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    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 
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