanking my head back. She wants it to be sleek and sexy.

I keep my eyes down, like I don’t want to watch.

Seconds later, she starts on the other side. She pulls the hair into another braid. And when she’s done, she ties that one off as well.

“There we go. This looks nice,” she says, clearly satisfied with her work. “Check out your reflection.”

When she issues the command, I have no choice. I look up, and sure enough, I see myself with my hair tied back in braids. They fall down in front of my shoulders.

“You know why guys like pigtails so much?”

“Why?” I can’t seem to help myself from asking.

“Because they make you look young and small and helpless. But more than that, they’re great to pull on. Just think about how it’s going to feel when you’re on your hands and knees and he’s fucking you from behind. He’ll be able to hold onto these just like a pair of leashes or reins.”

Another wave of blush crashes along my pretty face. Normally, I’m pretty pale, my skin clear and pale. But now I turn a bright shade of red, and that just makes Michelle laugh at me some more. “Oh, you shouldn’t feel bad. It’s okay. It’s going to be fun.”

I might be embarrassed, but I’m also horny.

“In fact, I bet you’re wet right now. Should I check?”

“No!” I squeak.

“It’s okay. The way I’m using you, you’re basically my property anyway. So stand up and spread your legs for me. Show me just how horny you are.”

Automatically, I get up. I straighten my back and part my knees. She hitches up my skirt and slides her hand down into my panties. Her fingers glide over my wet crevice. “Damn. You are definitely one horny slut,” she says. I bristle at those words. I tell myself that I should be offended. After all, I have used to them on plenty of girls in the past. More than that, I’ve always thought that women were silly for getting upset when it comes to those kinds of terms.

They’re only words, after all. They shouldn’t have any real effect.

But they seem to cut into me when she says them. To her, I’m just an object, a sex toy to be used. I’m a plaything here, and she doesn’t care about my feelings or anything else.

“Makeup,” she announces.

She puts her hand on my shoulder, and she nudges me down to the side of the bathtub. I sit down, and I’m careful to keep my knees together for some reason.

“Smart girl,” she says. “You don’t want to accidentally flash the boys. That might encourage them to get aggressive.”

“What does that mean?” I ask before I can think about it.

“It means that girls get blamed for what boys do. Let’s say you’re walking along, and you’re wearing a short skirt, and some guy decides he wants to have some fun. It doesn’t matter what you say because no one cares what a girl thinks. It’s your fault for being out late at night. It’s your fault for wearing something sexy.”

“That’s not fair!”

Michelle stares at me for a few more seconds before laughing.

After that, she tells me to remain still, and she begins to apply the makeup. It feels so strange, like this extra weight along my face. At the same time, it’s almost comforting because it means that the rest of the world won’t be able to see the real me. The lipstick is slick and thick along my mouth, even when she teaches me to spread it out by popping my lips together. The blush adds some color, and the eyeshadow is strange, but I sit still with my back straight, almost like I’m a mannequin and not a person.

“Let’s take a look,” she says.

She pulls me up by my wrist again and nudges me in front of the mirror.

Without the makeup, I looked gorgeous and sexy. With the makeup, I’m spectacular.

“I think you’re ready,” she says.

Michelle drives, of course. But at the same time, she’s humming happily to herself and to tapping her fingers against the steering wheel. She wobbles her head from side to side as she considers what’s going to happen next. “I think he’s going to give us a price reduction,” she says.

“Please, please don’t do this.”

“And why wouldn’t I? You volunteered to,” she says. “This is your chance. You’re going to get to be our company whore.”

“No! I run the business with you!”

“Sweetie, do you think you’re going to be able to run anything like this? No one’s going to take you seriously.”

“That’s because you dressed me like a slut!”

“I did, didn’t I?” Michelle laughs.

We don’t head to an apartment building or anything like that. Instead, it’s a hotel. Michelle gets out of the car, and she orders me to do the same. Meek, I follow her with my head down. “You know, I was thinking about telling you to strut or look as confident as you can, more like a model. But I think you’ll do really well as a horny, nervous schoolgirl looking to have sex for the first time. Walter will like that.”

Walter.

That’s the name of our supplier. Without his support, our business will be ruined.

“Please, please don’t do this,” I beg her. But we go through the lobby, and I look around. I squeak as I notice something. Guys are looking up and studying me. They might not say anything. They may not behave our badly, but they’re checking me out. Not only that, I know they think they’re being furtive, but I can tell. I can feel it. Worse, I know what they’re thinking.

We ride the elevators up to one of the rooms, and I continue to plead with my business partner, but she isn’t interested in anything I have to say.

“Don’t worry. This is going to be as bad as you think.”

We go to a door, and she knocks. Seconds later, Walter appears.

He’s not a particularly sexy man, but he’s not gross or disgusting either. He’s just a guy. He’s discarded his business jacket, so now he has on the white, collared shirt and black pants. He motions for us to follow.”

“This is her?”

“Yes. This is Tiffany,” Michelle says.

Tiffany? I want to squeak, but I can’t.

“Tiffany here is really eager to give you everything you want. She’s one of our employees. I hope you don’t mind. But I think she’s going to do a good job. Just remember, she likes it rough.”

Walter sweeps his eyes up and down my body. He studies my breasts, my hips and legs. He even checks out my feet as they poke out from the strappy sandals Michelle forced me to wear.

“Is that right? And you’re one of their employees?”

I give a stiff nod.

“Good. I’ll take her.”

“Before you start with her, just a little bit of girl talk?”

Walter sneers, but then he starts to chuckle. “I guess girls always like to talk too much. Sure. You got a couple of minutes.”

Michelle runs her hand along the side of my neck. She doesn’t want to touch my face and risk messing up my makeup. But then she whispers, “This is going to be okay. You already know you’re horny and you can’t wait to feel him inside of you. But more than that, I want to tell you something very special. If you have an orgasm, I’m never going to be able to change you back.”

“What?” I whisper, my voice harsh.

“I just thought it would be funny,” she says before she pats me on the head and heads back out into the hallway like my pimp. “You two have fun. And remember, Walter, she doesn’t have any limits because she really, really likes it rough!”

Walter trusts her. And why not? We have been business partners for a long time. Besides, he wants this. He wants me.

He turns back, and he’s coming at me fast. He grabs my wrists, and he yanks me forward, throwing me down onto the bed. I hit the mattress and bounce for a second. In the next moment, he’s on top of me.

I think that I should try to say something, but he presses his mouth to mine, and hot pleasure surges through my body. I can’t help it. This is biology, something Tiffany has done to me. Whether or not I crave this intellectually doesn’t matter. My thoughts have become irrelevant because I am a piece of meat getting ready to be fucked by this man. He grabs my wrists again, pinning them above my head.

As he kisses me, he bites down and my lower lip. There’s a flash of pain, only it feels so good!

He kisses me hard, taking what he wants. I can’t stop him. Somehow, I don’t even want to stop him.

Then his hand goes down to my legs, and he slides his knuckles beneath my skirt just before he pulls down my panties.

“Should I fuck your ass?” Walter snarls at me. We’ve been in the same conference room before, and he always sounded so professional, but this is a different side of him. He’s unleashing something.

“No!”

“I’ll give you a chance to suck me first,” he says. “But if you don’t do a good job, I will flip you over,” he promises, his eyes lit with animalistic need.

The next thing I know, he pulls off his pants and boxers. He settles down onto the bed, his head resting on his hands. I slide back, down on my hands and knees, and he is looking at my breasts. He enjoys the curves of my cleavage, and I look down at his erection.

Because I’m hesitating, he puts his hand on the top of my head, and he pushes me down.

Before I know it, my body takes over, like I already have an instinctive understanding of what I need to do. I lick my lips and wrap them around his circumference. I take him, inch by inch as I bring my head up. I lick him and suck, almost like I’m desperate to make him climax.

“Oh, wow,” he says. “You’re really good at that, Tiffany.”

Tiffany.

That, apparently, is my name now, at least until I can get Michelle to transform me back.

For the next couple of minutes, I lick and suck, moving my head down and up like an eager slut who just loves giving blow jobs.

“Not bad,” he said, “but now it’s time for the main attraction.” I’m worried what this might mean, but he grabs onto one of my pigtails and pulls me back. I fall down onto my back, only then he smacks my ass, he orders me onto my hands and knees. Apparently, I don’t have to obey, but that only makes it worse.

Once on down on my knees and elbows, my ass up in the air, I know that I’m doing this of my own free will.

He comes at me hard, thrusting his cock into my waiting pussy. Damn. It feels good. It feels intoxicatingly good!

Michelle was right about the pigtails because he grabs them almost immediately, yanking my head back. My eyes water as the pain shoots through my scalp, yet I’m somehow grateful and eager for more. He pumps into me, his shaft sliding forward, then almost pulling back, again and again.

Hot anticipation runs through my body, and I forget about one important detail.

As he thrusts forward, I surrender to the desires. I let the impulse takeover. “Yes, please. Don’t, don’t stop,” I pant.

“That’s right,” he growls. “You’re just a dumb slut. That’s why she uses you, isn’t it?”

Just then, the orgasm runs through my body, hot explosions of pleasure along every inch of my skin. I clench my eyes shut and the world turns to a kaleidoscopic haze of ecstasy. The supernova rushes through my body, and I scream out. “Yes!”

Just then, he comes hard. I can feel his cock throbbing deep inside of me. It’s amazing, and I want more.

He pulls out, and that’s when I realize my mistake.

I can feel it, the magic permeating my body as this becomes permanent. From now on, I’m not Josh, Michelle’s partner…I’m the slutty girl she’ll use and own however she likes…because I just made it permanent.

The End
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